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PREFACE 

m 

TO    THE    AMERICAN   EDITION. 


The  only  translation  through  which 
the  celebrated  chef-d^cmvre  of  Madame  de 
Sta^l  has  been  hitherto  known  to  the 
English  reader,  was  of  so  inferior  a  char- 
acter, that  a  great  proportion  of  the 
tlioughts  of  the  author  weie  wholly  lost, 
or  80  obscured  and  distorted  as  to  be  lit- 
tle better  than  lost.  A  new  translation 
was  in  progress  here  when  that  which  is 
BOW  pcesented  to  the  reader  in  a  revised 
shape  was  receiyed  from  England.  It 
was  prepared  for  the  London  Library  of 
Standard  Novels.  Its  style  was  found 
characterized  by  a  degree  of  ease  and 
grace  rarely  met  with  in  a  translation. 
The  idiom  of  a  foreign  tongue  has  seldom 
been  more  completely  thrown  off.  But 
such  a  peculiar  merit  was  perhaps  hardly 
coir^istent  with  the  most  thorough  and 
!  pr^cticaJ  iamiliantY  with  the  kngna^^i  of 
i  tl  i  f?  ori  gin  a/ .  A  S&ort  ex  i  n  li  1 1  alio  n  d  e  le  ct- 
.  eii  numerous  erttOTs,  and  ii  ^vas  found  ne- 
jcissary  to  subject  the  wluVlo  book  xo  a 
imiaute   and  rigid  revision, *     The  sense 

*  It  muf  be  thoQ^ht  propter  to  ^i?e  an  ei^atn- 

!  pif*  t)f  some  of  the  ojist^ik'^s  which  we  foimcl  it 

.'.■ec^sary  to  correct-    One,  of  quite  an  atnuauig 

II  (htneter,  may  be  Uken  from  the  very  first  book. 

/  At  tke  £re  in  Aacona,  Oswald  is  represented  as 

f  brapn^  on  shore  the  $hi]^t  pump^  to  aid  in  ex- 

tmgmaidtkg  the  conflagration!     This  ladicroos 

error  arose  from  the  use  in  the  French  of  the 

WDfil  poiope  instead  of  pompe  a  feu — fire-engine, 

'Hiili  Eo^ish  we  use  the  word  "engine"  instead 

V  *' fire-en^ne/'  when  the  connection  is  such 

!  1 9»  tr.  sopenede  the  use  of  the  compound  word. 

L|  Tbt  «;ri?ines  belonging  to  the  ship  were  of  coarse 
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of  the  author  was  found  to  be  in  many 
instances  lamentably  n^isconceiyed.  In 
others  such  a  latitude  was  taken  with  the 
original  as  seemed  to  betray  a  doubtful 
perception  of  its  meaning ;  and  often  the 
most  beautiful  trains  of  thought  were  left 
half  developed.  These  defects  it  has  been 
our  object  to  repair. 

The  poetical  contributions  of  L.  E.  L. 
add  much  to  the  value  of  this  edition. 
They  are  worthy  of  her  reputation.  We 
have  thought  it  requisite  to  discard  a  po- 
etical translation,  by  another  hand,  of 
the  diapter  entitled,  "  Fragments  of  the 
thoughts  of  Corinne,"  and  have  substituted 
a  strictly  literal  prose  translation.  The 
incongruity  of  a  poetical  garb  with  the 
reflections  and  feelings  expressed  in  that 
chapter  will  be  obvious  to  every  reader. 

It  does  not  come  within  the  design  of 
this  notice  to  present  an  analysis  of  this 
celebrated  work.  We  cannot,  however, 
forbear  transcribing  fropi  the  recently  pub- 
lished memoirs  of  one  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished critics  of  this  or  any  other  age, 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  a  few  sentiments 
to  show  the  estimation  in  which  "  Corinne  " 
was  held  by  him. 

The  extracts  which  follow  are  from  Sir 
James'  diary. 

"  *  Corinne,'  first  volume. — I  have  not 
received  the  original,  and  I  can  nb  longer 
refrain  from  a  translation. 

"  It  is,  as  has  been  said,  a  tour  in  Italy, 
mixed  with  a  novel.  The  tour  is  full  of 
picture  and  feeing,  and  of  observations  on 
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national  character,  bo  refined  tliat  scarcely 
any  one  else  could  have  made  them.  *   * 

"  She  paints  Ancona  and  above  all  Rome 
in  the  liveliest  colors.  She  alone  seems 
to  have  inhabited  the  Eternal  City.    *     *^ 

**  In  the  character  of  Corinne,  Madame 
de  Sta^l  draws  an  imaginary  self — ^what 
she  is,  what  she  had  the  power  of  being, 
and  what  she  might  easUy  imagine  that 
she  might  have  become.  Purity,  which 
her  sentiments  and  principles  teach  her  to 
love,  talents  and  accomplishments,  which 
her  energetic  geniud  might  easily  have 
acquired ;  uncomifion  scenes  fitted  for  her 
extraordinary  mind;  and  even  beauty 
which  her  fancy  contemplates  so  con- 
stantly and  which  in  the  enthusiasm  of 
invention  she  bestows  on  this  adorned  as 
well  as  improved  self. — ^These  are  the 


materials  out  of  which  she  has  farmed 
Corinne.  . 

"13th.  Second  and  third  Tolumes  «f 
'Corinne.'  I  swallow  Corinne  slowly, 
that  I  may  taste  every  drop.  I  prolong 
my  enjoyment  and  really  d^||d  i|||fermi* 
nation.  ^V     i^ 

"  How  she  ennobles  iho  most  common 
scenes ! — a  sermon  from  the  quarter  deck 
of  a  ship  of  wa^i 

"  15th.  FouSand  fifth  volumes  of 
'Corinne.'  Farewell  Corinne!  Power- 
ful and  extraordinary  book ;  full  of  faults 
so  obvious,  as  not  to  be  worth,  enumerat- 
ing, but  of  which  a  single  sentence  has 
excited  more  feeling,  and  exercised  more 
reason  than  the  most  faultless  models  of 
elegance." 
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CHAPTER  I. 

In  the  year  1794,  Oswald,  Lord  Nelvil,  a 
ScQlch  nobleman,  left  Edinburgh  to  pass  the 
winter  in  Italy.  He  possessed  a  noble  and 
handsonie  person,  a  fine  mind,  a  great  name, 
an  independent  fortune ;  but  his  health,  was 
impaired ;  and  the  physicians,  fearing  that  his 
lungs  were  affected,  prescribed  the  air  of  the 
south.  He  followed  their  advice  though  with 
little  interest  in  his  own  recovery,  hoping,  at 
least,  to  find  some  amusement  m  the  varied 
objects  he  was  about  to  behold.  That  heavi- 
est of  all  afflictions,  the  loss  of  a  father,  was 
the  cause  of  his  malady.  The  remorse  inspir- 
^  ed  hj  scmpQioQs  delicacy  still  more  embitter- 
ed his  regret  and  haunted  his  imagination. 
When  we  suffer  we  rowdily  convince  ourselves 
that  we  are  gui&|P|  and  violent  griefs  bring 
pangs  even  to  thritasctenoe  itself. 

At  five-and-twinty  he  was  already  tired  of 
life ;  he  judged  the  futnre  by  the  past,  and  his 
wounded  sensibility  was  no  longer  alive  to 
the  illusions  of  the  heart.  No  one  could  be 
more  kind  and  devMed  to  his  friends;  yet 
sot  even  the  good  he  effected  gave  him  one 
sensation  of  pleasure.     He  constantly  sacri- 

1^/  £oed  his  tastes  to  thoae  of  others ;  but  this 
/  total  forgetfulness  of  self  could  not  be  explain- 
)  ed  fay  generosity  alone ;  it  was  oflen  to  faHS 
;  attributed  to  a  degree  of  melancholy,  which 
I  rendered  him  careless  of  his  own  doom.  The 
indifferent  considered  this  mood  extremely 
graceful ;  but  those  who  loved  him  felt  that 
he  gave  himself  to  the  happii)|BS8  of  others, 
like  a  man  who  hoped  for  none  himself;  and 


they  almost  repined  at  receivinff  felicity  froi 
one  on  whom  Uiey  could  never  bestow  it. 

Yet  his  natural  disposition  was  versatile 
sensitive  and  impassioned ;  uniting  all  th 
qualities  which  could  excite  himself  or  others 
but  misfortune  and  repentance  had  renderei 
him  timid,  and  he  thought  to  disarm,  by  ex 
acting  nothing  from,  fate.  He  trusted  to  find 
in  a  firm  adherence  to  his  duties,  and  a  re 
nouncement  of  all    enjoyments,  a  securit 

r'nst  the  sorrows  which  had  distracted  him 
pleasures  of  the  world  seemed  to  hit 
worth  the  risk  of  its  pains ;  but  when  we  ar 
capable  of  feeling  theiii,  by  what  mode  of  lif 
can  we  hope  to  escape  them  t 

Lord  Nelvil  flattered  himself  that  he  shoul 
quit  Scotland  without  regret,  as  he  had  re 
mained  there  without  pleasure ;  but  it  is  no 
thus  with  sensitive  imaginations ;  he  did  nc 
suspect  the  strength  of  the  ties  which  boun 
him  to  the  very  scene  of  his  miseries,  th 
home  of  his  father.  There  were  apartment 
which  he  could  not  approach  without  a  shud 
der,  and  yet,  when  he  had  resolved  to  qui 
them,  he  felt  more  lonely  than  ever.  A  sen 
sation  of  desolateness  stole  over  his  heart 
he  could  no  longer  weep ;  he  could  no  mor 
recall  those  little  local  associations  which  s 
deeply  touched  him ;  his  recollections  had  les 
of  life  ;  they  belonged  not  to  the  objects  tha 
surrounded  him.  He  did  not  think  the  less  o 
him  whom  he  mourned,  but  he  found  it  mor 
difficult  to  recall  his  presence. 

Sometimes,  too,  he  reproached  himself  fo 
abandoning  the  place  where  his  father  hai 
dwelt.     "Who  knows,*'  would  he  sigh,  " i 


CORINNE ;  OR,  ITALY. 


the  shades  of  the  dead  can  follow  the  objects 
of  their  affection  ?  They  may  not  be  permit- 
ted to  wander  beyond  the  spots  where  their 
ashes  repose !  Perhaps,  at  this  moment,  my 
father  deplores  mine  absence,  powerless  to 
recall  me.  Alas!  may  not  a  host  of  wild 
events  have  persuaded  him  that  I  have  be- 
trayed his  tenderness,  turned  rebel  to  my 
country,  to  his  will,  and  all  that  is  sacred  on 
earth  V^  These  remembrances  occasioned 
him  such  insupportable  despair,  that,  far  from 
daring  to  confide  them  in  any  one,  he  dreaded 
even  to  sound  their  depths  himself;  so  easy 
is  it,  out  of  our  own  reflections,  to  create  ir- 
reparable evils ! 

It  is  a  greater  trial  to  leave  one's  country, 
when  one  must  cross  the  sea.  There  is  such 
solemnity  in  a  pilgrimage,  the  first  steps  of 
which  are  on  the  ocean.  It  seems  as  if  a  gulf 
were  opening  behind  you,  and  your  return  be- 
coming impossible ;  besides,  the  sight  of  the 
main  always  profoundly  impresses  us,  as  the 
image  of  that  infinitude  which  perpetually  at- 
tracts the  soul,  in  which  thought  ever  feels 
herself  lost.  Oswald,  leaning  near  the  helm, 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  waves,  appeared  perfect- 
ly caJm.  Pride  and  diffidence  generally  pre- 
vented his  betraying  his  emotions  even  before 
his  friends ;  ^but  sad  feelings  struggled  within. 
He  thoi^ht  on  the  time  when  that  spectacle 
animated  his  youth  with  a  desire  to  cleave  the 
billows  and  measure  his  strength  with  theirs. 

**  Why,"  he  bitterly  mused, "  why  thus  con- 
stantly yield  to  meditation  ?  How  much  plea- 
sure is  there  in  active  life,  in  those  violent 
exertions  that  make  us  feel  the  energy  of  ex- 
istence !  death  itself,  then,  is  looked  on  as  but 
an  event,  perhaps  ^orious ;  at  least  sudden, 
and  not  preceded  by  decay ;  but  that  death 
which  finds  us  without  being  bravely  sought, — 
that  gloomy  death  which  steals  from  you,  in  a 
night,  all  you  held  dear,  which  mocks  your 
regrets,  repulses  your  supplications,  and  piti- 
lessly opposes  to  your  desire  the  eternal  laws 
of  time  and  nature, — that  death  inspires  a 
kind  of  contempt  for  human  destiny,  for  the 
impotence  of  grief,  and  all  the  vain  efibrta 
that  wreck  themselves  against  necessity.'' 

Such  were  the  thoughts  by  which  Oswald 
was  haunted.  The  vivacity  of  youth  was 
united  with  the  reflection  of  age.  He  gave 
himself  up  to  feelings  which  might  have  oc- 
cupied the  mind  of  his  father  in  his  last  hours, 
and  infused  the  ardor  of  five-and-twenty  into 
the  melancholy  contemplations  of  declining 
years.  He  was  weary  of  everything;  yet, 
nevertheless,  lamented  the  loss  of  happiness 
as  if  he  was  still  alive  to  its  illusions. 

This  inconsistency,  entirely  at  variance 
with  the  will  of  nature,  disordered  the  depths 
of  his  soul ;  but  his  manners  were  ever  gentle 


'.and  harmonious ;  nay,  his  grief,  far  from  in- 
Jjuring  his  temper,  taught  him  a  still  greater 
degree  of  consideraftion  and  kindness  for 
lothers. 

Twice  or  thrice  in  the  vojrage  from  Hai« 
wich  to  Emden  the  eea  threatened  a  storm.  ^ 
Nelvil  directed  the  sailors,  cheered  the  passen- 
gers ;  and  when  toiling  at  the  ropes  himself, 
or  taking  for  a  while  the  helmsman's  place, 
there  was  a  vigor  and  address  in  what  Iw  did, 
which  could  not  be  regarded  as  Ihe  Ain^e  I 
efifect  of  personal  strength  and  activity,  Ibr  ' 
mind  pervaded  it  all. 

When  they  were  about  to  part,  all  onboard 
crowded  round  him  to  take  leave,  thanking ; 
him  for  a  thousand  good  ofitces,  wUeh  he  had 
forgotten :  sometimes  it  was  a  child  that  he 
had  caressed  and  amused ;  more  frequently, 
some  old  man  whose  steps  he  had  supported 
while  the  wind  rocked  the  vessel.  A  greater 
absence  of  personal  feeling  was  scarce  ever 
known.  His  voyage  had  passed  without  his 
having  devoted  a  moment  to  himself;  he  gave 
up  his  time  to  others,  with  a  melancholy  be- 
'nevolence.  As  he  quitted  the  vessel  the 
whole  crew  cried,  almost  with  one  voice, 
"  God  bless  you,  my  Lord !  we  wish  you  bet- 
ter!" Tet  Oswald  had  not  once  complained 
,of  his  sufiTerings ;  and  the  persons  of  a  high- 
\et  class,  who  crossed  with  him,  had  said  not 
la  word  on  this  subject ;  but  the  common  peo- 
'4>le,in  whom  their  superiors  so  rarely  coi^de,- 
are  wont  to  detect  the  truth  without  the  aid  of 
.words :  they  pity  you  when  you  suffer,  though 
ignorant  of  the  cause ;  and  their  spontaneous 
sympathy  is  unmixed  either  with  censure  or 
advice. 


^IflP'flBR 


IL 


TRAVKLLiMe,  sa^  whiflt  ve  will,  is  one  of 
the  saddest  pleasures  in  life.  If  yon  ever  Mi 
at  ease  in  a  strange  plaoe,  it  ia  because  yon 
have  begun  to  make  it  your  home;  but  to  tia- 
.  verse  unknown  lands,  to  hear  a  langnage  i 
I  which  you  hardly  comprehend,  to  look  on 
I  faces  unconnected  with  either  your  past  or 
future,  this  is  solitude  without  repose  or  dig- 
nity; for  the  hurry  to  arrive  where  no  one 
awaits  you,  that  agitation  whose  sole  cause  is 
.curiosity,  lessens  you  in  your  owb  esteoPi 
i  until  new  objects  ean  become  bound  to  you 
by  some  sweet  links  of  sentiment  and  habit. 

Oswald  felt  his  despondency  redoubled  in 
crossing  Germany  to  reach  Italy,  oUiged  by 
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vtr  to  aToid  Fnnee  uA  its  frontiers,  as  well 
as  the  troops,  who  rendered  the  roads  impas- 
able.  This  necessity  for  attending  to  detail, 
aid  taking,  almost  erery  instant,  a  new  reso- 
Inlion,  was  ntterly  insufferable.  His  health, 
iiNtead  of  improving,  often  obliged  him  to  stop, 
while  he  longed  to  arrive  at  some  other  place, 
or  at  least  to  fly  from  where  he  was.  He  took 
Ike  least  possible  care  of  his  constitution; 
aeeuing  himself  as  colpaUe,  with  but  too 
great  severity.  If  he  wished  still  to  five,  it 
«li  but  for  the  defence  of  his  country. 

''My  native  land,^  would  he  sish — ^''has  it 
not  a  parental  right  over  me  ?  but  1  want  pow- 
er to  serve  it  usefully.  I  must  not  offer  it  the 
feeUe  existence  which  I  drag  towards  the  sun, 
to  beg  of  him  some  principle  of  life,  that  may 
straggle  against  my  woes.  None  but  a  father 
eould  receive  me  thus,  and  love  me  .the  more, 
the  more  I  was  deserted  by  nature  and  by  fate.*' 

He  had  flattered  himself  that  a  continual 
ebaoge  of  external  objects  would  somewhat 
divert  his  &ncy  frixn  its  usual  routine ;  hut  he 
eosld  not,  at  first,  realize  this  efiect.  It  is 
necessary,  after  any  great  loss,  to  familiarise 
OQiselves  atesh  vnth  all  that  had  surrounded 
sa,  accnstom  onrselves  again  even  to  familiar 
fiiees,  to  the  house  in  which  we  live,  and  the 
daily  habits  which  we  must  resume :  every 
saeh  effort  jars  fearfully  on  the  heart;  and 
DQCkmg  so  multiplies  them  as  travelling  from 
sue  scene  to  another. 

Qswald^s  only  pleasure  was  exploring  the 
Tyrol,  on  a  horse  which  he  had  brought  from 
ScoiUuid  and  who  climbed  the  hills  at  a  gallop. 
The  astonished  peasants  began  by  shrieking 
with  fright,  as  they  saw  him  borne  along  the 
precipice's  edge,  and  ended  by  clapping  their 
hands  in  admiration  of  his  dfexterity,  grace, 
and  couage.  He  loved  the  sense  of  danger. 
It  threw  off  the  weight  of  grief  and  recon- 
dled  him  for  the  instant  with  that  life  which 
he  thns  seemed  to  rescue,  and  which  it  would 
have  been  bo  easy  to  lose. 


CHAPTER  III. 


'  At  lospmek,  where  he  stayed  for  some 
th&e,  in  the  house  of  a  banker,  Oswald  was 
mDch  interested  by  the  history  of  Count  d'Er- 
fenil,  a  French  emigrant,  who  had  sustained 
tbe  total  loss  of  an  immense  fortune  with  per- 
fect serenity.  By  his  musical  talents  he 
„  had  mintained  himself  and  an  aged  uncle, 
1  owm  whom  he  watched  till  the  good  man's 


death,  constantly  refusing  the  pecuniary  aid 
which  had  been  pressed  on  him.  He  had  dis- 
played the  most  brilliant  valor — that  of  France 
-during:  the  war,  and  an  unchangeable  gaiet> 
in  the  midst  of  reverses.  He  was  anxious  t€ 
visit  Rome,  that  he  might  find  a  relative, 
whose  heir  he  expected  to  become ;  and  wish- 
ed for  a  companion,  or  rather  a  friend,  will] 
whom  to  make  the  journey  agreeably. 

Lord  NelviPs  saddest  recollections  wen 
attached  to  France ;  yet  he  was  exempt  from 
the  prejudices  which  divided  the  two  nations. 
One  Frenchman  had  been  his  intimate  friend 
in  whom  he  had  found  an  union  of  the  most 
estimable  qualities.  He  therefore  offered 
through  the  narrator  of  Count  d'Erfeuip! 
story,  to  take  this  noble  and  unfortunate  young 
man  with  him  to  Italy.  The  banker  in  ai 
hour  informed  him  that  his  proposal  wai 
gratefully  accepted.  Oswald  rejoiced  in  ren- 
dering this  service  to  another,  though  it  cost 
him  much  to  resign  his  seclusion ;  and  his  re- 
serve suffered  greatly  at  the  prospect  of  find- 
ing himself  thus  thrown  on  the  society  of  s 
man  he  did  not  know. 

He  shortly  received  a  visit  of  thanks  from 
the  Count,  who  possesse#  an  elegant  manner 
ready  politeness,  and  good  taste;  from  the 
first  appearing  perfectly  at  his  ease,  Ever} 
one,  on  seeing  him,  wondered  at  what  he  had 
undergone ;  for  he  bore  his  lot  with  a  courage 
'  approaching  to  forgetfulness.     There  was  a 

1'  liveliness  in  his  conversation  truly  admirable 
while  he  spoke  of  his  Own  misfortunes ;  though 
less  so,  it  must  be  owned,  when  extended  tc 
other  subjects. 

"  I  am  greatly  obliged  to  your  Lordship,^ 
said  he,  **for  transporting  me  from  Germany 
of  which  I  am  tired  to  death.**  "  And  yet,' 
replied  Nelvil,  "  you  are  universally  beloved 
and  respected  here."  "  I  have  friends,  in- 
deed, whom  I  shall  sincerely  regret ;  for  k 
this  country  one  meets  none  but  the  best  of 
people :  only  I  donH  know  a  word  of  German 
and  you  will  confess  that  it  were  a  long  and 
tedious  task  to  learn  it.  Since  I  had  the  ill- 
luck  to  lose  my  uncle,  I  have  not  known  whal 
to  do  with  my  leisure  :  while  I  had  to  attend 
on  him,  that  filled  up  my  time ;  but  now  the 
four-and-twenty  hours  hanff  heavily  on  m) 
hands."  "  The  delicacy  of  your  conduct  to- 
wards your  kinsman,  Coant,'*  said  NelvO 
'*  has  impressed  me  with  the  deepest  regarc 
for  you."  "I  did  no  more  than  my  duty 
Poor  man!  he  had  lavished  his  favors  on  m} 
childhood.  I  could  never  have  left  him,  hac 
he  lived  to  be  a  hundred ;  but  'tis  well  for  hin 
that  he's  gone ;  'twere  well  for  me  to  be  witl 
him,"  he  added,  laughing,  '*  for  I've  little  t( 
hope  in  this  world.  I  did  my  best,  during  the 
war,  to  get  killed ;  but  since  fate  would  spar< 
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me,  I  must  live  on  as  I  may. "  "  I  shall  congra- 
tulate myself  on  coming  hither,'*  answered 
Nelvil,  "  should  you  do  well  in  Rome ;  and 

if "  "  Oh  Heaven !"  interrupted  d'Erfeuil, 

"  I  do  well  enough  ererywhere ;  while  we 
are  younfif  and  cheerful,  all  things  find  their 
level.  'Tis  neither  from  books  nor  from  medi- 
tation that  I  have  acquired  my  philosophy, 
but  from  being  used  to  the  world  and  its  mis- 
haps ;  nay,  you  see,  my  lord,  I  have  some , 
reason  for  trusting  to  chance,  since  I  owe  to 
it  the  opportunity  of  travelling  with  you.'* 
The  Count  then  agreed  on  the  hour  for  setting 
forth  next  day,  ami  with  a  graceful  bow,  de- 
parted. After  the  mere  interchange  of  civil- 
ities with  which  their  journey  commenced, 
Oswald  remained  silent  for  some  hours ;  but 
perceiving  that  this  fatigued  his  fellow  travel- 
ler, he  asked  him  if  he  anticipated  much 
pleasure  in  his  visit  to  Italy.  "  Oh,"  replied 
the  Count,  "  I  know  what  to  expect,  and  don't 
look  forward  to  the  least  amusement.  A 
friend  of  mine  passed  six  months  there,  and 
tells  me  that  there  is  not  a  French  province 
without  a  better  theatre,  and  more  agreeable 
society,  than  Rome ;  but  in  that  ancient  capi- 
tal of  the  world  I  aball  be  sure  to  find  some 
of  my  countrymen  to  chat  with ;  and  that  is 
all  I  require. '  **Then  you  have  not  been 
tempted  to  learn  Italian V  "No,  that  was 
never  inoluded  in  the  plan  of  my  studies,"  he 
answered,  with  so  serious  an  air,  that  one 
might  have  thought  him  expressing  a  resolu- 
tion founded  on  the  g^vest  motives.  "The 
fact  is,"  he  continued,  "  that  I  like  no  people 
but  the  Enelish  and  the  French.  Men  must 
be  proud  like  you,  or  wits  like  ourselves ;  all 
the  rest  is  mere  imitation."  Oswald  said  no- 
thing. A  few  moments  afterwards  the  Count 
renewed  the  conversation  by  sallies  of  vivaci- 
ty and  humor,  in  which  be  sported  with 
words  and  phrases  most  ingeniously ;  but 
neither  what  he  saw  nor  what  he  felt  was 
his  theme.  His  discourse  sprang  not  from 
within,  nor  from  without ;  but,  steering  clear 
alike  of  reflection  and  imagination,  found  its 
subjects  in  the  superficial  traits  of  society. 
He  named  twenty  persons  in  France  and  Eng- 
land, inquiring  if  Lord  Nelvil  knew, them; 
and  related  as  many  pointed  anecdotes,  as  if, 
in  his  opinion,  the  only  language  for  a  man 
of  taste  was  the  gossip  of  good  company. 
Nelvil  pondered  for  some  time  on  this  singu- 
lar combination  of  courage  and  frivolity,  this 
contempt  of  misfortune,  which  would  have 
been  so  heroic  if  it  had  cost  more  efibrt,  in- 
stead of  springing  from  the  same  apathy 
which  rendered  him  incapable  of  deep  affec- 
tions. "  An  Englishman^"  thought  he,  "would 
have  been  overwhelmed  by  similar  circum- 
stances.   Whence  does  this  Frenchman  de- 


rive his  fortitude,  yet  pliancy  of  chaimcter  t 

I  Does  he  rightly  understand  the  art  of  living  % 

I I  deem  myself  his  superior,  yet  am  I  not  ill 
and  wretched  ?    Does  his  tiifling  course  ac- 

!  cord  better  than  mine  with  the  fleetoeas  of 
life  t  Must  one  fly  from  thought  as  from  a 
foe,  instead  of  yielding  all  the  soul  to  its  pow- 
er ?"  Could  Oswald  have  settled  this  questioD, 
it  would  have  been  in  vain ;  for  none  can 
leave  the  intellectual  region  which  nature  has 
assigned  to  him,  and  our  qualities  of  mind  are 
as  intractable  as  our  faults  of  character. 

The  Count  gave  no  attention  to  I^y,  and 
rendered  it  almost  impossible  for  Oswald  to 
enjoy  it.  D'Erfeuil  continui^ly  disturbed  his 
friend's  admiration  of  a  fine  country,  and  sense 
of  its  picturesque  charm :  our  invalid  listened 
as  oft  as  he  could  to  the  sound  of  the  winds, 
or  the  murmur  of  the  waves ;  the  voice  of 
nature  did  more  for  his  mind  than  sketches  of 
coteries  held  at  the  foot  of  the  Alps,  among 
ruins,  or  on  the  banks  of  the  sea. 

His  own  grief  would  have  been  less  an  ob- 
stacle to  the  pleasure  he  might  have  tasted 
than  was  the  mirth  of  d'Erfeuil.  The  regrets 
of  a  feeling  heart  may  find  relief  in  a  con- 
templation of  nature  and  an  enjoyment  of  the 
fine  arts ;  but  frivolity,  under  whatever  form 
it  appears,  deprives  attention  of  its  power, 
thought  of  Its  originality,  and  sentiment  of  its 
depth.  One  strange  effect  of  the  Count's 
levity  was  its  inspiring  Nelvil  with  difiidence 
in  all  their  relations  with  each  other.  The 
most  thoughtful  characters  are  often  the  easiest 
abashed.    The  giddy  embarrass  and  over-awe 

I  the  contemplative ;  and  the  being  who  calls  him- 

Uelf  happy  appears  wiser  than  ne  who  suffers. 
D'Erfeuil  was  every  way  mild,  obliging,  and 
free ;  serious  only  in  his  self-love,  and  worthy 
to  be  liked  as  much  as  he  could  like  another; 
that  is,  as  a  good  companion  in  pleasure  and 
in  peril,  but  one  who  knew  not  how  to  partici- 
pate in  others'  pain.  He  wearied  of  Oswald's 
melancholy ;  and,  as  well  from  the  goodness 
of  his  heart  as  from  taste,  he  strove  to  dissi- 
pate it.  "  What  would  you  have !"  he  often 
said :  "  Are  you  not  younff,  rich,  and  well,  if 
you  choose  t  you  are  but  fancy-sick.    I  have 

;  lost  all,  and  know  not  what  will  become  of  me ; 
yet  I  enjoy  life  as  if  I  possessed  every  earthly 
blessing."  "  Your  courage  is  as  rare  as  it  is 
honorable,"  replied  Nelvil;  " but  the  reverses 
'.you  have  known  wound  less  than  do  the  sor- 
irows  of  my  heart."  "The  sorrows  of  the 
jheart !  ay,  true,  they  must  be  the  worst  of  all : 
but  still  you  must  console  yourself;  for  a  sen- 
JBible  man  ought  to  banish  from  lus  mind  what- 
ever can  be  of  no  service  to  himself  or  otheis. 
Are  we  not  placed  here  below  to  be  useful 
first,  and  consequently  happy  ?  My  dear  Nel- 
,vil,  let  us  hold  by  that  £uth." 
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All  this  was  rational  enongh,  in  the  usual 
_  nae  of  the  word;  for  d'Erfeoil.was,  in  most 
iTetpects,  a  clear-headed  man.  The  impas- 
Boned  are  far  more  liable  to  weakness,  than 
the  fickle ;  but,  instead  of  his  mode  of  think- 
ing securing  the  confidence  of  Nelril,  he 
ivoold  faiik  have  assured  the  Count  that  he 
•waf  the  happiest  of  human  beings,  to  escape 
iibt  infliction  of  his  attempts  at  comfort. 
Nevertheless,  d'Erfeuil  became  strongly  at- 
tacked to  Lord  Nelril.  His  resignation  and 
simplicity,  his  modesty  and  pride,  created  re- 
ispect  irresistibly.  The  Count  was  perplexed 
'hy  Os¥rald*s  external  composure,  and  taxed 
thii  memory  for  all  the  grave  maxims,  which 
in  childhood  he  had  heard  from  his  old  rela- 
tions, in  order  to  try  their  effect  upon  his 
friend ;  and  astonished  at  his  failing  to  van- 
qush  his  apparent  coldness,  he  asked  himself, 
**Am  I  not  good-natured,  frank,  brave,  and 
popular  in  sociAy  ?  What  do  I  want,  then,  to 
make  an  impression  on  this  man !  May  there 
not  be  some  misapprehension  between  us, 
arising,  perhaps,  from  his  not  sufficiently  un- 
derstanding French  V 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Ah  unforeseen  circumstance  much  increased 
the  sensations  of  deference  which  d^Erfeuil 
felt  towards  his  travelling  companion.  Lord 
Nelvil^s  state  of  health  obliged  him  to  stop 
some  days  at  Ancona.  Mount  and  main  con- 
spired to  beautify  its  site ;  and  the  crowd  of 
Greeks,  orientally  seated  at  work  before  the 
shopa,  the  raried  costumes  of  the  Levant,  to 
be  met  with  in  the  streets,  give  the  town  an 
^  original  and  interesting  air.    Civilisation  tends 

i'  to  render  all  men  alike,  in  appearance  if  not 
in  reality:  yet  fancy  may  find  pleasure  in 
characteristic  national  distinctions. 
h  Men  only  resemiikr^ch  other  when  sophis- 
ticated by  sordid  or  famionable  life ;  whatever 
|ia  natural  admits  of  v^lriety.  There  is  a  slight 
gratification,  at  least  fbi  the  eyes,  in  that  di- 
Tersity  of  dress,  which  seems  to  promise  us 
equally  novel  ways  of  feeling  and  of  judgment. 
nnie  Greek,  Catholic,  and  Jewish  forms  of 
worship  exist  peaceably  together  in  Ancona. 
Their  ceremonies  are  strongly  contrasted ;  but 
tbe  same  sigh  of  distress,  the  same  petition 
for  support,  ascends  to  Heaven  from  all. 

The  Catholic  church  stands  on  a  height 
that  overlooks  the  main,  the  lash  of  whose 
',  tides  frequently  blends  with  the  chant  of-  the 
priests.  Within,  the  edifice  is  loaded  by  orna- 
ijoienta  of  indifferent  taste ;  but,  pausing  be 
ii 


neath  the  portico,  the  soul  delights  to  recall 
its  purest  of  emotions— religion — while  gazing 
at  that  superb  spectacle,  the  sea,  on  which 
man  never  left  his  trace.  He  may  plough 
the  earth,  and  cut  his  way  through  mountains, 
or  contract  rivers  into  canals,  for  the  transport 
of  his  merchandise ;  but  if  his  fleets  for  a 
moment  furrow  the  ocean,  its  waves  as  in- 
stantly efface  this  slight  mark  of  servitude, 
and  it  a^in  appears  such  as  it  was  on  the  first 
day  of  Its  creation.* 

Lord  Nelvil  had  decided  to  start  for  Rome 
on  the  morrow,  when  he  heard,  during  the 
night,  a  terrific  cry  from  the  streets,  and  has- 
tening from  his  hotel  to  learn  the  cause,  be- 
held a  conflagration  which,  beginning  at  the 
port,  spread  from  house  to  house  towards  the 
higher  part  of  the  town.  The  flames  were 
reflected  afar  off  in  the  sea ;  the  wind,  in- 
creasing their  violence,  agitated  their  images 
on  the  waves,  which  mirrored  in  a  thousand 
shapes  the  blood-red  features  of  a  lurid  fire. 
The  inhabitants,  having  no  engine  in  good  re- 
pair(l),  hurriedly  bore  forth  what  succor  thev 
could ;  above  their  shouts  was  heard  a  clank 
of  chains,  as  the  slaves  from  the  galleys  toiled 
to  save  the  city  which  served  them  for  it  j>ri- 
son.  Tbe  various  people  of  the  Levant, 
whom  commerce  had  drawn  to  Ancona,  be- 
trayed their  consternation  by  the  stupor  oi 
their  looks.  The  merchants,  at  the  sight  ol 
their  blazing  stores,  lost  all  presence  of  mind. 
;  Alarm  for  property  affects  the  mass  of  men 
;  almost  as  much  as  for  life,  without  awakening 
■that  desperate  energy  of  soul  which  wiU  find 
'and  try  every  resource. 

The  shouts  of  sailors  have  ever  somethins 
dreary  in  their  sound ;  fear  now  rendered 
them  still  more  appalling.  The  mariners  ol 
the  Adriatic  were  clad  in  peculiar  red  and 
brown  hoods,  from  which  peeped  their  ani- 
mated Italian  faces,  under  every  expression 
of  dismay.  The  natives,  lying  on  the  earth 
covered  their  heads  with  their  cloaks,  as  ii 
nothing  remained  for  them  to  do  but  exclude 
the  sight  of  their  calamity.  Reckless  fur) 
and  blind  submission  reigned  alternately,  but 
no  one  evinced  that  coolness  which  redoubiet 
our  means  and  our  strength. 


*  Lord  Byron  trnnslsted  thli  pusgraph  tn  the  foartl 
canto  of  Chllde  llaroldf  but  i%ithout  acknowledgiiif  whence 
the  Meaa  were  bonowed  :— 

"  Roll  on,  thou  dark  and  deep  bine  ocean— roll ! 
Ten  thousand  fleetM  sweep  over  thee  in  vain  ; 
Man  mark*  ihe  <>arth  with  ruin— his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore ; — upon  ihe  "waf  ry  plain 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 
A  shadow  of  man's  ravage.  *  * 

Time  writes  no  wrinkle  on  thine  azure  brow — 
Bach  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thon  rollest  now.'* 
See  stanxas  170,  and  18S.— Ta. 
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Oswald  remembered  that  there  were  two 
English  Teasels  in  the  harbor :  the  fire-engines 
of  both  were  in  perfect  order :  he  ran  to  the 
Captain's  house,  and  put  off  with  him  in  a  boat, 
to  fetch  them.  Those  who  witnessed  this 
exclaimed  to  him,  "  Ah,  you.foreiffners  do  well 
to  leave  our  unhappy  town !"  '^  We  shall  soon 
return,*'  said  Oswald.  They  did  not  believe 
him,  till  he  came  back,  and  placed  one  of  the 
engines  in  front  of  the  house  nearest  to  the 
port,  the  other  before  that  which  blazed  in  the 
centre  of  the  street.  Count  d'Erfeuil  ex- 
posed his  life  with  gay  and  careless  daring. 
The  English  sailors  and  Lord  Nelvirs  serv- 
ants came  to  his  aid,  for  the  populace  remained 
motionless,  scarcely  understanding  what  these 
strangers  meant  to  do,  and  without  the  slight- 
est faith  in  their  success.  The  bells  rung 
from  all  sides ;  the  priests  formed  processions ; 
weeping  females  threw  themselves  before  their 
sculptured  saints ;  but  no  one  thought  on  the 
natural  powers  which  God  has  given  man  for 
his  own  defence.  Nevertheless,  when  they 
perceived  the  fortunate  effects  of  Oswald's 
activity — ^the  flames  extinguished,  and  their 
homes  preserved — ^rapture  succeeded  astonish- 
mett:  they  pressed  around  him,  and  kissed 
his  hand  with  such  ardent  eagerness,  that  he 
was  obliged  by  feigned  displeasure  to  drive 
them  from  him,  lest  they  should  impede  the 
rapid  succession  of  necessary  orders  for  sav- 
ing the  town.  Every  one  ranked  himself  be- 
neath Oswald's  command :  for,  in  trivial  as  in  * 
great  events,  where  danger  is,  firmness  will 
find  its  rightful  station ;  and  while  men  strong- 
ly fear,  Uiey  cease  to  feel  jealousy.  Amid 
the  general  tumult,  Nelvil  now  distinguished 
shrieks  more  horrible  than  aught  he  had  pre- 
viously heard,  as  if  from  the  other  extremity 
of  the  town.  He  inquired  their  source ;  and 
was  told  that  they  proceeded  from  the  Jews' 
quarter.  The  officer  of  police  was  accus- 
tomed to  close  its  gates  every  evening ;  the 
fire  gained  on  it,  and  the  occupants  could  not 
escape.  Oswald  shuddered  at  the  thought, 
and  bade  them  instantly  open  the  barriers ;  but 
the  women,  who  heard  him,  flung  themselves 
at  his  feet,  exclaiming,  ^*  Oh,  our  good  angel ! 
you  must  be  aware  that  it  is  certainly  on  their 
account  we  have  endured  this  visitation ;  it  is 
they  who  bring  us  ill  fortune  ;  and  if  you  set 
them  free,  all  the  water  of  the  ocean  will 
never  quench  these  flames."  They  entreated 
him  to  let  the  Jews  be  burnt  with  as  much 
persuasive  eloquence  as  if  they  had  been 
petitioning  for  an  act  of  mercy.  Not  that 
they  were  by  nature  cruel,  but  that  their  su- 
perstitious fancies  were  forcibly  struck  by  a 
great  disaster.  Oswald  with  difficulty  con- 
tained his  indignation  at  hearing  a  prayer  so 
revolting.    He  sent  four  English  sailois,  with 


hatchets,  to  cut  down  the  gate  which  confined 
these  hapless  men,  who  instantly  spread  them- 
selves about  the  town,  rushing  to  their  mer- 
chandise, through  the  flames,  with  that  greedi- 
ness of  wealth,  which  impresses  us  so 
/painfully,  when  it  drives  men  to  brave  even 
ideath ;  as  if  human  beings,  in  the  present 
jstate  of  society,  had  nothing  to  do  with  the 
isimple  gift  of  life.  There  was  now  but  one 
house,  at  the  upper  part  of  the  town,  wliere 
the  fire  mocked  all  efforts  to  subdue  it.  So 
little  interest  had  been  shown  in  this  abode, 
that  the  sailors,  believing  it  vacant,  had  car- 
ried their  engines  towards  the  j>ort.  Oswald 
himself,  stunned  by  the  calls  uir  aid  around 
him,  had  almost  disregarded  it.  The  confla- 
gration had  not  been  early  communicated  to 
this  place,  but  it  had  made  great  progress 
there.  He  demanded  so  earnestly  what  the 
dwelling  was,  that  at  last  a  man  informed  him, 
— ^the  Hospital  for  Maniacs!  Overwhelmed 
by  these  tidings,  he  looked  in  vain  for  his  as- 
sistants, or  for  Count  d'Erfeuil ;  as  vainly  did 
he  call  upon  the  inhabitants :  they  were  em- 
ployed in  taking  care  of  their  property*  and 
deemed  it  ridiculous  to  risk  their  lives  mr  the 
sake  of  men  who  were  all  incurably  mad.  "  It* 
will  be  no  one's  fault  if  they  die,  but  a  bless- 
ing to  themselves  and  fiLmilies,"  was  the  gene- 
ral opinion;  but  while  they  expressed  it, 
Oswald  strode  rapidly  towards  the  building, 
^nd  even  those  who  blamed  involuntarily  fol- 
lowed him.  On  reaching  the  house,  he  saw, 
jat  the  only  window  not  surrounded  by  flame, 
the  unconscious  creatures,  looking  on,  with 
that  heart-rending  laughter  which  proves 
either  an  ignorance  of  all  life's  sad  realities,* 
lor  such  deep-seated  despair  as  disarms  death's 
/most  frightful  aspect  of  its  power.  An  inde- 
scribable chill  seized  him  at  this  sight.  In 
the  severest  period  of  his  own  distress  he  had 
felt  as  if  his  reason  were  deserting  him ;  and, 
since  then,  never  looked  upon  insanity  without 
the  most  painful  sympathy.  He  secured  a 
ladder  which  he  found  near,  plaeed  it  against 
the  wall,  ascended  through  the  flames,  and 
entered,  by  its  window,  the  room  where  the 
unfortunate  lunatics  were  assembled.  Their 
derangement  was  sufficiently  harmless  to  justi- 
fy their  freedom  within  doors ;  only  one  was 
chained.  Fortunately  the  floor  vas  not  con- 
sumed, and  Oswald's  appearance  in  the  midst 
of  these  degraded  beings  had  all  the  effect  of 
enchantment ;  at  first  they  obeyed  without  re- 
sistance. He  bade  them  descend  before  him, 
one  after  the  other,  by  the  ladder,  which  might 
in  a  few  seconds  be  destroyed.  The  first  of 
them  complied  in  silence,  so  entirely  had  Os- 
wald's looks  and  tones  subdued  them.  An- 
other, heedless  of  the  danger  in  which  the 
least  delay  must  involve  Oswald  and  himself 
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VIS  inclined  to  rebel ;  the  people,  alire  to  all 
the  boTTon  of  the  ntuation,  called  on  Loid 
Nelril  to  come  down,  and  leave  the  senseless 
vietehes  to  escape  as  they  coald ;  hut  their 
detirerer  wonld  listen  to  nothing  that  could 
11  defeat  his  generous  enterprise.  Of  the  six 
piieots  foiuid  in  the  hospital,  Awe  were  al- 
Rtdj  safe.  The  only  one  remaining  was  the 
jmih  who  had  been  fettered  to  the  wall.  Os- 
vald  loosened  his  irons,  and  bade  him  take 
the  same  course  as  his  companions ;  but,  on 
feeling  himself  at  liberty,  after  two  years' 
bondage,  be  sprang  about  the  room  with  fran- 
tic delight,  which,  however,  gave  place  to 
fiiiy,  when  Oswald  desired  him  to  get  out  of 
tke  window.  But  finding  persuasion  fruitless, 
and  seeing  that  the  fatal  element  was  fast  ex- 
lendiflg  its  ravages,  he  clasped  the  struggling 
■SBtac  in  bis  arms;  and,  while  the  smoke 
fsevented  his  seeing  where  to  step,  leaped 
from  the  last  bars  of  the  ladder,  giving  the 
reacaed  man,  who  still  contended  with  his 
beDefactor,  into  the  hands  of  persons  whom 
he  charged  to  guard  him  carefully. 
Oswald,  with  his  locks  disordered,  and  his 

lotenance  sweetly  yet  proudly  animated  by 
the  perils  he  had  braved,  struck  the  gazing 
crowd  with  an  almost  fanatical  admiration ; 
Ike  women,  particularly,  expressed  themselves 
is  that  fimciful  language,  the  universal  gift 
of  Italy,  which  often  lendl  a  dignity  to  the 
iddreas  ofbher  humblest  children.  They  cast 
tliemselves  on  their  knees  before  him,  crying, 
— ^  Assuredly  thou  art  St.  Michael,  the  pa- 
tron of  Ancona.  Show  us  thy  wings,  yet  do 
Aot  fiy,  save  to  the  top  of  our  cathedral, 
where  all  may  see  and  pray  to  thee !''  "  My 
child  is  ill,  oh  cure  him  !'*  said  one. 
**  Where,*^  added  another,  **  is  my  husband, 
who  has  been  absent  so  many  years  1  tell 
me  l^  Oswald  was  longing  to  escape,  when 
d'Erfeaih  joining  him,  pressed  his  hand. 
"  Dear  Nelvil  !'*  he  began,  '*  could  you  share 
Bothiag  with  your  friend  ?  Hwas  cruel  to  keep 
all  the  glory  to  yourself  '*  Help  me  from 
this  pla4^ !"  returned  Oswald  in  a  low  voice. 
A  momeot^s  darkness  favored  their  flight,  and 
both  hastened  in  search  of  post-horses. 
Sweet  as  was  the  first  sense  of  the  good  he 
had  jost  effected,  with  whom  could  he  par- 
take it,  now  that  his  best  friend  was  no  more  1 
So  wretched  is  the  bereaved,  that  felicity  and 
pare  alike  remind  him  of  his  heart's  sohtude. 
What  substitute  has  life  for  the  affection  born 
with  us  1  for  that  mutual  understanding,  that 
kindred  sympathy,  that  friendship,  formed  by 
Heaven  to  exist  but  between  parent  and  child  1 
We  floay  love  again ;  but  the  happiness  of 
eoafiding  the  whole  soul  to  another, — ^that  we 

neTer  regain. 


CHAPTER  V. 

OswAtD  sped  to  Rome,  over  the  Marches 
of  Ancona,  and  the  Papal  States,  without  re-. 
marking  or  interesting  himself  in  anything. 
Besides  his  melancholy,  his  disposition  had  a 
natural  indolence,  Vrom  which  it  could  only  be 
roused  by  some  strong  passion.  His  taste 
for  the  arts  was  not  yet  developed ;  he  had 
lived  but  in  England  and  in  France  ;*  in  the 
former,  society  is  everything, — in  the  latter, 
political  interests  nearly  absorb  all  others. 
His  mind,  concentrated  in  his  griefs,  could 
not  yet  solace  itself  in  the  wonders  of  nature, 
or  the  works  of  art. 

D*Erfeui1,  running  through  every  town, 
with  the  Guide-Book  in  his  hand,  had  the 
double  pleasure  of  making  away  with  his 
time,  and  of  assuring  himself  that  there  was 
nothing  to  see  worthy  the  praise  of  any  one 
who  had  been  in  France.  This  nii  admirari 
of  his  discouraged  Oswald,  who  was  also 
somewhat  prepossessed  against  Italy  and 
Italians.  He  could  not  yet  penetrate  the 
mystery  ol  the  people  or  their  country, — a 
mystery  that  must  be  solved  rather  by  imagi- 
jnation  than  by  that  spirit  of  judgment  which 
an  English  education  particularly  matures. 

The  Italians  are  more  remarkable  for  what 
they  have  been,  and  might  be,  than  for  what 
they  are.  The  wastes  that  surround  Rome, 
as  if  the  earth,  fatigued  by  glory,  disdained 
to  become  productive,  are  but  uncultivated 
and  neglected  lands  to  the  utilitarian.  Os- 
wald, accustomed  from  his  childhood  to  a  love 
of  order  and  public  prosperity,  received,  at 
first,  an  unfavorable  impression  in  crossing 
such  abandoned  plains  as  mark  the  approach 
\to  the  former  queen  of  cities.  Looking  on 
.the  scene  with  the  eye.#f  an  enlightened  pa- 
triot, he  censured  the  idle  inhabitants  and 
^their  rulers. 

The  Count  d*Erfeuil  regarded  it  as  a  man 
■of  the  world ;  and  thus  the  one  from  reason, 
and  the  other  from  levity,  remained  dead  to 
the  efiect  which  the  Campagna  produces  on  a 
mind  filled  by  a  regretful  memory  of  those 
natural  beauties  and  splendid  misfortunes^ 
which  invest  this  country  with  an  indescriba- 
ble charm. 

The  Count  uttered  the  most  comic  lament- 
ations over  the  environs  of  Rome.  "  What !" 
said  he,  **  no  villas  1  no  equipages  ?  nothing 
to  announce  the  neighborhood  of  a  great  city  % 
Good  God !  how  dull  !**  The  same  pride 
with  which  the  natives  of  the  coast  point  out 


— *  Thti  alludei  to  a  preylou  tour ;  in  hif  present  oae, 
Oswald  has  not  approached  France.  His  longeat  itay  was 
la  Gennany.— Ts. 
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the  sea,  and  the  Neapolitans  show  their  Ve- 
suvius, now  transported  the  postillions,  who 
exclaimed,  *^  Look  !  that  is  the  cupola  of  St. 
Peter's."  "  One  might  take  it  for  the  dome 
of  the  Inralides!"  cried  d'Erfeuil.  ThU 
comparison,  rather  national  than  just,  de- 
stroyed the  sensation  which  Oswald  might 
have  received,  in  first  beholding  that  magnifi- 
cent wonder  of  man^s  creation. 

They  entered  Rome,  neither  on  a  fair  day, 
j  nor  a  lovely  night,  but  on  a  dark  and  misty 
levelling,  which  dimmed  and  confused  every 
j  object  before  them.  They  crossed  the  Tiber 
(without  observing  it ;  passed  through  the  Porto 
.del  Popolo,  which  led  them  at  once  to  the 
ICorso,  the  largest  street  of  modern  Rome, 
'  but  that  which  possesses  the  least  originality 
:  of  feature,  as  being  the  one  which  most  re- 
sembles those  of  other  European  towns. 

The  streets  were  crowded ;  puppet-shows 
and  mountebanks  formed  groups  round  the 


base  of  Antoninns*  pillar.  Oswald's  attention 
was  caught  by  these  objects,  and  the  name  of 
Rome  forgotten.  He  felt  that  deep  isolation 
which  presses  on  the  heart,  when  we  enter  a 
foreign  scene,  and  look  on  a  multitude  to 
;whom  our  existence  is  unknown,  and  who 
have  not  one  interest  in  common  with  us. 
These  reflections,  so  saddening  to  all  men, 
are  doubly  so  to  the  English,  who  are  accus- 
tomed to  live  among  themselves,  and  find  it 
jdifficult  to  blend  with  the  manners  of  other 
Hands.  In  Rome,  that  vast  caravansary,  all 
lis  foreign,  even  the  Romans,  who  seem  to 
(live  there,  not  like  its  possessors,  but  like 
{pilgrims  who  repose  among  its  ruins.  (S) 
(Oppressed  bj  laboring  thoughts,  Oswald  shut 
ihimself  in  his  room,  mstead  of  exploring  the 
icity ;  little  dreaming  that  the  country  he  had 
bntered  beneath  such  a  sense  of  dejection 
Would  soon  become  the  mine  of  so  many  new 
Adeas  and  enjoyments. 


BOOK    II. 

CORINNE     AT     THE     CAPITOL. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Oswald  awoke  in  Rome.  The  dazzling 
sun  of  Italy  met  his  first  gaze,  and  his  soul 
was  penetrated  with  sensations  of  love  and 
gratitude  for  that  beaven,  which  seemed  to 
smile  on  him  in  these  glorious  beams.  He 
heard  the  bells  of  numerous  churches  ringing, 
discharges  of  cannon  from  various  distances, 
as  if  announcing  some  high  solemnity.  He 
inquired  the  cause,  and  was  informed  that  the 
most  celebrated  female  in  Italy  was  about  that 
morning  to  be  crowned  at  the  capitol — Corin- 
ne,  the  poet  and  improvisatrice,  one  of  the 
loveliest  women  of  Rome.  He  asked  some 
questions  respecting  this  ceremony,  hallowed 
by  the  names  of  Petrarch  and  of  Tasso :  every 
reply  he  received  warmly  excited  his  curi- 
osity. 

There  can  be  nothing  more  hostile  to  the 
habits  and  opinions  of  an  Englishman  than 
any  great  publicity  given  to  the  career  of  a 
woman.  But  the  enthusiasm  with  which  all 
imaginative  talents  inspire  the  Italians,  infects, 
at  least  for  the  time,  even  strangers,  who  for- 
get prejudice  itself  among  people  so  lively  in 
the  expression  of  their  sentiments. 


The  common  populace  of  Rome  discnsi 
their  statues,  pictures,  monuments,  and  anti^ 
quities,  with  much  taste ;  and  literary  merit, 
carried  to  a  certain  height,  becomes  with  them 
a  national  interest. 

On  going  forth  into  the  public  resorts,  Os« 
wald  found  that  the  streets  through  which  Qo< 
rinne  was  to  pass  had  been  adorned-  for  hei 
reception.  The  multitude,  who  generall] 
throng  but  the  path  of  fortune  or  of  power,  wen 
almost  in  a  tumult  of  eagerness  to  look  on  oni 
whose  soul  was  her  only  distinction.  In  th< 
.present  state  of  the  Italians,  the  glory  of  thi 
fine  arts  is  all  their  fate  allows  them  ;  am 
they  appreciate  genius  of  that  order  with  i 
jvivacity  which  might  raise  up  a  host  of  grea 
Imen,  if  applause  could  suffice  to  produce  then 
i — if  a  life  of  struggle,  great  interests,  and  ai 
{independent  station  were  not  the  food  require 
ko  nourish  thought. 

Oswald  walked  the  streets  of  Rome,  await 
ing  the  arrival  of  Corinn^:  he  heard  he 
named  every  instant ;  "every  one  related  som 
new  trait,  proving  that  she  united  all  the  tal 
ents  most  captivating  to  the  imagination.  On 
asserted  that  her  voice  was  the  most  touchin 
in  Italy ;  another,  that,  in  tragic  acting,  mfa 
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lad  no  peer ;  a  third,  tint  she  danced  like  a 
iiymph,  and  drew  with  equal  grace  and  ioven- 
tioD :  lil  said  that  no  one  had  erer  written  or 
eitemporiaed  Tersea  so  sweet;  and  that,  in 
daily  conTenation,  she  displayed  alternately 
ta  ease  and  an  eloquence  which  fascinated  aU 
who  heard  her.  They  disputed  as  to  which 
part  of  Italy  had  gi^en  her  birth ;  some  ear- 
nestly contending  that  she  must  be  a  Roman, 
or  she  could  not  speak  the  language  with  such 
purity.  Herfonily  name  was  unlniownii,  Herl 
ihst  work,  wEicn  md  Appeared  live  years' 
nnce,  bore  bat  that  of  Coniui^.  No  one  could 
tell  where  ahe  had  Inred,  nor  what  she  had 
been,  before  that  period;  and  she  was  now 
netriy  mx  and  twenj,^  Such  mystery  and 
publicity,  united  Ib'tHenite  of  a  female  of  whom 
every  one  spoke,  yet  whose  real  name  no  one 
knew,  app^red  to  NeWil  as  amons  the  won- 
ders of  the  land  he  came  to  see.  He  would 
have  judged  such  a  woman  very  severely  in 
Eogluid;  but  he  applied  not  her  social  eti- 
qoettes  to  Italy ;  and  the  crowning  of  Corinne 
awoke  in  his  breast  the  same  sensation  which 
be  would  have  felt  on  reading  an  adventure  of 
Ariosto's. 

A  burst  of  exquisite  melody  preceded  the 
approach  of  the  triumphal  procession.  How 
thrilling  is  each  event  that  is  heralded  by  mu- 
sic ?  A  great  number  of  Roman  nobles,  and 
not  a  few  foreigners,  came  first.  '*  Behold 
her  retinue  of  admirers  1"  said  one.  ^  Yes," 
leplied  another ;  ^'  she  receives  a  whole  world's 
hojouige,  but  accords  her  preference  to  none. 
She  is  rich,  independent ;  it  is  even  believed, 
from  her  noble  air,  that  she  is  a  lady  of  high 
birth,  who  wishes  to  remain  unknown."  "  A 
divinity  veiled  in  clouds,"  concluded  a  third. 
Oswald  looked  on  the  man  who  spoke  thus : 
everything  betokened  him  a  person  of  the  hum-5 
blest  class ;  but  the  natives  of  the  South  con-| 
verse  as  naturally  in  poetic  phrases  as  if  theyi 
imbibed  them  with  the  air,  or  were  inspired  by\ 
the  SOD. 

At  last  four  spotless  steeds  appeared  in 
the  midst  of  the  crowd,  drawing  an  antiquely- 
shaped  car,  beside  which  walked  a  band  of 
inaidens  in  snowy  vestments.  Wherever  Co- 
nsDe  passed,  penumes  were  thrown  upon  the 
sir;  the  windows,  decked  with  flowers  and 
scarlet  hangings,  were  peopled  by  gazers, 
who  shouted,  "  Long  live  Corinne !  Glory  to 
l»eauly  and  to  genius!" 

This  emotion  was  general ;  but,  to  partake, 
it,  one  most  lay  aside  English  reserve  andi 
French  raillery ;  Nelvil  could  not  yield  to  thd 
■pirit  of  the  scene,  till  he  beheld  Corinne. 

Attired  like  Domenichino^s^ibyl,  an  Indian 
shawl  was  twined  among  her  lustrous  black 
curls,  a  blue  drapery  fell  over  her  robe  of  vir- 
gin white,  and  her  whole  costume  was  pictur- 


esque, without  Bofllciently  yarying  from  mo- 
dem usage  to  appear  tainted  by  aflfectation. 
Her  attitude  was  noble  and  modest :  it  might, 
jndeed,  be  perceived  that  she  was  content  to 
j)e  admired ;  yet  a  timid  air  blended  with  her 
jioy,  and  seemed  to  ask  pardon  for  her  triumph. 
The  expression  of  her  features,  her  eyes,  her 
smile,  created  a  solicitude  in  her  favor,  and 
made  Lord  Nelvil  her  friend  even  before  any 
more  ardent  sentiment  subdued  him.  Hex 
arms  were  transcendently  beautiful ;  her  figure 
tall,  and,  as  we  frequently  see  among  the  Gre- 
cian statues,  rather  robust — energetically 
characteristic  of  youth  and  happiness.  There 
was  something  inspired  in  her  air;  yet  the 
very  manner  in  which  she  bowed  her  thanks 
for  the  applause  she  received,  betrayed  a  na- 
tural diroosition  sweetly  contrasting  with  the 
jpomp  of  her  extraordinary  situation.  She 
jgave  you  at  the  same  instant  the  idea  of  a 
priestess  of  Apollo  advancing  towards  his 
I  temple,  and  of  a  woman  bom  to  fulfil  the  usual 
jduties  of  life  with  perfect  simplicity ;  in  tmth, 
(her  every  gesture  not  more  elicited  wondering 
conjecture,  than  it  conciliated  sympathy  and 
affection.  The  nearer  she  approached  the 
Capitol,  so  fruitful  in  classic  associations,  the 
more  these  tributes  of  admiration  increased. 
That  resplendent  atmosphere,  these  Romans 
so  full  of  enthusiasm,  and,  above  all,  Corinne 
herself,  produced  an  electric  effect  on  Oswald. 
He  had  often,  in  his  own  land,  seen  statesmen 
drawn  in  triumph  by  the  people ;  but  this-was 
the  first  time  that  he  had  ever  witnessed  the  ten- 
der of  such  honora  to  a  woman,  illustrious  only 
in  mind.  Her  car  of  victory  cost  no  fellow 
mortars  tear;  nor  terror  nor  regret  could 
check  his  admiration  for  those  fairest  gifts  of 
jnature-— creative  fancy,  sensibility,  and  reason." 
These  new  ideas  so  mtensely  oc(:upied  him, 
that  he  noticed  none  of  the  long-famed  spots 
over  which  Corinne  proceeded.  At  the  foot  ; 
of  the  steps  leading  to  the  Capitol  the  car 
stopped,  and  all  her  friends  rushed  to  offer 
their  hands :  she  took  that  of  Prince  Castel 
Forte,  the  nobleman  most  esteemed  in  Rome 
for  his  talents  and  character.  Every  one  ap- 
proved her  choice.  She  ascended  to  the  Ca-  ' 
pitol,  whose  imposing  majesty  seemed  gra-  | 
ciously  to  welcome  the  light  footsteps  of  wo- 
man. The  instruments  sounded  with  fresh 
vigpor,  the  cannon  shook  the  air,  and  the  all- 
conquering  Sybil  entered  the  palace  prepared 
for  her  reception. 

In  the  centre  of  the  hall  stood  the  senator 
who  was  to  crown  Corinne,  surrounded  by  his 
brothers  in  ofi!ce ;  on  one  side,  all  the  cardi- 
nals and  most  distinguished  ladies  of  Rome ; 
on  the  other,  the  members  of  the  Academy  ; 
while  the  opposite  extremity  was  filled  by  some 
portion  of  the  multitude  who  had  followed  Co-« 
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rinne.  The  chair  destiiied  for  her  wm  plaeed 
a  step  lower  than  that  of  the  senator.     Ere 

iting  herself  in  presence  of  that  angnst  as- 
iiembly,  she  complied  with  the  enstom  of 
bending  one  knee  to  the  earth :  the  gentle  dig- 
nity of  this  action  filled  Oswald's  eyes  with 
tears,  to  his  own  surprise ;  but,  in  the  midst 
of  all  this  success,  it  seemed  as  if  the  looks  of 
Corinne  implored  the  protection  of  a  friend, 
with  which  no  woman,  however  superior,  can 
dispense ;  and  he  thought  how  delicious  it 
were  to  be  the  stay  of  her,  whose  sensitive- 
ness alone  could  render  such  a  prop  necessary. 
As  soon  as  Corinne  was  seated,  the  Roman 
poets  recited  the  odes  and  sonnets  composed 
for  this  occasion  ;  all  praised  her  to  the  nigh- 
est ;  but  in  styles  that  described  her  no  more 
than  they  would  have  done  any  other  woman 
of  genius.  The  same  mythological  images 
and  illusions  might  have  been  addressed  to 
such  beings  from  the  days  of  Sappho  to  our 
own. 

Already  Nelvil  was  displeased  with*  this 
kind  of  incense  for  he:|: ;  he  fancied  that  he 
could  that  moment  have  drawn  a  truer,  a  more 
finished  portrait ;  such,  indeed,  as  could  have 
belonged  to  no  one  but  Corinne. 


CHAPTER  II. 


Prince  Castel  Forte  now  took  up  the 
discourse,  in  a  manner  which  riveted  the 
attention  of  his  audience.  He  was  a  man  of 
fifty,  with  a  measured  address  and  command- 
ing carriage.  The  assurance  which  Nelvil 
had  received,  that  he  was  but  the  friend  of 
Corinne,  enabled  him  to  listen  with  unqualified 
delight  to  what,  without  such  safeguard,  he 
could  not,  even  thus  ekriy,  have  heard,  save 
with  a  confused  sense  of  jealousy. 

The  prince  read  some  pages  of  unpretending 
prose,  singularly  fitted,  notwithstanding,  to 
display  the  spirit  of  Corinne.  He  pointed  out 
the  particular  merit  of  her  works  as  partly 
derived  from  her  profound  study  of  foreign 
literature,  teaching  her  to  unite  the  graphic 
description  of  the  South,  with  that  observant 
knowledge  of  the  human  heart  which  appears  - 
the  inheritance  of  those  whose  countries  offer 
fewer  objects  of  external  beauty.  He  lauded 
her  graceful  gaiety,  that,  free  from  ironical 
satire,  seemed  to  spring  but  from  the  freshness 
of  her  fancy.  He  strove  to  speak  of  her  ten- 
derness; but  it  was  easily  to  be  ceen  that 
^tersonal  regret  mingled  with  this  theme.  ^  He 


touched  on  the  dtffienlty  for  a  woman  so  en- 
dowed to  meet,  in  real  life,  with  any  objact 
resembling  the  ideal  image  clad  in  the  hues 
of  her  own  heart ;  then  contented  himself  by 
depicting  the  impassioned  feelings  which  kin- 
dled her  poetry, — her  art  of  seizing  on  the 
!most  touching  charms  of  nature,  the  deepest 
emotions  of  the  soul.  He  dwelt  on  the  origi- 
nality of  her  expressions,  which,  arising  (ran 
her  own  peculiar  turn  of  thought,  constituted 
an  involuntary  spell,  untarnished  by  the 
slightest  cloud  of  mannerism.  He  spoke  of 
her  eloquence  as  a  resistless  power,  which 
knust  transport  most  those  who  possessed  the 
best  sense  and  the  tmest  susceptibility. 
"  Corinne,"  said  he,  '*  is  doubtless  more  cele- 
brated than  any  other  of  our  countrywomen ; 
and  yet  it  is  only  her  friends  who  can  describe 
^her.  The  qualities  of  her  soul,  when  troe, 
{always  require  to  be  divined ;  fame,  as  well 
las  obscurity,  might  prevent  their  detection,  if 
*some  congenial  sympathy  came  not  to  our  aid.  ^* 
He  dilated  on  her  talent  as  an  improvisatrice, 
as  distinct  from  everything  which  had  been 
known  by  that  name  in  Italy.  *^  It  is  not  only 
attributable,**  he  continued,  "  to  the  fertility 
of  her  mind,  but  to  her  deep  enthusiasm  for  all 
generous  sentiments :  she  cannot  pronounce  a 
word  that  recalls  them,  but  that  inexhaustible 
source  of  thought  overflows  at  her  lips  in 
strains  ever  pure  and  harmonious ;  her  poetry 
is  intellectual  music,  such  as  alone  can  em- 
body the  fleeting  and  delicate  reveries  of  the 
jieart."  He  extolled  the  conversation  of  Co- 
rinne, as  one  who  had  tasted  all  its  delights. 
"^  In  it,*'  he  said,  '*  is  united  all  that  is  natural, 
fknciful,  just,  sublime,  powerful,  and  sweet,  to 
vary  the  mental  banquet  every  instant ;  it  is 
what  Petrarch  termed 

*  n  parlar  clw  nell*  vUma  li  WDte,'^ 

a  language  that  is  felt  to  the  heart's  core,  and 
must  possess  much  of  the  vaunted  Oriental 
imagic  which  has  been  given  by  the  ancients 
{to  Cleopatra.  The  scenes  I  have  visited  with 
her,  the  music  we  have  heard  together,  the 
i  pictures  she  has  shown  me,  the  books  she  has 
taught  me  to  enjoy,  compose  my  universe. 
In  all  these  is  some  spark  of  her  life ;  and 
were  1  forced  to  dwell  afar  from  her,  I  would, 
at  least,  surround  myself  with  them,  though 
certain  to  seek  in  vain  for  her  radiant  traces 
amongst  them,  when  once  she  had  departed." 
'*  Yes !"  he  cried,  as  his  glance  accidentally 
fell  upon  Oswald ;  "  look  on  Corinne,  if  y< 
nmy  pass  your  days  with  her — ^if  that  twofq 
existence  can  be  long  assured  to  you;  ^ 
behold  her  not,  if  you  must  be  condemned^tp 
leave  her.  Vainly  would  you  seek,  however 
lon^  you  might  survive,  the  creative  spirit 
which   multiplied,    in    partaking,    all    yoor 
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ikmfjbUM  and  feeliaes;  yoa  would  Derer  find 

tinore!''  ^ 

Otwald  trembled  at  these  words ;  his  eyes 
vne  fixed  on  CoriDDe,  who  listened  with  aa 
tgilatioQ  which  had  not  its  sonrce  in  self-lore, 
Vtt  ii  gentler  and  more  tender  emotions.* 
Cutd  rorte  resumed  the  address,  which  a 
■ABestary  weakness  had  suspended.     He 
^1^  of  Corinne  as  a  painter  and  a  musician ; 
tiha  declamation  and  her  dancine.     ^  In  all 
Ikn  talents,*'  he  said,  "  she  is  still  herself— 
to  no  one  mode,  nor  rule — but  ex- 
j,  in  Tarions  languages,  the  enchant- 
of  Art  and  Imagination.    I  cannot  flatter 
lyidf  on  having  faithfully  represented  one, 
of  vlmn  it  is  impossible  to  form  an  idea  until 
At  herself  is  known ;  bnt  her  presence  is  left 
IB  Rome,  as  among  the  chief  blessings  of  her 
Uliaot  sky.     Corinne  is  the  link  that  hinds 
kr  friends  to  each  other.     She  is  the  motire, 
Ibe  ioler^vit  of  our  lires ;  we  rely  on  her  worth, 
asd  ire  prond  of  her  genius,  and  say  to  the 
aaosofodier  lands,  'Look  on  the  personation 
«f  our  own  fair  luly.     She  is  what  we  might 
^  ificBBd  from  the  ignorance,  envy,  discord, 
«d  sloth,  to  whioh  fate  has  rpdnred  us.'    We 
Inre  to  contemplate  her,  as  a  rare  production 
«f  our  climate,  and  our  fine  arts ;  a  relic  of  the 
fUL,  a  prophetess  of  the  future;  and  when 
Mangers,  pitiless  of  the  faults  born  of  our 
ausfortones,  insult  the  country  whence  have 
iciwn  the  lominaries  that  have  enlightened] 
ifl  Europe,  still  we  bnt  say  to  them,  *  Look 
Corinne.'    Yes;  we  will  follow  in  her, 
tnek,  and  be  such  men  as  she  is  a  woman ; 
a,  indeed,  men  can,  like  women,  make  worlds' 
hrggg.jcwm  hearts;  il  our  mbfSA  tflttipera- 
menu,  necessarily  dependent  on  social  obliga- 
tions and  exterior  circumstances,  could,  like 
hers,  owe  lU  their  light  to  the  glorious  torch* 
ofpoesy !" 

Tbe  instant  the  Prince  ceased  to  speak,  was 
Siliowed  by  an  unanimous  outbreak  of  admira- 
lioo,  even  from  the  dignitaries  of  the  Sute, 
ahhoogh  the  discourse  had  ended  by  an  indi-  * 
Met  eennore  on  the  present  situation  of  Italy ; 
so  trae  it  is,  that  there  men  practise  a  degree: 
sf  liberality  which,  though  it  extends  not  toj 
■By  improvement  of  their  institutions,  readily 
pitdoDs  aaperior  minds  for  a  mild  dissent  from 
snsbng^  prejudices.  Castel  Forte  was  a  man 
ti  h^h  repute  in  Rome.  He  spoke  with  a! 
M^gacity  remarkable  among  a  people  usually.; 
io  actions  than  in  words.  He  had  not,. 
the  afiairs  of  life,  that  ability  which  oflen 
an  Italian ;  but  he  shrunk  not 
the  &tigue  of  thinking,  as  his  happy 
rjmen  are  wont  to  do ;  trusting  to  arrive 
aH  troths  by  intuition,  even  as  their  soil 
Irait,  nnaided,  save  by  the  favor  of 


CHAPTER  Ul. 

CoaiiiNB  rose,  as  the  Prince  finished  his 
oration.  She  thanked  him  by  an  inclination 
of  the  head,  which  difildently  betrayed  her 
sense  of  having  been  praised  in  a  strain  after 
her  own  heart.  It  was  the  custom  for  a  poet 
crowned  at  the  Capitol  to  extemporize  or  re- 
cite in  verse,  ere  receiving  the  destined  bays. 
£!orinne  sent  for  her  chosen  instrument,  the 
lyre,  more  antique  in  form  and  simpler  in 
isound  than  the  harp.  While  tuning  it,  she  was 
'-oppressed  by  such  a  sensation  of  timidity,  that 
er  voice  trembled  as  she  asked  what  theme 

khe  was  to  attempt.     '*  The  glory  and  welfare 
.  f  Italy!"  cried  all  near  her.     "Ah,  yes!" 
he  exclaimed,  already  sustained  by  her  own 
alents;  "the  glory  and  welfare  of  Italy!" 
Then,  animated  by  her  love  of  country,  she 
(breathed  forth  thoughts  to  which  prose  or 
tanother  language  can  do  but  imperfect  justice. 

CBAMT  or  COBIiniX  AT  TBS  c/xPITOL.* 

Ceablb  of  Letten !  MiMren  of  the  World ! 
Soli  of  Uie  Sun !  Italia !  J  salute  thee ! 
How  oft  the  huroan  race  have  wom  thj  yoke, 
The  vaBMili  of  thine  aims,  thine  artai  thy  iky ! 

Olympofl  fbr  Aueonla  onee  was  left. 
And  by  a  sod.    Of  rach  a  land  are  bora 
Dreams  of  the  golden  time,  for  there  man  looka 
Too  happy  to  suppoee  him  criminal. 

By  genius  Rome  sobdned  the  world,  then  raign*d 
A  queen  by  liberty.    The  Roman  mind 
Set  its  own  stamp  upon  the  universe ; 
And,  when  barbarian  hordes  whclm'd  Italy, 
Then  darkness  was  entire  upon  the  earth. 

Italia  re-appear*d,  and  with  her  rose 
Treasures  divine,  brought  by  the  wandering  Greeks; 
To  her  were  then  revealed  the  laws  of  Heaven. 
Her  daring  children  made  diseovoy 
Of  a  n4»w  Hemisphere:  Queen  still  she  held 
Thought's  sceptre;  but  that  laurel'd  sceptre  made 
UngraleAil  subjects. 

Imagination  gave  her  back  the  world 
Which  she  had  lost    Painteni  and  poets  shaped 
Earth  and  Olympus,  and  a  heaven  and  hell. 
Her  animating  fire,  by  Oenlus  kept, 
Far  better  gunrdvd  than  the  pagan  god*s, 
Found  not  In  Europe  a  Prometheus 
To  bear  it  from  her. 


And  wherefore  am  I  at  the  Capitol  1 
Why  should  my  lowly  brow  receive  the  crown 
Which  Petrarch  wore  1  which  yet  suspended  h 
Where  Tasso's  Aineral  cypress  mournftil  waves 
Why  1  oh,  my  countrymen !  but  that  yon  love 
Glory  so  well,  that  you  repsy  its  search 
Almost  like  its  success, 

Now,  If  you  love  that  glory  which  too  oft 
Chooses  its  victims  from  its  vanquishers, 
Thoee  which  Itself  has  crown Vi ;  think,  and  be 
Of  days  which  saw  the  perish'd  Aru  reborn. 


*  For  the  translation  of  this  Ode,  the  proprietor  of  thi 
Btandaid  Novels  is  taidebted  to  the  pen  of  Miss  L.  & 
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You  Dttite !  Homor  of  the  ChHitiaa  age, 
The  ■acred  poet  of  Faith's  myHcrfeB,— 
Hero  of  thonsht,— whoee  floomy  geoloe  planged 
In  Styx,  and  pierced  to  hell ;  and  whoee  deep  sou] 
W«fl  like  the  abyaa  It  fathooi'd. 

Italia !  at  ahe  was  In  daya  of  power 
Revived  in  Dante:  mich  a  spirit  iUrr*d 
In  old  republics :  bard  and  warrior  too. 
He  lit  the  fire  of  action  'mid  the  dead. 
Till  e*en  his  shadows  had  more  vigorous  life 
Than  real  ezistenoe ;  sdll  were  they  pursued 
By  earthly  memories:  passioos  without  aim 
Gnaw'd  at  their  heart,  stiil  fever*d  by  the  past ; 
Yet  less  irrevocable  seem'd  that  past, 
Than  their  eternal  i^ture. 

Methinln  that  Dante,  banish*d  hit  own  son], 
Bore  to  imagined  worlds  his  actual  grief. 
Ever  his  shades  Inquire  the  thinp  of  life, 
As  aalc'd  the  poet  of  his  native  land ; 
And  ttotn  his  exile  did  he  paint  a  hell. 
In  hk  ^ea  Florence  set  her  stamp  on  all ; 
The  ancient  dead  aeem'd  Tuscans  like  himaelf : 
Mot  that  his  power  was  bounded,  but  his  strength ;  - 
And  his  great  mind  forced  all  the  universe 
Within  the  circle  of  Its  thought 

A  mystic  chain  of  circles  and  of  spheiet 
Led  him  (h>m  flell  to  Purgatory ;  thence 
From  Purgatory  unto  Paradise: 
Faithful  historian  of  his  glorious  dream, 
Be  fills  with  light  the  regions  most  obecui* 
The  world  created  in  hti  triple  aong 
Is  brilliant,  and  complete,  and  imlmate, 
Like  a  new  planet  seen  wltUn  the  sky. 

All  upon  earth  doth  change  to  poetry' 
Beneath  his  voice :  the  objects,  the  Ideai^ 
The  laws,  and  all  the  strange  phenomena, 
Seem  like  a  new  Olympus  with  new  Gods,- 
Fancy's  mythology,— which  disappears 
Like  Pagan  creeds  at  sight  of  paradise, 
That  sea  of  light,  radiant  with  sUning  stan. 
And  love,  and  virtue. 

The  magic  words  of  oor  most  noble  bard 
Are  like  the  prism  of  the  nniverse  ;— 
Her  marvels  theiv  reflect  themselves,  divide. 
And  re-create  her  wonders;  sounds  paint  hueS| 
And  colon  melt  in  harmony.    The  rhyme— 
Bounding  or  strange,  and  rapid  or  prolonged— 
That  charm  of  genius,  triumph  of  high  art ; 
Poetry's  divinatkm,  which  reveals 
All  nature's  secrets,  tuch  as  Influence 
The  heart  of  man. 

From  this  great  work  did  Dante  hope  the  end 
Of  his  long  exile ;  and  he  call'd  on  Fame 
To  be  his  mediator  :  but  he  died 
Too  soon  to  reap  the  laurels  of  his  land. 
Thus  wastes  the  transitory  life  of  m.in 
In  adverse  fortunes ;  and  he  glory  wins, 
If  some  chance  tide,  more  happy,  floau  to  ahore. 
The  grave  Is  in  the  port ;  and  destiny, 
In  thousand  shapes,  heralds  the  dooe  of  life 
By  a  return  of  happinem. 

Thus  the  ill-fated  Tasso,  whom  you  praise, 
O  Romans !  'mid  his  wrongs,  could  yet  conaole»— 
The  beautiful,  the  chivalric,  the  brave, 
Dreaming  the  deeds,  feeling  the  love  he  sung,— 
With  awe  and  gratilude  approach'd  your  walls, 
As  dki  his  heroes  to  Jerusalem. 
They  named  the  day  to  crown  him  ;  but  Ita  eve 
Death  bade  him  to  his  feast,  the  terrible ! 
The  Heaven  is  Jealous  of  the  Earth ;  and  calls 
Its  favorites  from  the  stormy  waves  of  time. 


*Twa8  in  an  age  more  happy  and  more  ftee 
Than  Tasso's,  that,  tike  Dante,  Petrarch  sang : 
Brave  poet  of  Italian  liberty. 


Elsewhere  th^  kaow  him  by  his  lofw : 
Here  memories  more  severe  aye  consecrate 
His  sacred  name:  his  country  could  inspira 
E'en  more  than  Laura. 

His  vigils  gave  antiquity  n«w  life ; 
Imagination  was  no  obatacle 
To  his  deep  stadies :  that  creative  power 
Oonquer'd  the  fhture  and  reveal 'd  the  past 
He  proved  how  knowledge  lends  invention  ai4 ; 
And  more  original  his  genius  se«n*d. 
When,  like  the  powen  eternal,  it  could  be 
Present  In  every  time. 

Our  laughing  climate  and  our  air  serene 
Inspired  our  Ariosto :  after  war, 
Our  many  long  and  cruel  ware,  he  came 
Like  to  a  rainbow  ;  varied  and  as  bright 
As  that  glad  mes«enger  of  summer  hours. 
His  light,  sweet  gaiety  is  like  nature's  smiley 
And  not  the  irony  of  man. 

Raffaele,  Galileo,  Angelo, 
Pergoleae ;  you !  intrepid  voyaccn, 
Greedy  of  other  landa,  though  JNature  never 
Could  yield  ye  one  more  lovely  than  your  own ; 
Gome  ye,  and  to  our  poets  Join  your  fame : 
Artists  and  sagea,  and  phtlosophen,  , 

Ye  are  like  them,  the  children  of  a  sun 
Which  kindles  valor,  concoitratea  the  mind, 
Developes  fancy,  each  one  in  its  turn ; 
Which  lulls  content  end  aeems  to  proimiaa  all. 
Or  make  us  all  foiget 

Know  ye  the  land  where  orange-trees  are  bloooaia*  ; 
Where  all  heaven's  rays  are  fertile,  and  with  lov«T 
Have  you  inhaled  these  perfumes,  luxury ! 
In  air  already  so  fragrant  and  ao  soft  ? 
Now  answer,  strangen;  Nature,  in  your  home. 
Is  she  aa  generous  or  aa  beautiftil  1 

Not  only  with  vine-leaves  and  ears  of  com 
Is  Nature  dress'd,  but  *neath  the  fleet  of  man. 
As  at  a  sovereign's  feet  "he  scatl«s  flowers 
And  sweet  and  useless  plants,  which,  bora  to  pleaae 
Disdain  to  serve. 


Here  pleasures  delicate,  by  nature  narsC,— 
Felt  by  a  people  who  deserve  to  feel ; 
The  simplest  food  suffices  for  their  wanta. 
What  dioush  her  fountains  flow  with  purple  vrlne 
From  the  abundant  soil,  they  drink  them  not ; 
They  love  their  sky,  their  arte,  their  monuments ; 
Their  land,  the  ancient  nnd  yet  bright  with  spring  ? 
Brilliant  society ;  refined  delight : 
Coarse  pleasures,  fitting  to  a  savage  raee^ 
Suit  not  with  them. 

Here  the  sensation  blends  with  the  Idea ; 
Life  ever  draws  from  the  same  fountain  head ; 
The  soul,  like  air,  expands  o'er  earth  and  hearca. 
Here  Genius  feels  at  ease ;  Its  reveries 
Are  here  so  gentle ;  its  unrest  is  soothed : 
For  one  loot  aim  a  thousand  dreams  are  glTen, 
And  nature  cherishes,  if  man  oppress, 
A  gentle  hand  consolea,  and  binds  the  wound  ; 
E  en  for  the  grieA  that  haunt  the  stricken  heart* 
Is  comfort  here :  by  admiration  fill'd. 
For  God,  all  goodness ;  taught  to  penetrate 
The  secret  of  his  love ;  not  by  brief  days- 
Mysterious  heralds  of  eternity— 
But  in  the  fertile  and  mi^jeatlc  breast 
Of  the  immortal  universe ! 


Corinne  was  interrupted  for  some  inoineiits 
by  impetuous  applause.  Oswald  alone  joined 
not  in  the  noisy  transport  around  him.  Ke 
had  bowed  his  head  on  his  hand,  when  Corin- 
ne said —  • 
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««S*«i  Ibr  the  MfTOmorth*  fUkkw  hMit 
bcaMfistthcTO;** 


he  hftd  not  raised  it  aince.  Corinne  observed 
lum;  and,  from  his  featares,  the  color  of  his 
bir,  his  dress,  his  height — indeed,  from  his 
«&oie  appearance — ^recognized  him  as  Eng- 
Ml  She  was  struck  by  the  mourning  which 
be  wore,  and  his  melancholy  countenance. 
His  gase,  then  fixed  upon  herself,  seemed 
Cemly  to  reproach  her :  she  entered  into  his 
Ihmghts,  and  felt  a  wish  to  sympathize  with 
'  k,  by  speaking  of  happiness  with  less  reli- 
aace,  and  consecrating  some  few  verses  to. 
Death  in  the  midst  of  a  festival.  With  this 
intestion  she  again  took  up  her  lyre ;  a  few 
polonged  and  touching  tones  silenced  the  as- 
seokhiage,  while  thus  she  continued : — 

Tet  there  ere  gileft  which  oar  eoneollnf  eky 
Maf  not  ellhee:  but  where  wiil  grief  convey 
NoM«  and  soft  impranoiu  to  Uie  eool, 
As  it  floes  hefe  1 


vhete  the  liTlng  cbbooC  And  them  spece 
Fer  all  their  hurrying  paths,  and  ardeot  hopes ; 
And  deserts,  ruins,  vacant  palaces, 
Lsere  a  vast  vacancy  to  shadows ;— Romot 
tsAenoCBOw  the  coootiyoT  the  tombs  t 

The  CoUenuD,  and  theebetisks— 
The  woadera  hroaght  from  Egypt  and  from  Greece — 
Fraoi  the  extremity  of  time,  here  met, 
Fiom  B«malua  to  Leo^— alt  are  here, 
Qecsiatas  auractlng  greatccss,  that  one  place 
Kight  garser  all  that  man  could  screen  from  time : 
All  *tmm*  tats  to  funeral  rooniunenti. 
Ow  iAe  life  is  scarcely  here  perceived : 
The  stteaee  of  the  living  to  the  dead 
b  hoBJfe :  they  cBdura,  bat  we  decay. 

Tte  ifmA  alone  ars  honor*d,  and  alooa 
Beeotded  atiU ;— oar  destinies  obscare 
GoBBast  the  glories  of  oar  ancesiota ; 
Our  prasent  Hfe  leaves  bat  the  past  entlie, 
Aad  deep  the  quiet  around  memory : 
Onr  troirtUes  are  the  work  of  those  no  more: 
GeaiuB  lasdf  nnks  *mid  th'  Ulustrioos  dead. 


If  la  SoBM^s  secret  ehann  to  rcooocile 


I  with  oar  long  last  sleeo. 
We  we  rusign'd  ourselves,  and  sufler  leas 
For  dkose  we  love.    The  people  of  the  South 
raiat  doaiag  life  In  hoes  less  terrible 
Thaa  da  the  gl««omy  nationa  of  the  North : 
The  sun,  like  glory,  even  warms  the  grave. 

The  chill,  the  solitude  of  sepulchres 
ITendi  our  f^ir  sky,  beside  our  f^aneral  oms 
Bo  Bnmeroas.  less  haunt  the  frighted  seal. 
We  deem  they  wait  for  us.  yoo  shadowy  crowd : 
And  firon  oar  sUeat  eity*s  loaelincai 
Down  to  the  suhierranean  c 
laacenilei 


The  edae  of  grief  is  Moated  thus,  and  tam*d, 
JSac by  aharden'd  heart,  a  wither'd soul. 
Bat  hy  a  yet  mofe  perfect  harmony,— 
An  air  aiore  fngraat,— blendhig  with  our  life. 
W«  yield  oorsdvee  to  Nature  with  lem  fimr— 
Kacmre.  whoae  great  Creator  said  of  old,— 
«Tlae  lUlee  of  ilM  vale,  lo !  they  toil  not, 
And  Bdiher  do  they  spin : 
TeC  dm  great  Solomoou  fai  aH  his  gloiy, 
Waa  Bot  array'd  like  one  of  theas.** 


Oswald  was  so  enchanted  by  these  staazas, 
that  he  testified  his  transport  with  a  vehe- 
mence  unequalled  by  the  Ronuins  themselves : 
in  sooth,  it  was  to  him,  rather  than  to  her 
countrymen,  that  the  second  improyisation  of 
Corinne  had  been  addressed.  The  generality 
of  Italians  read  poetry  with  a  kind  of  monoto- 
nous chant,  that  destroys  all  effect.  ^3)  In 
vain  the  words  vary,  the  impression  is  ever 
the  same,  because  the  accent  is  unchanged : 
but  Corinne  recited  with  a  mobility  of  tone 
which  increased  the  charm  of  its  sustained 
harmony.  It  was  like  listening  to  different 
lairs,  all  played  on  the  same  celestial  organ. 

A  language  so  stately  and  sonorous,  breathed 
by  so  gentle  and  affecting  a  voice,  awakened 
la  very  novel  sensation  in  the  mind  of  Oswald. 
The  natural  beauties  of  the  English  tongue 
are  all  melancholy;  tinted  by  clouds,  and 
tuned  by  lashing  waves ;  but  Italian,  among 
sounds,  may  be  compared  to  scarlet,  among 
colors ;  its  words  ring  like  clarifps  of  victory, 
and  glow  with  all  the  bliss  a  delicious  clime 
can  shower  on  human  hearts.  When,  there- 
fore, Italian  is  spokon  by  a  faltering  tongue, 
jits  splendor  melts,  its  concentrated  force 
I  causes  an  agitation  resistless  as  unforeseen. 
'The  intents  of  nature  seem  defeated,  her 
bounties  useless  or  repulsed ;  and  the  expres- 
Bion  of  sorrow  in  the  midst  of  enjoyment, 
surprises,  touches  us  more  deeply,  than  would 
despair  itself,  if  sung  in  those  northern  lan- 
guages, which  it  seems  to  have  inspired. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

The  senator  took  the  crown  of  bays  and 
myrtle  he  was  to  place  on  the  brow  of  Corinne. 
She  removed  the  shawl  which  had  bound  the 
ebon  curls  that  now  fell  upon  her  shoulders, 
and  advanced  with  an  air  of  pleased  thankfii- 
uess,  which  she  strove  not  to  dissemble. 
Again  she  knelt,  but  not  in  trepidation,  as  at 
first.  She  had  just  spoken,  had  filled  her  soul 
with  godlike  images;  enthusiasm  had  sur- 
I  mounted  timidity ;  she  was  no  longer  the 
shrinking  maid,  but  the  inspired  vestal  who 
exultingiy  devoted  herself  to  the  worship  of 
Genius. 

When  the  chaplet  was  set  upon  her  head, 
the  musicians  sent  forth  one  of  those  trium- 
phant airs  which  so  powerfully  exalt  the  soul. 
The  clash  of  cymbals,  and  the  flourish  of 
trumpets,  overwhelmed  Corinne  afresh  ;  her 
eyes  filled,  she  sunk  on  a  seat,  and  covered 
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her  fiice.  Oswald  rushed  from  the  crowd, 
and  made  a  few  steps  towards  her,  hat  an 
uncontrollable  emotion  kept  him  silent.  Co- 
rinne  looked  on  him  for  some  time,  taking 
care  however  that  he  should  not  detect  her, 
and  when  Prince  Castef  Forte  took  her  hand 
to  lead  her  from  the  Capitol,  she  yielded  in 
''abstraction,  frequently  turning,  on  various 
pretexts,  to  gaze  again  on  Oswald.  He  fol- 
lowed her ;  and  as  she  descended  the  steps, 
one  of  these  gestures  displaced  her  crown, 
which  Oswald  hastily  raised,  and  presenting 
it,  said  in  Italian  a  few  words,  implying  that 
humble  mortals  lay  at  the  feet  of  their  deities 
the  crowns  they  dare  not  place  upon  their 
brows.  (4)  What  was  his  astonishment  when 
Corinne  thanked  him  in  English,  with  that 
insular  accent,  which  can  scarce  ever  be 
acquired  on  the  Continent :  he  remained  mo- 
tionless, till,  feeling  himself  almost  faint,  he 
leaned  against  one  of  the  basaltic  lions  that 
stand  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase.  Corinne 
gazed  on  him  again,  forcibly  struck  by  his 
emotion ;  but  they  had  led  her  to  her  car,  and 
the  whole  crowd  had  disappeared,  long  ere 
Oswald  recovered  his  presence  of  mind.  Till 
now,  he  had  been  enchanted  with  a  most 
attractive  foreigner ;  but  that  English  intona- 
tion had  brought  back  all  the  recollections  of 
his  country,  and,  as  it  were,  naturalized  in  his 
heart  the  charms  of  Corinne.  Was  she  Eng- 
lish t  Had  she  not  passed  many  years  of  her 
life  in  England  ?  He  could  not  guess,  but  it 
was  impossible  that  study  alone  could  have 
taught  her  to  speak  thus.  She  mast  have 
lived  in  the  same  country  with  himself.  Who 
could  tell,  but  that  their  families  might  have 
been  related  1  perhaps  he  had  even  seen  her 
in  his  childhood.    There  is  often  in  the  heart 


jsome  innate  image  of  the  beings  we  are  to 
jlove  that  lends  to  our  first  sight  of  them  almost 
an  air  of  recognition. 

Oswald  had  believed  the  Italians,  though 
:  impassioned,  too  vacillating  foi/deep  or  con- 
;  slant  affection.  Already  hadr  the  words  of 
!  Corinne  given  him  a  totally Mlistinct  view  of 
itheir  character.  What  then  must  he  feel 
i^hould  he  thus  at  once  revive  the  remem- 
'  brance  of  his  home,  and  receive  a  new-bom 
Uife,  for  future  enjovment,  without  being 
weaned  from  the  past  f  In  the  midst  of  these 
reveries  he  found  himself  on  the  bridge  of  St. 
Angelo,  which  leads  to  the  castle  of  that 
name,  or  rather  to  Adrian's  tomb,  which  has 
been  converted  into  a  fortress.  The  silence 
of  the  scene,  the  pale  waves  of  the  Tiber,  the 
moonbeams  that  lit  up  the  statues  till  they 
appeared  like  pallid  phantoms,  steadfastly 
watching  the  current  of  time,  by  which  they 
could  be  influenced  no  more ;  all"  these  objects 
recalled  him  to  his  habitual  train  of  thought : 
he  laid  his;  hand  on  his  breast,  and  felt  the 
portrait  of  his  father,  which  he  always  wore ; 
he  drew  it  forth,  and  gazed  on  it,  while  the 
cause  of  the  felicity  he  had  just  enjoyed  but 
too  strongly  reminded  him  of  all  that  long 
since  had  tempted  his  rebellion  against  his 
parent. 

"  Ever  cherished  remembrance !''  he  cried, 
with  revived  remorse,  "  too  wronged  and  too 
forgiving  friend !  could  I  have  believed  that 
an  emotion  of  pleasure  would  so  soon  find 
access  to  my  soul  ?  but  it  is  not  thine  indul- 
gent spirit  which  rebukes  me  :  thou  wouldat 
have  me  happy  in  spite  of  my  faults ;  or  may 
I  not  mistake  thy  mandates  now  uttered  from 
above,  I  who  misunderstood  them  while  thou 
were  yet  on  earth  V* 


BOOK     III 

CORINNE . 


CHAPTER  I. 

The  Count  d'Erfeuil  had  been  presented  at 
the  Capitol,  and  called  the  next  day  on  Lord 
Nelvil,  saying,  "  My  dear  Oswald !  would  you 
like  me  to  take  you  to  Corinne's  this  evening  t" 
"How!"  interrupted  Oswald  eagerly,  "do 
you  know  her  t"  "  Not  I ;  but  so  famous  a 
person  is  alwajs  gratified  by  a  deaire  to  see 


her;  and  I  wrote  this  morning  for  her  per* 
mission  to  visit  her  house  to-night  with  you.* 
"  I  could  have  wished,"  replied  Oswald 
blushing,  "  that  you  had  not  named  me  thui 
without  mv  consent."  "You  should  rathe 
thank  me  for  having  spared  you  so  many  te 
dious  formalities.  Instead  of  going  to  a 
ambassador,  who  would  have  led  you  to 
cardinal,  who  might  have  taken  you  to  a  ladi 
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who,  perhaps,  could  have  introdaced  you  to 
CorioDe,  I  shall  present  you,  you  will  present 
me,  and  we  shall  both  be  very  well  received.'* 
"lani  less  confident  than  you;  and,  doubt- 
ie»,  it  is  bat  rational  to  conclude  that  so  hasty 
a  request  mast  have  displeased  her."  "Not 
at  all,  I  assure  you,  she  is  too  sensible  a  girl, 
u  her  polite  reply  may  prove/'  "Has  she 
then  answered  you  1  What  had  you  said,  my 
dearCountl"  "Ah!  *  my  dear  Count/  isitV 
lioghed  d'f^rfeuil,  "  you  melt  apace,  now  that 
' TOO  know  that  she  has  answered  me;  but  I 
like  you  too  well  not  to  forgive  all  that.  I 
humbly  confess,  then,  that  my  note  spoke 
more  of  myself  than  of  you,  and  that  hers 
gives  yoar  lordship's  name  precedence ;  but 
tben,  you  know,  I'm  never  jealous  of  my 
friends.'*  "  Nay,"  returned  Nelvil,  "  it  can- 
not be  presumed  that  either  of  us  can  render 
oorselves  agreeable  to  her.  All  I  seek  is 
noietimes  to  enjoy  the  society  of  so  wondrous 
a  being.  This  evening,  then,  since  you  have 
ao arranged  it"  "You  will  go  with  me?" 
**  Why,  yes,"  rejoined  Nelvil  in  visible  confu- 
aioB.  **  Why  then  all  this  regret  at  what  I've 
done  t  though  'tis  but  just  to  leave  you  the 
honor  of  being  more  reserved  than  I,  always 
provided  that  you  lose  nothing  by  it.     She's 

I"  reilly  a  delightful  person,  this  Corinne  !  with 
a  vast  deal  of  ease  and  cleverness.  I  could 
■ot  Tery  well  make  out  what  she  talked  of, 
hot  111  wager  you  she  speaks  French:  we 
esn  decide  &at  to*night.  She  leads  a  strange 
liie.  Young,  free,  and  wealthy,  yet  no  one 
knows  whether  she  has  any  lovers  or  no.  It 
seems  plain  that  at  present  she  favors  no  one ; 
that  she  should  never  have  met,  in  this  coon- 
try,  with  m  man  worthy  of  her,  <^pn't  astonish 
me  in  the  least."  D'ferfeuil  ran  on  for  some 
time,  in  this  kind  of  chat,  without  any  inter- 
npdoa  from  Oswald.  He  said  nothing  which 
eooki  exactly  be  called  coarse,  yet  his  light 
matter-of-fact  manner,  on  a  topic  so  interest- 
ing, clashed  with  the  delicacy  of  his  compa- 
nion. There  is  a  refinement  which  even  wit 
and  knowledge  of  the  world  cannot  teach  their 
votaries,  who  often  wound  the  heart,  without 
violating  strict  politeness. 

Lord  Nelvil  was  much  disturbed  during  the 
day  in  thinking  over  the  visit  of  the  evening ; 
hot  he  did  his  utmost  to  banish  his  disquieting 
presentiments,  and  strove  to  persuade  himself 
that  he  might  indulge  a  pleasing  sentiment, 
witfaoot  permitting  it  to  decide  his  fate. 
False  hope!  the  heart  can  receive  no  bliss 
from  that  which  it  knows  must  prove  evanes- 
iL  Accompanied  by  the  Count,  he  arrived 
the  hoase  of  Corinne,  which  was  situated 
a  fitde  beyond  the  castle  of  St.  Angelo,  com- 
aasding  a  view  of  the  Tiber.  Its  interior 
VIS  oraamented  with  the  most  perfect  ele- 


gance. The  hall  was  embellished  with  easts 
of  the  Niobe,  Laocodn,  Venus  de  Medicis, 
and  dying  Gladiator ;  while  in  the  sitting- 
room  usually  occupied  by  Corinne,  he  found 
but  books,  musical  instruments,  and  simple 
furniture,  arranged  for  the  easy  conversation 
of  a  domestic  circle.  Corinne  was  not  there 
when  he  entered ;  and,  while  waiting  for  her, 
he  anxiously  explored  the  apartment,  remark- 
ing in  its  every  detail  a  happy  combination  ot 
the  best  French,  Italian,  and  English  attri- 
butes ;  a  taste  for  society,  a  love  of  letters, 
and  a  zeal  for  the  fine  arts.  Corinne  at  last 
appeared ;  though  ever  picturesque,  she  was 
attired  without  the  least  research.  She  wore 
'  some  antique  cameos  in  her  hair,  and  round 
^  her  throat  a  band  of  coral.  Natural  and 
familiar  as  she  was  among  her  friends,  they 
still  recognized  the  divinity  of  the  Capitol. 
She  bowed  first  to  Count  d'Erfeuil,  though 
looking  at  his  friend ;  then,  as  if  repenting 
this  insincerity,  advanced  towards  Oswald, 
addressing  him  as  "  Lord  Nelvil,"  she  twice 
repeated  that  name,  as  if  it  was  associated  in 
her  mind  with  some  afiecting  reminiscence. 
At  last  she  said  a  few  words  in  Italian  on  his 
obliging  restoration  of  her  crown.  Oswald 
endeavored  to  express  his  admiration,  and 
gently  complained  of  her  no  longer  addressing 
him  in  English.  "  Am  I  a  greater  stranger 
than  I  was  yesterday  t"  he  said.  "  Certainly 
not,"  she  replied ;  "  but  when  one  has  been< 
accustomed  for  many  years  of  one's  life  to 
speak  two  or  three  different  languages,  one 
chooses  that  which  will  best  express  what  one 
desires  to  say."  "  Surely,"  he  cried,  "  Eng^- 
lish  is  your  native  tongue — ^that  which*  you 
speak  to  your  friends."  "  I  am  an  Italian," 
interrupted  Corinne.  "  Forgive  me,  my  lord ! 
but  I  think  I  perceive  in  you  the  national  im- 
portance which  so  often  characterizes  your 
countrymen.  Here  we  are  more  lowly,  nei^ 
ther  self-complacent,  like  the  French,  nor 
proud  of  ourselves,  like  the  English.  A  little 
indulgence  suffices  us  from  strangers;  and 
\ve  have  the  great  fault  of  wanting,  as  indivi- 
duals, that  dignity  which  we  are  not  allowed 
ks  a  people  ;  but  when  you  know  us,  you  may 
,nnd  some  traces  of  our  ancient  greatness, 
such  as,  though  few  and  half-effaced,  might 
be  restored  by  happier  times.  I  shall  now 
and  then  speak  to  you  in  English,  but  Italian 
is  more  dear  to  me.  I  have  suffered  much," 
ishe  added,  sighing,  "that  I  might  live  in 
dtaly."  D'Erfeuil  here  gallantly  upbraided 
her  for  conversing  in  languages  of  which  he 
was  entirely  iffuorant.  "In  mercy,  fair  Cck 
rinne,"  he  said,  "  speak  French,  you  are  truly 
worthy  to  do  so."  She  smiled  at  this  com*- 
pliment,  and  granted  its  request,  with  ease, 
with  purity,  but  with  an  English  accent. 
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NeWil  and  the  Count  were  equally  astonished ; 
but  the  latter,  who  believed  that  he  might  say 
what  he  pleased,  provided  he  did  so  with  a 
grace,  imagining  that  impoliteness  dwelt  not 
in  matter  but  in  manner,  put  the  direct  ques- 
tion to  Corinne,  on  the  reason  of  this  singu- 
larity. She  seemed  at  first  somewhat  uneasy, 
beneath  this  sudden  interrogation ;  then  re- 
covering herself,  said,  **  Perhaps,*  monsieur, 
that  I  learnt  French  of  an  English  person." 
He  renewed  his  attack  with  earnest  gaiety. 
Corinne  became  more  confused,  and  at  last 
said,  gravely,  '^  During  the  four  years  that  £ 
have  lived  in  Rome,  monsieur,  none  even  of 
the  friends  most  interested  in  me  have  ever 
inquired  into  my  fate  :  they  understood,  from 
the  first,  that  it  was  painful  for  me  to  speak 
of  it."  This  check  silenced  the  Count ;  but 
Corinne  feared  that  she  had  hurt  him  ;  and, 
as  he  seemed  so  intimate  with  Lord  Nelvil, 
she  dreaded  still  more,  without  confessing  it 
to  herself,  that  he  might  speak  unfavorably  of 
her  to  his  companion,  and  therefore  took 
sufficient  pains  in  atoning  to  him.  The 
Prince  Castel  Forte  now  arrived,  with  many 
of  their  mutual  acquaintance,  men  of  lively 
and  amiable  minds,  of  kind  and  courteous 
manners,  so  easily  animated  by  the  conversa- 
tion of  others,  so  capable  of  appreciating  all 
that  desired  approval,  that  they  make  the  best 
listeners  possible.  The  Italians  are  usually 
too  indolent  to  display  in  society,  or  often  in 
any  way,  the  wit  they  really  possess.  The 
generality  of  them  cultivate  not,  even  in  se- 
clusion, the  intellectual  faculties  of  their  na- 
tures ;  but  they  revel  in  the  mentid  delights 
which  find  them  without  any  trouble  of  their 
own.  Corinne  had  all  a  Frenchwoman's  sense 
of  the  ridiculous,  and  evinced  it  with  all  the 
faincy  of  an  Italian  ;  but  she  mingled  in  both 
such  sweetness  of  temper  that  nothing  ap- 
peared preconcerted  or  hostile — for,  in  most 
things,  it  is  coldness  which  ofifends;  while 
vivacity,  on  the  contrary,  has  almost  invaria- 
bly an  air  of  good  nature. 

Oswald  found  in  Corinne  a  grace  which  he 
had  never  before  met.  A  terrible  event  of 
his  life  was  associated  with  recollections  of  a 
very  lovely  and  gifted  Frenchwoman ;  but 
Corinne  in  no  way  resembled  her.  Every 
kind  of  talent  seemed  united  in  the  conversa- 
tion he  now  partook.  Ingeniously  and  rapid- 
ly as  she  twined  its  flowers,  nothing  was 
mvolous,  nothing  incomplete ;  such  was  her 
depth  of  feeling,  and  knowledge  of  the  world, 
that  he  felt  borne  away,  and  lost  in  wonder,  at 
qualities  so  contrasted.  He  asked  himself,  if 
it  was  from  an  alt-embracing  sensibility,  or 
from  a  forgetfulness  of  each  mood,  as  a  new 
one  succeeded,  that  she  fled,  almost  in  the 
same  instant,  **  from  grave  to  gay,'  from  lively 


to  severe,"  from  the  learning  which  miflht 
have  instructed  men,  to  the  coquetry  of  a 
woman  who  amused  herself  by  making  con- 
quests ;  yet,  in  this  very  coquetry,  there  was 
such  perfect  nobleness,  that  it  exacted  as 
much  respect  as  the  most  scrupulous  reserve. 
The  Prince  Castel  Forte,  and  all  her  other 
guests,  paid  her  the  most  assiduous  and  deli- 
Icate  attention.  The  habitual '  homage  with 
which^they  surrounded  her,  gave  the  air  of  a 
fete  to  every  day  of  her  life.  She  was  happy 
in  being  beloved,  just  as  one  is  happy  to 
breathe  in  a  gentle  clime,  to  hear  harmonious  j 
sounds,  and  receive,  in  fkct,  none  but  agree- 
able impressions.  Her  lively  and  fluctuating 
countenance  betrayed  each  emotion  of  her ! 
heart ;  but  the  deep  and  serious  sentiment  of 
love  was  not  yet  painted  there.  Oswald 
•gazed  on  her  in  silence :  his  presence  ani- 
mated and  inspired  her  with  a  wish  to  please ; 
nevertheless,  she  sometimes  checked  herself, ! 
in  the  midst  of  her  most  brilliant  sallies,  as- 
itonished  at  his  external  composure,  and  doubt- 
ling  whether  he  might  not  secretly  blame  her, 
ior  if  his  English  notions  could  permit  him  to 
I  approve  such  display  in  a  woman.  He  was, 
I  however,  too  fascinated  to  remember  his 
^former  opinions  on  the  obscurity  which  best 
becomes  a  female ;  but  he  asked  himself,  who 
could  ever  be  loved  by  her  %  What  single 
object  could  ever  concentrate  so  many  rays, 
or  take  captive  a  spirit  gifted  with  such  glo- 
rious wings  t  In  truth,  he  was  alike  dazzled 
and  distressed ;  nay,  though,  as  he  took  leave, 
.  she  politely  invited  him  to  visit  her  again,  a 
^  whole'  day  elapsed  without  his  going  to  her 
house,  restrained  by  a  species  of  terror  at  the 
feeling  which  had  carried  him  away.  Some- 
times he  compared  it  with  the  fatal  error  of  his 
early  youth,  but  instantly  rejected  such  com- 
parison. Then  it  was  by  tteaoberous  arts  he 
had  been  subdued ;  and  who  could  doubt  the 
truth,  the  honor  of  Corinne  t  Were  her 
spells  those  of  poetry  or  of  magic  1  Was 
she  a  Sappho  or  an  Ajrmida  ?  It  was  impos- 
sible to  decide.  Tel  it  was  evident,  that  not 
'society,  but  Heaven  itself,  had  formed  this 
•extraordinary  being,  whose  mind  was  as 
inimitable  as  her  character  was  unfeigned. 
"Oh,  my  father!"  he  sighed,  "had  you 
.  known  Corinne,  what  would  you  have  thought 
of  her?" 


CHAPTER  II. 

Thk  Connt  d'Erfeuil  called  ob  :^rd  Nel- 
vil, as  nsqal,  next  morning;  and>:censuring- 
him  for  not  having  visited  Corinne  the  pre- 
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eedifig  night,  said  gaOy,  <*  Too  would  have 
been  delighted  if  you  had.'*  "  And  why  1" 
asked  his  friend.  **  Because  yesterday  gave 
me  the  most  satisfactory  assurance  that  you 
b»Te  extremely  interested  her."  "  Still  this 
lerity?  Do  you  know  that  I  neither  can  nor 
win  endure  it  1"  "  What  you  call  levity  is 
ntiter  the  readiness  of  my  observation  :  have 
I  tbe  less  reason,  because  my  reason  is 
Ktire  t  You  were  formed  to  graces  those 
Vest  patriarchal  days  when  man  had  five 
ceoturies  to  live;  hut  I  warn  yon  that  we 
bare  retrenched  four  of  them  at  least."  '*  Be 
it«o!  And  what  may  you  have  discovered 
by  these  quickly  matured  observations  of 
mis!'*  ^*  That  Corinne  is  in  love  with  you. 
IML  evening  when  I  went  to  her  house,  I 
vu  well  enough  received,  of  course ;  but 
ber  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  door,  to  look 
wiiether  you  followed  me.  She  attempted  to 
ipeak  of  something  else ;  but,  as  she  happens 
to  be  a  mighty  natural  young  person,  she 
preaeotly,  in  ail  simplicity,  asked  why  you 
were  not  with  me  1  I  said,  because  you 
woald  Dot  come,  and  that  yon  were  a  gloomy, 
eceentric  creatare  :  PU  spare  you  whatever  I 
night  have  further  said  in  your  praise.  '  He 
ii  pensive/  remarked  Corinne  :  '  doubtless  he 
has  lost  some  one  who  was  dear  to  him :  for 
whom  is  he  in  mourning  V  *  His  father,  ma- 
dams, though  it  is  more  than  a  year  since  his 
4eaUi ;  and,  as  the  law  of  nature  obliges  us 
t0  aorrive  our  relations,  I  conclude  that  some 
■tore  private  cause  exists  for  his  long  and 
Kttled  melancholy.*  '  Oh,'  exclaimed  she, 
'I  am  far  from  thinking  that  griefs,  apparent- 
Ij  the  same,  act  alike  on  all.  The  nither  of 
your  {nend,  and  your  friend  himself,  were  not, 
perhaps,  men  of  the  common  OTfler.  I  am 
greatly  inclined  to  think  so.'  Her  voice  was 
ao  iweel,  dear  Oswald,  as  she  uttered  these 
words!"  **  And  are  these  all  your  proofs  of 
her  interest  in  me  1"  "  Why,  truly,  with  half 
of  them  I  should  make  sure  of  being  beloved ; 
hot  ainee  you  will  have  better,  you  shall.  I 
kept  the  strongest  to  come  last.  The  Prince 
CajBtel  Forte  related  the  whole  of  your  ad- 
T^tore  at  Ancona,  without  knowing  that  it 
vas  of  you  he  spoke.  He  told  the  story  with 
nmch  warmth  and  spirit,  as  far  as  1  could 
jodge,  thanks  to  the  two  Italian  lessons  I  have 
l^en ;  but  there  are  so  many  French  words 
io  all  foreign  languages,  that  one  understands 
than,  without  the  fatigue  of  learning.  Be- 
sides, Corinne^s  face  explained  what  I  should 
Ml  else  have  comprehended.  'Twas  so  easy 
U>  read  the  agitation  of  her  heart :  she  would 
scarcely  breathe,  for  fear  of  losing  a  single 
word ;  whan  she  inquired  if  the  name  of  this 
Snglishman  was  known,  her  anxiety  was 
nch,  that  1  could  very  well  estimate  the 


dread  she  suffered,  lest  any  other  name  than 
yours  should  be  pronounced  in  reply.  Castel 
Forte  confessed  his  ignorance  :  and  Corinne, 
turning  eagerly  to  me,  cried,  *  Am  I  not  right, 
monsieur  1  was  it  not  Lord  Nelvil  V  *  Yes, 
madame,'  said  I,  and  then  she  melted  into 
tears.  She  had  not  wept  during  the  history ; 
what  was  there  in  the  name  of  its  hero  more 
afiecting  than  the'  recital  itself !*'  "She 
wept !"  repeated  Oswald.  *'  Ah,  why  was  I 
not  there  !**  then  instantly  checking  himself, 
he  cast  down  his  eyes,  and  his  manly  face  ex- 
pressed the  most  delicate  timidity.  He  hur- 
riedly resumed  the  topic,  lest  d'Erfeuil  should 
impair  his  sacred  joy  by  one  comment.  "  If 
the  adventure  at  Ancona  he  worth  the  telling, 
its  honor  belongs  to  you  also,  my  dear  Count." 
*'  They  certainly  did  speak  of  a  most  engag- 
ing Frenchman,  who  was  with  you,  my  Lord," 
rejoined  d^Erfeuil,  laughing;  **but  no  one, 
save  myself,  paid  any  attention  to  that  paren- 
thesis. The  lovely  Corinne  prefers  yon, 
doubtless  believing  that  you  will  prove  more 
faithful  than  I — this  may  not  be  the  case — 
you  may  even  cost  her  more  pains  than  I 
should  have  done;  but  your  very  romantic 
women  love  trouble,  therefore  yon  will  suit 
her  exactly."  Nelvil  smarted  lieneath  every 
word ;  but  what  could  he  say  ?  D'Erfeml 
never  argued  ;  nay,  he  could  not  even  listen 
with  sufficient  attention  to  alter  his  opinions : 
once  uttered,  he  cared  no  more  about  them, 
and  the  best  plan  was  to  forget  them,  if  pos- 
sible, as  quickly  as  he  did  himself. 


CHAPTER  HI. 

t  That  evening  Oswald  reached  tl\e  house 
!of  Corinne  with  entirely  new  seitetions. 
He  fancied  that  he  might  be  expected.  HdW 
entrancing  that  first  beam  of  intelligence  be- 
tween one^s  self  and  the  being  we  adore! 
Ere  memory  extends  in  the  heart  with  hope, 
ere  the  eloquence  of  words  has  sought  to  de- 
|)ict  our  feelings,  there  is,  in  these  first  hours 
of  love,  some  indefinite  and  mysterious  charm, 

Ciore  fleeting,  but  more  heavenly  than  even 
appiness  itself. 
Oswald  found  Corinne  alone  :  this  abashed 
him  much  :  he  could  ^ave  gazed  on  her  in 
the  midst  of  her  friends ;  b«t  would  fain  have 
been  in  some  way  t^onvinced  of  her  prefer- 
ence, ere  thus  suddienly  engaged  in  an  inter- 
view which  might  chill  her  manner  towards 
him ;  and  in  that  expectation  his  own  address 
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became    cold    from    verj   embarrassment,    pleasure  of  keeping  up  a  blameless  intimacj. 
Whether  she  detected  this,  or  that  similar '  )(The  dominion  of  society  over  self-loTe  is 


feelings  made  her  desire  to  remove  his  re 
straint,  she  speedily  inquired  if  he  had  yet 
seen  any  of  the  antiquities  of  Rome.  "  No," 
"  Then  how  were  you  employed  yesterday  1" 
•she  asked  with  a  smile.  "  I  passed  the  day 
at  home.  Since  I  came  hither  I  have  seen 
but  you,  madame,  or  remained  alone."  She 
wished  to  speak  of  his  conduct  at  Ancona, 
and  began,  *'  I  learnt  last  night — "  here  she 
paused  and  then  said,  "  but  I  will  talk  of  that 
when  our  partj  have  joined  us."  Lord  Nel- 
vH  had  a  dignity  which  intimidated  Corinne  ; 
'4>eside8,  she  feared,  in  alluding  to  his  noble 
behavior,  that  she  should  betray  too  much 
emotion ;  and  trusted  to  feel  less  before  wit- 
nerjes.    Oswald  was  deeply  touched  by  this 


more  oppressed  he  became,  the  less  could  he 
explain  himself.  He  hastily  rose,  ^nd  went 
to  the  window  ;  then  remembering  that  this 
action  must  be  unintelli^ble  to  Corinne,  he 
returned  to  his  seat  without  speaking ;  and 
though  she  had  more  confidence  than  himself, 
his  diffidence  proved  so  contagious,  that,  to 
cover  her  abstraction,  she  ran  her  fingers 
over  her  harp,  and  struck  a  few  unconnected 
chords :  these  melodious  sounds,  though  they 
increased  the  emotions  of  Oswald,  lent  him  a 
slight  degree  of  firmness.  He  dared  to  look 
on  her ;  and  who  could  do  so  without  being 
struck  by  the  divine  inspiration  enthroned  in 
her  eyes  ?  Re-assured  by  the  mildness  which 
veiled  their  splendor,  he  might  have  spoken, 


scarcely  known  in  the  land.  The  Count 
d'Erfeuil  and  Corinne's  wonted  guests  having 
assembled,  the  conversation  turned  on  the 
talent  for  improvisation,  which  she  had  so 
gloriously  displayed  at  the  Capitol ;  and  she 
was  asked  what  she  thought  of  it  herself. 
"  It  is  so  rare  a  thing,"  said  Castel  Forte, 
"  to  find  a  person  at  once  susceptible  of  en- 
thusiasm, and  capable  of  analysis ;  endowed 
as  an  artist,  yet  gifted  with  so  much  self- 
knowledge,  that  we  ought  to  implore  her 
revelation  of  her  own  secret."  "  The  faculty 
of  extemporising,"  returned  Corinne,  "  is  not 
more  extraordinary  in  southern  tongues,  than 
senatorial  eloquence  or  lively  repartee  in 
other  languages,    I  should  even  say  that. 


xe  serve,  and  by  the  frankness  with  which  shev  ^nfortunateIy,  it  is  easier  for  us  to  breathe 
'unconsciously  disclosed  its  motive  ;  but  the^  (impromptu  verse  than  lb  speak  well  in  prose. 


had  not  Prince  Castel  Forte  that  instant  en-^^ltal^  tlian  anywhere  else  to  dazzle  by  words, 
tered  the  room.     It  was  not  without  a  pang^  ^unaided  by  depth  or  novelty  of  thought.     Po- 


room. 
that  he  beheld  Nelvil  tete-d-tite  vfiih  Corinne 
but  he  was  accustomed  to  conceal  his  sensa- 
tions, and  that  habit,  which  an  Italian  often 
unites.^ith  the  most  vehement  passions,  in 


him  was  rather  the  result  of  lassitude  and>  ^some  image  which  I  believe  original.     I  hope 


natural  gentleneu.  He  had  resigned  the^ 
hope  of  being  the  first  object  of  Uorinne's 
regard  ;  he  was  no  longer  young.  He  had 
just  the  wit,  taste,  and  fiincy,  which  varies, 
without  disturbing  one^s  existence ;  and  felt 
it  so  needful  for  his  life  to  pass  every  evening 
with  Corinne,  that,  had  she  married,  he  would 
have  conjured  her  husband  to  let  him  con- 
tinue this  routine ;  on  which  condition  it^ 
would  not  have  cost  him  much  regret  to  see 
her  united  with  another.  The  heart*s  disap- 
pointments are  not,  in  Italy,  aggravated  by 
those  of  vanity.  You  meet  some  men  jeal- 
ous enough  to  stab  their  rivals,  others  suffi- 
ciently modest  to  accept  the  second  place  in 
the  esteem  of  a  woman  whose  company  they 
enjoy ;  but  you  seldom  find  those  who,  rather 
than  appear  rejected,  deny  themselves  the 


fiotfi  which  poetry  differs  so  widely,  that  the 
first  stanzas,  by  their  mere  expressions,  re- 
move the  poet  from  the  sphere  of  his  auditors, 
and  thus  command  aUetition.  It  is  not  only 
to  the  sweetness  of  Italian,  but  to  the  em- 
phatic vibration  of  its  syllables,  that  we 
should  attribute  the  influence  of  poetry 
amongst  us.  Italian  has  a  musical  charm 
which  confers  delight  by  the  very  sound  of  its 
words,  almost  independent  of  ideas,  though 
nearly  all  those  words  are  so  ^aphic,  thai 
they  paint  their  own  significations  on  the 
mind  :  you  feel  that  only  in  the  midst  of  the 
arts,  and  beneath  a  beauteous  sky,  could  a 
language  so  melodious  and  highly-colored 
have  had  birth.     It  is,  therefore,  easier  in 


etry,  like  all  the  fine  arts,  captivates  the  sen- 
ses as  much  as  the  mind.  Nevertheless,  I 
venture  to  assert,  that  I  never  act  the  impro- 
visatrice,  unless  beneath  some  real  feeling,  or 


that  I  rely  less  than  others  on  our  bewitching 
tongue ;  on  which,  indeed,  one  may  prelude 
at  random,  and  bestow  a  vivid  pleasure, 
solely  by  the  charm  of  rhythm  andf  of  har- 
mony." *'  You  think,  then,"  said  one  of  her 
friends,  "  that  this  genius  for  spontaneous 
verse  does  injury  to  our  literature  t  I  thought 
so  too,  till  I  heard  you,  who  have  entirely 
reversed  my  decision."  "  I  have  said,"  re- 
turned Corinne,  "  that  from  this  facility  and 
abundance  must  result  a  vast  quantity  of  in- 
different poems ;  but  I  rejoice  that  such  fruit- 
fulness  should  exist  in  Italy,  as  I  do  to  see 
our  plains  covered  with  a  thousand  superflu- 
ous productions.  I  pride  in  this  bounty  of 
Heaven.  Above  all,  I  love  to  find  improvi- 
satores  among  the  common  people ;  it  shows 
that  imagination  of  theirs  which  is  coneealed 
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in  other  eoantries,  and  only  derelopes  itself 

unoogst  na.     It  gires  a  poetic  air  to  the 

hmnhleat  ranks  of  society,   and  spares  ua 

from  the  disgust  we  cannot  help  feeling,  at 

II  vhat  is  Tulgar.     When  our  Sicilians,  while 

|i  rowing  the  traveUer  in  their  barks,  bid  him  in 

ll  their  graceful  dialect  an  endearing  welcome, 

||  or  BiDg  him  a  kind  and  long  farewell,  one 

i!  might  dream  that  the  pnrft  hrPAth  nf  hi'fly^n 

|!*i»(*^   nn    man    a«    nn    fln     ffiplinn     harp;    and 

J  that  the  one^  like  the  others  echoed  but  the 
;  ^  AnotEef  reason  why  I  set 
this  yalue  on  our  talent  for  improvisation  is, 
';  that  it  appears  one  which  could  jiot  possibly 
\  SBrrire  among  a  community  disposed  to  ridi- 
f  cole.  Poets  who  risk  this  perilous  enterprise 
j.  require  all  the  good  humor  of  a  country  in 
I'  wiuch  men  love  to  amuse  themselves,  with- 

iOQt  critically  analysing  what  amuses  them. 
A  single  sneer  would  suffice  to  banish  the 
self-possession  necessary  for  rapid  and  unin- 
temipced  composition.  Your  hearers  must 
virm  with  you,  and  their  plaudits  mast  be 
jour  inspiration."  '*  But,  madame,'*  said 
Osvald,  who,  till  now,  had  gazed  in  silence 
on  Corinne,  "  to  which  class  of  your  poems 
^  you  give  the  preference  ?  those  that  are  the 
vorits  of  reflection,  or  such  as  were  instanta- 
Beoasly  inspired  1"  "  My  Lord,"  replied 
Corinne,  with  a  look  of  gentle  deference,  **  I 
will  make  you  my  judge  ;  but  if  you  bid  me 
examine  my  own  hdart,  I  should  say  that  im- 

nvisation  is,  to  me,  like  animated  converse. 
)  not  confine  myself  to  such  or  such  sub- 
jects, but  yield  to  the  impression  which  the 
interest  of  my  hearers  produces  on  myself; 
and  it  is  to  my  friends  that  I  owe  the  greater 
portion  of  my  talent  in  this  line.  Sometimes, 
while  they  speak  of  the  noble  questions  that 
involve  the  moral  condition  of  man, — the  aim 
and  end  of  bis  duties  herCj— my  impassioned 
ereitement  carries  me  beyon?  myself]  teach- 
es me  to  find  in  nature,  and  mine  own  heart, 
SDch  daring  truths,  and  forcible"expre8sions,^ 
as  soKtaiy  medTution  could  not  have  engen- 
dered. My  enthusiasm,  then,  seems  super- 
■atoral :  a  spirit  sparkles  within  me  far 
greater  than  mine  own ;  it  oflen  happens  that 
I  abandon  the  measure  of  verse,  to  explain 
aythoQohts  in  prose.  Sometimes  I  quote 
the  most  applicable  passages  from  the  poets 
of  other  lands.  Those  divine  apostrophes 
an  mine,  while  my  soul  is  filled  by  their  im- 
port. Sometimes  my  lyre,  by  a  simple  na- 
tuoal  air,  may  complete  the  effect  which  flies 
fiom  the  control  of  words.  In  truth,  I  feel 
ayself  a  poet,  less  when  a  happy  choice  of 
tii^rmes,  oi  syllables,  of  figures,  may  dazzle 
ay  auditors,  than  when  my  spirit  soars  most 
iisdainfol  of  all  that  is  selfish  and  base ; 
vbea  noble  actions  appear  most  easy  to  me, 
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His  then  my  vene  is  best.  I  am,  indeed,  a 
poet  while  I  admire  or  hate,  not  by  my 
personal  feelings,  nor  in  mine  own  cause,  but 
for  the  sake  of  human  dignity,  and  the  glory 
of  the  world !" 

Corinne,  now  perceiving  how  far  she  had 
been  borne  away,  blush^,  and,  turning  to 
Lord  Nelvil,  said,  '*  You  see  I  cannot  touch 
on  any  of  the  themes  that  affect  me,  without 
that  kind  nf  thrill  .which  is  the  source  of 
ideal  beauty  in  the  arts,  of  religion  in  the  re- 
cluse, generosity  in  heroes,  and  disinterested- 
ness among  men.  Pardon  me,  my  Lord : 
however  little  I  may  resemble  those  women 
who  are  most  esteemed  in  your  country." 
"  Who  can  resemble  you  ?"  replied  Oswald ; 
**  and  who  shall  make  laws  for  a  being  so 
peculiar  1" 

Count  d'Erfeuil  was  actually  spell-bound, 
without  understanding  all  she  said ;  her  ges- 
tures, voice,  and  manner,  charmed  him.  It 
was  the  first  time  that  any,  save  French 
graces,  had  moved  him  thus.  But,  to  say 
truth,  the  popularity  of  Corinne  aided  and 
sanctioned  his  judgment;  so  that  he  miffht 
have  admired  her  without  relinquishing  his 
convenient  habit  of  being  guided  by  the  opi- 
nion of  others.  As  they  lef\  the  house  together, 
he  said  to  his  friend,  "Confess,  now,  dear 
Oswald,  that  I  have  some  merit  in  not  paying 
my  court  to  so  delightful  a  person."  *'  fiul," 
replied  Nelvil,  **  do  they  not  say  that  she  is 
difficult  to  please  1"  "  They  say,  but  I  don't 
believe  it.  A  single  woman,  who  leads  as  it 
were  the  life  of  an  artist,  can't  be  difficult  to 
please."  Nelvil's  feelings  were  woanded  by 
this  remark,  but  whether  d'Erfeuil  saw  it  or 
not,  or  was  resolved  to  follow  the  bent  of  his 
own  inclinations,  he  continued,  "  Not  bat  that, 
if  I  could  believe  in  any  woman's  virtue,  I 
should  trust  hers  above  all .  She  has  certainly 
a  thousand  times  more  ardor  than  were  re- 
quired in  your  country,  or  even  in  mine,  to 
create  doubts  of  a  lady's  cruelty ;  yet  she  is 
a  creature  of  such  superior,  tact  and  informa- 
tion, that  the  ordinary  rules  for  judging^  her 
sex  cannot  be  applied  to  her.  Would  you 
believe  that  I  find  her  manners  imposing! 
they  overawe  me  in  spite  of  her  careless  afi!a- 
bility.  I  wished  yesterday,  merely  out  of 
gratitude  for  her  interest  in  you,  to  hazard  a 
few  words  on  my  own  account ;  such  as  make 
what  way  they  can  ;  if  they  are  listened  to, 
so  much  the  better,  if  not,  why  that  may  be 
luckier  still ;  but  Corinne  looked  on  me  coldly, 
and  I  was  altogether  disconcerted.  Is  it  not 
absurd  to  feel  out  of  countenance  before  an 
Italian,  a  poet,  in  fine,  everything  that  ought 
to  put  a  man  at  his  ease  ?"  "  Her  name  is 
unknown,"  replied  Nelvil,  "  but  her  behavior 
assures  us  that  she  is  highly  born."    "  Nay, 
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'tis  only  the  fashioa  of  romance  to  conceal 
one's  nobility :  in  real  life,  people  tell  every- 
thing that  can  do  themselves  credit,  and  even 
a  litUe  more  than  the  truth."  *'*  Yes,  in  some 
societies,  where  they  think  bat  of  the  effect 
produced  on  others;  but  here,  where  life  isV 
more  domestic,  here  there  may  be  secrets, 
which  only  he  who  is  to  marry  Corinne  should 
seek  to  fathom. "  "  Marry  Corinne !''  repeated 
d'Erfeuil,  laughing  vehementlv,  **  such  a  no- 
tion never  entered  my  head.  My  dear  Nelvil, 
if  you  will  commit  extravagances,  let  them  be 
such  as  are  not  irreparable.  In  marriage  one 
should  consult  nothing  but  convenience  and 
decorum.  You  think  me  frivolous;  never- 
theless ni  engage  that  my  conduct  in  life 
shall  be  more  rational  than  your  own."  "  I 
don't  doubt  it,"  returned  Nelvil,  without  ano- 


ther word ;  for  how  could  he  tell  the  Coujit 
that  there  was  much  selfishness  in  frivolity  % 
or  that  vanity  never  leads  a  man  towards  the 
error  of  sacrificing  himself  for  another  ? 
Triflers  are  very  capable  of  cleverly  directing 
their  own  afifairs ;  for,  in  all  that  may  be  caUed 
the  science  of  policy,  in  private  as  in  public 
life,  men  oftener  succeed  by  the  absence  of 
certain  qualities  than  by  any  which  they  pos- 


'  A  deficiency  of  enthusiasm,  of  settled  opi- 
nions, and  of  sensibility,  is  a  negative  treasure, 
on  which,  with  a  little  talent,  rank  and  for- 
tune may  easily  be  acquired  or  maintained. 
The  jests  of  d'Erfeuil  had  pained  Lord  Nelvil 
much:  he  condemned  them,  but  still  they 
jhaunted  him  most  importunately. 

IS 
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BOOK     IV 

ROME  . 


CHAPTER  I. 

The  next  fortnight  Oswald  devoted  exclu- 
sively to  the  society  of  Corinne.  He  never 
left  his  house  but  to  visit  her.  He  saw,  he 
sought  for  nothing  besides;  and,  without 
speaking  of  his  love,  he  made  her  sensible  of 
it  every  hour  in  the  day.  She  was  accus- 
tomed to  the  lively  and  Mattering  tributes  of 
the  Italians ;  but  the  dignified  deportment  and 
apparent  coldness  of  Oswald,  through  which 
bis  tenderness  of  heart  so  often  broke,  in  spite 
of  himself,  exercised  a  far  greater  power  over 
her  imagination.  He  never  related  a  generous 
deed  or  a  tale  of  misfortune,  but  his  eyes  filled, 
though  he  always  strove  to  hide  this  weak- 
ness. It  was  long  since  she  had  felt  such 
respect  as  that  which  he  awakened.  No 
genius,  however  distinguished,  could  have 
awed  her;  but  elevation  of  character  acted 
deeply  on  her  mind.  Oswald  added  to  this 
an  elegance  which  pervaded  the  most  trivial 
actions  of  his  life,  and  contrasted  strongly 


this  proud  retiring  attachment,  continually 
proved,  though  never  confessed,  shed  a  new 
interest  over  her  life.  She  felt  as  if  sur-  * 
rounded  by  a  purer,  sweeter  atmosphere  ;  and 
every  moment  brought  with  it  a  sense  of  hap- 
piness in  which  she  reveUed,  without  seeking 
to  define  its  source. 

One  morning  Prince  Castel  Forte  came  to 
her,  evidently  dispirited.  She  asked  the 
cause.  '*  This  Scot,"  sighed  he,  "  is  weaning 
your  affection  from  us,  and  who  knows  but  he 
may  even  carry  you  far  hence?"  Corinne 
was  mute  for  some  moments,  and  then  replied, 
^*  I  protest  to  you  he  has  never  said  he  loves 
me.'*  ''  You  know  it,  nevertheless :  he  speaks 
to  you  by  his  life,  and  his  very  silence  is  but 
an  artful  plan  to  attract  your  notice.  What, 
indeed,  can  any  one  say  to  you  that  you  have 
not  already  heard  ?  What  ki  nd  of  praise  hav  e 
you  not  been  offered  T  But  there  is  something 
veiled  and  reined  in  about  the  character  of 
Lord  Nelvil,  which  will  never  permit  you  to 
judge  it  wholly  as  you  do  ours.     You  are  the 


with  the  negligent  familiarity  of  the  Romaiy  most  easily  known  person  in  the  world  ;  but 


nobles.  Although  some  of  his  tastes  were 
uncongenial  to  her  own,  their  mutual  under- 
standing was  wonderful.  They  read  each 
other's  hearts  in  the  lightest  alteration  of 
countenance.  Habituated  as^he  was  to  the 
most  tempestuous  demonstrations  of  passion. 


it  is  just  because  you  voluntarily  show  your- 
self as  you  are,  that  reserve  and  mystery  both 
please  and  govern  you.  The  unknown,  be  it 
what  it  may,  has  a  greater  ascendency  over 
you  than  all  the  professions  which  could  be 
tendered  by  man."    Corinne  smiled.     '*  You 
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tkink  then,  dear  Prince,''  ehe  said,  <'  that  my 

lieart  ia  ungiatefu],  and  my  fancy  capricious  ? 

I  beiiere,  £iweTer,  that  Ijord  Nelvil  evinces 

qualities  too  remarkable  for  me  to  flatter  my- 
self as  their  discoverer. "    "  I  allow,"  rejoined 

Ctftcl  Forte,  ^  that  he  is  high-minded,  intel- 

Dgsat,  even  sensitive,  and  melanclioly  above 

ill;  Irat  I  aos  mnch  deceived  if  his  parsnits 

kfs  the  least  affinity  with  years.     You  can- 

fioC  perceive  this,  so  thoroughly  is  he  influ- 

eoeed  by  your  presence ;   but  your  empire 

vosld  not  last   were  he  absent  from  you. 

Otetacles  would  &tigue  a  mind  warped  by  the 
i  grids  be  has  undergone,  by  discouragements 
I  fAath  must  have  impaired  the  energy  of  his 

molotions;  besides,  you  know  what  slaves 

tre  the  generality  of  English  to  the  manners 

and  habits  of  their  countrv."    These  words 

Rcalled  to  the  mind  of  Corinne  the  painful 

events  of  her  early  years.     She  sighed,  and 

ipoke  not ;  bat  in  the  evening  she  asain  he- 

beU  her  lover,  and  all  that  remained  as  the 
I  effect  of  the  Prince's  counsel  was  a  desire  so 

to  enamor  Nelvil  of  the  varied  beauties  with 

vbich  Italy  is  blest,  that  he  would  make  it^^^^-^w^ . er-- j — r e 

iu  home  for  life.     With  this  design  she  wrotei  sRome  with    Corinne.      He  considered — he 


kim  the  following  letter.  The  free  life  led  at 
Bome  excused  her,  and,  much  as  she  might 
fe  reproached  with  a  too  rash  degree  of  can- 
^,  she  well  knew  how  to  preserve  a  modest 
i  ^igshy,  even  in  her  most  independent  pro- 
seedings. 

*^TO  LORD  NELVIL. 

Dec  15^1194. 
"  I  know  not,  my  lord,  if  you  will  think  me 
too  self-confident,  or  if  you  can  do  justice  to 
my  motives.  1  heard  you  say  that  you  had 
not  yet  explored  Rome,  that  yon  knew  nothing 
either  j0f  the  ckefs-d^<Buvres  of  our  fine  arts, 
er  the^tiqae  ruins!  that  teach  us  history  by 
ion  and  sentiment.    I  conceived  the 


throogh  the  mazes  of  long-gone  years.  C^M 
''Doubtless  Rome  can  boast  of  many  menn  c* 
whose  profound  erudition  might  be  far  more 
saefol ;  but  if  I  succeed  in  endearing  to  you 
sn  abode  towards  which  I  have  always  felt  so 
ifsperioosly  drawn,  your  own  studies  will 
coiBpIete  what  my  imperfect  sketches  may 
hcgin. 

'*  Many  foreigners  come  hither,  as  they  go 
to  London  or  Paris,  seeking  but  the  dissipation 
of  a  great  city ;  and  if  it  were  not  treason  to 
confess  themselves  weary  of  Rome,  I  believe 
the  greatest  part  of  them  would  do  so.  But  it 
ii  equally  true,  that  here  may  be  found  a 
Cham  of  which  none  could  ever  sate.  Will 
pardon  me,  my  lord,  for  wishing  that  this 
shaim  may  be  known  to  you  ? 


"  It  is  true  that  yon  must  first  forget  all  the 
political  relations  of  the  worid  ;  but  when  they 
are  not  linked  with  our  sacred  duties,  they  do 
but  freeze  the  heart.  It  is  necessary  also  to 
renounce  what  is  elsewhere  called  the  pleas- 
ures of  society ;  but  do  they  not  too  frequently 
wither  up  the  mind  1  One  tastes  in  Rome  a 
life  at  once  secluded  and  enlivened,  which 
liberally  matures  in  our  breasts  Whatever 
heaven  hath  planted  there. 

'^  Once  more,  my  lord,  pardon  this  love  for 
my  country,  which  makes  me  long  to  know 
it  beloved  by  a  man  like  yourself;  and  do  not 
judge  with  English  severity  the  pledges  of 
good  will  that  an  Italian  believes  it  her  right 
to  bestow,  without  losing  anything  in  her  own 
eyes  or  in  yours. 

"CORIKNI." 

In  vain  would  Oswald  have  concealed  from 
himself  his  ecstasy  at  receiving  this  letter : 
it  opened  to  him  glimpses  of  a  future  all  peace 
and  joy,  enthusiasm,  love,  and  wisdom :  all 
that  is  most  divine  in  the  soul  of  man  seemed 
blended  in  the  enchanting  project  of  exploring 


hesitated  no  more ;  but  instantly  started  for 
her  house,  and,  on  his  way,  looked  up  to 
heaven,  enjoyed  its  pure  influences,  for  life 
was  no  longer  a  burden.  Regret  and  fear 
were  lost  behind  the  golden  clouds  of  hope  ; 
his  heart,  so  long  oppressed  by  sadness, 
throbbed  and  bounded  with  delight ;  he  felt 
that  such  a  state  could  not  last ;  but  even  hi3 
sense  of  its  transitoriness  lent  this  fever  of 
feliciw  but  a  more  active  force. 
.  *' You  are  come!**  cried  Corinne,  as  he 
entered.  '*  Ah,  thank  you !''  She  offered  him 
her  hand ;  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  with  a 
tenderness  unqualified  by  that  afflicting  tremor 
which  so  often  mingled  with  his  happiness, 
and  embittered  the  presence  of  those  he  loved 
the  most.  An  intimacy  had  commenced  be- 
idea  of  daring  to  propose  myself  as  your  guide4vtween  them  since  they  had  last  parted,  esta- 


liahed  by  the  letter  of  Corinne ;  both  were 
content,  and  felt  towards  one  another  the 
sweetest  gratitude. 

"This  morning;,  then,"  said  Corinne,  "I 
will  show  you  the  Pantheon  and  St.  Petards.  J* 
trusted,"  she  added,  smilingly, "  that  you  would 
not  refuse  to  make  the  tour  of  Rome  with  me ; 
so  my  horses  are  ready.  I  expected  you— 
you  are  here — all  is  well — ^let  us  go." 
"Wondrous  creature!"  exclaimed  Oswald. 
"  Who  then  are  you  ?  Whence  do  you  derive 
charms  so  contrasted,  that  each  might  well 
exclude  the  others! — feeling,  gaiety,  depth, 
wildness,  modesty !  Art  thou  an  illusion  t  an 
unearthly  blessing  for  those  who  meet  thee  V^ 
"  Ah !  if  I  have  but  power  to  do  you  any  ser- 
vice," she  answered,  "  believe  not  that  I  will 
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ever  lenouiice  it."  "  Take  heed,"  replied  he, 
seizing  her  hand  with  emotion ;  *^  he  carefnl 
of  what  benefit  yoa  confer  on  me.  For  two 
years  an  iron  ffrasp  has  pressed  npon  my 
heart.  If  I  feel  some  relief  while  breathing 
your  sweet  presence,  what  will  become  of  me 
when  thrown  back  on  mine  own  fate  ?  What 
shall  I  be  then  1"  *'  Let  us  leave  that  to  time 
and  chance,"  interrupted  Corinne ;  "  they  will 
decide  whether  the  impression  of  an  hour  shall 
last  beyond  its  day.  If  our  souls  commune, 
our  mutual  affection  will  not  be  fugitive :  be 
that  as  it  may,  let  us  admire  together  all  that 
can  elevate  our  minds ;  we  shall  thus,  at  least, 
secure  some  happy  moments."  So  saying, 
she  descended.  Nelvil  followed  her,  aston- 
ished at  her  reply :  it  seemed  that  she  admit- 
ted the  possibility  of  a  momentary  attachment 
to  him,  yet  he  fancied  that  he  perceived  a 
fickleness  in  her  manner,  which  piqued  him 
even  to  pain ;  and  Corinne,  as  if  she  guessed 
this,  said,  when  they  were  seated  in  her  car- 
TiaLgAf^l  do  not  think  the  heart  is  so  consti- 
tutid  that  it  must  either  feel  no  love  at  all,  or 


CHAPTER  II. 

Oswald  and  Corinne  went  first  to  the  Pan- 
theon, now  called  Santa  Maria  of  the  Rotunda. 
Throughout  Italy  the  Catholic  hath  been  the 
Pagan's  heir;  but  this  is  the  only  antique 
temple  in  Rome  which  has  been  preserved 
entire ;  the  only  one  wherein  we  may  behold, 
unimpaired,  the  architecture  of  the  ancients, 
and  the  peculiar  character  of  their  worship. 

Here  they  paused  to  admire  the  portico 
and  its  supporting  columns.  Corinne  bade 
Oswald  observe  that  this  building  was  con« 
structed  in  such  a  manner  as  made  it  appear 
much  larger  than  it  was.  "St.  PeterV 
she  said,  "  produces  an  opposite  effect :  you 
will,  at  first,  think  it  less <  vast  than  it  is  in 
reality.  The  deception,  so  favorable  to  the 
Pantheon,  proceeds,  it  is  conceived,  from  the 
great  space  between  the  pillars,  and  from  the 
air  playing  so  freely  within;  but  still  more 
from  the  absence  of  ornament,  with  which  St. 
Peter's  is  overcharged.  Even  thus  did  an- 
tique poetry  design  but  the  massive  features 


the  most  unconquerable  passion.    There  are«  of  a  theme,  leaving  the  reader's  fancy  to  sup- 
early  symptoms  which   may  vanish  before  ||  ply  the  detail :  in  all  affairs  we  moderns  say 


self-examination.  We  flatter,  we  deceive 
ourselves ;  and  the  very  enthusiasm  of  which 
we  are  susceptible,  if  it  renders  the  enchant- 
ment more  rapid,  may  also  bring  the  re-actioi^ 
more  promptly."  "You  have  reflected  much 
upon  this  sentiment,  madame,"  observed  Os- 
wald, with  bitterness.  Corinne  blushed,  and 
was  silent  for  some  moments,  then  said,  with 
a  striking  union  of  frankness  and  dignity,  "  I 
suppose  no  woman  of  heart  ever  reached  the 
age  of  twenty-six  without  having  known  the 
illusions  of  love ;  but  if  never  to  have  been 
happy,  never  to  have  met  an  object  worthy  of 
her  full  affection,  is  a  claim  on  sympathy,  I 
have  a  right  to  yours."  The  words,  the 
accent  of  Corinne,  somewhat  dispersed  the 
clouds  that  gathered  over  Nelvil's  thoughts ; 
yet. he  said  to  himself,  "  She  is  a  most  engag- 
ing creature,  but  she  is — an  Italian 

Is  not  a  shrinking,  innocent  heart,  even  to 
itself  unknown,  such  as,  I  doubt  not,  beats  in 
the  bosom  of  the  English  girl  to  whom  my 
father  destined  me." 

Lucy  Edgsrmond  was  the  daughter  of  his 
parent's  best  friend ;  but  too  young,  when  he 
left  England,  for  him  to  marry  her,  or  even 
foresee  what  she  might  one  day  become. 
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and  do  too  much. 

This  fane,"    continued   Corinne, 


was 

t-  Li^onsecrated  by  Agrippa,  the  favorite  of  Au- 
tp^gustuff,  to  his  friend,  or  rather,  his  master; 
who,  however,  had  the  humility  to  refuse  this 
dedication ;  and  Agrippa  was  reduced  to  the 
necessity  of  devoting  it  to  all  the  gods  of 
Olympus,  and  of  substituting  their  power  fur 
that  of  one  earthly  idol.  On  the  top  of  the 
Pantheon  stood  a  car,  in  which  were  placed 
the  statues  of  Augustus  and  Agrippa.  On 
each  side  of  the  portico  similar  effigies  were 
displayed,  in  other  attitudes;  and  over  the 
front  of  the  temple  is  still  legible,  '  Conse- 
crated by  Agrippa.'  Augustus  gave  his  name 
to  the  age  in  which  he  lived,  by  rendering  il 
an  era  m  the  progress  of  human  intellect. 
From  the  cheff-d^auvres  of  his  contempora< 
ries  emanated  the  rays  that  formed  a  circling 
halo  round  his  brow.  He  knew  how  to  honoi 
men  of  letters  in  his  own  day ;  and  posterity 
therefore,  honors  him.  ^'*'\  «^  •vcjt«>^ 

"  Let  us  enter  the  temple :  it  is  said  thai 
the  light  which  streams  in  from  above  wai 
considered  the  emblem  of  a  divinity  superioi 
to  the  highest  divinities.  The  heathens  evei 
^oved  symbolical  images :  that  language,  in* 
deedf.  seems  to  accord  better  with  religioi 
than  with  common  parlance.  The  rain  oftei 
falls  on  this  marble  floor;  but  the  sunshini 
succeeds  to  efface  it  and  teaches  the  worship 
per.  What  a  serene  yet  festal  air  is  here 
The  Pagans  deified  life,  as  the  Christiani 
sanctify  death ;  such^he  distinction  betweai 
the  two  faiths;  bttt i^Tatholicism  here  is  fl^ 
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kss  gloomj  than  in  the  north,  as  yon  will 

obserre  when  we  Tisit  St.  Peter^s.     In  the 

nactnaiT  of  the  Pantheon  the  busts  of  our 

most  celebrated  artists  decorate  the  niches 

ooee  filled  by  ideal  gods.     Since  the  empire 

of  the  Cssars,  we  have  scarce  ever  boasted 

'  iBj  political  independence ;  consequently,  you 

will  find  no  statesmen,  no  heroes  here.     6e- 

;  ma  constitutes  our  only  fame ;  but  do  you 

!  not  think,  my  lord,  that  a  people  who  thus 

!  rerere  the  talents  still  left  amongst  them  must 

deserve  a  nobler  destiny  V    "  I  believe,"  re- 

'  plied  Oswald,  **  that  nations  generally  deserve 

,  their   own   fates,  whatever  they    may  be.'* 

I** That  is  severe!  but,  perhaps,  by  living  in 

Italv,  your  heart  may  soften  towards  the  fair 

I  had  which  nature  has  adorned  like  a  victim 

ibr  sacrifice.     At  least   remember,  that  the 

I  dearest  hope  the'  lovers  of  glory  cherish  is 

,  tiat  of  obtaining  a  place  here.     I  have  already 

ekosen  mine,*^  she  added,  pointing  to  a  niche 

still  vacant.     **  Oswald,  who  knows  but  you 

■ay  one  day  i^tum  to  this  spot,  when  my 

bast — ^     *'  Hold  !"  interrupted  he ;  "  can  you, 

ze^endent  in  youth  and  beauty,  talk  thus  to 

one  whom  misfortune  even  now  is  bending 

towards    the    grave  1"      **  Ah !"    exclaimed 

Corinne,  '*  the  storm  may  in  a  moment  dash 

down  flowers  that  have  not  yet  begun  to  droop. 

Oswald,  dear  Oswald !  Vhy  are  you  not  hap- 

V^    ** Never  ask  me,"  he  replied;  "you 

e  yoor  secrets,  and  I  mine :  let  us  respect 

mntnal  silence.     You  know  not  what  I 

dunld  suffer  if  forced  to  relate  my  distresses." 

Coiinne  said  no  more  ;  but  her  steps,  as  she 

left  the  temple,  became  slow,  and  her  looks 

more  pemive. 

She  paused  beneath  the  portico.  "  There," 
she  said,  "stood  a  porphyry  urn  of  great 
beaoty,  now  removed  to  St.  John  Lateran ;  it 
contained  the  ashes  of  Agrippa,  which  were 
deposited  at  the  foot  of  the  statue  he  had 
erected  to  himself.  The  ancients  lavished 
on  sweetening  the  idea  of  destruction, 
succeeded  in  banishing  all  its  most 
alarming  traits.  There  was  such 
ice  in  their  tombs,  that  the  contrast 
nothingness  of  death  and  the 
life  was  less  felt.  It  is  certain, 
hope  of  another  world  was  far 
longst  them  than  it  is  with 
They  were  obliged  to  contest 
with  death  the  pnnciple  which  we  fearlessly 
tsafide  to  the  bosom  of  our  eternal  Father." 
Oswald  sighed,  and  spoke  not ;  melancholy 
iieas  have  many  charms,  when  we  are  not 
•■fselves  deeply  miserable  ;  but,  while  grief, 
k  all  its  cruelty,  reigns  over  the  breast,  we 
enmot  hear  without  a  shudder  words  which, 
if  old,  only  excited  revsries  not  more  sad  than 
ssothing.  .  ^^ 


CHAPTER  III. 

In  going  to  St.  Peter^s,  they  crossed  the 
bridge  of  St.  Angelo  on  foot.  "  It  was 
there,"  said  Oswald,  "  that,  on  my  way  from 
the  Capitol,  I,  for  the  first  time,  mused  long 
on  you."  "  I  did  not  flatter  myself,"  she  re- 
joined, "  that  this  coronation  at  the  Capitol 
would  gain  me  a  friend ;  yet,  still  in  toiling 
for  celebrity,  I  have  ever  wished  that  it  might 
make  me  beloved  :  of  what  avail  would  it  be, 
at  least  to  a  woman,  without  such  expecta- 
tion !"  "  Let  us  stay  here  awhile,"  said  Os- 
wald. "  Can  by-gone  centuries  afford  me  one 
remembrance  equal  to  that  of  the  day  on 
which  I  beheld  you  first  1"  **  I  may  err," 
answered  Corinne,  "  but  I  think  persons  be- 
come most  endeared  to  each  other  while  par- 
ticipating in  the  admiration  of  works  which 
Sjpeak  to  the  soul  by  their  true  grandeur. 
Those  of  Rome  are  neither  cold  nor  mute ; 
conceived,  as  they  were,  byfgenius^and  hal- 
lowed by  memorable  events.  Nay,  perhaps, 
Oswald,  one  could  not  better  learn  to  love  the 
possessor  of  a  character  like  yours  than  by 
enjoying  with  him  the  noble  beauties  of  the 
universe."  "  But  I,"  returned  Oswald, 
"  while  gazing,  listening  beside  you,  need  the 
presence  of  no  other  wonder."  Corinne 
thanked  him  by  a  gracious  smile. 

Pausing  before  the  castle  of  St.  Angelo, 
she  pursued  :  "  This  is  one  of  the  most  ori- 
ginal exteriors  among  all  our  edifices :  the 
tomb  of  Adrian,  fortified  by  the  Goths, — ^bear- 
ing a  double  character  from  its  successive 
uses.  Built  for  the  dead,  an  impenetrable 
circle  enclosed  it ;  yet  the  living  have  added 
more  hostile  defences,  which  contrast  strongly 
with  the  silent  and  noble  inutility  of  a  funeral 
monument.  You  see,  at  the  top,  the  bronze 
figure  of  an  angel  with  a  naked  sword  (5) ; 
within  are  prisons,  framed  for  ingenious  tor- 
ture. All  the  epochs  of  Roman  history,  from 
the  days  of  Adrian  to  our  own,  are  associated 
with  this  site.  Belisarius  defended  it  against 
the  Goths ;  and,  with  a  barbarism  scarce  in- 
ferior to  their  own,  hurled  on  them  the  beau- 
teous statues  that  adorned  the  interior.  Cres- 
centii's,  Arnault  de  Brescia,  and  Nicolas  Ri- 
enzi  (6),  those  friends  of  Roman  liberty,  who 
so  oft  mistook  her  memories  for  her  hopes, 
long  defied  their  foes  from  this  tomb  of  an  eni- 
peror.  I  love  each  stone  connected  with 
so  many  glorious  feats.  I  applaud  the  master 
of  the  world's  luxurious  taste — a  magnificent 
tomb.  There  is  something  great  in  the  man 
who,  while  possessing  all  the  pomps  and 
pleasures  of  the  world,  fears  not  to  employ 
his  mind  so  long  in  preparations  for  his  death. 
Moral  ideas  and  disinterested  sentiments  must 
fill  the  soul  that,  in  any  way,  outsteps  ^e 
boundaries  of  life.  /    ^  , 
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"  To  this  point,"  continued  Corinae, "  ought 
the  pillars  in  front  of  St.  Peter^s  extend ; 
such  was  the  superb  plan  of  Michael  Angelo, 
which  he  trusted  his  survivors  would  com- 
plete ;  but  the  men  of  our  day  think  not  of 
posterity.  When  once  enthusiasm  has  been 
turned  into  ridicule,  all  is  defeated,  except 
wealth  and  power."  **  It  is  for  you  to  re- 
generate it,"  cried  Nelvil.  "  Who  ever  ex- 
perienced such  happiness  as  I  now  taste  1 
Rome  shown  me  by  vnu !  interpreted  by 
imagination  and  genius  fj^What  a  world  is 
Rome  thus  animated  by  sentiment,  without 
which  the  world  itself  were  but  a  desert X](7) 
Ah,  Gorinne !  what  is  to*  follow  these  the 
sweetest  days  that  my  fate  and  heart  e^er 
granted  me  1"  "  All  sincere  afieotions  come 
direct  from  Heaven,"  she  answered,  meekly. 
^'  Why,  Oswald,  should  it  not  protect  what  it 
inspires  t  It  is  for  Heaven  to  dispose  of  us 
both."  I 

At  last  they  beheld  St.  Peter's ;  the  great- 
est edifice  ever  erected  by  man  :  for  even  the 
Egyptian  Pyramids  are  its  inferiors  in  height. 
"  Perhaps,"  said  Corinne,  "  I  ought  to  have 
shown  you  the  grandest  of  our  temples  last ; 
but  that  is  not  my  system.  It  appears  to  me 
that,  to  perfect  a  sense  of  the  fine  arts,  one 
should  begin  by  contemplating  the  objects 
which  awaken  the  deepest  and  most  lively 
admiration.  This,  once  felt,  reveals  a  new 
sphere  of  thought,  and  renders  us  capable  of 
loving  and  judging  whatever  may,  even  in  an 
humbler  quality,  revive  the  first  impression 
we  received.  All  cautious  and  graduated 
attempts  at  producing  a  strong  effect  are 
against  my  taste.  We  do  not  arrive  at  the 
sublime  by  degrees,  for  infinite  distances 
separate  it  even  from  that  which  is  only 
beautiful." 

Oswald  felt  the  most  extraordinary  sensa- 
tions when  standing  in  front  of  St.  Peter's. 
It  was  the  first  time  the  work  of  man  had 
affected  him  like  a  wonder  of  nature.  It  is 
the  only  work  of  art  on  the  face  of  the  globe 
that  possesses  the  same  species  of  majesty 
which  characterizes  those  of  creation.  Co- 
rinne enjoyed  his  astonishment.  '*  I  have 
selected,"  she  said,  ^^  a  day  when  the  sun  is 
in  all  his  splendor  ;  still  reserving  for  you  a 
yot  more  holy  rapture,  that  of  beholding  St. 
Peter's  by  moonlight ;  but  I  wished  you  first 
to  be  present  at  this  most  brilliant  spectacle — 
the  genius  of  man  bedecked  by  the  magnifi- 
cence of  nature." 

The  square  of  St.  Peter's  is  surrounded  by 
pillars,  which  appear  light  from  a  distance, 
but  massive  as  you  draw  nearer :  the  sloping 
ascent  towards  the  porch  adds  to  the  effect 
produced.     An    obelisk,  of   eighty  feet    in 


height,  which  looks  scarce  raised  above  the 
earth,  in  presence  of  the  cupola,  stands  in  the 
centre.  The  mere  form  of  an  obelisk  is 
pleasing  to  the  fancy  :  it  loses  itself  in  air, 
as  if  guiding  the  thoughts  of  man  towards 
heaven.  This  was  brought  from  Egypt  to 
adorn  the  baths  of  Caligula,  and  afterwards 
removed  by  Sixtus  V.  to  the  foot  of  St.  Pe- 
ter's, beside  which  this  contemporary  of  so 
many  ages  that  have  leA  no  traces  upon  it, 
creates  a  sentiment  of  awe.  Man  feels  him- 
self so  perishable,  that  he  bows  before  the 
presence  of  immutability.  At  some  distance, 
on  each  side  of  the  obelisk,  are  two  fountains, 
whose  waters,  perpetually  gushing  upwards, 
fall  again  in  abundant  cascades.  Their  mur- 
murs, such  as  we  are  wont  to  hear  in  wild  and 
rural  scenes,  lend  a  strange  charm  to  this 
spot,  yet  one  that  harmonizes  with  the  stilling 
infiuence  of  that  august  cathedral.  Painting 
and  sculpture,  whether  representing  the  hu- 
man form,  or  other  natund  objects,  awaken 
clear  and  intelligible  ima^ej ;  but  a  perfect 
piece  of  architecture  kindles  that  aimless 
revery,  which  bears  the  soul  we  know  not 
whither.  The  ripple  of  water  well  accords 
with  these  vague  yet  deep  impressions :  it  is 
uniform,  as  the  edifice  is  regular.  *'  Eternal 
motion  and  eternal  rest "  seem  here  united, 
defying  even  time,  who  has  no  more  sullied 
the  source  ot  those  pure  springs  than  shaken 
the  base  of  that  commanding  temple.  These 
sheaves  of  liquid  silver  dash  themselves  into 
spray  so  fine,  that  on  sunny  days  the  light 
will  form  them  into  little  rainbows,  tinted 
with  all  the  iris  hues  of  the  prism. 

"  Stop  here  a  moment,"  said  Corinne  to 
Nelvil,  who  was  already  beneath  the  portico: 
'*  pause,  ere  you  unveil  the  sanctuary  :  does 
not  your  heart  throb  as  you  approach  it,  as  if 
anticipating  some  solemn  event?"  She 
raised  the  curtain  herself,  and  held  it  back  for 
Nelvil  to  pass,  with  such  a  grace  that  his 
first  look  was  on  her,  and  for  some  seconds 
he  could  observe  nothing  else  ;  yet  he  entered 
the  interior,  and  soon,  beneath  its  immense 
arches,  was  filled  by  a  piety  so  profound  that 
love  alone  no  longer  sufficed  to  occupy  his 
breast.  He  walked  slowly  beside  Corinne. 
Both  were  mute.  There  everything  com- 
mands silence ;  for  the  least  soupd  is  re- 
echoed so  far,  that  no  discourse  seems  worthy 
to  be  thus  repeated,  in  such  an  almost  eternal 
abode.  Even  prayer,  the  accent  of  distreas, 
springing  from  what^fttr  feeble  voice,  rever- 
berates deeply  through  its  vastness,  and  when 
we  bear,  from  far,  the  trembling  steps  of  age» 
on  the  fair  marble,  watered  by  so  many  tears, 
man  becomes  imposing  from  the  very  inflrim. 
ties  that  subject  his  divine  spirit  to  so  much 
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of  wo;  and  we  feel  that  Chriatiaaity,  the 

creed  of  sofiering,  contains  the  true  secret 

wlich  should  direct  our  pilgrimage  on  earth. ^ 

Corinne  broke  on  the  meditations  of  Os- 

I  vaki,  saying,  "  You  must  have  remarked  that 

'the  Gothic  ebnrches  of  England  and  Ger- 

vatj  have  a  far  more  gloomy  character  than 

;  tlJL    Northern  Catholicism  has  in  it  some- 

tkiog  ^s^ic ;  ours  speaks  to  the  imagination 

bf  exteiiial  objects.     Michael  Angelo,  on  bc- 

boMing  the  dome  of  the  Paotiieon,  exclaimed, 

'IviU  place  it  in  the  air !'— indeed  St.  Pe- 

ter^s  is  a  temple  based  upon  a  church ;  its 

j  ifiteiior  weds  the  ancient  and  modern  faiths 

in  tbe  mind ':  I  frequently  wander  hither  to 

i  refain  the  composure  my  spirit  sometimes 

Mes.    The  sight  of  such  a  building  is  like  a 

eeaseless,  changeless  melody,  here  awaiting 

to  console  all  who  seek  it ;  and,  among  our 

ntiooal  claims  to  glory,  let  me  rank  the 

coQxige,  patience,  and  disinterestedness  of 

the  ehie&  of  our  church,  who  have,  for  so 

muy  years,  deToted  such  treasures  to  the 

completion  of  an  edifice  which  its  founders 

eoold  not  expect  to  enjoy.  (8)    It  is  even 

.  readering  a  service  to  public  morality,  to  be- 

^  itow  on  a  nation  a  monument  emblematic  of 

Mch  noble  and  generous  desires."    "  Yes," 

replied  Oswald,  "  here  art  is  grand,  and  ge- 

aios  inventive  ;  but  how  is  the  real  dignity  of 

I  nun  sostained  ?   How  weak  are  the  generality 

I  of  Italian  governments,  yet  how  do  they  en- 

tjaTeV    "*  Other  nations,"  interrupted  Co- 

j  naae,  '*  have  borne  the  yoke,  like  ourselves, 

I  ud  without  like  power  to  conceive  a  better 

*fSerfi  dam  •!,  ma  lenrl  ognor  frementi.* 

'  We  are  slaves,  indeed,  but  for  erer  chafing 
beneath  oor  bonds,'  said  Alfieri,  the  boldest  of 
onr  modem  writers.  With  such  soul  for  the 
fine  arts,  may  not  our  character  one  day  equal 
our  genius  1 

*'Look,"  continued  Corinne,  "at  these 
ifataes  on  the  tombs,  these  mosaics, — ^labo- 
21006  and  faithful  copies  from  the  chefo- 
ioaitrts  of  our  great  masters.  I  never  ex- 
ttaine  St.  Peter's  in  detail,  because  I  am 
toe  red  to  find  that  its  multiplied  adornments 
«N&ewh%t  icppair  the  beauty  of  the  whole. 
Tet  well  may  the  best  works  of  human  hands 
ieem  snperfluous  here.  This  is  a  world  of 
>Klf ;  a  refuge  from  both  heat  and  cold  :  it 
^h  a  season  of  its  own,  perennial  spring, 
vhich  the  atmosphere  without  can  never 
i&ct.  A  sabterranean  church  is  built  be- 
neath :  the  popes,  and  many  foreign  princes, 
buried  there-— Christine,  after  her  abdica- 
tioo;  the  Stuarts,  after  their  dynasty  was 
orerthrown.     Rome,  so  long  an  asylum  for 


the  exile,  is  she  not  herself  dethroned  ?    Her 
nnaspect  consoles  sovereigns  despoiled  like  her. 

CadoDO  le  cttu,  eadono  i  re^ nl, 
Et  ruom,  d6ieef  mortal,  parche  si 

Dlegnit 

Yes,  cities  fall,  whole  empires  disappear,  and 
yet  man  is  indignant  that  he  is  mortal ! 

"Sland  here,  Nelvil!  near  the  altar,  be- 
neath the  centre  of  the  dome,  you  perceive, 
through  these  iron  gratings,  the  church  of 
the  dead,  which  lies  beneath  our  feet,  and,  on 
raising  your  eyes,  they  can  scarcely  piorce  to 
the  summit  of  the  vault :  do  you  not  feel  as 
if  a  huge  abyss  was  opening  over  your  headi 
Everything  which  extends  beyond  a  certain 
proportion  must  cause  that  limited  creature 
man  uncontrollable  dismay.  What  we  know 
is  as  inexplicable  as  the  unknown  :  we  have 
so  reconciled  ourselves  to  habitual  darkness, 
that  any  new  mystery  alarms  and  confounds 
us. 

*'  The  whole  church  is  embellished  by  an- 
tique marbles  who  know  more  than  we  do  of 
vanished  centuries.  There  is  the  statue  of 
Jupiter  converted  into  St.  Peter,  by  the  glory 
which  lias  been  set  upon  its  head.  The  gen- 
eral expression  of  the  place  perfectly  typifies 
a  mixture  of  obscure  dogmas  and  sumptuous 
ceremonies ;  a  mine  of  sad  ideas,  but  such  as 
may  be  soothingly  applied ;  severe  doctrines, 
capable  of  mild  interpretation : — Christian 
theology  and  Pagan  images ;  in  fact,  the  most 
admirable  union  of  all  Uie  majestic  splendors 
which  man  can  give  to  his  worship  of  the 
Divinity.  Tombs  decked  by  the  arts  can 
scarcely  represent  death  as  a  formidable  ene- 
my :  we  do  not,  indeed,  like  the  ancients, 
carve  sports  and  dances  on  the  sarcophagus  ; 
but  thought  is  diverted  from  the  bier  by  works 
that  tell  of  immortality  even  from  the  altar 
of  death.  Thus  animated,  we  feel  not  that 
freezing  silence  which  constantly  watches 
over  a  northern  sepulchre."  '^  It  is,  doubt- 
less, the  purpose  with  us,"  said  Oswald,  "  to 
surround  death  with  appropriate  gloom :  ere 
we  were  enlightened  by  Christianity,  such 
was  our  mythologic  bias.  Ossian  called 
around  the  tomb  funeral  chants,  such  as  here 
you  would  fain  forget.  I  know  not  if  I  should 
wish  that  your  fair  sky  may  so  far  change 
my  mood." 

**  Yet  think  not,*'  said  Corinne,  '*  that  we 
.  arc  either  fickle  or  frivolous ;  we  have  too 
^  little  vanity :  indolence  may  yield  our  lives 
some  intervals  of  oblivion,  but  they  can  nei- 
ther sate  nor  wither  up  the  heart :  unfortn- 
:nately  we  are  often  scared  from  this  repose 
:  by  passions  more  terrible  than  those  of  habit- 
iually  active  minds."  They  were  now  at  the 
door.    **Oae  more  glaooe!"    said    Nelvil. 
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**  See  how  insignificant  is  man  in  the  presence 
of  religion !  while  we  shrink  even  before  its 
material  emblem  :  behold  what  duration  man 
can  give  to  his  achievements,  while  his  own 
date  is  so  brief  that  he  soon  survives  but  in 
his  fame.  This  temple  is  an  image  of  infini- 
tude ;  there  are  no  bounds  for  the  sentiments 
to  which  it  gives  birth — the  hosts  of  past  and 
future  years  it  suggests  for  speculation.  On 
leaving  it  we  seem  quitting  a  world  of  hea- 
venly thought  for  one  of  common  interests  ; 
exchanging  religion  and  eternity  for  the  trivial 
pursuits  of  time." 

Corinne  pointed  out  the  bas-reliefs,  from 
Ovid's  Metamorphoses,  on  the  doors.  "  We 
shame  not,"  she  said,  **  in  the  Pagan  trophies 
which  art  has  hallowed.  The  wonders  of 
genius  always  awaken  holy  feelings  in  the 
8ouT,lbd  we  pay  homage  to  Christianity  in 
tribute  of  all  the  best  works  that  other  faiths 
have  inspired."  Oswald  smiled  at  this  expla- 
nation. *'  Believe  me,  my  Lord,"  continued 
Corinne,  *'  there  is  much  sincerity  among 
people  of  lively  fancy.  To-morrow,  if  you 
like,  I  will  take  you  to  the  Capitol,  and  I  trust 
I  have  many  snch  days  in  store  for  you  ;  but 
— when  they  are  over — ^must  you  depart?" 
She  checked  herself,  fearing  that  she  had 
said  too  much.  "  No,  Corinne,"  cried  Os- 
wald, "  I  cannot  renounce  this  gleam  of  blips, 
which  my  guardian  angel  seems  to  shower  on 
me  from  above." 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Thb  next  day  Oswald  and  Corinne  set  forth 
with  more  confidence  and  calmness.  They 
were  friends,  and  began  to  say  we.  Ah,  how 
affecting  is  that  trtf,  pronounced  by  love ! 
What  a  timid,  yet  ardent  confession  does  it 
breathe  !  '*  We  ffo  to  the  Capitol,  then  1" 
said  Corinne.  "  Yes,  we  will  i"  replied  Os- 
wald, and  his  voice  told  all  in  those  simple 
words ;  so  full  of  gentle  tenderness  was  his 
accent.  *'  From  the  top  of  the  Capitol,  such 
as  it  is  now,"  said  Corinne,  **  we  can  clearly  see 
the  Seven  Hills ;  we  will  go  over  them  all 
in  succession  ;  there  is  not  one  but  teems 
with  historical  recollections."  They  took 
what  was  formerly  called  the  sacred  or  tri- 
umphant road.  '*  Your  car  passed  this  way," 
said  Oswald.  "It  did,"  answered  Corinne, 
"  the  venerable  dust  might  have  wondered  at 
my  presumption ;  but  since  the  Roman  re- 
public, 80  many  a  guilty  track  has  been  im- 


printed on  this  road,  that  the  resnect  it  once 
demanded  is  decreased."  She  lea  him  to  the 
stairs  of  the  present  Capitol ;  the  entrance 
to  the  original  one  was  by  the  Forum.  "  I 
would,"  she  said,  '*  that  these  steps  were  the 
same  by  which  Scipio  ascended  ;  when,^  re- 
pulsing calumny  by  glorious  deeds,  he  went 
to  offer  thanks  in  the  temple  for  the  victories 
he  had  won ;  but  the  new  staircase  and  Capi- 
tol were  built  on  the  ruins  of  the  old,  to  re- 
ceive the  peaceful  magistrate  who  now  mo- 
nopolizes the  high-sounding  title  of  Roman 
senator,  which  once  extorted  reverence  from 
the  whole  universe.  We  have  but  names 
here  now.  Yet  their  classic  euphony  always 
creates  a  thrill  of  mingled  pleasure  and  regret. 
I  asked  a  poor  woman,  whom  I  met  the  other 
day,  where  she  lived.  *0n  the  Tarpeiaif 
Rock,'  she  answered.  These  words,  stripped 
as  they  are  of  all  that  once  attached  to  them, 
still  exert  some  power  over  the  fancy." 

Oswald  and  Corinne  stopped  to  observe  the 
two  basaltic  lions  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  (9) 
They  came  from  Egypt,  whose  sculptors 
much  more  faithfully  transmitted  the  forms  of 
animals  than  those  of  men.  The  physiognomy 
of  these  lions  has  all' the  stem  tranquillity, 
the  strength  in  repose,  which  we  find  de- 
scribed by  Dante. 

**  A  golsa  di  leoB— quando  il  poM.'* 

Not  far  from  thence  is  a  mutilated  Romso 
statue,  which  the  moderns  have  placed  there, 
unconscious  that  they  thus  display  a  striking 
symbol  of  Rome  as  it  is.  This  figure  has 
neither  head  nor  feet ;  but  the  trunk  and  dra- 
pery that  remain  have  still  the  beauty  of  an- 
tiquity. At  the  top  of  the  stairs  are  two 
colossal  statues,  thought  to  represent  Castor 
and  Pollux ;  then  come  the  trophies  of  Mari- 
us;  then  the  two  columns  which  served  to 
measure  the  Roman  empire ;  lastly,  the  statue 
of  Marcus  Aurelius,  calm  and  beautiful  amid 
contending  memories.  Thus  the  heroic  age 
is  pcsonated  by  these  colossal  shapes,  the 
republic  by  the  lions,  the  civil  wars  by  Marius, 
and  the  imperial  epoch  by  Aurelius. 

To  the  right  and  left  of  the  modern  Capitol 
two  churches  have  been  erected,  on  the  ruins 
of  temples  to  Jupiter  Feretrius  and  Capitoli- 
nus.  In  front  of  the  vestibule  is  a  fountain, 
over  which  the  geniuses  of  the  Tiber  and  the 
Nile  are  represented  as  presiding,  as  does  the 
she- wolf  of  Romulus.  The  name  of  the  Tiber 
is  never  pronounced  like  that  of  an  inglorious 
stream ;  it  is  a  proud  pleasure  for  a  Roman 
but  to  say,  **  Come  to  the  Tiber's  banks !  Let 
us  cross  the  Tiber!"  In  breathing  such 
words  he  seems  to  invoke  the  spirit  of  history, 
and  re-animate  the  dead. 
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Going  to  the  Capitol  by  the  way  of  the 
Foram,  you  find,  to  yoar  right,  the  Maroertine 
prisons,  constructed  by  Ancas  Martius  for 
ordinary  criminals ;  bat  excavated  by  Servius 
Tallius,  into  far  more  cruel  dungeons  for 
state  culprits ;  as  if  they  merit  not  most  mercy 
who  err  from  a  zealous  fidelity  to  what  they 
believe  their  duty.  Jugurtha  and  the  friends 
of  Catiline  perished  in  these  cells :  it  is  even 
said  that  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul  were  confined 
there.  On  the  other  side  of  the  Capitol  is  the 
Tarpeian  Rock,  at  the  foot  of  which  now 
stands  the  Hospital  of  Consolation,  as  if  the 
severe  spirit  of  antiquity,  and  the  sweet  one 
of  Christianity,  here  met,  across  the  wide 
interval  of  years,  as  visibly  to  the  eye  as  to 
the  mind. 

When  Oswald  and  Corinne  had  gained  the 
top  of  the  Capitol,  she  showed  him  the  Seven 
Hills,  and  the  city,  bounded  first  by  Mount 
Palatinus,  then  by  the  walls  of  Servius  Tullius, 
which  enclose  the  hills,  and  by  those  of  Au- 
relian,  which  still  surround  the  greatest  part 
of  Rome.  Corinne  repeated  verses  of  Tibullus 
and  Propertius,  that  glorify  the  weak  com- 
mencement of  what  l^caroe  the  mistress  of 
the  world,  f  10)  Mount  Palatinus  once  con- 
tained all  Rome ;  but  soon  did  the  imperial 
palace  fill  the  space  that  had  sufficed  for  a 
nation.  A  poet  of  Nero^s  day  made  this 
epigram : — 

«« Enna  domiM  Act    Veloi  migrate,  Qulfltei ; 
Bl  non  et  VeloB  ocenpat  lata  docnoa.** 

*'  Rome  will  soon  be  but  one  palace.  Go  to 
Veil ;  citizens  1  if  you  can  be  sure  that  this 
palace  will  not  include  even  Veil  itself.** 
The  Seven  Hills  are  far  less  lofly  now  than 
when  they  deserved  the  title  of  steep  moun- 
tains ;  modem  Rome  being  forty  feet  higher 
than  the  ancient  city,  and  the  valleys  which 
separated  them  almost  filled  up  by  ruins ;  but 
what  is  still  more  strange,  two  heaps  of  shat- 
tered vases  have  formed  new  hills,  Cestario 
and  Testacio.  Thus,  in  time,  the  very  refuse 
of  civilisation  levels  the  rock  with  the  plain, 
efllacing,  in  the  moral  as  in  the  material  world, 
all  the  pleasing  inequalities  of  nature. 

Three  other  hills,  Janiculum,  Vaticanus^ 
and  Mario,  not  comprised  in  the  famous  seven, 
give  so  picturesque  an  air  to  Rome,  and  afford 
such  magnificent  views  from  her  interior,  as 
perhaps  no  other  city  can  command.  There 
18  so  remarkable  a  mixture  of  ruins  and  new 
buildings,  of  fair  fields  and  desert  wastes,  that 
one  may  contemplate  Rome  on  all  sidfijQ.  and 
ever  find  fresh  beauties.  (^J 

Oswald  could  not  weary  of  feasliifg  hiai 
gaze  from  the  elevated  point  1o  which  Corinne' 
had  led  him.  The  study  of  history  can  nevet^ 
aet  on  UB  like  the  sight  of  that  soene  itself.! 


The  eye  reigns  all  powerfully  over  the  sou 
He  now  believed  in  the  old  Romans,  as  if  li 
had  lived  amongst  them.  Mental  recollectioi 
are  acquired  by  reading ;  those  of  imaginatic 
are  born  of  more  immediate  impressions,  sue 
as  give  life  to  thought,  and  seem  to  render  i 
the  witnesses  of  what  we  learn.  Doubtlei 
we  are  annoyed  by  the  modern  dwelling 
which  intrude  on  these  wrecks,  yet  a  portic 
beside  some  humble  roof,  columns  betii'ee 
which  the  little  windows  of  a  church  pee 
out,  or  a  tomb  that  serves  for  the  abode  u{ 
rustic  family,  so  blends  the  grand  with  tb 
simple,  and  affords  us  so  many  a^eeab] 
discoveries,  as  to  keep  up  continual  interes 
Everything  is  common-place  and  prosaic  i 
the  generality  of  European  towns ;  and  Romi 
more  frequently  than  any  other[  presents  tl; 
sad  aspect  of  misery  and  degradation ;  but  a 
at  once  some  broken  column,  or  half-efface 
bas-relief,  or  a  few  stones  bound  together  b 
indestructible  cement,  will  remind  you  ihi 
there  is  in  man  an  eternal  power,  a  divin 
spark,  which  he  ought  never  to  weary  of  fat 
ning  in  his  own  breast,  and  relumine  in  thoa 
of  others. 

That  Forum,  whose  narrow  enclosure  ha 
been  the  scene  of  so  many  wondrous  eventi 
is  a  striking  proof  of  man  s  moral  grfi^tnesi 
When,  in  the  latter  days  of  Rome,  theworl 
was  subjected  to  inglorious  rulers,  centurie 
passed  from  which  history  could  scarce  extrac 
a  single  feat.  This  Forum,  the  heart  of 
circumscribed  town,  whose  natives  fougl 
around  it  against  the  invaders  of  its  territoric 
— this  Forum,  by  the- recollections  it  retrace] 
has  been  the  theme  of  genius  in  every  age 
Eternal  honor  to  the  bravd  and  free,  who  thu 
vanquish  even  the  hearts  of  posterity  ! 

Corinne  observed 'to  Nelvil  that  there  wer 
but  few  vestiges  left  orthe  republic,  or  of  th 
regal  day  which  preceded  it.  The  aqueduct 
and  subterranean  canals  were  their  only  loxv 
ries,  all  that  remains  of  those  ages  are  usefi 
edifices,  a  few  tombs,  and  temples  of  bricli 
Not  till  after  the  fall  of  Sicily  did  the  Roman 
adopt  the  use  of  marble ;  but  it  is  enough  t 
survey  the  spots  on  which  great  actions  hav 
been  performed :  we  experience  that  indefinit 
emotion  to  which  we  may  attribute  the  piou 
zeal  of  pilgrims.  Celebrated  countries  of  a 
kinds,  even  when  despoiled  of  their  greslt  me 
and  great  works,  exert  a  power  over  th 
imagination.  That  which  would  once  hav 
attracted  the  eye  exists  no  more;  but  th 
charm  of  memory  still  survives. 

The  Forum  now  retains  no  trace  of  tha 
famed  tribunal  whence  the  people  were  rule 
by  the  force  of  eloquence.  There  ^jfexis 
three  pillars  of  a  temple  to  Jupitec^onans 
raised  by  Augustus,  because  a  thunderbolt  ha 
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Ulennearliim  there  without  ioJQiy.  There  is, 
oo,  the  triumphal  arch  erected  by  the  senate 
9  requite  the  exploits  of  Septimus  Severus. 
?he  names  of  his  two  sons,  Carapalla  and 
reta,  were  inscribed  on  its  front ;  but  when  Ca- 
&calla  assassinated  his  brother,  his  name  was 
rased;  some  marks  of  the  letters  are  yet 
isible.  Further  off  is  a  temple  to  Faustina, 
monument  of  the  weakness  of  Marcus  Au- 
elius.  A  temple  to  Venus,  which,  in  the 
epublican  era,  was  consecrated  to  Pallas; 
nd,  at  a  little  distance,  the  relics  of  another, 
edicated  to  the  sun  and  moon,  by  the  Empe- 
or  Adrian,  who  was  so  jealous  of  the  Greek 
rchitect,  ApoUodorus,  that  he  put  him  to 
eath  for  censuring  its  proportion. 

On  the  other  side  are  seen  the  remains  of 
uildings  devoted  to  higher  and  purer  aims. 
?he  columns  of  one  Mieved  to  be  that  of 
upiter  Stator,  forbidding  the  Romans  ever  to 
y  before  their  enemies— the  last  pillar  of  the 
emple  to  Jupiter  Gustos,  placed,  it  is  said, 
ear  the  gulf  into  which  Curtius  threw  him- 
elf— and  some  belonging  either  to  the  Tem- 
le  of  Concord  or  to  that  of  Victory.  Perhaps 
[lis  conquering  people  confounded  the  two 
leas,  believing  that  they  could  only  attain 
rue  peace  by  subduing  the  universe. 

At  the  extremity  of  Mount  Palatinus  sUnds 
n  arch  celebrating  Titus^s  conquest  of  Jeru- 
alem.    It  is  asserted  that  no  Jews  will  everi 


0  avoid  it  is  pointed  out.  We'wiU  hope,  for 
be  credit  of  the  Jews,  that  this  anecdote  is 
rue ;  such  enduring  recollections  well  become 
be  long-suffering.  Not  far  from  hence  is  the 
rch  of  Constantino,  embellished  by  some 
as-reliefs,  taken  from  the  Forum»  in  the  time 
f  Trajan,  by  the  ChrUtians,  who  resolved 
bus  to  deck  the  monumeat  of  the  Founder  of 
>o««-      The  arte,  at  this  period,  were  already 


n  the  wane,  and  spoils  from  the  past  were 
lade  to  honor  new  achievements. 

The  triumphal  gates  stfii  seen  in  Rome 
erpetuated,  as  much  as  men  could  do,  the 
espect  paid  to  glory.  There  were  places  for 
lusicians  at  their  summits ;  so  tM  the  hero, 
s  he  passed,  might  be  intoxicated  jit  once  by 
nelody  and  praise,  tasting,  at  the  same  mo- 
sent,  all  thai  can  exalt  the  spirit. 

In  front  of  these  arches  are  tliie  ruins  of  the 
remnle  to  Peace,  built  by  Vespasian.  It  was 
0  adorned  by  bronze  and  gold  within,  that 
7hen  it  waa  eonsumed  by  fire,  streams  ofi 


ferocious  beasts.  Thus  were  the  Romans 
amused  and  duped,  by.  strong  excitements^ 
while  their  natural  feelings  were  denied  their 
exerciae.  There  were  two  entrances  to  the 
Coliseum ;  the  one  devoted  to  the  conquerors, 
the  other  that  through  which  they  carried  the 
dead.  Strange  scorn  of  humanity !  to  decide 
beforehand  the  life  or  death  of  man,  for  mere 
pastime.  Titus,  the  best  of  emperors,  dedi- 
cated the  Coliseum  to  the  Roman  people ;  and 
its  very  ruins  bear  so  admirable  a  stamp  of 
genius,  that  one  is  tempted  to  deceive  one^s 
self  on  the  nature  of  true  greatness,  and  grant 
to  the  triumphs  of  art  the  praise  which  is  due 
but  to  monuments  that  tell  of  generous  insti- 
tutions. 

Oswald^s  enthusiasm  equalled  not  that  of 
Corinne ;  while  beholding  these  four  galleries, 
rising  one  above  the  other,  in  proud  decay, 
inspiring  at  once  respect  and  tenderness,  he 
saw  but  the  luxury  of  rulers,  the  blood  of 
slaves,  and  was  almost  prejudiced  against  the 
arts,  for  thus  lavishing  their  gifls,  indifferent 
as  to  the  purposes  to  which  they  were  applied. 
Corinne  attempted  to  combat  this  mood.  "  Do 
not,"  she  said,  **  let  your  principles  of  justice 
interfere  with  a  contemplation  like  this.  I 
have  told  you  that  these  objects  would  rather 
remind  you  of  ancient  taste  and  elegance  than 
of  the  age  of  Roman  virtue ;  but  do  you  not 
trace  some  moral  grandeur  in  the  gigantic 


ass  beneath  it ;  and  the  little  path  they  take^  ^splendor  that  succeeded  it?    The  very  degra- 


dation of  the  Romans  is  imposing':  while 
bereaved  of  liberty  they  strewed  the  earth 
with  wonders;  and  ideal  beauty  sought  to 
solace  man  ibr  the  real  dignity  he  had  lost. 
Look  on  these  immense  baths,  open  to  all  who 
wished  to  taste  of  oriental  voluptuousness ; 
these  circles,  wherein  elephants  once  battled 
with  tigers;  these  aqueducts,  which  could 
instantaneously  convert  the  arenas  into  lakes, 
where  gaUevs  raced  in  their  turn,  or  croco- 
diles filled  the  space  just  occupied  by  lions. 
Such  was  the  luxury  of  the  Romans,  when 
luxury  was  their  pride.  These  obelisks, 
brought  from  Egypt,  torn  from  the  African's 
shades  to  decorate  the  sepulchres  of  Romans ! 
Can  all  this  be  considered  useless  as  the  pomp 
of  Asiatic  despots  ?  No,  vou  behold  the  ge- 
nius of  Rome,  the  victor  of  the  world,  attired 
by  the  arts !  There  is  something  superhuman 
and  poetical  in  this  magpificence,  which 
makes  one  forget  both  its  origin  and. its  aim." 
The  eloquence  of  Corinne  excited,  without 


iised  metal  ran  even  to  the'  Forum.  Finally,^  convincing,  Oswald.  He  sought  a  moral  sen- 
he  Coliseum,  the  grandest  ruin  of  Rome,>rtiment  in  all  things,  and  the  magic  of  art 
erminates  the  circle  in  which  all  the  epochs^  x;ould  never  satisfy  him  without  it.  Corinne 
f  history  seem  collected  for  comparison,  i  now  recollected  that,  in  this  same  arena,  the 
Mll|Derb  edifice  whose  stones,  now  bereft  persecuted  Christians  had  fallen  victims  to 
f  mamb  and  of  gilding,  once  formed  the  their  constancy:  she  pointed  out  the  altars 
rena  in  vttdch  the  ghidiators  contended  with    erected  to  their  ashes,  and  the  path  towards 
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the  mortal  in  our  breasts."  These 
» and  noble  words,  nevertheless,  disturbed 
i ;  she  gazed  oa  Nelvil,  then  cast  down 
Ifter  ejes ;  and  though  at  the  same  moment  he 
I  look  ber  hand,  and  pressed  it  to  his  heart,  she 
I  tmibled  to  think  that  such  a  man  might  de- 
I  v^  himself  or  others  to  despair,  in  his  adhe- 
I  lesce  to  the  opinions,  principles,  or  duties  of 
I  wliieh  he  might  make  choice. 


CHAPTER  V. 

CoBum  and  Nehil  employed  two  days  in 
vaodering  oyer  the  Seyen  fiills.  The  Ro- 
Bans  formerly  held  a  file  in  their  honor :  it 
is  one  of  Rome*b  original  beauties  that  it  em- 
kaees  these  eminences,  and  patriotism  natu- 
iiQy  lored  to  celebrate  such  a  peculiarity. 
Oswald  and  Corinne  having  already  viewed 
}he  Ca^toUne  Hill,  recommenced  their  course 
at  Mmmt  Palatinus.  The  palace  of  the  Ce- 
sars,  called  the  Golden  Palace,  once  occupied 
it  entirely.  Augustus,  Tiberius,  Caligula,  and 
Nero,  biuit  its  four'  sides ;  a  heap  of  stones, 
tvergrown  with  shrubs,  is  all  that  now  re- 
asons. Nature  has  reclaimed  her  empire 
ever  the  works  of  man ;  and  her  fair  flowers 
ttooe  for  the  fall  of  a  palace.  In  the  regal 
lad  repoblican  eras,  grandly  as  towered  their 
fobiic  buildings,  private  houses  were  extreme- 
if  small  and  simple.  Cicero,  Hortensius,  and 
&e  Gracchi,  dwelt  on  this  eminence,  which 
haidly  sufficed,  in  the  decline  of  Rome,  for 
die  abode  of  a  single  man.  In  the  latter  ages 
^  nation  was  but  a  nameless  mass,  desig- 
asted  solely  by  the  eras  of  its  masters.  The 
Ittrel  tree  of  war,  and  that  of  the  arts  culti- 
vated bj  peace,  which  were  planted  at  the 

i  of   Augustus,  have  both  disappeared. 

le  of  Livia*s  baths  are  leA.  You  are 
AowA  the  places  wherein  were  set  the  pre- 

s  stones,  then  lavished  on  walls  or  ceil- 
ings, and  paintings  of  which  the  colors  are 
Mffl  finesh ;  their  delicacy  rendering  this  yet 


more  surprising.  If  it  be  true  that  Livia 
caused  the  death  of  Augustus,  it  was  in  one 
of  these  chambers  that  the  outrage  must  have 
been  conceived.  How  often  may  his  gaze 
have  been  arrested  by  these  pictures,  whose 
tasteful  garlands  still  survive  !  The  master 
of  the  world  betrayed  in  his  nearest  affections ! 
What  thought  his  old  age  of  life  and  its  vain 
pomps  1     Did  he  reflect  on  his  glory,  or  its 


[the  crasa  which  the  penitents  trod  beneath 

I  the  ruins  of  mundane  greatness:  she  asked 
I  if  the  dust  of  martyrs  spoke  nothing  to 
heart.     "Yes,"  he  cried,  "deeply  do  I 

|icvere4he  power  of  the  soul  over  distress  and 

llsith^jr  sacrifice,  be  it  what  it  may,  is  more 

I  ai^Boos,  more  commendable,  than   all    the 

I  ^im  of  genius?!  Exalted  imagination  may 

I  mA  miracles ;  irat  it  is  only  when  we  im- 

Biobte  self  to  principle  that  we  are  truly  vir-^  victims  ?     Hoped  he  or  feared  he  a  future 
tiflSL    Then  alone  does  a  celestial  power  Pworld  1     Does  the  last  thought,  which  reveals 

all  to  man,  yet  wander  over  these  halls,  the 
scenes  of  his  past  power  ?(1 1) 

Mount  Aventinus  affords  more  traces  of 
Rome's  early  day  than  any  of  its  sister  hills. 
Exactly  facing  the  palace  constructed  by  Ti- 
berius IS  seen  a  wreck  of  the  Temple  to  Li- 
berty, built  by  the  father  of  the  Gracchi ;  and 
at  the  foot  of  this  ascent  stood  that  dedicated 
to  the  Fortune  of  Men,  by  Servius  Tullius,  to 
thank  the  gods  that,  though  born  a  slave,  he 
had  become  a  king.  Without  the  waUs  of 
Rome  another  edifice  rose  to  the  Fortune  of 
Women,  commemorating  the  influence  exerted 
by  Yeturia  over  Coriolanus.  , 

Opposite  to  Mount  Aventinus  is  Mount  | 
Janiculiim,  on  which  Porsenna  marshalled  his 
army.  It  was  in  front  of  this  hill  that  Hora- 
tius  Cocles  cut  away  the  bridge  which  led  to 
Rome :  its  foundations  still  exist.  On  the 
banks  of  the  stream  was  built  a  brick  arch, 
simple  as  the  action  it  recalled  was  great.  In 
the  midst  of  the  Tiber  we  see  the  island 
formed  of  the  wheat  sheaves  gathered  from 
the  fields  of  Tarquin ;  the  Romans  forbearing 
to  use  them,  in  the  belief  that  they  were 
charged  with  evil  fate.  It  would  be  difficult, 
in  our  own  day,  to  call  down  on  any  treasure  a 
curse  of  sufficient  efficacy  to  scare  men  from 
its  narticipation. 

'  On  Mount  Aventinus  were  temples  both  to 
patrician  and  plebeian  chastity  :  at  the  foot  of 
the  hill  the  temple  of  Vesta  still  remains, 
almost  entire,  though  the  inundations  of  the 
Tiber  have  often  threatened  to  destroy  it. 
Not  far  thence  are  vestiges  of  a  prison  for 
debt,  where  the  well-known  instance  of  filial 
piety  is  said  to  have  occurred;  here,  too, 
Cioelia  and  her  companions  were  confined  by 
Porsenna,  and  swam  across  the  river  to  rejoin 
the  Romans.  Mount  Aventinus  indemnifies 
the  mind  for  all  the  painful  recollections  the 
other  hills  awake ;  and  its  aspect  is  as  beau- 
teous as  its  memories  are  sweet.  The  banks 
at  its  foot  were  called  the  Lovely  Strand 
{pulchrum  littus).  Thither  the  orators  of 
Rome  walked  from  the  Forum  :  there  Csesar 
and  Pompey  met  like  simple  citizens,  and 
sought  to  conciliate  Cicero,  whose  independent 
eloquence  was  of  more  woi;rht  than  even  the 
power  of  their  armies.     Poetry  also  has  em- 
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bellished  this  spot :  it  was  there  that  Virgil 
placed  the  cave  of  Cacus ;  and  Rome,  so  great 
in  history,  is  still  greater  by  the  heroic  fictions 
with  which  her  fabulous  origiu  has  been 
decked.  In  returning  from  Mount  Aventinus, 
you  see  the  house  of  Nicolas  Uienzi,  who 
vainly  strove  to  restore  the  spirit  of  antiquity 
in  modern  days. 

Mount  Ccelius  is  remarkable  for  the  remains 
of  a  pretorian  encampment,  and  that  of  the 
foreign  troops :  on  the  ruins  of  the  latter  we 
found  an  inscription — "  To  the  Holy  Genius 
of  the  Foreign  Camp."  Holy,  indeed,  to 
those  whose  power  it  sustained!  What  is 
left  of  these  barracks  proves  that  they  were 
built  like  cloisters .;  or,  rather,  that  cloisters 
were  formed  after  their  model. 

Esquilinus  was  called  the  "  Poet's  Ilill ;" 
Maecenas,  Horace,  Propertius,  and  TibuUus, 
having  all  houses  there.  Near  this  are  the 
ruins  of  the  baths  of  Trajan  and  Titus.  It  is 
believed  that  Raphael  copied  his  arabesques 
from  the  frescoes  of  the  latter  ;  here,  too,  was 
the  Laocoon  discovered.  The  freshness  of 
water  is  so  acceptable  in  fervid  climes^  that 
their  natives  love  to  collect  all  that  can  pam- 
per the  senses  in  the  chambers  where  they 
bathe.  Thus,  by  the  light  of  lamps,  did  the 
Romans  gaze  on  the  ckefs-d'ceuvres  of  paint- 
ing and  sculpture;  for  it  appears  from  the 
construction  of  these  buildings  that  day  never 
entered  them ;  they  were  sheltered  from  the 
noontide  rays,  so  piercing  here  as  fully  to 
deserve  the  title  of  Apollo's  darts.  The  ex- 
treme precautions  takaa  by  the  ancients  might 
induce  a  supposition  that  the  climate  was 
more  burning  then  than  now.  In  the  baths  of 
Caracalla  were  the  Farnese  Hercules,  the 
Flora,  and  the  ^oup  of  Circe.  Near  Ostia, 
ia  the  baths  of  Nero,  was  found  the  Apollo 
Belvidere.  Can  we  look  on  that  noble  figure 
and  conceive  Nero  destitute  of  aU  generous 
sentiments  ? 

The  baths  and  circuses  are  the  only  places 
of  public  amusement  that  have  left  their  ves- 
tige. Though  the  ruins  of  Marcellus's  theatre 
still  exist,  Pliny  relates  that  360  marble  pillars, 
and  300C-  statues,  were  placed  in  a  theatre 
incapable  of  lasting  many  days.  The  Romans 
sometimes  built  with  a  solidity  that  defied  the 
earthquake's  shock  ;  sometimes  they  wasted 
like  pains  on  edifices  which  they  destroyed 
themselves  when  the  fetes  held  in  them  were 
concluded  ;  thus,  in  every  sense,  sported  they 
with  time.  They  had  not  the  Grecian's  ma- 
nia for  dramatic  representations  ;  the  fine  arlsi 
then  flourished  at  Rome  only  in  the  works  o^ 
Greece ;  and  Roman  grandeur  consisted  rather 
in  colossal  %rchitecture  than  in  efforts  of  ima- 
gination. The  gigantic  wonders  thus  pro- 
duced boro  a  very  dignified  stamp,  no  longer 


of  liberty,  but  that  of  power  still.  The  dis- 
tricts devoted  to  the  public  baths  were  called 
provinces,  and  united  all  the  varied  establish- 
ments to  be  found  in  a  whole  country.  The 
great  circus  so  nearly  touched  the  imperial 
palace,  that  Nero,  from  his  window,  could 
give  a  signal  for  the  commencement  of  the 
games.  This  circus  was  large  enough  to 
contain  300,000  people.  Almost  the  whole 
nation  might  be  amused  at  the  same  moment ; 
and  these  immense  festivals  might  be  consi- 
dered as  popular  institutions,  which  assembled 
for  mere  pleasure  those  who  formerly  united 
for  glory. 

>Iounts  Quirinalis  and  Viminalis  are  so 
near  each  other  that  it  is  not  easy  to  distin- 
guish them  apart.  There  stood  the  houses 
of  Sallust  and  of  Pompey.  There,  too,  in  the 
present  day,  does  the  'pope  reside.  One  can- 
not take  a  single  step  in  Rome  without  coo- 
trasting  its  present  and  its  past.  But  one 
learns  to  view  the  events  of  one's  own  time 
the  more  calmly  for  noting  the  eternal  fluctu- 
ations that  mark  the  history  of  man ;  and  ooe 
feels  ashamed  to  repine,  in  the  presence,  as  it 
were,  of  so  many  centuries,  who  have  all 
overthrown  the  achievements  of  their  prede- 
cessors. 

Around  and  on  the  Seven  Hills  are  seen  a 
multitude  of  spires  and  obelisks,  the  columns 
of  Trajan  and  of  Antoninus,  the  tower  of 
Conti,  whence,  it  is  said,  Nero  overlooked  the 
conflagration  of  Rome,  and  the  dome  of  St. 
Peter's  lording  it  over  the  highest.  The  ail 
seems  peopled  by  these  heaven-aspiring  fanes, 
as  if  an  aerial  city  soared  majestic  above  thai 
of  the  earth.  In  re-entering  Rome,  Corinnc 
led  Oswald  beneath  the  portico  of  the  tendei 
and  suflfering  Octavia  ;  they  then  crossed  the 
road  along  which  the  infamous  Tullia  drovi 
over  the  body  of  her  father  ;  they  beheld,  ii 
the  distance,  the  temple  raised  by  AgrippiM 
in  honor  of  Claudius,  whom  she  had  causei 
to  be  poisoned  ;  finally,  they  passed  the  toad 
of  Augustus,  the  enclosure  around  which  not 
serves  as  an  arena  for  animal  combats. 

"  I  have  led  you  rapidly,"  said  Corinne 
**  over  a  few  foot-prints  of  ancient  history 
but  you  can  appreciate  the  pleasure  whid 
may  be  found  in  researches  at  once  learne 
and  poetic,  addressing*  the  fancy  as  well  a 
the  reason.  There  are  many  distinguishe 
men  in  Rome  whose  sole  occupation  is  that  ( 
discovering  new  links  between  our  ruins  an 
our  history."  "  I  know  no  study  which  coul 
interest  me  more,"  replied  Nelvil,  "  if  I  ffil 
my  mind  sufHciently  composed  for  it.  Sue 
erudition  is  far  more  animated  than  that  tl 
acquire  from  books  ;  we  seem  to  revive  wiv 
we  unveil ;  and  the  past  appears  to  rise  froi 
the  dust  which  concealed  it."     **  Truly,"  sa 
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Corame,  "  this  pa88ion  for  antiquity  is  no  idle 
prejodiee.  We  liye  in  an  age  when  self- 
JDteieat  seems  the  ruling  principle  of  all  men ; 
what  sTm^thy,  what  enthusiasm,  can  ever 
be  its  lesalt  ?  Is  it  not  sweeter  to  dream  over 
the  dajs  of  self-devotion  and  heroic  sacrifice, 
whieh  once  existed,  nay,  of  which  the  earth 
stiH  bears  sach  honorable' traces  V^ 


CHAPTER  VI.  > 

CosoTNE  secretly  flattered  herself  that  she 
hid  eaptivated  the  heart  of  Oswald;  yet, 
bDwing  his  severe  reserve,  dared  not  fully 
be^ay  the  interest  he  inspired,  prompt  as  she 
vas  by  nature  to  confess  her  feelings.  Per- 
kps  she  even  thought  that  while  speaking  on 
anbjecU  foreign  to  their  love,  the  very  voice 
night  disclose  their  mutual  affection  ;  a  silent 
avowal  be  expressed  in  their  looks,  or  in  that 
veiled  and  melancholy  language  which  so 
deeply  penetrates  the  soul. 

One  morning,  while  she  was  preparing  to 
eontimie  their  researches,  she  received  from 
bim  aa  almost  ceremonious  note,  stating  that 
iidisposition  would  confine  him  to  his  house 
for  sofDe  days.  A  sad  disquietude  seized  the 
heut  of  Corinne  :  at  first  she  feared  that  he 

I-  was  dangerously  ill;  but  Count  d'Erfeuil, 
irho  called  in  the  evening,  informed  her  that 
JL  vas  bat  one  of  those  attacks  of  melancholy 
to  whieb  Nelvil  was  so  subject,  and  during 
vbJch  he  would  converse  with  nobody. 
He  won't  even  see  m«/"  added  the 
Cooct.  The  words  displeased  Corinne  ;  but 
took  care  to  hide  her  anger  from  its  ob- 
|Kt,  as  he  alone  could  bring  her  tidings  of  his 
iL  She,  therefore,  continued  to  question 
trusting  that  a  person  so  giddy,  at  least 
in  appearance,  would  tell  her  all  he  knew., 
Bat  whether  he  wished  to  hide,  beneath  an  air 
af  Bijratery,  the  fact  that  Nelvil  had  confided 
MNhiog,  or  whether  he  believed  it  more  ho- 
•onUe  to  thwart  her  wishes  than  to  grant 
Aeai,  he  met  her  ardent  curiosity  by  imper- 
tebable  silence.  She,  who  had  always  gained 
Meh  an  ascendency  over  those  with  whom 
Ae  spoke,  could  not  understand  why  her  per- 
Masive  powers  should  fail  with  him.  She  did  j 
know  that  self-love  is  the  most  indexible 
ty  in  the  world.  Where  was  then  her 
irce  for  learning  what  passed  in  the  heart 
Oswald  1  Should  she  write  to  him  1  A 
ler  requires  such  caution ;  and  the  loveliest* 
Ibibate  of  her  nature  was  its  impulsive  sin- 


cerity. Three  days  passed,  and  still  he  came 
not.  She  sufifered  the  most  cruel  agitation. 
"  What  have  I  done,"  she  thought,  "  to  dis- 
sever him  from  me  1  I  have  not  committed 
the  error  so  formidable  in  England,  so  par- 
donable in  Italy ;  I  never  told  him  th:it  I  loved. 
Even  if  he  guesses  it,  why  should  he  esteem 
me  the  lessT*  Oswald  avoided  Corinne 
merely  because  he  but  too  strongly  felt  the 
power  of  her  charms.  Although  he  had  not 
given  his  word  to  marry  Lucy  Edgarmond, 
he  knew  that  such  had  been  his  father^s  wish, 
and  desired  to  conform  with  it.  Corinne  was 
not  known  by  her  real  name :  she  had  for 
many  years  led  a  life  far  too  independent  for 
him  to  hope  that  an  union  with  her  would 
have  obtained  the  approbation  of  his  parent, 
and  he  felt  that  it  was  not  by  such  a  step  he 
could  expiate  his  early  offences.  He  pur- 
posed to  leave  Rome,  and  write  Corinne  an 
explanation  of  the  motives  which  enforced 
such  resolution  ;  but  not  feeling  strength  for 
ti\is,  he  limited  his  exertions  to  a  forbearance 
from  visiting  her ;  and  this  sacrifice  soon  ap- 
peared the  most  painful  of  the  two. 

Corinne  was  struck  by  the  idea  that  she 
should  see  him  no  more,  that  he  would  fly 
without  bidding  her  adieu.     She  expected  \ 
every  instant  to  hear  of  his  departure ;  and  i 
terror  so  aggravated  her  sensations,  that  the  ; 
vulture  talons  of  passion  seized  at  once  upon 
iher  heart ;  and  its  peace,  its  liberty  crouched  j 
beneath  them.     Unable  to  rest  in  the  house 
where  Oswald  came  not,  she  wandered  in  the 
gardens  of  Rome,  hoping  to  meet  him ;  she 
had  at  least  some  chance  of  seeing  him,  and 
best  supported  the  hours  during  which  she 
trusted  to  this  chance. 

Her  ardent  fancy,  the  source  of  her  talents,  i 
was  unhappily  blended  with  such  natural  feel- 
ing, that  it  constituted  her  wretchedness.  On 
the  evening  of  the  fourth  day  of  this  cruel 
absence,  the  moon  shone  clearly  over  Rome, 
which  in  the  silence  of  night  looks  lovely,  as 
if  it  were  inhabited  but  by  the  spirits  of  the 
great.  Corinne,  on  her  way  from  the  house 
of  a  female  friend,  left  her  carriage,  and  op- 
pressed with  grief,  seated  herself  I  eside  the 
fountain  of  Trevi,  that  abundant  cascade  which 
falls  in  the  centre  of  Rome,  and  seems  the  life 
of  ihat  tranquil  scene.  Whenever  its  flow  is 
su&pended,  all  appears  stagnation.  In  other 
cities  it  is  the  roll  of  carriages  that  the  car 
requires ;  in  Rome,  it  is  the  murmur  of  this 
immense  fountain,  which  seems  the  indispen- 
sable accompaniment  of  the  dreamy  life  led 
there.  The  form  of  Corinne  was  now  re- 
flected on  the  surface  of  this  water,  which  is 
so  pure,  that  it  has  for  many  ages  been  named 
the  Virgin  Spring.  Oswald,  who  had  paused 
there  at  the  saTr::   moment,  beheld  the  en- 
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chanting  countenance  of  her  he  loved  thus 
mirrored  in  the  wave :  at  first  it  affected  him 
so  strangely  that  he  helieved  himself  gazing 
on  her  pnantom,  as  his  imagination  had  often 
conjured  up  that  of  his  father ;  he  leaned  for- 
ward, in  order  to  see  it  more  plainly,  and  his 
own  features  appeared  heside  those  of  Gorinne. 
She  recognized  them,  shrieked,  rushed  to- 
wards him,  and  seized  his  arm,  as  if  she  fear- 
ed he  would  again  escape ;  hut  scarcely  had 
she  yielded  to  this  too  impetuous  impulse,  ere, 
remembering  the  character  of  Lord  Nelvil, 
she  blushed,  her  hand  dropped,  and  with 
the  other  she  covered  her  face  to  hide  her 
tears. 

"  Corinne !  dear  Gorinne !"  he  cried,  "  has 
then  my  absence  pained  you  V  "  Yes,"  she 
replied,  **you  must  have  known  it  would. 
Why  then  inflict  such  pangs  on  me  1  Have 
1  deserved  to  suffer  thus  for  you  1"  **  No, 
no,"  he  answered ;  "  but  I  cannot  deem  myself 
free — if  my  heart  be  filled  by  regret  and  fear, 


why  should  I  invoWe  yon  in  its  tortiiTeBl 
Whjr  V  "  It  is  too  late  to  ask,"  intemipte* 
Gormne ;  "  grief  is  already  in  my  bre«8t ; 
bear  with  me !"  "  Grief!*'  repeated  Oswald; 
*'  in  the  midst  of  so  brilliant  a  career,  with  m 
lively  a  genius !"  •*  Hold,"  she  said  ;  •*  yoa^ 
know  me  not.  Of  all  my  faculties,  the  moaC 
powerful  is  that  of  suffering.  I  was  formed 
:  for  happiness ;  my  nature  is  confiding  and 
:  animated ;  but  sorrow  excites  me  to  a  degree 
that  threatens  my  reason,  nay,  my  life.  Be 
careful  of  me  !  My  gay  versatility  serves  me 
j  but  in  appearance  :  within  my  soul  is  an  thyaa 
[of  despair,  which  I  can  only  avoid  by  pre* 
! serving  myself  from  love."  Gorinne  spoke 
iwith  an  expression  which  vividly  affected 
^Oswald.  "I  will  come  to  you  to-iiiorrofr« 
Vely  on  it,  Gorinne,"  he  said.  "  Swe&r  it  !** 
she  exclaimed,  with  an  eagerness  which  sha 
strove  in  vain  to  disguise.  ^*  I  do,"  he  an* 
swered,  and  departed. 


BOOK     V  . 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Thb  next  day  Oswald  and  Gorinne  met  in 
great  embarrassment.  She  could  no  longer 
depend  on  the  love  she  had  inspired.  He 
was  dissatisfied  with  himself,  and  was  con 
scious  of  a  weakness  of  character  which  madi 
him  rebel  against  his  own  sentiments  as 
against  a  tyranny  which  enslaved  him.  Both 
sought  to  avoid  the  subject  of  their  mutual 
affection.  "To-day,"  said  Gorinne,  **  I  pro- 
pose a  somewhat  solemn  excursion,  but  one 
which  will  be  sure  to  interest  you :  let  us  visit 
the  last  asylums  of  those  who  lived  among 
the  edifices  we  have  seen  in  ruins."  "  Yoj 
have  divined  what  would  most  suit  my  present 
disposition,"  said  Oswald,  in  so  sad  a  tone, 
that  she  dared  not  speak  again  for  some  mo- 
ments ;  then  gaining  courage  from  her  desire 
to  soothe  and  entertain  him,  she  added,  **  You 
know,  my  lord,  that  among  the  ancients,  far 
from  the  sight  of  tombs  discouraging  the  liv- 
ing, they  were  placed  in  the  high  road,  to 
kindle  emiikation  :  the  young  were  thus  con- 
stantly reminded  of  the  illustrious  dead,  who 
seemed  silently  to  bid  them  imitate  their  glo- 


ries." "Ah!"  sighed  Oswald,  "how  I  en^ 
those  whose  regrets  are  unstained  by  r^J 
morse."  "  Talk  you  of  remorse  V*  she  cried  9 
"  then  it  is  but  one  virtue  the  more,  the  ocia* 
pies  of  a  heart  whose  exalted  delicacy—^^ 
He  interrupted  her.  "Gorinne!  Gorinne  I 
&^do  not  approach  that  theme:  in  year  bleg| 
"Nand,  gloomy  thoughts  are  exhaled  bv  thd 
brightness  of  heaven  ;  but  with  us  grief  burio^ 
itself  in  the  depths  of  the  soul,  and  shatters  iH 
strength  for  ever."  "  You  do  me  injustice^^ 
she  replied.  "  I  hare  told  you  that,  capabii 
as  I  am  of  enjoyment,  I  should  suffer  moc^ 
than  you,  if — "  she  paused  and  changed  ±M^ 
subject ;  continuing,  "  My  only  wish,  my  l<»ri|| 
is  to  divert  your  mind  for  a  while.  I  ask  q^ 
more."  The  meekness  of  this  reply  toucHoj 
Oswald's  heart ;  and,  as  he  marked  the  nti«^ 
lancholy  beauty  of  those  eyes  usually  so  fo] 
of  fire,  he  reproached  himself  with  harixM 
thus  depressed  a  spirit  so  framed  for  8\«r^^ 
)^and  joyous  impressions:  he  would  fain  ha.^^ 
restored  them  ;  but  Gorinne^s  uncertainty  ^ 
his  intentions,  as  to  his  stay  or  departure,  ^^ 
tircly  disordered  her  accustomed  serenity.  *  ^ 
She  led  him  through  the  gates  to  the  ol 
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» Wa^,/^  traces  g/e  marked  in  the 

^  of  the  ^""''y  »T  rain*  on  the  right  and 

^'  "-"•  J?5l5L^oo^  the  walls.    The 

lot  pSSnIt  thf  dead  to  be  boried 

I  l&e  city,     ^one  bet  the  emperors  were 

^interred,  except  one  citizen  named  Pub- 

Uius,  who  Wis  that  recompensed  for  his 

I  virtues ;  suph  as,  indeed,  his  cotem- 

^  were  moet  <ncUned  to  honor. 

1  the  Appian  Way  you  leave  Rome 

^  of  St.  Sat^Bstian,  formerly  called 

•  Gate.     Tlxe  first  tombs  you  then 

>  assures  us,  are  those  of  Metellus, 

^  and  S^rvilittS.     The  tomb  of  the 

ply  9^  found  here,  and  afterwards 

^  J6e  Vatican.     It  is  almost  sacri- 

"*^ause  such  ashes.     Imagination  is 

r  allied  to  mortality  than  is  believed, 

not  to  be  offended.     Among  so 

I  names  most  be  strewn  at  random : 

I  ■»  way  of  deciding  to  which  such  or 

'•  belongs ;  but  this  very  uncertainty 

\  oor  looking  on  any  of  them  with  in- 

se.     It  was  in. such  that  the  peasants 

eir  homes ;  for  the  Romans  consecrated 

_  «ee  enough  to  the  urns  of  their  illos- 

feilow-citizens.      They  had  not  that 

pie  of  utility  which,  for  the  sake  of  cul- 

_ig  a  few  feet  of  ground  the  more,  lays 

*,  ^t"  vast  domain  of  feeling  and  of  thought. 

|»3me  tiistance  from  the  Appian  Way  is  a 

;le  raised  by  the  republic  to  Houor  and 

tyf     another  to  the  god  who  caused  the 

I  of  Hannibal.     There,  too,  is  the  foon- 

Ef  eria ;  where  in  solitude  Numa  con- 

with  Conscience,  the  divinity  of  the 

No  monument  of  guilt  invades  the  re- 

'  tiese  great  beings  :  the  earth  around 

tH  to  the  memory  of  worth.     The  no- 

tbi^ghis  may  reign  there  undisturbed. 

■^X  oC  the  country  near  Rome  is  re- 

J  peculiar ;  it  is  but  a  desert,  as  boast- 

'  rrees  oor  houses ;  but  the  ground 

with  wild  shrnbs  ceaselessly  re- 

j  energetic  vegetation.     The  parasi- 

i  creep  round  the  tombs,  and  decorate 

I  as  if  in  honor  of  their  dead.    Proud 

Dscious  that  no  Cincinnatus  now 

I  plough  that  furrows  her  breast,  there 

I  the  care  of  man,  and  produces  plants 

rike  permits  not  to  serve  the  living. 

^  UPcultivated  plains  may,  indeed,  dis- 

le  who  speculate  on  the  earth's  ca- 

supplying  human  wants;  but  the 

rtinind,  more  occupied  by  thoughts  of 

|.4an  of  life,  loves  to  contemplate  the 

,  on  which  present  time  has  imprint- 

I  liMee  :   it  cherishes  the  dead,  and  fondly 

thetn  w^ith  useless  flowers,  that  bask 

1  the  sun,  but  never  aspire  above  the 

I  wikich.  they  appear  to  caress.     Oswald 


admitted  that  in  such  a  seene  a  calm  might  be 
regained  that  could  be  enjoyed  nowhere  be- 
side. The  soul  is  there  less  wounded  by  ima- 
ges of  sorrow :  it  seems  to  partake  with  those 
now  no  more,  the  charm  of  that  air,  that  sun- 
light, and  that  verdure.  Corinne  drew  some 
hope  from  observing  the  effect  thus  taken  on 
him ;  she  wished  not  to  efface  the  just  regret 
he  owed  to  the  loss  of  his  father ;  bat  regret 
itself  is  capable  of  sweets,  with  which  we 
should  try  to  familiarize  those  who  have  tasted 
but  its  bitterness,  for  that  is  the  only  blessing 
we  can  confer  on  them. 

"  Let  us  rest,'^  said  Corinne,  "  before  this 
tomb,  which  remains  almost  entire ;  it  is  not 
that  of  a  celebrated  man,  but  of  a  young  girl, 
Cecilia  Metella,  to  whom  her  father  raised  it." 
"  Happy  the  children,"  sighed  Oswald,  •*  who 
die  on  the  bosom  that  gave  them  life ;  for  them 
even  death  must  lose  its  sting.*'  "  Ay,"  re- 
plied Corinne,  with  emotion,  **  happy  those 
who  are  not  orphans.  But  look!  arms  arc 
sculptured  here ;  the  daughters  of  heroes  had 
a  right  to  bear  the  trophies  of  their  sires ;  fair 
union  of  innocence  and  valor !  There  is  an 
elegy,  by  Propertius,  which,  better  than  any 
other  writing  of  antiquity,  describes  the  dig- 
nity of  woman  among  the  Romans;  a  dig- 
nity more  pure  and  more  commanding  than  | 
even  that  which  she  enjoyed  during  the  ago  c»t  ; 
chivalry.  Cornelia, 4ying  in  her  youth,  ui-  I 
dresses  to  her  husband  a  consolatory  farewell,  | 
whose  every  word  breathes  her  tender  res^  '  j 
for  all  that  is  sacred  in  the  ties  of  na*  .  >.  | 
The  noble  pride  of  a  blameless  life  is  wed  •*.  > 
picted  in  the  majestic  Latin,  in  poetry  auc.i>t 
and  severe  as  the  masters  of  the  world.  *  Yes/ 
says  Cornelia, '  no  stain  has  sullied  my  car^^^r, 
from  the  hour  when  Hymen's  torch  was  kin- . 
died,  even  to  that  which  lights  ray  fuiu  ral 
pyre.  I  have  lived  spotless  between  th'  *'  > 
flames.'  (12)  What  an  admirable  exprcbMuai ! 
what  a  sublime  image !  How  enviable  the 
woman  who  preserves  this  perfect  unity  m  licr 
fate,  and  carries  but  one  remembrance  to  the 
grave !  That  were  enough  for  one  life.*'  As 
she  ceased,  her  eyes  filled  with  tears.  A  cruel 
suspicion  seized  the  heart  of  Oswald.  "  ( -o- 
rinne,"  he  cried,  "has  your  delicate  mind 
aught  with  which  to  reproach  you !  If  I  could 
offer  you  myself,  should  I  not  have  rivals  in 
the  past  1  Uould  I  pride  in  my  choice  1  Mig'ut 
not  jealousy  disturb  ray  delight  V  "  I  am 
free,"  replied  Corinne,  "and  love  you  as  I 
never  loved  before.  What  would  you  have  1 
Must  I  confess,  that,  ere  I  knew  you,  I  might 
have  deceived  myself  as  to  the  interest  with 
which  others  inspired  me  1  Is  there  no  di- 
vine pity  in  man's  heart  for  the  errors  wWrcfey 
beneath  such  illusion,  might  have  beexi  com- 
mitted V    A  modest  glow  overspread  Ijer  facej. 
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;  Oswald  shudi^eroJ,  but  was  silent.  Tl'  re 
I  was  pucli  timid  penitence  in  the  looks  ol  Co- 
I  linne,  th.ii  he  could  not  rigorously  judge  one 
I  whom  a  ray  t  oni  heaven  seemed  des^.ending 
to  abbolvr.  1  le  pi e.^^-^ed  her  hand  to  his  heart, 
j  and  knelt  before  hpr,  without  uttorinj^  a  pro- 
'  mise,  indeed,  but  with  a  glance  of  love  which 
i  left  her  nl'  n,  foj^**. 

'  "  J.et  us  r.Mhi  no  plan  for  years  to  crune/' 
said  Corinnr  ;  "  tlic  happiest  hours  ol'  lilie  are 
those  b:nioAoIently  granted  us  by  chance  :  it  is 
not  heri>,  in  the  midst  of  tombs,  that  wc  should 
trust  iT.uch  to  the  future."  ♦*  No,"  cried  Xel- 
vil :  "  T  believe  in  no  future  that  can  part  us  ; 
fnir  d  jys  of  absence  have  but  too  wf^ll  con- 
vinced me  that  I  now  exist  but  for  you."  Co 
rinne  made  no  reply,  but  religiously  hoarded 
these  precious  words  in  her  heart ;  she  always 
feared,  in  prolonging  a  conversation  on  the  only 
subject  of  her  thoughts,  lest  Oswald  should  de- 
clare his  intentions  before  a  longer  habit  of 
being  with  her  rendered  sef»aralion  impossi- 
ble. She  often  designe«51y  directed  his  atten- 
tion to  exterior  objects,  like  the  sultana  in  the 
Arabian  talcs,  who  sought  by  a  thousand  va- 
ried stories  to  captivate  her  beloved,  and  defer 
his  decision  of  her  fate,  till  certain  that  her 
charms  must  prove  victorious. 


CTrAPTER  n. 

Not  far  from  t'.r  \';j.[aii  Way  is  scrn  the 
Columbanum,  wiiep-  .-' .vjs  avo  buried  with 
thtir  lords;  whe'-e  the  V':ac  tomb  contains  nil 
who  dwt'li  bent^ath  th"  proteni<»n  of  ibr  eiuie 
master  or  mistre.^s.  The  wonim  d.jxoted  to 
the  care  of  Jiiv.'i'a  bennty,  who  contp^;  'r<l 
•vjth  Im.e  for  the  pre  S'.'rvaiion  of  h»  r  '^"rms. 
"  plact'd  in  '^mall  wima  ues.ilo  \v:\.  'XW  no- 
" '"  .^nd  ignobin  there  reposi,  in  f^i\y\\  tilencp. 
.^*.'i  'iltio  distance  if.  ih'  /lold  wli.  •.in  v^-^s 
fi  s,  iio'iitht'i  1  to  thi  Ir  vo\»s,  w<-a*  iiiU^rii'u 
•i'^'c  .  a  s\\vs\^  oxarnpif  of  fanati'u-.ni  ui  ar*^- 
-  %'M'  T):){ur;illy  so  tolt.'n;:  T. 

'  I  si.rJI  not  tike  y-  i  to  t!jc'  catnor  i  .Iv*-,'' 
V  d  ''o'inn*',  ''though,  by  a  -♦nnire  rhnrf. 
l."W  lie  brnc-ab  the  Ai>]n'in  V\  -ly,  ton ''i?  i  pon 
tt.Tr-^., !  iJi'j  that  ajsylum  of  pers«  cilrd  '.'1  lis- 
1  "IS  it,  so  •  1  n.  :v,  and  terrible,  lb  a  I  cam  ot 
•,-s  h.Mo  t  ,1  J  a.  ft  Ins  not  tho  tou.^h  :i^ 
.'I'luu  loi;.  \\\,\,  ,.  ,,.„  brrathrsinopcn  \sil<j^  : 
•  t .?  cirfi  r<-eon  r.fir  a  .  i  pul.-hic — tlu^  toi:u./'S 

■>['     ^\    ^iCl.Ce      btsalc      U..;      hr    .T»rS     of     rr;.th. 

Dv    hi'    ftf  (,nn  ,i,ust  a'ln.irr    nrn  ^ho,  '•;/  r  -^ 
ii.r.r.'  V  rco  of  tnthu.^  irui,  could  support  t]...i 


subterranean  lifo  -fof  ever  l>f  ^"i:ed  from  the ' 
sun  ;  but  the  soul  3>9°  "^  **  *r«  i**  ■«<^*»  \ 
scene  to  be  benefited  \^,^'  *  n  is  a  part  of 
creation,  and  finds  lis  owrincral  harmony  in 
that  of  the  universe :  in  tie  babitaul  order  of 
fate,  violent  excepiiow  nary  aslonish,  bat  they 
create  too  much  terror  to  Je  of  service.  Let 
us  rather  seek  the  pyramil  of  Cestiu»,  around 
which  all  Protestants  vhodie  here  find  chan- 
table  graves."  "  Yes,*  returned  OswaH, 
"  many  a  countryman  of  cine  is  amongst  then. 
Let  us  go  there :  in  one  »©"»«  »*  i®"*'  P' {' 
haps,  I  shall  never  leavJ  you."  Connoe* 
hand  trembled  on  his  arm.  He  contmved, 
"  Yet  i  am  much  better  since-!  1^»^«  *"*'*^ 
you."  Her  countenance  resanM^  tis  wu-rtt- 
air  of  tender  joy. 

Cestius  presided  over  the  Romst?  H^'^  ^ 
Ilis  name  is  not  found  in  History,  bat  n'"'**^'*** 
famous  by  his  tomb.  The  c^assire  p''C^  ^/J 
that  enclosed  him  preserves  bis  death  fron  J"* 
oblivion  which  has  utterly  effaced  bis  life,  i  *J 
rclian,  fearing  that  this  pyramid  woold  br  us*"; 
but  ns  a  fortress  from  whence  to  attacc  tlr<f 
city,  had  it  surrounded  by  walls  which  stilj 
exist,  not  as  useless  rutos,  but  as  the  &etosl\ 
houTidaries  of  modern  Rome.  It  is  said  that 
pyramids  were  formed  in  imitation  o/  Uie 
flames  tha^  rose  from  ftineral  pyres.  Ger» 
tainly  their  mysterious  shape  attracts  the  lys, 
and  gives  a  picturesque  character  to  al  ths 
views  of  which  they  constitute  a  part. 

In  front  of  this  pyramid  is  Mount  Tes'uuuo, 
beni.ith  whicu  are  several  cool  grottoes,  v.  hert 
fetes  are  lield  in  the  summer.  If,  at  &  dii- 
tance,  the  revellers  see  pines  and  cypr.'WS* 
i>l)ading  their  smiling  land,  and  recalli'.^g  a 
solemn  consciousness  of  death,  'his  coatraat 
produces  the  same  effect  with  the  lines  wbicfc 
Horace  has  written  in  the  midst  o{  verges 
teeming  with  earthly  enjoyment : — 

• "  lloriture  Do  III, 

Linquenda  Ullus,  ot  iiumu.x,  etplacejia 

•  Ddlins,  remember  thou  must  di.' — Icav'u'  '>* 
woild,  ihv  home,  and  gentle  wile.'  1  ti-  ii* 
ci'"iN  .ickno\A  [edged  this  in  th*»ir  very  v:  «> 
tii '■'sin  bs:  even  lore  and  fostiviiy  rem-ru'-A: 
tiif  I.'  o."  it,  and  joy  seemed  beigluened  i»^  \ 
jrn:>t!  Ol'  .i&  bi '  vily, 

Os^\.l,d  and  (■>  innc  returned  by  ihesii*'*'' 
iV.p  'y'\\^,  r ;  ibin  -riv  covered  with  ve:».<-4«, 
.'ji.  1  bii{..?d  by  ;Kiij'ces.  Of  yore,  e\ec  ilS; 
ii  *!Mia"i!.ri-  ur-'re  r'?*:d:(ted  as  f'nifn^.  It  wU| 
.l."n  tin-  J  rOi)h('i<\  ;,.e  tiMeiar  divinitii  of 
t'o'-.e.  (Ki)  't  inay  i.nw  lie  said  to  dor 
Mil':.".'  iibi  'uoiiis.  -^o  livi.l  is  its  hue — »o  deep 
J3  i  .n  lin^  v..  '{'•je  fim  -at  sratues  and  othfr, 
.  oi'  ^  .  '■  .ifi  wcic  thrown  into  ihe  Tiber, anil 
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arc  hidden  beneath  its  tides.     Who  knows  but 

that,  in  search  of  them,  the  river  may  at  last 

6c  driYen  from  its  bedl     But,  while  we  muse 

OD  efforts  of  human  genius  that  lie,  perhaps, 

beneath  as,  and  that  some  eye,  more  piercing 

than  oar  own,  may  yet  see  through  these  waves, 

we  feel  that  awe  which,  in  Rome,  is  consiant- 

!))/ reviving  in  various  forms,  and  giving  the 

d  miod  companions  in  those   physical   objects 

-   vMch  are  elsewhere  dumb. 


I 


CHAPTER  III. 

Raphael  said  that  modem  Rome  was  al- 
most entirely  built  from  the  ruins  of  the  an- 
cleat  city  ;  rliny  had  talked  of  the  ^'  eternal 
walls,^  which  are  still  seen  amid  the  works 
of  latter  times.  Nearly  all  the  buildings  bear 
&e  stamp  of  history,  teaching  you  to  compare 
the  physiognomies  of  different  ages.  From 
the  days  of  Etruscans  (a  people  senior  to  the 
Romana  themselves,  resembling  the  Egyptians 
in  the  solidity  and  eccentricity  of  their  designs) 
down  to  the  time  of  Bernini,  an  artist  as  guilty 
«f  mannerism  as  were  the  Italian  poets  of  the 
aeventeenth  century,  one  may  trace  the  pro- 
gress of  the  human  mind,  in  the  characters  of 
the  arts,  the  buildings,  and  ruins.  The  middl  e 
ages  and  the  brilliant  day  of  the  de  Medici, 
re-appearinjir  in  their  works,  it  is  but  to  study 
the  past  in  the  present — to  penetrate  the  se- 
crets of  all  time.  It  is  believed  that  Rome 
had  formerly  a  mystic  name,  known  but  to 
few.  The  city  has  still  spells,  into  which  we 
require  initiation.  It  is  not  simply  an  assem- 
bla[ge  of  dwellings ;  it  is  a  chronicle  of  the 
world,  represented  by  figurative  emblems. 
Corinae  agreed  with  Nelvil,  that  they  would 
now  explore  modern  Rome,  reserving  for  an- 
other opportunity  its  admirable  collection  of 
pictores  and  of  statues.  Perhaps,  without 
confessing  it  to  herself,  she  wished  to  defer 
these  sights  as  long  as  possible :  for  who  has 
ever  left  Rome  wiUiout  looking  on  the  Apollo 
Bel  videre  and  the  paintings  of  Raphael  ?  This 
security,  weak  as  it  was,  that  Oswald  would 
not  yet  depart,  was  everything  to  her.  Where 
m  the  pride,  some  may  ask,  who  would  retain 
those  they  love  by  any  other  motive  than  that 
pC  affection  t  I  know  not,  but  the  more  we 
ve,  the  less  we  rely  on  our  own  power  ;  and, 
hatever  be  the  cause  which  secures  us  the 
'esence  of  the  object  dear  to  us,  it  is  accepted 
gratitude.  There  is  often  much  vanity 
a  certain  species  of  pride ;  and  if  women, 


as  generally  admired  as  Corinne,  have  onerea! 
advantage,  it  is  the  right  to  exult  rather  ir 
what  they  feel  than  in  what  they  inspire. 

Corinne  and  Nelvil  recommenced  their  ex- 
cursions, by  visiting  the  most  remarkable 
among  the  numerous  churches  of  Rome. 
They  are  all  adorned  with  magnificent  anti- 
quities ;  but  these  festal  ornaments,  torn  fron: 
Pagan  temples,  have  here  a  strange,  sombre 
effect.  Granite  and  porphyry  pillars  were  sc 
plentiful,  that  they  are  lavished  as  if  almost 
valueless.  At  St.  John  Lateran,  famed  foi 
the  councils  that  have  been  held  in  it,  so  greal 
is  the  quantity  of  marble  columns,  that  manj 
of  them  are  covered  with  cement,  to  form 
pilasters ;  thus  indifferent  has  this  profusior 
of  riches  rendered  its  possessors.  Some  ol 
these  pillars  belonged  to  the  tomb  of  Adrian 
others  to  the  Capitol ;  some  still  bear  on  theii 
capitals  the  forms  of  the  geese  which  pre- 
served the  Romans ;  others  have  Gothic  anc 
even  Arabesque  embellishments.  The  urn  ol 
Agrippa  contains  the  ashes  of  a  pope.  The 
dead  of  one  generation  give  place  to  the  dead 
of  another,  and  tombs  here  as  oflen  change 
their  occupants  as  the  abodes  of  the  living. 
Near  St.  John  Lateran  are  the  holy  stairs 
brought,  it  is  said,  from  Jerusalem,  and  whicb 
no  one  ascends  but  on  his  knees ;  as  Claudius, 
and  even  Caesar,  mounted  those  which  led  tc 
the  temple  of  Jupiter  Capitolinus.  Beside 
St.  John^s  is  the  funt  where  Constantino  u 
supposed  to  have  been  baptized.  In  the  cen- 
tre of  this  ground  is  an  obelisk,  perhaps  the 
most  ancient  work  of  art  in  the  world — co- 
temporary  with  the  Trojan  war ;  so  respected 
even  by  the  barbarous  Cambyses,  that  he  pui 
a  stop  to  the  conflagration  of  a  city  in  in 
honor ;  and,  for  its  sake,  a  king  pledged  th( 
life  of  his  only  son.  The  Romans  brought  i 
from  the  heart  of  Egypt  by  miracle.  Thej 
turned  the  Nile  from  its  course,  that  it  mighi 
be  found  and  carried  to  the  sea.  This  obelisl 
is  still  covered  with  hieroglyphics,  which  have 
kept  their  secret  for  centuries,  and  defy  the 
sages  of  to-day  to  decypher  them.  These 
signs  might  reveal  the  annals  of  India  and  o 
Egypt — the  antiquities  of  antiquity !  Th( 
wondrous  charm  of  Rome  consists  not  only  ir 
the  real  beauty  of  her  monuments,  but  in  the 
interest  they  excite  ;  the  materials  for  think- 
ing they  suggest ;  a  charm  which  grows  ever) 
day  the  stronger  from  each  new  study. 

One  of  the  most  singular  churches  in  Rome 
is  St.  Paulas  :  its  exterior  is  that  of  an  ill-buili 
barn ;  yet  it  is  bedecked  within  by  eight) 
pillars  of  such  exquisite  material  and  propor- 
tion, that  they  are  believed  to  have  beei 
transported  from  an  Athenian  temple,  describee 
by  Pausanias.  If  Cicero  said,  in  his  day 
"  we  are  surrounded  by  vestiges  of  history,' 
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lat  wonid  be  say  now  1  Columns,  statues, 
d  pictures  are  so  prodigally  crowded  in  the 
urches  of  modern  Rome,  that,  in  St.  Agnes', 
s-reliefs,  turned  face  downwards,  serve  to 
ve  a  staircase,  no  one  troubling  himself  to 
certain  what  they  might  represent.  How 
tonishing  a  spectacle  were  ancient  Rome, 
d  its  treasures  been  left  where  they  were 
md !  The  immortal  cily,  nearly  as  it  was 
yore,  were  still  before  us ;  but  could  the 
3n  of  our  days  dare  to  enter  it  1  The  pala- 
s  of  the  Roman  lords  are  vast  in  the  ex- 
ime,  and  often  display  much  architectural 
ace ;  but  their  interiors  are  rarely  arranged 
good  taste.  They  have  none  of  those  ele- 
nt  apartments  invented  elsewhere  for  the 
rfect  enjoyment  of  social  life.  Superb 
Ileries,  hung  with  the  chefs-d^ctuvres  of  the 
ith  Leo^s  age,  are  abandoned  to  the  gaze  of 
-angers,  by  their  lazy  proprietors,  who  retire 
their  own  obscure  little  chambers,  dead  to 
B  pomp  of  their  ancestors,  as  were  they  to 
e  austere  virtues  of  the  Roman  republic, 
le  country-houses  give  one  a  still  ^eater 
3a  of  solitude,  and  of  their  owners*  mdifie- 
Dce  amid  the  loveliest  scenes  of  naturo. 
ie  walks  through  immense  gardens,  doubt- 
l  if  they  have  a  master ;  the  grass  grows  in 
ery  path,  yet  in  these  very  alleys  are  the 
es  cut  into  shapes,  after  the  fantastic  mode 


fectation  in  what  is  useless  \  Most  Italian 
wns,  indeed,  surprise  us  with  this  mania,  in 
people  who  have  constantly  before  their 
es  such  models  of  noble  simplicity.     They 


ly  betray  the  advantages  and  disadvantages 
not  habitually  mixing:  with  society.  Their 
xury  is  rather  that  of  fancy  than  of  comfort, 
olated  among  themselves,  they  dread  not 
at  spirit  of  ridicule,  which,  in  truth,  seldom 
net  rates  the  interior  of  Roman  abodes, 
ontrasting  this  with  what  they  appear  from 
ithout,  one  might  say  that  they  were  rather 
lilt  to  dazzle  the  passer-by  than  for  the 
ception  of  friends. 

After  having  shown  Oswald  the  churches 
id  the  palaces,  Corinne  led  him  to  the  Villa 
ellini,  whose  lonely  garden  is  ornamented 
ilely  by  majestic  trees.  From  thence  is 
len  afar  the  chain  of  the  Apennines,  tinted 
r  the  transparent  air  against  which  their 
itlines  are  defined  most  picturesquely.  Os- 
ald  and  Corinne  remained  for  some  time,  to 
ste  the  charms  of  heaven  and  the  tranquillity 
*  nature.  No  one  who  has  not  dwelt  in 
mthern  climes  can  form  an  idea  of  this  stir- 
ss  silence,  unbroken  by  the  lightest  zephyr, 
be  tenderest  blades  of  herbage  remained 
srfectly  motionless;  even  the  animals  par- 


take this  noontide  lassitude.  You  hear  no 
hum  of  insects,  no  chirp  of  grasshoppers,  no 
song  of  birds  ;  none  are  agitated,  all  sleep,  till 
storm  or  passion  waken  that  vehement  nature 
which  impetuously  rushes  from  its  profound 
repose.  The  Roman  garden  possesses  a  great 
number  of  evergreens,  that,  during  winter, 
add  to  the  illusion  which  the  mild  air  creates. 
The  tufted  tops  of  pines,  so  close  to  each 
other  that  they  form  a  kind  of  plain  in  the  air, 
have  a  charming  eflfect  from  any  eminence ; 
trees  of  inferior  stature  are  sheltered  by  this 
verdant  arch.  Only  two  palms  are  to  be  found 
in  Rome :  they  are  in  the  Monks'  Gardens : 
one  is  on  a  height,  and  may  be  seen  from 
some  distance.  In  returning  towards  the  city, 
this  represenutive  of  Africa,  this  imaffe  of  a 
meridian  more  burning  than  that  of  Italy, 
awakens  a  host  of  agreeable  sensations. 

"Do  you  not  find,"  said  Corinne,  "that 
nature  here  gives  birth  to  reveries  elsewhere 
unknown  ?  She  is  as  intimate  with  the  heart 
of  man  as  if  the  Creator  made  her  the  inter- 
pretess  between  his  creatures  and  himself." 
"  I  feel  all  this,"  replied  Oswald ;  "  yet  it  may 
be  but  your  subduing  influence  which  renders 
me  so  susceptible.  You  reveal  to  me  emo- 
tions which  exterior  objects  may  create.  I 
lived  but  in  my  heart;  you  have  awakened 
my  imagination.     But  the  magic  of  the  uni- 


nt  once  reigned  in  France.     Strange  in-^  ^erse,  which  you  teach  me  to  appreciate,  will 
nsistency !   this  neglect  in  essentials,  and    never  offer  me  aught  lovelier  than  your  looks. 


more  touching  than  your  voice."  "  May  the 
feeling  I  kindle  in  your  breast  to-day,"  said 
Corinne,  "last  as  long  as  my  life ;  or,  at  least, 
may  my  life  last  no  longer  than  your  love." 


efer  glitter  to  convenience;  and  in  every\^They  finished  their  tour  by  the  Villa  Borghese 


In  no  Roman  palace  or  garden  are  the  splen- 
dors of  nature  and  art  collected  so  tastefully. 
Every  kind  of  tree,  superb  waterfalls,  with  an 
incredible  blending  of  statues,  vases,  and  sar- 
cophagi, here  re-animate  the  mythology  of  the 
land.  Naiads  recline  beside  the  streams ; 
nymphs  start  from  thickets  worthy  of  such 
guests.  Tombs  repose  beneath  Elysian 
shades ;  ul^sculapius  stands  in  the  centre  of 
an  island ;  Venus  appears  gliding  from  a 
bower.  Ovid  and  Virgil  might  wander  here, 
and  believe  themselves  still  in  the  Augustan 
age.  The  great  works  of  sculpture,  which 
grace  this  scene,  give  it  a  charm  for  ever  new. 
Through  its  trees  may  be  descried  the  city, 
St.  Peter's,  the  Campagna,  and  those  long 
arcades,  ruins  of  aqueducts,  which  formerly 
conducted  many  a  mountain  stream  into  old 
Rome.  There  is  everything  that  can  mingle 
purity  with  pleasure,  and  promise  perfect 
happmess ;  but  if  you  ask  why  this  delicious 
spot  is  not  inhabited,  you  will  be  told,  that 
the  cattiva  aria,  or  oad  air,  prevents  its 
being  occupied  in  summer.      This  enemy, 
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each  year,  besieges  Rome  more  and  morej 
oloeely — its  most  charming^  abodes  are  de-{ 
serted  perforce.  Doubtless  the  want  of  trees 
is  one  cause ;  and  therefore,  perhaps,  did  the! 
Romans  dedicate  their  woods  to  goddesses,! 
that  they  might  be  respected  by  the  people  ^ 
yet  have  numberless  forests  been  felled  in  our 
own  times.  What  can  now  be  so  sanctified: 
that  avarice  will  forbear  its  devastation?* 
This  malaria  is  the  scourge  of  Rome,  and' 
often  threatens  its  whole  population ;  yet,: 
perhaps,  it  adds  to  the  effect  produced  by  the 
lovely  gardens  to  be  found  within  the  bounda- 
ries. Its  malignant  power  is  betrayed  by  no 
external  aign ;  you  respire  an  air  that  seems 


pure ;  the  earth  is  fertile ;  a  delicious  fresh- 
ness atones  in  the  evening  for  the  heat  of  the 
day ;  and  all  this — ^is  death  ! 

"1  love  such  invisible  danger,"  said  Os- 
wald, '^  veiled  as  it  is  in  delight.  If  death,  at 
I  believe,  be  but  a  call  to  a  happier  life,  why 
should  not  the  perfume  of  flowers,  the  shade 
of  fine  trees,  and  the  breath  of  eve,  be  charged 
to  tell  us  of  our  fate  ?  Of  course,  government 
ought,  in  every  way,  to  watch  over  human 
life ;  but  nature  has  secrets  which  imagination 
only  can  penetrate ;  and  I  easily  conceive  thai 
neither  natives  nor  foreigners  find  anything  to 
disgust  them  in  the  perils  which  belong  to  the 
sweetest  seasons  of  the  year/' 


BOOK     VI 


ON      ITALIAN      CHARACTER      AND      MANNERS. 


CHAPTER  I. 

OswALD^s  irresolution,  augmented  by  mis- 
fortunes, taught  him  to  fear  every  irrevocable 
engagement.  He  dared  not  ask  Corinne  her 
name  or  story,  though  his  love  for  her  grew 
every  day  more  strong :  he  could  not  look  on 
her  without  emotion ;  hardly,  in  the  midst  of 
society,  quit  her  side  for  an  instant ;  she  said 
not  a  word  he  did  not  feel,  nor  expressed  a 
sentiment,  sad  or  gay,  that  was  not  reflected 
in  his  face.  Ye^ loving,  admiring  her  as  he 
did,  he  forgot  not  how  little  such  a  wife  would 
accord  with  English  habits ;  how  much  she 
differed  from  the  idea  his  father  formed  of  the 
woman  it  would  become  him  to  marry  ;  all  he 
said  to  Corinne  was  restrained  by  the  disquiet 
these  reflections  caused  him.  She  perceived 
this  but  too  plainly;  yet  so  much  would  it 
have  cost  her  to  break  with  him,  that  she  lent 
herself  to  whatever  could  prevent  a  decisive 
explanation  ;  and  never  possessing  much 
consideration,  revelled  in  the  present,  such  as 
it  was,  not  dreaming  of  the  inevitable  future. 
She  entirely  secluded  herself  from  the  world 
in  this  devotion  to  him ;  but,  at  last,  hurt  by 
his  silence  on  their  prospects,  she  resolved  to 
accept  a  pressing  invitation  to  a  ball.  No- 
thing is  more  common,  in  Rome,  than  persons 
to  leave  and  return  to  society  by  fits  :  there 


is  so  little  gossip  in  Italy,  that  people  do  what 
they  like,  without  comment,  at  least  without 
obstacle,  in  affairs  either  of  love  or  ambition. 
Foreigners  are  as  safe  as  natives  in  this  ren- 
dezvous of  Europeans.  When  Nelvil  learnt 
that  Corinne  was  going  to  a  ball,  he  was  out 
of  humor ;  for  some  time  he  had  fancied  that 
he  detected  in  her  a  melancholy  sympathetic 
with  his  own  ;  yet  suddenly  all  her  thoughts 
seemed  occupied  with  the  dance  (in  which  she 
so  much  excelled),  and  the  ^clat  of  a  fete. 
Corinne  was  not  frivolous ;  but  feeling  every 
iday  more  subdued  by  love,  she  wished  to  com- 
bat its  force.  She  knew  by  experience  thai 
reflection  and  forbearance  have  less  powei 
over  impassioned  characters  than  engagements 
i^hich  dissipate  thought;  and  she  though! 
that,  if  unable  to  triumph  over  herself  as  she 
ought,  the  next  best  step  were  to  do  so  as  she 
|Could.  When  Nelvil  censured  her  intentions, 
|she  replied,  "I  want  to  ascertain  whethex 
-what  formerly  pleased  can  still  amuse  me,  oi 
whether  my  regard  for  you  is  to  absorb  ever]; 
other  interest  of  my  life."  "  You  would  fair 
cease  to  love  me,"  he  said.  *'  Not  so,"  she 
replied ;  *'  but  it  is  only  in  domestic  life  that  it 
can  be  agreeable  to  feel  one^s  self  under  the 
dominion  of  a  single  affection.  To  me,  whc 
need  my  wit  and  genius  to  sustain  the  reputa- 
tion of  the  life  I  have  adopted,  it  is  a  greai 
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misfortune  to  love  as  I  love  you."  "  You  will 
not  sacrifice  your  glory  to  me,  then  V^  cried 
Oswald.  "  Of  what  importance  were  it  to 
you,"  she  replied,  "  if  I  did  1  Since  we  are 
not  destined  for  each  other,  I  must  not  for 
ever  destroy  the  kind  of  happiness  with  which 
I  ought  to  content  myself."  Lord  Nelvil  said 
nothing;  conscious  that  he  could  not  now 
speak  without  explaining  his  purposes ;  and, 
in  truth,  he  was  ignorant  of  them  himself. 
He  sighed,  and  reluctantly  followed  Coriime 
to  the  ball.  It  w^as  the  first  time,  since  his 
loss,  that  he  had  gofle  to  such  an  assembly. 
Its  tumult  so  oppressed  him  that  he  remained 
for  some  period  in  a  hall  beside  the  dancing- 
room,  with  his  head  reclined  upon  his  hand ; 
not  even  wishing  to  see  Corinne  dance.  All 
music,  even  if  its  occasion  be  a  gay  one,  ren- 
ders us  pensive.  The  Count  d'Erfeuil  arrived, 
enchanted  with  the  crowd  and  amusements, 
which  once  more  reminded  him  of  France. 
"Tve  done  my  best,"  he  said,  "to  interest 
myself  in  their  vaunted  ruins,  but  I  see  no- 
thing in  them  :  'tis  a  mere  prejudice,  this  fuss 
about  rubbish  covered  with  briars!  I  shall 
speak  my  mind  when  I  return  to  France ;  for 
it  is  high  time  that  the  farce  should  be  ended. 
There  is  not  a  single  building  of  to-day,  in 
good  repair,  that  is  not  worth  all  these  trunks 
of  pillars,  and  mouldy  bas-reliefs,  which  can 
only  be  admired  through  the  spectacles  of  pe- 
dantry. A  rapture  which  one  must  purchase 
by  study  cannot  be  very  vivid  in  itself.  One 
needs  not  spoil  one's  complexion  over  musty 
^books,  to  appreciate  the  sights  of  Paris." 

Lord  Nelvil  was  silent,  and  d'Erfeuil  ques- 
tioned him  on  his  opinion  of  Rome.  "  A  ball 
is  not  the  best  place  for  serious  conversation," 
said  Oswald ;  "  and  you  know  that  I  can  afford 
you  no  other."  "Well,  well,"  replied  the 
Count,  "  I  own  I  am  gayer  than  you  ;  but  who 
can  say  that  I  am  not  wiser  too  ?  Trust  me, 
there  is  much  philosophy  in  taking  the  world 
as  it  goes."  "  Perhaps  you  are  right,"  an- 
swered Oswald ;  "but  as  you  are  what  you 
are  by  nature,  and  not  by  reflection,  your 
manner  of  living  can  belong  to  no  one  but 
yourself." 

D'Erfeuil  now  heard  the  name  of  Corinne 
from  the  ball-room,  and  went  to  learn  what 
was  doing  there.  Nelvil  followed  him  to  the 
door,  and  saw  the  handsome  Neapolitan  Pri.ice 
Amalfi  soliciting  her  to  dance  the  Tarantula 
with  him.  All  her  friends  joined  in  this  re- 
quest. She  waited  for  no  importunity,  but 
promised  with  a  readiness  which  astonished 
D'Erfeuil,  accustomed  as  he  was  to  the  refu- 
sals with  which  it  is  the  fashion  to  precede 
consent.  In  Italy  these  airs  are  unknown  : 
there,  every  one  is  simple  enough  to  believe 
that  he  cannot  better  please  society  than  by 


promptly  fulfilling  whatever  it  requires.  Co* 
rinne  would  have  introduced  this  natural  man- 
ner, if  she  had  not  found  it  there.  The  dress 
she  had  assumed  was  light  and  elegant.  Her 
locks  were  confined  by  a  silken  fillet,  and  her 
,eyes  expressed  an  animation  which  rendered 
her  more  attractive  than  ever.  Oswald  was 
.uneasy ;  displeased  with  his  own  subjection 
to  charms  whose  existence  he  was  inclined  to 
deplore,  as,  far  from  wishing  to  gratify  him, 
it  was  almost  in  order  to  escape  from  his 
power  that  Corinne  shone  forth  thus  enchant- 
ingly :  yet,  who  can  resist  the  seductions  of 
grace  1  Even  in  scorn  she  would  have  been 
still  triumphant ;  but  scorn  was  not  in  her 
disposition.  She  perceived  her  lover;  and 
blushed,  as  she  bestowed  on  him  one  of  her 
sweetest  smiles. 

The  Prince  Amalfi  accompanied  himself 
with  castanets.  Corinne  saluted  the  assembly 
with  both  hands  ;  then,  turning,  took  the  tarn* 
borine,  which  her  partner  presented  to  her, 
and  she  beat  time  as  he  danced.  Her  gestures 
displayed  that  easy  union  of  modesty  and  vo- 
luptuousness, which  gave  an  idea  of  the  power 
exercised  over  the  imagination  of  the  Indians  ' 
by  the  Bayaderes-^poets  of  the  dance  when 
they  depict  the  various  passions  by  character- 
istic attitudes.  Corinne  was  so  well  ac- 
quainted with  antique  painting  and  sculpture, 
that  her  positions  were  so  many  studies  for 
the  votaries  of  art.  Now  she  held  her  tarn- 
borine  above  her  head ;  sometimes  advanced 
it  with  one  hand,  while  the  other  ran  over  its  i 
little  bells  with  a  dexterous  rapidity  that! 
brought  to  mind  the  girls  of  Herculaneum.(14)  { 
This  was  not  French  dancing,  remarkable  for 
the  difficulty  of  its  steps  ;  it  was  a  movement 
more  allied  to  fancy  and  to  sentiment.  The 
air  to  which  she  danced  pleased  alternately 
by  its  softness. and  its  precision.  Corinne  as 
thoroughly  infected  the  spectators  with  her 
own  sensations  as  she  did  while  extemporizing 
poetry,  playing  on  her  lyre,  or  designing;  an 
expressive  group.*  Everything  was  language 
for  her.  The  musicians,  in  gazing  on  her, 
felt  all  the  genius  of  their  art;  and  every 
witness  of  this  magic  was  electrified  by  im- 
passioned joy,  transported  into  an  ideal  world, 
there  to  dream  of  bUss  unknown  below. 

There  is  a  part  of  the  Neapoliun  dance 
where  the  heroine  kneels,  while  her  partner 
marches  round  her,  like  a  conqueror.  How 
dignified  looked  Corinne  at  that  moment ! 
What  a  sovereign  she  was  on  her  knees !  and 
when  she  rose,  clashing  her  airy  tambbrine, 
she  appeared  animated  by  such  enthusiasm  of 
youthful  beauty,  that  one  might  have  thought 
she  needed  no  life  hut  her  own  to  make  her 
happy.  Alas,  it  was  not  thus !  though  Oswald 
i  feared  it,  and  sighed,  as  if  her  every  success 
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eeptiated  her  farther  from  him.  When  the 
Fnnce,  in  his  turn,  knelt  to  Corinne,  she,  if 
possible,  surpassed  herself.  Twice  or  thrice 
she  fled  round  him,  her  sandalied  feet  akim- 
ming  the  floor  with  the  speed  of  lightning ; 
and  when,  shaking  her  tamborine  ahove  his 
liead  with  one  hand,  she  signed  with  the  other 
for  him  to  rise,  every  man  present  was  tempted 
to  prostrate  himself  before  her,  except  Lord 
Nelril,  who  drew  back  some  paces,  and  d'- 
firfeoil,  who  made  a  step  or  two  forwards,  in 
order  to  compliment  Corinne.  The  Italian^ 
gsfe  way  to  what  they  felt,  without  one  fear  ^ 
of  making  themselves  remarked.  They  were 
Dot  like  men  so  accustomed  to  society,  andj 
theself-loTe  which  it  exeites,  as  to  think  oni 
the  effect  they  might  produce :  they  are  never  ^ 
to  be  tamed  from  their  pleasures  by  vanity,' 
&or  from  their  purposes  by  applause. 

Coiinne,  charmed  with  the  result  of  her 
attemjpt,  thanked  her  friends  with  amiable 
tiiDplicity.  She  was  satisfied,  and  permitted 
her  content  to  be  seen,  with  childlike  candor ; 
her  greatest  desire  was  to  get  through  the 
eiowd  to  the  door,  against  which  Oswald  was 
kanbg.  She  reached  it  at  last,  and  paused 
for  him  to  speak.  "  Corinne,^'  he  said,  en- ' 
desToring  to  conceal  both  his  delight  and  his 
you  have  extorted  universal  ho- 


aage ;  hot  is  there,  among  all  your  adorers» 
I  Me  brare,  one  trusty  friend;  one  protector 
far  life !  or  can  the  clamors  of  flattery  suffice 
a  ioal  like  yours  V 


.  CHAPTER  IL 

The  press  of  the  company  prevented  Co- 
ise's  reply :  they  were  going  to  supper ;  and 
^  each  cacaliere  servente  hastened  to  seat  him- 
a^f  beside  his  lady.  A  fafir  stranger  arrived 
aod  found  not  room ;  yet  not  a  man,  save  Os- 
wald and  d^rfeoil,  rosetooflferher  his  place. 
Not  that  the  Romans  were  either  rude  or  sel- 
iah;  but  they  believed  that  their  honor  de- 
pended on  their  never  quitting  their  post  of 
duty.  Some,  nnahle  to  gain  seats,  leaned  be- 
hiad  their  mistresses*  chairs,  ready  to  obey 
the  slightest  sign.  The  females  spoke  buti 
to  their  lovers:  strangers  wandered  in  vain^ 
around  a  circle  where  no  one  had  a  word  to 
spare  them ;  for  Italian  women  are  ignorant 
(^that  coquetry  which  renders  a  love  affair 
nothing  more  than  'the  triumph  of  self-con- 
ceit :  they  wish  to  please  no  eyes  save  those 
that  are  dear  to  them.  The  mind  is  never  en- 
gaged before  the  heart.     T4ie  most  abrupt 


commencements  are  often  followed  by  smcere 
devotion,  and  even  by  lasting  constancy.  In- 
fidelity is  more  censured  in  man  than  in  wo- 
man. Three  or  four  men,  beneath  different 
titles^  may  follow  the  same  beauty,  who  takes 
them  with  her  everywhere,  sometimes  with- 
out troubling  herself  to  name  them  to  the  mas- 
ter of  the  house  which  receives  the  party. 
One  is  the  favorite  ;  another  aspires  to  be  so ; 
a  third  calls  himself  the  sufferer  {il  patito)  : 
though  disdained,  he  is  permitted  to  be  of  use ; 
and  all  these  rivals  live  peaceably  together. 
It  is  only  among  the  common  people  th^  you 
still  hear  of  the  stiletto  ;  but  the  whole  coun- 
try presents  a  wild  mixture  of  simplicity  and 
of  vice,  dissimulation  and  truth,  good-nature 
and  revenge,  strength  and  weakness :  justify- 
ing the  remark,  that  the  best  of  these  quali- 
ties may  be  found  among  those  who  wUl  do 
nothing  for  vanity  ;  the  worst,  among  such  as 
will  do  anything  for  interest,  whether  the  in- 
terest of  love,  of  avarice,  or  ambition. 

Distinctions  of  rank  are  generally  disre- 
garded in  Italy.  It  is  not  from  philosophy, 
but  from  facility  of  character  and  familiarity 
of  manners,  that  men  are  here  insensible  to 
aristocratic  prejudices :  constituting  them- 
selves judges  .of  no  one,  they  admit  every- 
body. 

After  supper  all  sit  down  to  play ;  some  of 
the  women  at  hazard,  others  chose  silent 
whist ;  and  not  a  word  was  now  uttered  in  the 
apartment,  so  noisy  just  before.  The  people 
of  the  South  often  run  thus  quickly  from  the 
extreme  of  agitation  to  that  of  repose :  it  is 
one  of  the  peculiarities  of  their  character,  that 
indolence  is  succeeded  by  activity  :  indeed,  in 
all  respects  they  are  the  last  men  on  whose 
merits  or  defects  we  ought  to  decide  at  first 
sight ;  so  contrasted  are  the  qualities  they 
unite  :  the  creature  all  prudence  to-day  may 
be  all  audacity  to-morrow.  They  are  often 
apathetic,  but  it  is  perhaps  from  just  having 
made,  or  preparing  to  make,  some  great  exer- 
tion. In  fact,  they  waste  not  one  energy  of 
their  minds  on  society,  but  hoard  them  till 
called  forth  by  strong  events. 

At  this  assembly  many  persons  lost  enor- 
mous sums,  without  the  slightest  change  of 
countenance ;  yet  the  same  beings  could  not 
have  related  a  trivial  anecdote  without  the 
moat  lively  and  expressive  gesticulation.  But 
when  the  passions  have  attained  a  certain  de- 
gree of  violence,  they  shrink  from  sight,  and 
veil  themselves  in  silence. 

Nelvil  could  not  surmount  the  bitter  feelings 
which  this  ball  engendered  :  he  believed  that 
the  Italians  had  weaned  his  love  from  him,  at 
least  for  a  time.  He  was  very  wretched ;  yet 
his  pride  prevented  his  evincing  aught  beyond 
a  contempt  for  the  tributes  offered  her.   When 
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aaked  to  play  he  refnsed,  as  did  Corinne,  who 
beckoned  him  to  sit  beside  her.  He  feared  to 
compromise  her  name  by  passing  a  whole 
CTcning  alone  with  her  before  the  eyes  of  the 
world.  "  Be  at  ease  on  that  head,"  she  re- 
plied ;  "  no  one  thinks  about  us.  Here  no 
established  etiquette  exacts  respect ;  a  kindly 
politeness  is  all  that  is  required ;  no  one  wish- 
es to  annoy  or  be  annoyed.  'Tis  true  we  have 
not  here  what  in  England  is  called  liberty ; 
but  our  social  independence  is  perfect." 
"  That  is,"  said  Oswald,  "  that  no  reverence 
is  paid  to  appearances."  '^  At  least,  here  is 
no  hypocrisy,"  she  answered  —  "  Rochefou- 
cault  says,  *  The  least  among  the  defects  of  a 
woman  of  gallantry  is  that  of  being  one  ;*  but 
whatever  be  the  faults  of  Italian  women,  de- 
ceit does  not  conceal  them ;  and  if  marriage 
vows  are  not  held  sufficiently  sacred,  they  are 
broken  by  mutual  consent."  '*  It  is  not  sin- 
cerity that  causes  this  kind  of  frankness,"  re- 
plied Oswald,  "but  indifference  to  public 
opinion.  I  brought  hither  an  introduction  to 
a  princess,  and  gave  it  to  the  servant  I  had 
hired  here,  who  said  to  me,  *  Ah,  Sir,  just  now, 
this  will  do  you  no  service,  the  princess  sees 
no  one  ;  she  is  inrutmarata,^  Thus  was  the 
fact  of  a  lady^s  being  in  love  proclaimed  like 
any  other  domestic  affair.  Nor  is  this  publi- 
city excused  by  fidelity  to  one  passion  :  many 
attachments  succeed  each  other,  all  equally 
well  known.  Women  have  so  little  mystery 
in  these  ties,  that  they  speak  of  them  with 
less  embarrassment  than  our  brides  could  talk 
of  their  husbands.  It  is  not  easy  to  believe 
that  any  deep  or  refined  affection  can  exist 
with  this  shameless  fickleness.  Though  noth- 
ing is  thought  of  but  love,  here  can  be  no  ro- 
mance :  adventures  are  so  rapid,  and  so  open, 
that  nothing  is  lefl  to  be  developed ;  and,  just- 
ly to  describe  the  general  method  of  arranging 
these  things,  one  ought  to  begin  and  end  in  the 
first  chapter.  Corinne,  pardon  me  if  I  give^ 
you  pain.  You  are  an  Italian ;  that  should  dis-^ 
arm  me :  but  one  reason  why  you  are  thus  in- 
comparable is,  that  you  unite  the  best  charac- 
teristics of  our  different  nations.  I  know  not 
where  you  were  educated,  but  you  certainly 
cannot  have  passed  all  your  life  here :  perhaps 
it  was  in  England.  Ah,  if  so,  how  could  you 
leave  that  sanctuary  of  all  that  is  modest,  for 
a  land  where  not  only  virtue,  but  love  itself,  is 
so  little  understood.  It  may  be  breathed  in 
the  air,  but  does  it  reach  the  heart!  The 
poetry,  here,  in  which  love  plays  so  great  a 
part,  is  full  of  brilliant  pictures,  indeed  ;  but 
where  will  you  find  the  melancholy  tender- 
ness of  our  bards  ?  What  have  you  to  com- 
pare with  the  parting  of  Jafiier  and  Belvidera. 
with  Romeo  and  Juliet,  or  with  the  lines  in 
Thomson's  Spring,  depicting  the  happiness 


^of  wedded  life  t  Is  there  any  such  life  in 
Italy?  and,  without  homefelt  felicity,  how  can 
lov«  exist  ?  Is  not  happiness  the  aim  of  the 
heart,  as  pleasure  is  that  of  the  sensesl 
Would  not  all  young  and  lovely  women  be 
alike  to  us,  did  not  mental  qualities  decide  our 
preference  t  What,  then,  do  these  qualities 
teach  us  to  crave  ?  an  intercourse  of  thought 
luid  feeling,  permanent  and  undivided !  This 
is  what  we  mean  by  marriage.  Illegitimate 
love,  when,  unhappily,  it  does  occur  among 
us,  is  still  but  the  reflex  of  marriage.  The 
same  comfort  is  sought  abroad  which  cannot 
be  found  at  home ;  and  even  infidelity  in  Ens- 
land  is  more  moral  than  Italian  matrimony." 

This  severity  so  afflicted  Corinne  that  she 
[rose,  her  eyes  fUled  with  tears,  and  harried 
home.  Oswald  was  in  despair  at  having  of- 
fended her;  but  the  irritation  this  ball  had 
dealt  him  found  ai  channel  in  the  censure  he 
had  just  pronounced.  He  followed  her,  but 
she  would  not  see  him.  Next  morning  he 
made  another  attempt ;  but  her  door  was  still 
closed.  This  was  out  of  character  in  Co- 
rinne ;  but  she  was  so  dismayed  by  his  opi- 
nion of  her  countrywomen,  that  she  was  re- 
solved, if  possible,  to  conceal  her  affection 
from  him  for  ever.  Oswald,  on  his  part,  was 
confirmed  by  this  unusual  conduct  in  the  dis- 
I  content  this  unlucky  fdte  had  engendered ;  he 
I  was  excited  to  struggle  against  Uie  sentiment 
■whose  empire  he  dreaded.  His  principles 
were  strict,  and  the  mystery  which  enveloped 
the  past  life  of  her  he  loved  caused  him  se- 
vere pain, 

Corinne^s  manners  somewhat  evinced  a  too 
universal  wish  to  please ;  her  conduct  and  car- 
riage were  noble  and  reserved ;  but  her  opi- 
nions were  over-indulgent.  In  fact,  though 
dazzled  and  enervated,  something  still  com- 
bated his  weakness.  Such  a  state  often  em- 
bitters our  language ;  we  are  displeased  with 
ourselves  and  others  :  we  suffer  so  much,  that 
we  long  to  brave  the  worst  at  once,  and,  by 
open  war,  ascertain  which  of  our  two  formi- 
dable emotions  is  to  triumph.  It  was  in  this 
mood  that  he  wrote  to  Corinne.  He  knew  his 
letter  was  angry  and  unbecoming ;  yet  a  con- 
fusion of  impulses  urged  him  to  send  it.  He 
was  so  miserable  in  his  present  situation,  that 
he  longed,  at  any  price,  for  some  change ;  and 
was  reckless  how  his  doubts  were  answered, 
so  that  they  came  to  a  termination.  A  rumor, 
brought  him  by  Count  d'Erfeuil,  though  he  be- 
lieved it  not,  contributed,  perhaps,  to  render 
his  style  still  more  unkind.  It  was  said  that 
Corinne  was  about  to  marfy  Prince  Amalfi. 
Oswald  knew  that  she  did  not  love  this  man, 
and  ought  to  have  been  sure  that  this  report 
sprung  merely  from  her  having  danced  with 
lum ;  but  he  persuaded  himself  that  she  had 
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leoeired  Amalfi  when  denied  to  him :  there^ 
fore,  though  too  prond  to  confess  his  personal 
jealousy,  he  rented  it  on  the  people  in  whose! 
faYor  he  knew  her  to  be  so  prepossessed. 


CHAPTER  11. 


*T0   CORINXE. 


<«JaiMiac7S4,  1795. 
"  You  refuse  to  see  me ;  yon  are  offended 
by  my  last  conversation,  and  no  doubt  intend 
henceforth  to  «uimit  none  but  your  country- 
men, and  thus  expiate  your  recent  deviation 
from  that  rule.  Yet,  fu  from  repenting  the 
aincerity  with  which  I  spoke  to  you,  whom, 
perhaps,  chiraerically,  I  would  fain  consider! 
an  Eng^hwoman,  I  will  dare  to  say  still  more 
plainly,  that  you  can  preserve  neither  your 
own  dignity  nor  your  own  peace,  by  choosing 
a  husband  from  your  present  society.  I  know 
not  one  Italian  who  deserves  you;  not  one 
who  could  honor  yon  by  his  alliance,  what- 
ever were  the  title  he  had  to  bestow.  The 
men  are  fiur  less  estimable  here  than  the 
women,  to  whose  errors  they  add  worse  of 
their  own.  Would  you  persuade  me  that 
these  sons  of  the  South,  who  so  carefully 
avoid  all  trouble,  and  live  but  for  enjoyment, 
can  be  capable  of  love  ?  Did  you  not,  last 
month,  see  at  the  Opera  a  than  who  had  not 
eight  days  before  lost  a  wife  he  was  said  to 
adore  t  The  memory  of  the  dead,  the  thought,^ 
of  death  itself,  is  here,  as  much  as  possible, 
thrown.aside.  Funeral  ^ceremonies  are  per- 
formed by  the  priests,  as  the  duties  of  love 
are  fulfilled  by  cavalieres  serventes.  Custom 
has  prescribed  all  rites  beforehand :  regret 
and  enthusiaem  are  nothing.  But  what,  above 
all,  must  be  destructive  to  love,  is  the  fact, 
that  your  men  cannot  be  respected :  women 
give  them  no  credit  for  submission,  beoause 
they  found  them  originally  weak,  and  destitute 
of  all  serious  employment.  It  is  requisite,  for 
the  perfection  of  natural  and  social  order,  that 
men  should  protect,  and  women  be  protected ; 
but  by  guardians  adoring  the  weakness  they 
defend,  and  worshipping  the  gentle  divinity 
which,  like  the  Penates  of  the  ancients,  calls 
down  good  fortune  on  the  house.  Here  one 
might  almost  say  that  woman  is  the  sultan, 
and  men  her  seraglio :  it  la  they  who  have 
most  pliancy  and  softness.  An  Italian  pro- 
verb says,  'Who  knows  not  how  to  feign, 
knows  not  how  to  live.'  Is  not  that*a  femin- 
ine maxim  ?  but  where  you  have  neither  mili- 


tary gloTj  nor  free  institutions,  how  shoul 
men  acquire  strength  or  majesty  of  mind 
Their  wit  degenerates  into  a  kind  of  clevei 
ness,  with  which  they  play  the  game  of  lif 
like  a  match  of  chess,  wherein  success  i 
everything.    All  that  remains  of  their  lov 

ijrfor  antiquity,  consists  in  exaggerated  expree 
sions  and  external  grandeur ;  but,  beside  thi 
baseless  greatness,  you  often  find  the  mos 
vulgar  tastes,  the  most  miserably  neglecte 
homes.  Is  this,  then,  Corinne,  the  countr; 
you  prefer?  Is  its  boisterous  applause  so  es 
sential  to  you,  that  every  other  kind  of  destin; 
would  seem  dull,  compared  with  those  re 
echoing  bravaes  f  Who  could  hope  to  mak 
you  happy,  in  tearing  you  from  this  tumult 
you  are  an  incomprehensible  person :  deep  ii 

.feeling,  light  in  taste;  independent  by  prid 
{of  soul,  enslaved  by  a  desire  for  dissipation 
capable  of  loving  but  one,  yet  requiring  thi 
notice  of  all  the  world.  You  are  a  sorceress 
who  alternately  disturb  and  reassure  me ;  who 
when  most  sublime,  can  at  once  descend  froo 
the  region  where  you  reign  alone,  to  lose  your 
self  among  the  herd.  Corinne,  Corinne !  ii 
loving  you,  it  is  impossible  to  avoid  fearing  an< 
doubting  too.  "  Oswald.*' 


Indignant  as  Corinne  felt  at  Nelvil's  an 
tipathy  to  her  country,  she  was  glad  to  per 
ceive  that  the  fSte  and  her  refusal  to  receivi 
him,  had  touched  him.     She  hesitated,  o: 
believed  herself  hesitating,  for  some  time,  u 
to  the  line  of  conduct  she  ought  to  pursue 
Love  made  her  sigh  ^or  his  presence :  yei 
she  could  not  brook  his  supposing  that  she 
wished  to  be  his  wife ;  though  in  fortune,  ai 
least,  his  equal,  and  no  way  beneath  him  ii 
name,  if  she  deiffued  to  reveal  it.     The  un- 
controlled life  she  had  chosen  might  have 
jgiven  her  some  aversion  to  marriage ;  an^ 
certainly  she  would  have  rejected  the  idea 
had  not  her  attachment  blinded  her  to  all  the 
pangs  she  must  endure  in  espousing  an  Eng- 
jlishman,  and  renouncing  Italy.     A  woman 
{may  forget  her  pride  in  all  that  concerns  the 
I  heart :  but  when  worldly  interest  appears  the 
(obstacle  to  inclination  ;  when  the  person  be- 
tloved  can  be  accused  of  sacrificing  himseli 
in  his  union,  she  can  no  longer  abandon  her- 
self to  her  feelings  before  him.     Corinne, 
;  however,  unable  to  break  with  her  lover, 
trusted  that  she  still  might  meet  him,  yet 
.conceal  her  affection.    It  was  in  this  beUei 
that  she  determined  on  replying  only  to  his 
|accusations  of  the  Italians,  and  reasoning  on 
'them  as  if  interested   in   no  other  subject. 
Perhaps  the  best  way  in  which  such  a  woman 
can  regain  her  coldness  and  her  dignity,  is 
that  of  entrenching  herself  in  the  fortress  oi 
her  mental  superiority. 
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"  TO  LORD  NKLYIL. 

"  Jantutry  95, 17d5. 
"  Ir  your  letter  concerned  no  one  but  me, 
my  Lord,  I  should  hot  attempt  to  justify  my- 
self. My  character  is  so  easily  known,  tMit 
he  who  cannot  comprehend  it  intuitively, 
would  not  be  enlightened  by  any  explanation 
I  could  give.  The  virtuous  reserve  of  Eng- 
lishwomen, and  the  more  artful  graces  of 
the  French,  often  conceal  one-half  of  what 
passes  in  their  bosoms :  and  what  you  are 
pleased  to  call  magic  in  me,  is  nothing  but  an 
unconstrained  disposition,  which  permits  my 
varying,  my  inconsistent,  thoughts  to  be  heard, 
without  my  taking  the  pains  of  bringing  them 
into  tune.  Suah  harmony  is  nearly  always 
bctitious ;  for  fmost  genuine  characters  are 
m^dlessly  confiding.  But  it  is  not  of  my- 
self that  I  would  spelk  to  you  r  it  is  of  the 
unfortunate  nation  whom  you  attack  so  cruelly. 
Can  my  regard  for  my  friends  have  instilled 
this  bitter  malignity  1  You  know  me  too  well 
to  be  jealous  of  them  ;  nor  have  I  the  vanitv 
to  suppose  that  any  such  sentiment  has  ren^ 
dered  you  thus  unjust.  You  say  but  what  all 
foreigners  say  of  the  Italians,  wliat  must 
strike  every  one  at  first ;  but  you  should  look 
deeper  ere  you  thus  censure  a  people  once  so 
great.  Whence  came  it  that  in  the  Roman 
day  they  were  the  most  military  men  in  the 
world ;  during  the  republics  of  the  middle 
ages,  the  most  tenacious  of  their  freedom ; 
and,  in  the  sixteenth  century,  the  most  illus- 
trious for  literature,  science,  and  the  arts? 
Has  not  Italy  pursued  fame  in  every  shape  1 
If  it  be  lost  to  her  now,  blame  her  political 
situation  ;  since,  in  other  circumstances,  she 
showed  herself  so  unlike  all  she  is.  I  may 
be  wrong,  but  the  faults  of  the  Italians  only 
enhance  my  pity  for  their  fate.  Strangers, 
from  time  to  time,  have  conquered  and  dis* 
tracted  this  fair  land,  the  object  of  their  per- 
petual ambition;  yet  strangers  for  ever  re- 
proach her  natives  with  the  defects  inevitable 
to  a  vanquished  race. 

'*  Europe  owes  her  learning,  her  accomplish- 
ments, to  the  Italians ;  and  having  turned 
their  own  gifts  against  them,  would  gladly 
deny  them  the  only  glory  left  to  a  people  de- 
prived of  martial  power  and  public  liberty. 
It  is  true  that  governments  form  the  charac- 
ters of  niLtions;  and,  in  Italy  herself,  you 
will  find  remarkable  distinctions  between  the 
inhabitants  of  different  states.  The  Pied- 
montese,  who  once  formed  a  small  national 
corps,  have  a  more  warlike  spirit  than  the 
rest.  The  Florentines,  who  have  mostly 
possessed  either  freedom  or  liberal  rulers,  are 
well-educated  and  well-mannered.  The 
Venetians  and  the  Genoese  evince  a  capacity 


for  politics,  because  they  have  a  repoblieaa 
aristocracy.  The  Milanese  are  more  sincere, 
thanks  to  their  long  intercourse  with  northero 
nations.  The  Neapolitans  are  prompt  to  re- 
bel, having  for  ages  lived  beneath  an  imper- 
fect government,  but  still  one  of  their  owd. 
The  Roman  nobles  have  nothing  to  do,  either 
diplomatic  or  military,  and  may  well  remain 
idly  ignorant ;  but  the  ecclesiastics,  whose 
careers  are  definite,  have  faculties  far  more 
developed  ;  and,  as  the  papal  law  observes  do 
distinction  of  birth,  but  is  purely  elective  in 
its  ordinance  of  the  clergy,  the  result  is,  t 
species  of  liberty,  not  in  ideas,  but  in  habits, 
which  renders  Rome  the  most  agi'eeable 
abode  for  those  who  have  neither  power  nor 
emulation  for  sustaining  a  part  in  the  world,  i 
The  people  of  the  South,  are  more  easily 
modified  by  existing  institutions  than  those  of 
the  North.  This  climate  induces  a  languor 
favorable  to  resignation,  and  nature  oiTeEi 
enough  to  console  man  for  the  advantages 
society  denies.  Undoubtedly  there  is  much 
corruption  in  Italy ;  its  civilisation  is  far 
from  refinement.  There  is  a  savage  wildaess 
beneath  Italian  cunning ;  it  is  that  of  a  hunter 
lyinff  in  wait  for  his  prey.  Indolent  people 
easily  become  sly  and  shifting ;  their  natonl 
gentleness  serves  to  hide  even  a  fit  of  rage ; 
for  it  is  by  our  habitoal  manner  that  an  acci- 
dental change  uf  feeling  may  be  best  con- 
cealed. Yet  Italians  have  both  truth  and 
constancy  in  their  private  connections.  lo- 
tcrest  may  sway  them,  but  not  pride.  Here 
is  no  ceremony,  no  fashion  ;  none  of  the  little  < 
every  day  tricks  for  creating  a  sensation.  I 
The  usual  sources  of  artifice  and  of  eoTy 
exist  not  here.  Foes  and  rivals  arc  deceived 
by  those  who  consider  themselves  at  wm 
with  them  ;  but,  while  in  peace,  they  act  with 
honesty  and  candor.  This  .is  the  very  cause 
of  your  complaint.  Our  women  hear  of  no- 
thing but  love  ;  they  live  in  an  atmosphere  of 
seduction  and  dangerous  example  ;  yet  their 
frankness  lends  an  innocence  to  gallantry  it- 
self. They  have  no  fear  of  ridicule :  many 
are  so  ignorant  that  they  cannot  even  write, 
and  confess  it  without  scruple.  They  engage 
a  Paglietto  to  answer  letters  for  them,  which 
he  does  on  paper  large  enough  for  a  petition. 
But  on  the  othor  hand,  among  the  educated, 
you  will  find  some  who  are  professors  in  the 
academies,  giving  public  lectures  in  theur 
black  scarfs  ;  and  if  you  are  inelined  to  laugh 
at  them,  they  ask  you,  *  Is  there  any  harm  in 
understanding  Greek,  or  living  by  your  own 
exertions  t  How  can  you  deride  so  simple  » 
proceeding  V 

"  Dare  I,  my  Lord,  touch  on*a  more  delicate 
subject  1 — the  reason  why  our  men  so  seldom 
display  a  military  spirit.    They  readily  ex- 
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pose  their  lives  for  love  or  hate :  in  such 
caoses,  the  woands  given  and  received  neither 
astonish  nor  alann  their  witnesses.  Fearless 
of  death,  when  natural  passions  command 
them  to  defy  it,  they  still,  I  must  confess, 
vafee  life  above  the  political  interests  which 
rii^htly  affect  those  who  can  scarcely  be 
said  to  have  a  country.  Chivalrous  honor 
has  little  influence  over  a  people  among 
whom  the  opinions  that  nourish  it  are  dead  ; 
aatarully  enough,  in  such  a  disorganization  of 
poblic  affairs,  women  gain  a  great  ascenden- 
cy ;  perhaps  too  much  so  for  them  to  respect 
w  admire  their  lovers,  who,  nevertheless, 
treat  them  with  the  most  delicate  devotion. 
Domestic  virtue  constitutes  the  welfare  and 
die  pride  of  Englishwomen  ;  but  in  no  land, 

il  where  love  dispenses  with  its  sacred  bonds,  is 

Jl  the  happiness  of  women  waCchcd  over  as  in 
haly.  If  our  men  cannot  make  a  moral  code 
for  immorality,  they  are  at  least  just  and  gen- 
erous in  their  participation  of  cares  and  du 
ties.  They  consider  themselves  more  culpa- 
Ue  than  their  mistresses  when  they  break 
tbeir  chains :  they  know  that  women  make 
the  heaviest  sacrifice  ;  and  believe  that,  be 
fere  the  tribunal  of  the  heart,  the  greatest' 
erioiioals  are  thoafe  who  have  done  most 
VTODg.  Men  err  from  selfishness ;  women 
keeanse  they  are  weak.  Where  society  is  at 
nee  rigorous  and  corrupt,  that  is,  most  mer- 
cfleas  to  the  faults  that  are  followed  by  the 
worst  misfortunes,  women  of  course  are  used 
with  more  severity  ;  but  where  so  little  social 
«iganization  exists  as  with  us,  natural  charity 
^  a  greater  j^ower.  Spite  of  all  that  has 
been  nid  of  Italian  perfidy,  I  will  assert,  that 
there  is  as  much  real  good  nature  here  as  in 
tsy  other  country  of  the  world ;  and  that, 
ibodeied  as  it  is  by  strangers,  they  will  no- 
vhere  meet  with  a  kinder  reception.  Italians 
ire  reproached  as  flatterers ;  it  is  with  no 
premeditated  plan,  but  in  mere  eagerness  to 
l^ease,  that  they  lavish  expressions  of  aflfec- 
tion,  not  often  belied  by  their  conduct.  Would 
4ey  be  ever-faithful  friends,  if  called  on  to 
prore  so  in  danger  or  adversity  1  A  very 
■nail  number,  I  allow,  might  be  capable  of 

|ach  friendship ;  but  it  is  not  to  Italy  alone 
tl»t  this  observation  is  applicable. 

**  The  Italians  have  an  indolence  almost  Ori- 
ttital,  in  their  habits  of  life ;  but  there  are 
so  men  more  active  and  persevering  when 
•ace  their  passions  are  excited.     The  women, 

I  too,  whom  you  see  as  indolent  as  the  Oda- 
fisques  of  the  seraglio,  are  capable  upon  oc- 
casion of  the  most  energetic  efforts.     There 

||are  great  mysteries  in  the  character  and 
ipirit  of  the  Italians ;  you  meet  in  turn  un- 
noked-for  traits  of  generosity  and  friendship, 
ttd  dark  and  fearful  proofs  of  hatred  and 


« 


vengeance.  You  do  not  see  liere  a  restless 
emulation  about  nothing.  Life  is,  to  them,  a 
dreamy  sleep  under  a  cloudless  sky  ;  but  give 
to  these  mm  an  object,  and  in  six  months  you 
will  find  that  they  will  learn  everything  and 
comprehend  everything  necessary  to  its  ac- 
complishment. So  with  the  women  ; — Why 
should  they  instruct  themselves  when  but  few 
of  the  other  sex  could  understand  them! 
They  would  isolate  their  hearts  in  cultivating  - 
their  minds.  But  those  very  women  would 
soon  become  worthy  of  a  superior  man,  should 
such  a  man  ever  become  the  object  of  their 
attachment.  Tliere  is  a  general  repose  here : 
but  in  a  country  where  all  great  interests  are 
suppressed,  repose  and  indifference  are  more 
noble  than  a  vain  agitation  about  trifles. 

"Literature  itself  must  languish  where 
thoughts  are  not  renewed  by  vigorous  and  va- 
ried action.  Yet  in  what  land  have  arts  and 
letters  been  more  worshipped  t  History 
shows  us,  that  the  popes,  princes,  and  people 
have  at  all  times  done  homage  to  distinguish- 
ed painters,  sculptors,  poets,  and  ofher  writ- 
ers. (16)  This  enthusiasm  was,  I  own,  my 
Lord,  one  of  the  first  motives  which  attached 
me  to  this  country.  I  did  not  find  here  those 
sacred  imaginations,  that  discouraging  spirit, 
nor  that  despotic  mediocrity,  which,  else- 
where, can  so  soon  gall  and  stifle  innate 
ability.  Here  a  felicitous  phrase  takes  fire, 
as  it  were,  among  its  auditors.  As  genius  is 
the  gift  which  ranks  highest  amongst  us,  it 
inevitably  excites  much  envy.  Pergolesi 
was  assassinated  for  his  Stahat :  Giorgione 
wore  a  cuirass,  when  obliged  to  paint  in  any 
public  place ;  but  the  violent  jealousy  to 
which  talent  gives  birth  here,  is  such  as  in 
other  realms  is  created  by  power ;  it  seeks 
not  to  degrade  its  object ;  it  can  hate,  pro- 
scribe, kill,  yet  always  mingled  with  the 
fanaticism  of  admiration,  it  excites  genius 
even  while  it  persecutes  it.  Finally,  when 
we  see  so  much  life  in  a  circle  so  contracted, 
in  the  midst  of  so  many  obstacles  and  op- 
pressions, we  can  hardly  forbear  from  a  vivid 
solicitude  for  those  who  respire  with  such 
avidity  the  little  air  that  imagination  breathes 
through  the  boundaries  which  confine  them. 
These  are  so  limited,  that  the  Italians  of  our 
day  rarely  acquire  the  pride  and  firmness, 
which  mark  the  character  of  freer  and  more 
military  nations.  I  will  even  confess,  if  you 
desire  it,  my  Lord,  that  such  a  character 
must  inspire  a  woman  with  more  enthusiasm ; 
but  is  it  not  possible  that  a  man  may  be  brave, 
honorable,  nay,  unite  all  the  attributes  which 
can  teach  us  to  love,  without  possessing  those 
that  might  promise  us  content  I 

"  CORINNE." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

This  letter  of  Corinne  reviyed  all  Oswald'd 
remorse  at  having  even  thought  of  detaching 
himself  from  her.  The  intellectual  dignity 
and  mildness  of  its  reproof  aflfected  him  deep- 
ly. A  superiority  so  rast,  so  real,  yet  so 
simple,  appeared  to  him  above  all  ordinary 
rules.  He  was  sensible  that  this  was  not  the 
tender  creature,  timid  and  yielding  in  every- 
thing but  her  principles  and  her  duties,  which 
his  fancy  had  chosen  for  the  partner  of  his 
life :  all  he  remembered  of  Lucy  Edgarmond, 
at  twelve  years  of  age,  better  accorded  with 
that  ideal.  But  who  could  be  compared  with 
Corinne  ?  She  was  a  miracle  formed  by  na- 
ture, in  his  behalf,  he  dared  believe ;  since  he 
might  flatter  himself  that  he  was  dear  to  her. 
But  what  was  her  name,  what  her  history, 
what  would  be  his  prospects  if  he  declared  his 
inclination  to  make  her  his  wife  ?  Such^  he 
thought,  would  be  his  decision  ;  yet  the  idea 
that  her  past  life  might  not  have  been  entire- 
ly irreproachable,  and  that  such  an  union  would 
assuredly  have  been  condemned  by  his  father, 
again  overwhelmed  him  with  pahiful  anxiety. 
He  was  not  so  subdued  by  grief,  as  he  had 
been  ere  he  met  Corinne ;  but  he  no  longer 
felt  the  calm  which  may  accompany  repent- 
ance, when  a  whole  life  is  devoted  to  expiate 
our  faalts.  Formerly  he  did  not  fear  yielding 
to  his  saddest  memories,  but  now  he  dreaded 
the  meditations  which  revealed  to  him  the  se- 
crets of  his  heart.  He  was  preparing  to  seek 
Corinne,  to  thank  her  for  her  letter,  and  ob- 
tain pardon  for  his  own,  when  his  apartment 
was  suddenly  entered  by  Mr.  Edgarmond,  the 
young  Lucy*s  near  relation. 

This  gentleman  had  lived  chiefly  on  his  es- 
tate in  Wales :  he  possessed  just  the  princi- 
ples and  the  prejudice  that  serve  to  keep  things 
as  they  are  ;  and  this  is  an  advantage  where 
things  are  as  well  arranged  as  human  reason 
permits.  In  such  a  case,  the  partisans  of  es- 
tablished order,  even  though  stubbornly  bigot- 
ed to  their  own  way  of  thinking,  deserve  to  be 
regarded  as  rational  and  enlightened  men. 

Lord  Nelvil  shuddered  as  this  name  was  an- 
nounced. Ail  the  past  seemed  to  rise  before 
him  in  an  instant ;  and  his  next  idea  was,  that 
Lady  Edgarmond,  the  mother  of  Lucy,  had 
charged  her  kinsman  with  reproaches.  This 
thought  restored  his  self-command;  he  re- 
ceived his  countryman  with  excessive  cold- 
ness ;  though  not  a  single  aim  of  Mr.  Ed- 
garmond''s  journey  concerned  our  hero.  He 
was  travelling  for  his  health,  exercising  him- 
self in  the  chase,  and  drinking  "  Success  to 
King  George  and  old  England  !*  He  was 
one  of  the  best  men  in  the  world,  with  more 
wit  and  education  than  would  have  been  sup- 


posed ;  ultra-English,  even  on  points  where  it 
would  have  been  advisable  to  be  less  so ;  keep- 
ingr  uP)  in  ^^^  countries,  the  habits  of  his  own, 
and  avoiding  their  natives,  not  from  contempt, 
but  a  reluctance  to  speak  in  foreign  tongues, 
and  a  timidity  which,  at  the  age  of  fifty,  ren- 
dered him  extremely  shy  of  new  acquaint- 
ance. 

"  I  am  delighted  to  see  you,"  he  said  to 
Nelvil.  "  I  go  to  Naples  in  a  fortnight :  shall 
I  find  you  there  ?  I  wish  I  may !  having  but 
little  time  to  stay  in  Italy,  as  my  regiment  em- 
barks shortly.*'  ''  Your  regiment !"  repeated 
Oswald,  coloring,  not  that  he  had  forgotten 
that,  having  a  yearns  leave  of  absence,  his 
presence  would  not  be  so  soon  required ;  but 
he  blushed  to  think  that  Corinne  might  banish 
even  duty  from  his  mind.  '*  Your  corps,** 
continued  Mr.  Edgarmond,  "will  leave. you 
more  leisure  for  the  quiet  necessary  to  restore 
your  strength.  Just  before  I  left  England  I 
saw  a  little  cousin  of  mine  in  whom  you  are 
interested :  she  is  a  charming  girl !  and,  by 
the  time  you  return,  next  year,  I  don*t  doubt 
that  she  will  be  the  finest  woman  in  England.'* 
Nelvil  was  silent,  and  Mr.  Edgarmond  too. 
For  some  time  after  this,  they  addressed  each 
other  very  laconically,  though  with  kind  po- 
liteness, and  the  guest  rose  to  depart ;  but, 
turning  from  the  door,  said,  abruptly,  "  Apro- 
pos, my  Lord,  you  can  do  me  a  favor.  I  am 
told  that  you  know  the  celebrated  Corinne : 
and,  though  I  generally  shrink  from  foreign- 
ers, I  am  really  curious  to  see  her.**  "  I  will 
ask  her  permission  to  take  you  to  her  house, 
then,**  replied  Oswald.  "  Do,  I  beg  :  let  me 
see  her  some  day  when  she  extemporises, 
dances,  and  sings.*'  "  Corinne,*'  returned 
Nelvil,  '/does  not  thus  display  her  accom- 
plishments before  strangers ;  she  is  every  way 
your  equal  and  mine."  **  Forgive  my  mis- 
take,** cried  his  friend ;  "  but  as  she  is  merely 
called  Corinne,  and,  at  six -and -twenty,  livee 
unprotected  by  any  one  of  her  family,  I  thought 
that  she  subsisted  by  her  talents,  and  might 
gladly  seize  any  opportunity  of  making  them 
known.*'  "  Her  fortune  is  independent,'*  re- 
plied Oswald,  hastily ;  "  her  miud  still  more 
so.**  Mr.  Edgarmond  regretted  that  he  had 
mentioned  her,  seeing  that  the  topic  interest- 
ed Lord  Nelvil. 

No  people  on  earth  deal  more  considerately 
with  true  afiections  than  do  the  English.  He 
departed :  Oswald  remained  alone,  exclaim- 
ing to  himself,  "  I  ought  to  marry  Corinne !  I 
must 'secure  her  against  future  misinterpreta- 
tion. I  will  offer  her  the  little  I  can,  rank  and 
name,  in  return  for  the  felicity  which  she  alono 
can  grant  me.**  In  this  mood,  full  of  hope  and 
love,  he  hastened  to  her  house ;  yet,  by  a 
natural  impulse  of  difiidence,  began  by  reaa- 
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nmg  bimaelf  with  conTenatioQ  on  indifibrent 
themes :  among  them  waa  the  reqnest  of  Mr. 
Edgannood.    She  waaeYidentl^  discomposed 
b]f  that  name,  and,  in  a  trembhng  Toice,  re- 
fnaed  his  visit.     Oswald  was  greatly  astonish- 
ed. "  I  shoald  have  thought  that  withyou,  who 
leeeire  so  much  comi>aDjr,"  he  said,  "  the  title 
of  my  friend  woold  be  no  motive  for  excln- 
<ioD."  "Do  not  be  offended,  my  Lord,"  she 
aid;  ''believe  me,  I  most  have  powerful  rea- 
W8  for  denying  any  wish  of  yours."    "Will 
yoB  tell  me  those  reasons  V^  he  asked.    "  Im- 
possible!" she  answered.    "  Be  it  so,  then," 
i  he  anieulated.    The  vehemence  of  his  feel- 
;  Bgs  cheeked  his  speech  ;  he  would  have  left 
her,  bat  Corinne,  through  her  tears,  exclaim- 
;|edia  English,  "  For  God's  sake  stay,  if  you 
l|«rald  not  break  my  heart !" 
I    These  words  and  accents  thrilled  Nelvil  to 
I  the  sool ;  he  reseated  himself  at  some  distance 
[|^  her,  leaning  his  bead  against  an  alabas- 
ji^  Tsse,  and  murmuring,  "Cruel  woman! 
I  }VB  see  I  love  you,  and  am  at  any  moment 
My  to  offer  yon  my  hand ;  yet  you  will  not 
|Wme  who  you  are,  Corinne !   Tell  me  now !" 
!" Oswald,"  she  sighed,  "you  know  not  how 
•jJOQ  pain  me :  were  I  rash  enough  to  obey, 
J)n  vonld  cease  to  love  me."    "  Great  God !" 
liveried,*' what  hare  you  to  reveall"  "Noth- 
mth&t  renders  me  unworthy  of  you ;  but  do 
||Wexact  it.    Some  day,  perhaps,  when  you 
l*«me  better — ^if— ah!  1  know  not  what  I 
!l>iy-yoii  shall  know  all,  but  do  not  abandon 
■e  Boheard.    Promise  it  in  the  name  of  your 
wvsimtcdiather!" 

*  Name  him  not !"  rayed  Oswald.    "  Know 

m  if  he  would  unite  or  part  us  ?    If  you  be- 

Eeve  be  would  consent,  say  so,  and  I  shall 

|«inixNurt  this  anguish.    I  wOi  one  day  tell 

Id  ^  "^  *^^  ^^  ^y  ^^® «  ^^^  '^^^*  ^* 

("Ud  the  state  to  which  you  have  reduced 
ler* 
,  ^M  dews  stood  on  his  pale  brow:  his 
.'tebling  lips  could  utter  no  more.  Corinne 
|;teued  herself  beside  him;  and,  holding  his 
I  vmI  in  hers  tenderly,  recalled  him  to  himself. 

Mr  dear  Oswald  !'^  she  said, "  ask  Mr.  Ed- 
llpnBond  if  he  was  ever  in  Northumberland, 
;^st  least,  if  he  has  been  there  only  within 

w  last  &re  years :  if  so,  you  may  bring  him 
juher.''  Oswald  gazed  fixedly  on  her ;  she 
.!«ttt  down  her  eyes  in  silence.  "  I  wUl  do 
; :  2^  Ton  desire,"  he  said,  and  departed.  Se- 
I  faded  in  his  chamber,  he  exhausted  his  con- 
|JKbnes  on  the  secrets  of  Corinne.  It  ap- 
l^tted  evident  that  she  had  passed  some  time 
j^^Dgiand,  and  that  her  family  name  must  be 
^■inrn  there :  but  what  was  her  motive  for 
^iiKeahnent,  and  why  had  she  left  his  coon- 
^-  He  was  convinced  that  no  stain  could 
«aeh  to  her  life ;  but  he  feared  that  a  combi- 


nation of  circumstances  might  have  made  her 
seem  blamable  in  the  eyes  of  others.  He  was 
armed  against  the  disapprobation  of  every 
country  save  England.  The  memory  of  his 
father  was  so  entwined  with  that  of  his  native 
land,  that  each  sentiment  strengthened  the 
other.  Oswald  learned  from  Edgarmond  that 
he  had  visited  Northumberland  for  the  first 
time  a  year  ago ;  and  therefore  promised  to 
introduce  him  at  Corinne^s  that  evening.  He 
was  the  first  to  arrive  there,  in  order  to  warn 
her  against  the  misconceptions  of  his  friend, 
and  beg  her,  by  a  cold  reserve  of  manner,  to 
show  lum  how  much  he  was  deceived. 

"  If  you  permit  me,"  she  observed,  "  I  would 
rather  treat  him  as  I  do  every  one  else.  If 
he  wishes  to  hear  the  improvisatrice,  he  shall ; 
I  will  show  myself  to  him  such  as  I  am ;  for 
I  think  he  will  as  easily  perceive  my  rightful 
pride  through  this  simple  conduct,  as  if  I  be- 
haved with  an  affected  constraint."  "  You  are 
right,  Corinne,"  said  Oswald :  "  how  wrong 
were  he  who  would  attempt  to  change  you 
from  your  admirable  self!"  The  rest  of  the 
party  now  joined  them.  Nelvil  placed  him- 
self near  Corinne  with  a  marked  air  of  defe- 
rence, rather  to  command  that  of  others  than 
to  satisfy  himself ;  he  had  soon  the  joy  of  find- 
ing this  effort  needless.  She  captivated  Ed- 
garmond, not  only  b^  her  charms  and  conver- 
sation, but  by  inspiring  that  esteem  which 
sterling  characters,  however  contrasted,  natu- 
rally feel  for  each  other ;  and  when  he  ven- 
tured on  asking  her  to  improvisate  for  him,  he 
solicited  this  favor  with  the  most  respectful 
earnestness.  She  consented*  without  delay  ; 
for  she  knew  how  to  give  her  favors  a  value 
beyond  that  of  difficult  attainment.  She  was 
anxious  to  please  the  countryman  of  Kelvil, — 
a  man  whose  report  of  her  ought  to  have  some 
weight,— but  these  thoughts  occasioned  her 
so  sudden  a  tremor,  that  she  knew  not  how  to 
begin.  Oswald,  anxious  lest  they  should  not 
appear  to  advantage  before  an  Englishman, 
turned  away  his  eyes,  in  obvious  embarrass- 
ment ;  and  Corinne,  thinking  of  no  one  but 
himself,  lost  all  her  presence  of  mind ;  nor 
ideas,  nor  even  words,  were  at  her  call ;  and, 
suddenly  giving  up  the  attempt,  she  said  to 
Mr.  Edgarmond,  "  Forgive  me,  sir ;  fear  robs 
me  of  all  power.  'Tis  the  first  time,  my 
friends  know,  that  I  was  ever  thus  beside  my- 
self; bat,"  she  added,  with  a  sigh,  "  it  may 
not  be  the  last." 

Till  now,  Oswald  had  seen  her  genius 
triumph  over  her  affections ;  but  now  feeling 
had  entirely  subdued  her  mind :  yet  so  identi- 
fied did  he  feel  himself  with  her  glory,  that 
he  suffered  beneath  this  failure,  instead  of  en- 
joying it.  Certain,  however,  that  she  would 
excel  on  a  future  interview  with  his  friend,  he 
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gATe  hhiisdf  ap  to  the  nraet  pledge  of  his  I  the  image  of  his  bekrred  reigned 
own  power  which  he  had  jost  receiTod ;  and  |  ly  in  his  heart  than  ever. 


secure- 


BOOK     VII. 

ITALIAN      LITERATURE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Lord  Nbltil  was  yery  desirous  that  Mr. 
EMgarmottd  shoald  enjoy  the  conyerBStion  of 
Corinne,  which  far  suxpasBed  her  improyised 
yersea.  On  the  following  day,  the  same  party 
assembled  at  her  house;  and,  to  elicit  her 
remarks,  he  turned  the  discourse  on  Italian 
literature,  proyoking  her  natural  yiyacity  by 
affirming  that  Enghmd  could  boast  a  greater 
number  of  true  poets  than  Italy.  "In  the 
first  place,*'  said  Corinne,  *'  foreigners  usually 
know  none  but  our  first-rate  poets:  Dante, 
Petrarch,  Ariosto,  Guarini,  Tasso,  and  Me- 
tastasio ;  but  we  have  many  othere,  such  as< 
Chiabrera,  Guidi,  Filioaja,  and  Parini,  without 
reckoning  Sannazer  Politian,  who  wrote  io 
Latin.  All  their  yerses  are  harmoniously 
colored ;  all,  more  or  less,  knew  how  to  intro- 
duce the  wonders  of  nature  and  art  into  their 
yerbal  pictures.  Doubtless  they  want  the 
melancholy  grandeur  of  your  bards,  and  their 
knowledge  of  the  human  heart ;  but  does  not  L 
this  kind  of  superiority  become  the  philosopher 
better  than  the  poet  ?  The  brilliant  melody 
of  our  language  is  rather  adapted  to  describe 
external  objects  than  abstract  meditation  :  it 
is  more  competent  to  depict  fury  than  sad- 
ness ;  for  reflection  calls  n>r  metaphysical  ex- 
pressions ;  while  reyenge  excites  the  fancy, 
and  banishes  the  thought  of  grief.  Cesarotti 
has  translated  Ossian  in  the  most  elegant 
manner ;  but,  in  reading  him,  we  feel  that  his 
words  are  in  themselyes  too  joyous  for  the 
gloomy  ideas  they  would  recall ;  we  yield  to 
the  charm  of  our  soft  phrases,  as  to  the  mur- 
mur of  wayes  or  the  tints  of  flowers.  What 
more  would  you  exact  of  poetry  1  If  you  ask 
the  nightingale  the  meaning  of  his  song,  he 
can  explain  but  by  recommencing  it :  we  can 
only  appreciate  its  music  by  giying  way  to  the 
impression  it  makes  on  us.  Our  measured 
lines,  with  rapid  terminations,  composed  of 
two  brief  syllables,  gUde  along  as  their  name 
(^r«ccto/0  denotes,  sometimes  imitating  the 


light  steps  of  a  dance ;  sometimes,  with  grayer 
tone,  realizing  the  tumult  of  a  tempest,  or  the 
clash  of  arms.  Our  poetry  is  a  wonder  of 
imagination ;  you  ought  not  there  to  seek  for 
eyery  species  of  pleasure."  "  I  admit,'*  re- 
turned Nelyil,  *'  that  you  account  as  well  as 
possible  for  the  beauties  and  defects  of  your 
national  poetry ;  but  when  these  faults,  with- 
out these  graces,  are  found  in  prose,  how  can 
you  defend  it  ?  what  is  but  yague  in  the  one 
becomes  unmeaning  in  the  other.  The  crowd 
of  common  ideas,  that  your  poets  embellish 
by  melody  and  by  figures,  is  seryed  up  cold 
in  your  Kose,  with  the  most  fatiguing  perti- 
nacity. ;  The  greatest  portion  of  your  present 
prose  writers  use  a  language  so  declamatory, 
so  diffuse,  so  abounding  in  superlatiyes,  that 
one  would  think  they  all  dealt  out  the  same 
accepted  phrases  by  word  of  command,  or  by 
a  kind  of  conyention.  Their  style  is  a  tissue, 
a  piece  of  mosaic.  They  possess  in  its  highest 
degree  the  art  of  inflating  an  idea,  or  frothing 
up  a  sentiment :  one  is  tempted  to  ask  them 
a  similar  question  to  that  put  by  the  nef^ess 
to  the  Frenchwoman,  in  the  days  of  hoop- 
petticoats,  '  Pray,  madam,  is  all  that  yourseltV 
Now,  how  much  is  real  beneath  this  pomp  of 
words,  which  one  true  expression  might  dis- 
sipate like  an  idle  dream  1"  '*  You  forget,**^ 
interrupted  Corinne,  *' first,  Machiayel  and 
Boccaccio,  then  Grayina,  Filancieri,  and 
eyen,  in  our  own  days,  Cesarotti,  Verri,  Bet- 
tinelli,  and  many  others,  who  knew  both  how 
to  write  and  how  to  think.  (16)  I  agree  with 
you,  that,  for  the  last  century  or  two,  unhappy 
circumstances  haying  depriyed  Italy  of  her 
independence,  all  zeal  for  truth  has  been  so 
lost,  that  it  is  often  impossible  to  speak  it  in 
any  way.  The  result  is,  a  habit  of  resting 
content  with  words,  and  neyer  daring  to  ap- 
proach a  thought.  Authors,  too  sure  that  they 
can  effect  no  change  in  the  state  of  things, 
write  but  to  show  their  wit — the  surest  way 
of  soon  concluding  with  no  wit  at  all ;  for  it 
is  only  by  directing  our  efforts  to  a  nobly 
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ueAl  aim  thai  we  can  augment  our  stock  of 

ideu.   When  writeTs  can  do  nothing  for  the 

vel&re  of  their  conntiy ;  when,  indeed,  their 

rneun  eonstitnte  their  end,  from  leading  to  no 

better,  they  double  in  a  thousand  windings, 

ffithoQt  adyancing  one  step.     The  Italians 

ii«  lihid  of  new  ideas,  rather  because  they 

i  ueiadoleat  than  from  literary  servility.     By 

I  Baton  they  have  mooh  originality ;  but  they 

ignre  themselves  no  time  to  reflect.    Their 

jleiQqoeiiee,  so  vivid  in  conversation,  chills  as 

'tiwjrwork;  besides  this,  the  Southerns  feel 

buBpend  by  prose,  and  can  only  express 

i  Aemselves  fully  in  verse.     It  is  not  thus  with 

\hm\k  literature,"  added  Corinne  to  d'Er- 

^W;  "your  prose  i)i?riters  are  often  more 

tpsetieal  than  your  rersifiers.''    "That  is  a 

jitntheatahlished  by  classic  authorities,''  re- 

the  Count.     "  Bossuet,  La  Broy^re, 

ieo,  and  Buffon,  can  never  be  sur- 

;  especially  the  first  two,  who  belonged 

to  die  age  of  Louis  XIV. :  they  are  perfect 

ndela  for  all  to  imitate  who  can^«  hint  as 

*Mponaot  to  foreigners  as  to  ourselves.*'    "  I 

0"  hardly  think,"  returned  Corinne,  «*  that  it 

«tte  deairable  for  distinct  countries  to  lose 

tbor  peeuliarities ;   and  I  dare  to  tell  you, 

^t,  that  in  your  own  land,  the  national 

I  *(Mozy  which  opposes  all  felicitous  innovagK . 

J^imast  render  your  literature  very  barren. 

I,  u«iB8  is  essentially  creative :  it  bears  the 

l|^«aeter  of  the  individual  who  possesses  it. 

Nttve,  who  permits  no  two  leaves  to  be  ex- 

;  ^  alike,  has  given  a  still  greater  diversity 

'  tohoona  minds.  [  Imitation,  then,  is  a  double 

'j^wte;  for  it  deprives  both  copy  and  original 

I  rf  their  primitive  existence:"    "  Would  you 

2*.«»>"  Mked  d'Erfeuil/  "to  admit  such 

.wjWc   barbarisms    as      Young's     *Nightn[ 

•™ght»,'  or  the  Spanish  and  Italian  C&n-' 

«tfi/   What  would  become  of  our  tasteful 

Ji  elegant  style  after  such  a  mixture  ?"    The 

JJM  of  Castel  Forte  now  remarked,  "  I  think 

nt  we  are  all  in  want  of  each  other's  aid. 

«« literature  of  every  country  offers  a  new 

Jwe  of  ideas  to  those  familiar  with  it. 

wes  V.  said,  •  The  man  who  understands 

te  languages  is  worth  four  men.'    What 

;•«  great  genius  applied  to  politics  is  as  true 

.»4e  state  of  letters.     Most  foreigners  un- 

[■waod  French ;  their  views,  therefore,  are 

tj"te  extended  than  those  of  Frenchmen,  who 

jw  no  language  but  their  own.     Why  do  ^ 

•T  act  oftener  learn  other  tongues  1     They 

^^ftmerye  what  distinguishes  themselves, 

•M  ought  acquire  some  things  in  which  they 

itfll  wanting." 


CHAPTER  n. 

"  You  will  oonfese,  at  least,"  replied  the 
Count,  "that  there  is  one  department  in  which 
toe  have  nothing  to  learn  from  any  one.  Our 
theatre  is  decidedly  the  first  in  Europe.  I 
cannot  suppose  that  the  English  themselves 
would  think  of  placing  their  Shakspeare  above 
us."  "  Pardon  me,  they  do  think  of  it,"  an- 
swered  Mr.  Edgarmond ;  and  having  said  this,, 
resumed  his  previous  silence.  "Oh!"  ex- 
claimed the  Count,  with  civil  contempt,  "  let 
every  man  think  as  he  pleases ;  but  i  persist 
in  believing  that,  without  presumption,  we 
may  call  ourselves  the  highest  of  all  dramatic 
artists.  As  for  the  Italians,  if  I  may  speak 
frankly,  they  are  scarcely  aware  that  there  is 
such  an  art  in  the  world.  Music  is  ererything 
with  them,  the  piece  nothing ;  if  a  second  act 
possesses  a  better  sceita  than  a  first,  they  be^ 
gin  with  that ;  nay,  they  will  play  portions  of 
different  operas  on  the  same  night,  and  be- 
tween them  an  act  from  some  prose  comedy, 
containing  nothing  but  moral  sentences,  such 
as  our  ancestors  turned  over  to  the  use  of 
other  countries,  as  worn  too  threadbare  for 
their  own.  Your  famed  musicians  do  what 
they  will  with  your  poets.  One  won't  sing  a 
certain  air,  unless  the  word  Felicitd  be  intro- 
duced ;  the  tenor  demands  his  Tamba ;  a  third 
can't  shake  unless  it  be  upon  Catene,  The 
poor  poet  must  do  his  best  to  harmonize  these 
varied  tastes  with  his  dramatic  situations. 
Nor  is  this  the  worst :  some  of  them  will  not 
deign  to  walk  on  the  stage  ;  they  must  appear 
surrounded  by  clouds,  or  descend  from  the 
top  of  a  palace  staircase,  in  order  to  give  their 
entrance  due  effect.  Let  an  air  be  sung  in 
ever  so  tender  or  so  furious  a  piusage,  the 
actor  must  needs  bow  his  thanks  for  the  ap- 
plause it  draws  down.  In  Semiramis,  the 
other  night,  the  spectre  of  Ninus  paid  his 
respects  to  the  pit  with  an  obsequiousness 
quite  neutralizing  the  awe  his  costume  should 
have  created. 

"  In  Italy,  the  theatre  is  looked  on  merely 
as  a  rendezvous,  where  you  need  listen  to 
nothing  but  the  songs  and  the  ballet.  I  may 
well  say  they  listen  to  the  ballet,  for  they  are 
never  quiet  till  after  its  commencement ;  in 
itself  it  is  the  chef-iToRuvre  of  bad  taste ;  ex- 
cept its  grotesques,  who  are  true  caricaturists 
of  dancing,  I  know  not  what  there  is  to  amuse 
in  your  ballet  beyond  its  absurdity.  I  have 
seen  Gen^is  Khan,  clothed  in  ermine  and 
magnanimity,  give  up  his  crown  to  the  child 
of  his  conquered  rival,  and  lift  him  into  the 
air  upon  his  foot — a  new  way  of  raising  a 
monarch  to  the  throne  ;  I  have  seen  the  self- 
devotion  of  Cnrtius,  in  three  acts,  full  of  di- 
▼ertisements— the  hero,  dressed  like  an  Ar- 
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cadi&n  shepherd,  had  a  long  dianoe  with  his  pto 
mistress,  ere  he  mounted  a  real  horse  npon 
the  stage,  and  threw  himself  into  a  fiery  giilf, 
lined  with  orange,  satin,  and  gold  paper.  In 
hciy  1  hare  seen  an  abridgment  of  the  Roman 
history,  turned  into  ballets,  from  Romulus 
down  to  CKsar/* 

"  All  that  is  very  true,"  mildly  replied  the 
Prince  of  Castel  Forte  ;  "  but  you  speak  only 
of  onr  Opera,  which  is  in  no  country  consid- 
ered the  dramatic  theatre."  **  Oh,  it  is  still 
worse  when  they  represent  tragedies,  or  dra- 
mas not  included  under  the  head  of  those 
with  happy  catastrophes;  they  crowd  more 
horrors  into  Rye  acts  than  human  imagination 
ever  conceived.  In  one  of  these  pieces  a 
lover  kills  his  mistresses  brother,  and  bums 
her  brains  before  the  audience.  The  fourth 
act  is  occupied  by  the  funeral,  and  ere  the 
fifth  begins,  the  lover,  with  the  utmost  com-^ 
posure,  gives  out  the  next  night^s  harlequin- 
ade ;  then  resumes  his  character,  in  order  to 
end  the  play  by  shooting  himself.  The  tra- 
gedians are  perfect  counterparts  of  the  cold 
exaggerations  in  which  they  perform,  com- 
mitting the  greatest  atrocities  with  the  most 
exemplary  indifierence.  If  an  actor  becomes 
impassioned,  he  is  called  a  preacher,  so  much 
more  emotion  is  betrayed  in  the  pulpit  than 
on  the  stage ;  and  it  is  lucky  that  these  he- 
roes are  so  peaceably  pathetic,  since,  as  there 

is  nothing  interesting  in  your  plays,  the  more    

fuss  they  made,  the  more  ridiculous  they^marki 
would  become :  it  were  well  if  they  were 
divertingly  so ;  but  it  is  all  too  monotonous 
to  laugh  at.  Italy  has  neither  tragedy  nor 
comedy ;  the  only  drama  truly  her  own  is  the 
harlequinade.  A  thievish,  cowardly  glutton  ; 
an  amorous  or  avaricious  old  dupe  of  a  guar- 
dian are  the  materials.  You  will  own  that 
such  inventions  cost  no  very  great  efibrts. 
and  that  the  <  Tartuffe*  and  the  'Misanthrope' 
called  for  some  exertion  of  genius." 

This  attack  displeased  the  Italians,  though 
they  laughed  at  it.  In  conversation  the  Count 
preferred  displaying  his  wit  to  his  good-hn- 
mor.  Natural  benevolence  prompted  his 
actions,  but  self-love  his  words.  Castel 
Forte  and  others  longed  to  refute  his  accusa- 
tions, but  they  thought  the  cause  would  be 
better  defended  by  Corinne ;  and  as  they 
rarely  souffht  to  shine  themselves,  they  were 
content,  after  citing  such  names  as  Mafiei, 
Metastasio,  Goldoni,  Alfieri,  and  Monti,  with 
beg^ng  her  to  answer  Monsieur  d'Erfeuil. 
Corinne  agreed  with  him  that  Italy  had  no 
national  theatre;  but  she  sought  to  prove 
that  circumstances,  and  not  want  of  talent, 
had  caused  this  deficiency.  '^  Comedy,"  she 
said,  "  as  depending  on  observation  of  man- 
ners, can  only  exist  in  a  country  accustomed 


a  great  and  varied  population.  Italy  is 
animated  but  by  violent  passions  or  eflfeminat* 
enjoyments.  Suoh  passions  give  birth  to 
crimes  that  confound  all  shades  of  character. 
But  the  ideal  aomedy,  so  to  spe^,  the  come- 
dy of  the  imagination,  which  suits  all  times, 
all  countries,  was  invented  here.  Harlequin, 
pantaloon,  and  clown  are  to  be  found  in  every 
piece  of  that  description.  Everywhere  they 
have  rather  masks  than  faoes ;  that  is,  they 
wear  the  physiognomy  of  their  class,  and  not 
of  individuals.  Doubtless  our  modern  au- 
thors found  these  parts  all  made  to  their 
hands,  like  the  pawns  of  a  chess-board  ;  bat 
these  fantastic  creations,  which,  from  one  end 
of  Europe  to  the  other;  still  amuse  not  only 
children,  but  men  whom  fancy  renders  chilcl- 
ish,  surely  give  the  Italians  some  claim  on 
the  art  of  comedy. 

"  Observation  of  the  human  heart  is  an  in- 
exhaustible source  of  literature ;  but  nations 
rather  romantic  than  reflective  yield  them- 
selves more  readily  to  the  delirium  of  joy 
than  to  philosophic  satire.  Something  of 
sadness  lurks  beneath  the  pleasantry  founded 
on  a  knowledge  of  mankind ;  the  most  truly 
inoflfensive  gaiety  is  that  which  is  purely  im- 
aginative. Not  that  Italians  do  not  shrewdly 
study  those  with  whom  they  are  concerned. 
They  detect  the  most  private  thoughts,  as 
subtly  as  others;  but  they  are  not  wont  to 
make  a  literary  use  of  the  acuteness  which 
~  :s  their  conduct.  Perhaps  they  are  re- 
luctant to  generalize  and  to  publish  their  dis- 
coveries. Prudence  may  forbid  their  wasting 
on  mere  plays  what  may  serve  to  guide  their 
behavior,  or  converting  into  witty  fictions 
that  which  they  find  so  useful  in  real  life. 
Nevertheless,  Machiavel,  who  has  made 
known  all  die  secrets  of  criminal  policy,  may 
serve  to  show  of  what  terrible  sagacity  tiM 
Italian  mind  is  ci^iable.  Goldoni,  who  lived 
in  Venice,  where  society  is  at  its  best,  intro- 
duced more  observation  into  his' works  than 
is  commonly  found.  Yet  his  numerous  come- 
dies want  variety  both  of  character  and  situa- 
tion. They  seem  modelled  not  on  life,  but  on 
the  generality  of  theatrical  pieces.  Irony  is 
not  the  true  character  of  Italian  wit.  It  ii 
Ariosto,  and  not  Moli^re,  who  can  amuse  us 
here. 

'<  Goszi,  the  rival  of  Goldoni,  had  much 
more  irregular*originality.  He  gave  himself 
up  freely  to  his  genius  ;  mingling  buffoonery 
with  magic,  imitating  nothing  in  nature,  but 
dealing  with  those  &iry  chimeras  that  bear 
the  mind  beyond  the  boundaries  of  this  world. 
He  had  a  prodigious  success  in  his  day,  and 
perhaps  is  the  best  specimen  of  hayan  comic 
fancy  ;  but  to  ascertain  what  our  tragedy  and 
comedy  might  become,  they  must  be  allowed 
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speot  for  Amri  that  f  T«iitQT9  a  few  com- 
meats  on  hia^inari^t  th^ir- <dm  is  so  noble! 
The  sentiments  <^tEe1ftathor  so  well  accord 
with  the  life  of  the  man.  that  his  tragedies 
oaght  always  to  be  praised  as  so  many  great 
actions,  even  though  they  may  be  criticised 
in  a  literary  sense.  It  strikes  me,  that  some 
of  them  hare  a  monotony  in  their  vigor,  as 
Metastasio's  have  in  their  sweetness.  Alfieri 
gives  US  saoh  aprofasion  of  energy  and  worth, 
or  soch  an  exaggeration  of  violence  and  guilt, 
that  it  is  impossible  to  recognize  one  homan 
being  among  his  heroes.  Men  are  never 
either  so  vile  or  so  generous  as  he  describes 
them.  The  object  is  to  contrast  vice  with 
virtue;  but  these  contrasts  lack  the  grada- 
tions of  truth.  If  tvrants  were  obliged  to  put 
up  with  half  he  makes  their  victims  say  to 
their  faces,  one  would  really  feel  tempted  to 
pity  them.  In  the  tragedy  of  *  Octavia,'  this 
outrage  of  probability  is  most  apparent.  Sen- 
eca lectures  Nero,  as  if  the  one  were  the 
bravest,  and  the  other  the  most  patient  of  men. 
The  master  of  the  world  allows  himself  to 
be  insulted,  and  pu(  in  a  rage,  scene  after 
scene,  as  if  it  were  not  in  his  own  power  to  end 
all  this  by  a  single  word.  It  is  certain,  that 
in  these  continual  dialogues,  Seneca  utters 
maxims  which  one  might  pride  to  hear  in  a 
harangue  or  read  in  a  dissertation  ;  but  is  this 
the  way  to  give  an  idea  of  tyranny  t — ^instead 
of  investing  it  with  terror,  to  set  it  up  as  a 
block  against  which  to  tilt  with  wordy  wea^ 
pons!  Had  Shakspesre  represented  Nero 
surrounded  by  trembling  slaves,  who  scarce 
dare  answer  the  most  indifferent  question* 
himself  vainly  endeavoring  to  appear  at  ease, 
and  Seneca  at  his  side,  composing  the  apolo- 
gy for  Agrippina^s  murder,  would  not  our  hor* 
ror  have  been  a  thousand  times  more  great  ? 
and,  for  one  reflection  made  hj  the  author, 
would  not  millions  have  arisen,  m  the  specta^ 
tor's  mind,  from  the  silent  rhetoric  of  so  true 
a  pietore  !*' 

Oswald  might  have  spoken  much  longer 
ere  Corinne  would  have  interrupted  him,  so 
fascinated  was  she  by  the  sonnd  of  his  voice, 
and  the  noble  grace  of  his  expressions. 
Scarce  could  she  remove  her  gaze  from  his 
countenance,  even  when  he  ceased  to  speak ; 
then,  as  her  friends  eagerly  asked  what  she 
thought  of  Italian  tragedy,  she  answered  by 
addressing  herself  to  Nelvil.  "  My  lord,  I 
so  entirely  agree  with  you,  that  it  is  not  as  a 
disputant  I  reply ;  but  to  make  some  excep- 
tions to  your,  perhaps,  too  general  rules,  it 
is  true  that  Metastasio  is  rather  a  lyric  than  a 
dramatic  poet ;  and  that  he  depicts  love  rather 
as  one  of  the  fine  arts  that  embellish  life,  Uian 
as  the  secret  source  of  our  deepest  joys  and 
sorrows.    Although   our   poetry   has    been 


%  tbflstre,  and  a  eompany.  A  host  of  small 
hb  dissipate  the  few  resources  that  might 
be  eoHected.  That  division  of  states,  usually 
ao  favorable  to  public  welfore,  is  destructive 
of  it  here.  We  want  a  centre  of  light  and 
ner,  to  pierce  the  mists  of  surrounding 
prejudice.  The  authority  of  a  government 
vodd  be  a  blessing,  if  it  contended  with  the 
jgnonaee  of  men,  isolated  among  themselves, 
IB  separate  provinces,  and,  by  awakening  em- 
ahtioD,  gave  life  to  a  people  now  content  with 
>  dream." 

These  and  other  discussions  were  spiritedly 
pot  forth  by  Corinne.  She  equally  understood 
the  art  of  that  light  and  rapid  style  of  con- 
Temtion,  which  insists  on  nothing ;  and  ob- 
lerred  that  thoughtfulness  which  gives  to 
each  a  consequence  in  his  torn,  though  she 
fieqaently  abandoned  herself  to  the  talent 
which  had  rendered  her  so  celebrated  as  an 
ioprofisatrice.  Often  did  she  call  on  Castel 
Forte  to  support  her  opinions  by  his  own :  but 
Ae  spoke  so  well,  that  all  her  auditors  listened 
vilh  delight,  and  could  not  have  endured  an 
ialemiptioo.  Mr.  Edgarmond,  above  all, 
eonld  neyer  have  wearied  of  seeing  and  hear- 
■I  her;  he  hardly  dared  to  explain  to  himself 
As  tdmiration  she  excited ;  and  whispered 
nne  words  of  praise,  trusting  that  she  would 
lototand,  without  obliging  him  to  repeat 
Wi.  He  felt,  however,  so  anxious  to  hear 
kr  sentiments  on  tragedy,  that,  in  spite  of 
lui  timidity,  he  risked  the  question.  "  Ma- 
^e,"  he  said,  **  it  appears  to  me  that  trage- 
dm  are  what  your  literature  wants  most.  I 
^  that  yours  come  less  near  an  equality 
vithoorown,  than  children  do  to  men:  for 
jchildidi  sensibility,  if  light,  is  genuine ;  while 
J^  vmoas  dramas  are  so  stilted  and  nn- 
iBAinl,that  they  stifle  all  emotion.  Am  I 
M  right,  my  lord  V  he  added,  turning  his 
^  towards  Nelvil,  with  an  appeal  for  assist- 
laee,  aod  astonished  at  himself  for  having 
^ued  to  say  so  much  before  so  large  a  party. 
"I  think  just  as  you  do,"  returned  Oswald : 
"Metastasio,  whom  they  vaunt  as  the  bard  of 
^e,  giTes  that  passion  the  same  coloring  in 
tDcoontries  and  situations.  His  songs,  in- 
M)  abound  with  grace,  harmony,  and  lyric 
^ty,  especially  when  detached  from  the 
^ivus  to  which  they  belong ;  but  it  is  im- 
poanble  for  us,  whose  Shakspeare  is  indispu- 
^y  the  poet  who  has  most  profoundly  fa- 
^^pnied  the  depth  of  human  passions,  to  bear 
*tth  the  fond  pairs  who  fill  nearly  all  the 
^^^oes  of  Metastasio,  and,  whether  called 
AehiUea  or  Tliyrsis,  Brutus  or  Corilas,  all 
"^  in  the  same  strain,  the  martyrdom  they 
^ore,  and  depict,  as  a  species  of  insipid 
i^iotey,  the  most  stormy  impulse  that  can 
^veck  the  heart  of  man.    It  is  with  real  re- 
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chiefly  devoted  to  lore,  I  will  haaard  the  as- 
sertion that  we  have  more  truth  and  power  in 
our  portraitures  of  every  other  passion.  For 
amatory  themes,  a  kind  of  conventional  style 
has  been  formed  amongst  us ;  and  poets  are^the 
inspired  by  what  they  have  read,  not  by  their 
own  feelings.  Love,  as  it  is  in  Italy,  bears 
not  the  slightest  resegiblanee  to  love  such  as 
our  authors  describe.  I  know  but  one  ro* 
manoe,  the  'Fiemmetta'  of  Boccacio,  in 
which  the  passion  is  attired  in  its  truly  na- 
tional colors.  Our  poets  subtilize  and  exag- 
gerate the  sentiment,  but  Italian  love  is  a  deep 
and  rapid  impression,  more  frequently  betray- 
ed by  silent  and  passionate  actions,  than  by 
ingenious  and  highly-wrought  language.  Our 
literature,  in  genenU,  bears  but  a  faint  stamp 
of  our  manners.  We  are  too  humbly  modest 
to  found  tragedies  on  our  own  history,  or  fill 
them  with  our  own  emotions.  (17) 

^^  Alfieri,  by  a  singular  chance,  was,  it  might 
be  said,  transplanted  from  antiquity  into  mod- 
em times.  He  was  bom  for  action ;  yet  per- 
mitted but  to  write :  his  style  resented  this 
restraint.  He  wished  by  a  literary  road  to 
reach  a  political  goal ;  a  noble  one,  but  such 
as  spoils  all  wOrks  of  fancy.  He  was  impa- 
tient of  living  among  learned  writers  and  en- 
lightened readers,  who,  nevertheless,  cared 
for  nothing  serious;  but  amused  themselves 
with  madrt^ls  and  novellettes.  Alfieri 
sought  to  give  his  tragedies  a  more  austere 
character.  He  retrenched  everything  that 
could  interfere  with  the  interest  of  his  dia^ 
logue ;  as  if  determined  to  make  his  country- 
men do  penance  for  their  natural  vivacity. 
Yet  he  was  much  admired ;  because  he  was 
truly  great,  and  because  the  inhabitants  of 
Rome  applaud  all  praise  bestowed  on  the  an- 
cient Romans,  as  if  it  belonged  to  themselves. 
They  are  amateurs  of  virtue,  as  of  the  pic- 
tures their  galleries  possess ;  but  Alfieri  has 
not  created  anything  that  may  be  called  the 
Italian  drama ;  that  is,  a  school  of  tragedy, 
in  which  a  merit  peculiar  to  Italy  may  be 
found.  He  has  not  even  characterized  the 
manners  of  the  times  and  countries  he  select- 
ed. His  *  Pazzi,'  •  Virginia,'  and  « PhUip  II.' 
are  replete  with  powerful  and  elevated 
thought ;  but  you  eveirwhere  find  the  impress 
of  Alfieri,  not  that  of  the  scene  nor  of  the 
period  assumed.  Widely  as  he  difiers  from; 
ail  French  authors  in  most  respects,  he  re- 
sembles them  in  the  habit  of  painting  every 
subject  he  touches  with  the  hues  of  his  own 
mind." 

At  this  allusion  d'Erfeuil  observed :  ''  It 
would  be  impossible  for  us  to  brook  or  our 
stage  either  the  insignificance  of  the  Gre- 
cians, or  the  monstrosities  of  Shakspeare.' 
The  French  have  too  much  taste.      Our 


dnuna  rtaods  alone  for  elegance  and  deli- 
cacy :  to  introduce  anythbff  foreign,  were 
to  plunge  us  into  barbarism.''  "  You  would 
as  soon  think  of  surrounding  France  with 
great  wall  of  China!"  said  Corinne« 
smiling  :  "  yet  the  rare  beauties  of  your 
tragic  authors  would  be  better  developed,  if 
you  would  sometimes  permit  others  besides 
Frenchmen  to  appear  in  their  scenes.  But 
we,  poor  Italians,  would  lose  much,  by  con- 
fining ourselves  to  mles  that  must  confer 
on  us  less  honor  than  constraint.  The  na- 
tional character  ought  to  form  the  nationsl 
theatre.  We  love  the  fine  arts,  music, 
scenery,  even  pantomime;  all,  in  &ct,  that 
strikes  our  senses.  How,  then,  can  a  dra- 
ma, of  which  eloquence  is  the  best  charm* 
content  us  T  In  vain  did  Alfieri  strive  to  re- 
duce us  to  this ;  he  himself  felt  that  his  sys- 
tem MFas  too  rigorous.  (16)  His  *  Saul,' 
Maffei's  'Merope,'  Monti's  '  Aristodemua,' 
above  all,  the  poetry  of  Dante  (thoagl^  he 
never  wrote  a  tragedy),  seem  to  give  tl^  best 
notion  of  what  the  dramatic  art  might  become 
here.  In  *  Merope '  the  action  is  simple,  but 
the  language  glorious ;  why  should  such  style 
be  intenlicted  in  our  plays  1  Verse  becomes 
so  magnificent  in  Italian,  th^t  we  ought  to  be 
the  last  people  to  renounce  its  beauty.  Al- 
fieri, who,  when  he  pleased,  could  excel  in 
everyway,  has  in  his  *Sanl'  made  superb 
use  of  Ivric  poetry  ;  and,  indeed,  music  itself 
mi^ht  there  be  very  happily  introduced ;  not 
to  interrupt  the  dialogue,  out  to  calm  the  fury 
of  the  king,  b^  the  harp  of  David.  We  pos- 
sess such  delicious  music,  as  may  well  ine- 
briate all  mental  power ;  we  ought,  therefore, 
instead  of  separating,  to  unite  these  attributes ; 
not  by  making  the  heroes  sing,  which  destroys 
their  dignity,  but  by  chorases,  like  those  of 
the  ancients,  connected  by  natural  links  with 
the  main  situation,  as  often  happens  in  real 
life.  Far  from  rendering  the  Italian  drama 
less  imaginative,  I  think  we  ought  in  every 
way  to  increase  the  illusive  pleasure  of  the 
audience.  Our  lively  taste  for  music,  ballet, 
and  spectacle,  is  a  proof  of  powerful  fancy, 
and  a  necessity  to  interest  it  incessantly,  even 
by  thus  sporting  with  serious  images,  mstead 
of  rendering  them  more  severe  than  they 
need  be,  as  did  Alfieri. 

"  We  think  it  our  duty  to  applaud  whatever 
is  grave  and  majestic,  but  soon  return  to  oar 
natural  tastes;  and  are  satisfied  with  any 
tragedy,  so  it  be  embellished  by  that  variety 
which  the  English  and  Spaniards  so  hig^hly 
appreciate.  Monti's 'Aristodemus' partakes 
the  terrible  pathos  of  Dante  ;  and  has  surely 
a  just  title  to  our  pride.  Dante,  so  versatile 
'a  master-spirit,  possessed  a  tragic  genius, 
which  would  have  produced  a  grand  effect,  if 
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be  cwU  hiTe  sdasted  it  to  llie  tttfe :  he 
kKw  how  to  set  before  the  eye  whaterer 
luwd  in  the  soul ;  he  made  us  not  only  ieel 
nt  look  apon  deepalr.  Had  he  written  plays, 
they  miut  hs?e  afieeted  young  and  old,  the 
Buy  as  well  as  the  few.  Dramatic  literature 
■at  be  in  some  way  popular ;  it  is  like  a 
fvblie  OYsat,  a  whde  nation  constitutes  its 

'' Since  the  time  of  Dante,"  said  Oswald, 
fi*^  Italy  has  played  a  great  political  part-*-ere 
it  eiD  hoast  a  national  tragic  school,  great 
jtreattnniBteall  forth,  in  rm  life,  the  emo* 
tim  which  become  the  stage.  Of  all  literary 
AefHPawres  a  tragedy  most  thoroughly  be- 
InigB  to  a  whole  people :  the  author's  ^nius 
itBitored  by  the  public  spirit  of  his  audience ; 
by  the  goreraraent  and  manners  of  his  coun- 
ty; by  all,  in  fact,  which  recurs  each  day  to 
MoiiMl,  forming  the  moral  being,  even  as 
the  air  we  breathe  iuTigorates  our  physical 
life.  The  S^niards,  whom  you  resemSle  in 
dimate  and  in  creed,  haye,  ncTertheless,  far 
■on  diamasio  talent.  Their  pieees  are 
^*Q  from  their  history,  their  ehivalry,  and 
■ligioiis  faith :  they  are  original  and  animated. 
^  eoceeBS  in  this  way  may  restore  them 
to  their  former  fome  as  a  nation ;  but  how  can 
«t  finnd  in  Italy  a  style  of  tragedy  which 
ie  haa  ne?er  possessed  V  ^  I  hare  better 
Wttyffly  lord,"  returned  Corinne,  *'  from  the 
|Mtti]ig  spirits  that  are  amongst  as,  though 
■ftrored  as  yet  by  circumstances ;  but  w£it 
*taoat need  is  histrionie  ability.  Affected 
■■page  induces  false  declamation ;  yet  there 
>  10  toBgue  in  which  a  great  actor  conld 
**iKe  Biore  potency  than  in  our  own ;  for 
*MoDs  sounds  lend  an  added  charm  to  just 
JMtniion,  without  robbing  it  of  its  force." 
*lf  yon  would  couTinee  us  of  this,"  inter- 
f9^  Castel  Forte,  **  do  so,  by  giving  us  the 
■opreanble  pleasure  of  seeing  you  in  trage- 
7-  yoi  surely  ccmsider  your  foreign  friends 
^^^^  of  witnessing  the  talent  which  you 
^"vpQlisein  Italy;  and  in  which  (as  your 
**D  aool  is  peculiarly  expressed  in  it),  you 
^  have  no  superior  on  earth." 

^^orioBe  secretly  desired  to  perform  in  tra- 
p^  befim  Oswald,  and  thus  appear  to  the 
^  advantage ;  but  she  could  not  consent 
^boQt  his  approral :  her  looks  requested  it. 
*t  anderstood  them ;  and,  ambitious  that  she 
^nAi  cfaarm  Mr.  Ed^armond  in  a  manner 
J^  her  yesterday's  timidity  had  prevented, 
"  jobed  his  solicitations  to  those  of  her  other 
Pwa.  She  hesitated  no  longer.  "  Weil, 
■B)"*  she  said  to  Castel  Forte,  ''  we  will,  if 

pfeaae,  accomplish  a  long-formed  scheme 
|[ouoe,  that  of  playing  my  translation  of 
'hmeo  and  Juliet.' "  <<  What !"  exclaimed 
"%ttBi0Bd,  '^do  you  understand  English,  and 


kve  Shakapeave!"  "^As  a  iHend,"  she  re 
plied.  ^  And  yon  will  play  Juliet  in  Italian ' 
and  I  shall  hear  you  %  and  vou,  too,  dear  Nel- 
vil !  How  happy  yon  will  be !"  Then,  in- 
staatlv  repenting  his  indiscretion,  he  blushed. 
The  blush  of  delicacy  and  kindness  is  at  al: 
ages  interesting.  **  How  happy  we  shall  be,' 
he  added,  with  embarrassment,  *'  if  we  may 
be  present  at  such  a  mental  banquet !" 


CHAPTER  III. 

AxL  was  arranged  in  a  fbw  days;  parta 
distributed,  the  ni^t  fixed  on,  and  the  palace 
of  a  relative  of  Prince  Castel  Forte  selected 
for  the  representation.  Oswald  felt  at  once 
disquiet  and  delight ;  he  enjoyed  Corinne'a 
success,  by  anticipation  ;  but  even  thus  grew 
jealous,  beforehand,  of  no  one  man  in  particu^ 
lar,  but  of  the  publio,  who  would  witness  an 
excellence  of  which  he  felt  as  if  he  alone  had 
a  right  to  be  aware.  He  would  have  had 
Corinne  reserve  her  charms  for  him,  and  ap- 
pear to  ethers  as  timid  as  an  Englishwoman. 
However  distinguished  a  man  may  be,  he 
rarely  feels  unqoalified  pleasure  in  the  supe* 
riority  of  a  woman.  If  he  does  not  love  her, 
his  self-esteem  takes  offence ;  if  he  does,  his 
heart  is  alarmed  by  it.  Beside  Corinne,  Os- 
wald was  rather  intoxicated  than  happy ;  the 
admiration  she  excited  increased  his  passion, 
without  giving  stability  to  his  intents.  8he 
was  a  phenomenon  every  day  new ;  but  the 
very  wonder  she  inspired  seemed  to  lesseahia 
hopes  of  domestic  tranquifiity.  She  was, 
notwithstanding,  so  gentle,  so  easv  to  live 
with,  that  she  might  have  been  beloved  for 
her  common  qualities,  iedependent  of  those 
more  brilliant.  Lord  Nelvil,  with  all  his  ad- 
vantages, thought  himself  so  much  her  inferior 
that  he  doubt^  the  duration  of  their  attach- 
ment. In  vain  did  she  make  herself  his  slave ; 
the  conqueror  was  too  much  in  awe  of  hia 
captive  to  enjoy  his  realm  hi  peace. 

Some  hours  before  the  performance,  Nelvil 
led  her  to  the  house  of  the  Princess,  where 
the  theatre  had  been  fitted  up.  The  sun  shone 
beautifully ;  and  at  one  of  the  staircase  win- 
dows, which  commanded  a  view  of  Rome  and 
the  Campagna,  he  paused  a  moment,  saying, 
"  Behold,  this  fine  sky — ^it  is  to  light  you  tc 
victory !"  '*  Ah,  if  it  were  so,"  she  replied, 
''it  is  to  you  that  I  owe  such  protection.'^ 
'*  Tell  me,"  he  added,  *'  do  the  pure  emotion 
kindled  by  the  sweetness  of  nature  sufllce  tc 
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kligM96»  hf  doq^MBM  «t  onoa  inqpured  tad 
natiual.  CoriiuiereceiTad  all  these  ealogiums 
with  gneioue  eweetaeaB ;  bat  her  eoul  hung 


on.  these  brief  weids,  **  I  sweer  !**  beUeTiag 
that  they  eonttined  the  eeerel  of  her  deetinjr. 


BOOK      VIII 


THS   STATUES   AND   PICTURES. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Ami  each  an  oToning,  Oswald  could  not 
close  his  eyes  all  night.  He  had  never  been 
so  near  sacrificing  eferything  to  Corinne. 
He  wished  not  even  to  learn  her  secret,  until 
he  had  solemnly  consecrated  his  life  to  her ; 
all  indecision  seemed  banished,  as  he  mentally 
composed  the  letter  which  he  intended  to 
write  the  next  morning ;  hot  this  resolred  and 
happy  confidence  was  not  of  long  duration. 
Hii  thoughts  again  strayed  towards  the  past, 
reminding  him  that  he  had  loved  before ;  and 
though  far  less  than  he  adored  Corinne,  nay, 
an  o^ect  not  to  be  compared  with  her,  yet  it 
was  this  passion  that  had  hurried  him  into 
rashness  that  had  broken  his  father^s  heart. 
*'  How  know  I/'  he  cried,  **  that  he  does  not 
once  more  fear  his  son  may  forget  his  duty  to 
his  native  land  ?  Oh  thou,  the  best  friend  I 
shall  ever  know  on  earth  V  he  continued,  ad- 
dressing the  miniature  of  his  parent,  "  I  can 
no  loncer  hear  thy  voice,  yet  teach  me  by  that 
ailent  look,  still — still  so  powerful  over  me, 
how  I  shoidd  act,  that  thou  mayest  gaze  from 
heaven  with  some  satisfaction  on  thy  son. 
Yet,  yet  remember  the  thirst  for  happiness 
which  consumes  humanity ;  be  but  as  indulgent 
in  thy  celestial  home  as  late  thou  wert  on 
earth.  I  should  become  more  worthy  of  thee, 
were  my  heart  content ;  did  I  live  with  that 
angelic  creature,  had  I  the  honor  of  protecting 
— saving  such  a  woman  I  Save  her?*'  he 
added  suddenly,  "  and  from  what  ?  from  the 
life  she  loves--n  life  of  triumph,  flattery,  and 
freedom  !*'  This  reflection  of  his  own  agitated 
him  as  if  it  had  been  spoken  by  the  spirit  of 
his  sire. 

In  situations  like  Oswald^s,  who  has  not  felt 
the  secret  superstition  which  makes  us  regard 
our  thoughts  and  sufferings  as  wamiogs  from 
on  high?    Ah,  what  struggles  beset  the  soul 


susceptible  alike  of  passion  and  of  conscience ! 
He  paced  his  chamber  in  cruel  agitation; 
sometimes  pausing  to  game  on  the  soft  snd 
lovely  moonlight  of  Italy.  Nature's  fair  smila 
may  render  us  resigned  to  everything  bot 
suspense.  Day  rose-^and  when  d'Erfeuil  and 
Edgarmond  entered  his  room,  so  much  had 
one  night  changed  him,  that  both  were  alarmed 
for  his  health.  The  Count  first  broke  silence. 
"  I  must  confess,"  he  said,  "  that  I  was  charm, 
ed  last  eveninfr.  What  a  pity  that  such  capn- 
bilities  should  be  lost  in  a  woman  of  fortune ! 
Were  Corinne  but  poor,  free  as  she  is,  she 
might  take  to  the  stage,  and  be  the  glory  of 
Ituy."  Oswald  was  grieved  by  this  speech, 
yet  knew  not  how  to  show  it ;  for  such  was 
d'Erfeuil's  peculiarity,  that  one  could  not 
legitimately  object  to  aught  he  said,  however 
great  the  pain  and  anger  he  awakened.  It  is 
only  for  feeling  hearU  to  practise  reciprooal 
indulgence.  Self-love,  so  sensitive  in  its  own 
cause,  has  rarely  any  sympathy  to  spare  for 
others.  Mr.  Edgarmond  q>oke  of  Corinne  in 
the  most  pleasing  manner ;  and  Nelvil  replied 
in  English,  to  defend  this  theme  from  the  un- 
congenial comments  of  d'Erfeuil,  who  ex- 
claimed, "  So,  it  seems,  I  am  one  too  manj 
here :  well,  I'll  to  the  lady ;  she  must  be 
longing  for  my  ojunion  of  her  Juliet.  I  have 
a  few  hints  to  give  her,  for  future  improve- 
ment ;  they  relate  merely  to  detail,  bot  details  i 
do  much  towards  a  whole ;  and  she  is  really 
so  astonishing  a  woman  that  I  shall  neglect 
nothing  that  can  bring  her  to  perfection.  In- 
deed," he  added,  confidentially  addressing  Nel- 
vil, **  I  must  encourage  her  to  play  frequently ; . 
it  is  the  surest  way  of  catching  some  f<Nreigner 
of  rank.  You  and  I,  dear  Oswald,  are  too 
accustomed  to  fine  women  for  any  one  of  them 
to  lead  us  into  such  an  absurdity ;  but  a  Ger- 
man prince,  now,  or  a  Spanish  grandee — ^who 
knows,  eh  ?"    At  these  words  Oswald  started 
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im,  bedde  Umaolf ;  and  there  ia  no  teUlng 
wiax  might  have  oceoired  had  Uie  Count 
goessed  his  impolse ;  but  he  was  so  satisfied 
vith  his  own  concluding  remark,  that  he  trip- 
ped irom  the  room,  without  a  suspicion  of 
hsTing  ofiended  Lord  Nelril :  had  he  dreamt 
of  such  a  thing,  he  would  assuredly  hare  re- 
mained where  he  was,  though  he  liked  Oswald 
as  well  as  he  could  like  any  one.  His  bril- 
liant Talor  contributed  even  more  than  his 
conceit  to  veil  his  defects  from  himself.  With 
so  much  delicacy  in  all  affairs  of  honor,  he 
could  not  believe  himself  deficient  in  that  of 
feeling;  and  having  good  right  to  consider 
himself  brave  and  gentlemaaljr,  ho  took  ao 
account  of  any  deeper  qualities  than  his 
own. 

Not  one  cause  of  Oswald's  agitation  had 
escaped  the  ear  of  Edparmond.  As  soon  as 
they  were  alone,  he  said,  '*  My  dear  Nelvil,  I 
teare  you  I  Tm  ofi'for  Naples."  "  So  soon  1" 
eulaxmed  his  friend.  '*  xes,  it  is  not 
ftr  me  to  stay  here ;  for  even  at  &(iy 
not  sore  that  I  should  not  go  mad  for  Corinne.'' 
"  And  what  then  V  "  Why,  then,  such  a  wo- 
man is  not  fit  to  live  in  Wales  :  believe  me, 
dear  Oswald,  none  but  English  wives  will  do 
fiir  Eoglaod.  It  is  not  for  me  to  advise,  and 
I  scarce  need  say  that  I  shall  never  say  a 
word  on  what  I  have  witnessed  here;  but 
ConnDe,  all-charming  as  she  is,  makes  me 
t^ak,  with  Walpole, '  Of  what  use  would  she 
be  in  the  house  1'  Now  the  house  is  every- 
tUng  with  us,  you  know,  at  least  to  our  wives. 
C§M  you  fancy  your  lovely  Italian  remaining 
quieUy  at  home,  while  fox-hunts  or  debates 
took  you  abroad  1  or  leaving^  you  at  your  wine, 
to  make  tea  against  your  rising  from  the  ta- 
Ue  %  Dear  Oswald,  the  domestic  worth  of  our 
women  yoa  will  never  find  elsewhere.  Here 
men  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  please  the  la- 
dies ;  therefore,  the  more  agreeable  they  find 
them,  the  better;  but  with  us,  where  the  men 
lead  active  lives,  the  women  should  bloom  in 
the  shade,  to  which  it  were  a  thousand  pities 
if  Corinne  were  condemned.  I  would  have 
her  on  the  throne  of  England,  but  not  beneath 
my  hnmble  roof.  My  lord !  I  knew  your 
mother,  whom  your  respected  fiither  so  much 
regretted :  just  such  a  woman  will  be  my 
yoong  cousin ;  and  that  is  the  wife  I  would 
ebooee,  were  I  still  of  an  age  to  be  beloved. 
Farewell,  my  dear  Nelvil  ;-do  not  take  what 
I  have  said  amiss,  for  no  one  can  admire  Co- 
rinne more  than  I  do ;  nay,  perhaps,  at  your 
years,  I  should  not  be  able  to  give  up  the  hope 
of  winning  her."  He  pressed  his  young 
fnend^a  buid  very  cordially,  and  left  him,  ere 
Oswald  could  utter  a  word ;  but  EdgarmOnd 
nnderstood  the  cause  of  this  silence,  and  con- 
test with  the  graap  which  replied  to  his,  was 


glad  to  eonehide  a  coavenaiioB  wUeh  ha 
cost  him  no  slight  pain. 

The  only  portion  of  what  he  had  said,  tfai 
reached  the  heart  of  Oswald,  was  the  mentio 
of  his  mother,  and  the  deep  affection  his  h 
ther  felt  for  her.  She  had  died  ere  their  ehil 
was  fourteen ;  yet  he  reveringly  recalled  th 
retiring  virtues  of  her  character.  "  Madma 
that  I  am  !**  ho  cried,  *'  I  desired  to  know  whi 
kind  of  wife  my  feiher  had  destined  me,  an 
am  I  not  answered  by  the  imaoe  of  his  owi 
whom  he  adored  !  What  would  I  more,  then 
why  deceive  myself  t  why  pretend  an  ignc 
ranee  of  what  he  would  thmk  now,  could  1  vc 
consult  him  V*  Still  it  was  with  terror  thi 
he  thought  of  returning  to  Corinne,  withov 
giving  her  a  confirmation  of  the  sentiments  h 
had  teatified.  The  tumult  of  his  breast  beeam 
at  last  so  uneontrollable,  that  it  occasioned 
recurrence  of  the  distressing  accident  againi 
which  he  now  believed  his  lungs  secure.  On 
may  imagine  the  frightful  scene — his  alarme 
domestics  calling  for  help,  as  he  lay  sileatl 
hoping  that  death  would  end  his  sorrow.  '*  1 
I  couM  die,  once  more  looking  on  Corinne, 
he  thought,  '^  once  more  called  ^  her  Romeo.' 
A  few  tears  feU  from  his  eyes,  the  first  thi 
any  grief,  save  the  loss  of  his  father,  had  eoi 
him  since  that  event. 

He  wrote  a  m^anoholy  line,  accounting  fc 
his  absence,  to  Corinne.  She  had  begun  th 
day  with  fond  delusive  hopes.  B^vin 
herself  loved,  she  was  content ;  for  she  knei 
not  very  clearly  what  more  on  earth  sb 
wished.  A  thousand  circumstances  blende 
the  thought  of  marrying  Oswald  with  fear 
and,  as  it  was  her  nature  to  enjoy  the  presen 
not  to  dwell  on  the  future,  this  day  which  co 
him  so  much  suffering,  rose  to  her  like  tb 
purest,  calmest  of  her  life. 

On  receiving  his  note,  how  were  her  fee 
ings  changed!  She  deemed  him  in  grei 
danger,  and  instantly,  on  foot,  crossed  tl 
then  crowded  Corso,  and  entered  his  abo«i 
before  the  eyes  of  all  Rome.  She  had  tn 
given  herself  time  to  think,  but  walked  i 
rapidly,  ihaX  when  she  reached  the  chambi 
she  coidd  neither  speak  nor  breathe.  £ 
comprehended  all  she  had  risked  for  lus  sak 
and  overrated  the  consequences  of  an  a 
which  in  England  would  have  ruined  a  W( 
man's  fame,  especially  if  unwed  :  trani^rtc 
by  generosity  and  gratitude,  he  raised  himsel 
weak  as  he  was,  pressed  her  to  his  heart,  ai 
murmured,  "  Dear  friend,  can  I  leave  thee 
now  that  thou  hast  compromised  thyself?  n 
no!— let  my  reparation—"  She  read  h 
thoughts,  and  gently  disengaging  herself  fro 
his  arms,  first  ascertained  t^t  he  was'bett 
than  she  expected,  then  said  gravely — ^^  Yt 
mistake,  my  lord  \  in  coming  to  you  I  ha^ 


b 


60 


CORINNE ;  OR,  ITALY. 


done  BO  mon  thui  the  greatest  number  of  wo- 
men in  Rome  would  have  done^  in  mj  place. 
Here  yon  know  none  but  me.  I  heard  joa  were 
ill ;  it  18  my  duty  to  take  care  of  you.  Cere- 
mony should  be  obeyed,  indeed,  when  it  sacri- 
fices bnt  one's  self,  yet  ought  to  yield  before 
the  higher  feelings  due  to  the  sufferings  or 
danger  of  a  friend.  What  would  be  the  lot  of 
a  woman,  if  the  same  laws  which  permitted 
her  to  love  forbade  her  to  indulge  the  resistless 
impulse  of  flying  to  the  aid  of  those  most  dear 
to  her !  I  repeat,  my  lord,  fear  nothing  from 
me !  My  age  and  talents  give  me  the  freedom 
of  a  married  female.  I  do  not  conceal  from 
my  friends  that  I  am  here.  1  know  not  if  they 
blame  me  for  loving  you ;  but  surely,  as  I  do, 
they  cannot  blame  my  devotion  to  you  now."^ 
This  sincere  aM  natural  reply  filled  Oswald  V 
heart  with  most  contrasted  emotions :  touched 
as  he  was  bv  its  delicacy,  he  was  half  disap- 
pointed. He  would  have  found  a  pretext  in 
her  peril — a  necessity  for  terminating  his  own 
doubts.  He  mused  with  displeasure  on  Itali- 
an liberty,  which  prolonged  them  thus,  by 
permitting  him  so  much  favor,  without  im- 
posing any  bonds  in  return.  He  wished  that 
honor  had  commanded  him  to  follow  inclina- 
tion. These  troublous  thoughts  caused  him 
a  severe  relapse.  Corinne,  though  suffering 
the  most  intense  anxiety,  lavished  the  fondest 
cares  on  his  revival.  Towards  evening  he 
was  still  more  oppressed;  she  knelt  beside 
his  couch,  supporting  his  head  upon  her  bo- 
som, though  far  more  pitiable  than  himself. 
Oft  as  he  gazed  on  her,  did  a  look  of  rapture 
break  through  all  his  pangs.  **  Corinne,*'  he 
whispered,  *'  here  are  some  papers — you  shall 
read  to  me — ^written  by  my  fiither  on  death. 
Think  not,"  he  added,  as  he  marked  her  dis- 
may, *^that  I  believe  myself  dying;  but  when- 
ever I  am  ill  I  reperuse  these  consolations, 
and  seem  again  to  hear  them  from  his  lips ; 
besides,  my  dearest,  I  wish  you  to  know  what 
a  man  he  wzb  ;  you  will  the  better  compre- 
hend my  regret,  his  empire  over  me,  and  idl 
that  I  intend  some  day  to  confide  to  you." 
Corinne  took  the  papers,  which  Oswald  always 
carried  with  him,  and  in  a  ftltering  voice  be- 
gan:— 

**  Oh,  ye  Just !  beloved  of  the  Lord !  ye 
speak  of  death  without  a  fear ;  to  you  it  is 
but  the  change  of  homes ;  and  this  ye  leave 
may  be  the  least  of  all.  Innumerable  worlds 
that  shine  through  that  infinitude  of  space  I 
unknown  communities  of  His  creatures — of 
His  children !  strewn  through  the' firmament, 
ranged  beneath  its  concave,  let  our  praises 
rise  with  yours !  We  know  not  your  condi- 
tion, nor  your  share  of  God's  free  bounty ; 
but,  in  thinking  over  life  and  death,  the  past 
and  the  future,  we  participate  in  the  interests 


of  all  intelligent,  all  sentient  beings,  however 
distant  be  their  dwelling  places.  Assembled 
spheres !  vnde  scatter^  £unilies !  ye  sing 
with  us,  Grlory  to  the  Lord  of  Heaven !  the 
King  of  earth !  the  Spirit  of  the  universe  I 
whose  will  transforms  sterility  to  harvest, 
darkness  to  light,  and  death  to  life  eternal. 

^*  Assuredly  the  end  of  the  just  man  de- 
serves our  envy  ;  but  few  of  us,  few  of  those 
that  have  gone  before  us,  have  looked  on  such 
a  death.  Where  is  he  who  shall  meet  the 
eye  of  Omnipotence  unawed  ?  Where  is  he 
who  hath  loved  God  without  once  wavering, 
or  who  has  served  him  from  his  youth  up, 
and,  in  his  age,  finds  nothing  to  remember 
with  remorse  T  Where  is  the  man,  in  all  his 
actions  moral,  who  has  not  been  led  by  flat- 
ly Ctery,  or  scared  by  slander  t  So  rare  a  model 
were  worthy  of  imitation ;  but  where  exists 
it  ?  If  such  be  amongst  us,  how  ought  our 
respect  to  follow  him!  Let  us  beg  to  be 
present  at  his  death,  as  at  the  loveliest  of  hu- 
man spectacles.  Take  courage  and  approach 
that  bed  whence  he  will  rise  no  more  !  He 
knows  it,  yet  is  all  serene  :  a  heavenly  halo 
seems  to  crown  his  brow.  He  says,  with  the 
Apostle, '  I  know  in  whom  I  have  believed  ;' 
and  this  reliance,  as  his  strength  decays,  lights 
up  his  features  still.  Already  he  beholds  his 
celestial  home,  but  without  forgetting  Uie  one 
he  leaves.  He  is  God's  own ;  bnt  turns  not 
stoically  from  the  ties  that  lent  a  charm  to  his 
past  life.  His  faithful  partner,  by  the  law  of 
nature,  will  be  the  first  to  follow  him.  He 
dries  her  tears,  and  tells  her  they  shall  meet 
in  heaven !  Even  there  unable  to  expect 
felicity  without  her.  Next  he  reminds  her 
of  the  happy  days  that  they  have  led  together ; 
not  to  afflict  the  heart  of  so  dear  a  friend,  but 
to  increase  their  mutual  confidence  in  divine 
goodness.  He  recalls  the  tender  love  he 
ever  bore  his  life's  companion,  not  to  aggra- 
vate her  regret,  but  to  bid  her  revel  in  the 
sweet  idea  that  their  two  beings  were  as  plants 
growing  from  the  same  stem ;  and  that  this 
union  may  prove  one  defence,  one  guarantee 
the  more,  against  the  terrors  of  that  dark  fu- 
turity wherein  God's  pity  is  the  sole  refuge 
of  our  startled  thoughts.  But  how  conceive 
the  thousand  feelings  that  pierce  a  constant 
heart,  when  one  vast  solitude  appears  before 
it,  and  all  the  inteiests  that  liave  filled  past 
years  are  vanishing  for  ever  t  O  thou,  who 
must  survive  that  second  self,  which  Heaven 
lent  for  thy  support !  who  was  thine  ail,  and 
swhose  looks  now  bid  thee  a  sad  adieu,  thou 
wilt  not  shrink  from  laying  thy  hand  upon  the 
fainting  heart,  whose  latest  pulse,  after  the 
death  of  words,  speaks  in  thine  own.  Shall 
we  then  blame  you,  faithful  friends,  if  you 
wish  your  dust  might  mingle  ?    All-gracious 
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Deity!  awakMi  thrai  together.  Or,  if  \m% 
one  deserres  thy  favoring  call  to  namber  with 
the  deet,  kt  bat  the  other  learn  these  Uissfol 
tidings ;  read  them  in  angel  light  one  fleeting 
instant,  and  he  will  sink  hkek  resigned  to  per- 
petoal  gloom.  Perhaps  I  err  in  this  essay  to 
punt  the  last  hours  of  such  a  man,  who  sees 
the  adyancing  strides  of  death,  and  feels  that 
he  most  part  from  aU  he  holds  most  dear. 
He  Btniggtes  for  a  momentary  strength,  that 
hie  laet  words  may  serre  to  instruct  his  chil- 
iien.  *  Fear  not,'  he  says ;  '  to  watch  your 
aie^s  release,  to  lose  yonr  oldest  friend ;  it  is 
by  6od*8  ordinance  he  goes  before  you,  from 
ft  world  into  which  he  came  the  first.  He 
wonld  &in  teach  you  courafle,  though  he 
veeps  to  say  &rewell :  he  coiud  have  wished 
to  slay  and  aid  you  longer,  by  experience  to 
hare  led  you  some  steps  farther  on  the  way 
nnoonded  by  such  perils  for  your  youth  ;  but 
life  has  no  defence  against  its  Giver^s  man- 
^  You  will  proceed  alone  in  a  wide 
vorid,  where  I  shall  be  no  more.  May  you 
thnadantly  reap  all  the  blessings  that  I'rovi- 
denee  has  sown  there!  But  never  forget 
that  this  world  is  only  a  land  through  which 
«e  only  journey  to  our  home.  Let  us  hope 
to  meet  again.  May  our  Father  accept  the 
nerifiee  I  tender,  in  your  cause,  of  adl  my 
yowe  and  tears !  Cling,  to  religion !  Trust 
I  its  promises !  Love  it,  as  the  last  link  bo- 
I  tviit  child  and  parent ;  betwixt  life  and  death ! 
I)aw  near  me,  that  I  may  see  you  still.  The 
benediction  of  a  servant  of  God  rest  with  you 
ifl !'  He  dies !  Angels,  receive  his  soul,  and 
inre  ns  here  the  memory  of  his  deeds,  his 
hjth,  his  chastened  hope."  (19]U 

The  emotions  of  Oswald  and  Corinne  had 
^sently  interrupted  their  progress :  at  last 
^  were  obliged  to  give  up  the  attempt. 
«» trembled  lest  he  should  harm  himself  by 
weeping,  unconscious  that  her  tears  flowed 
^  as  his.  <'  Yes,"  sobbed  Nelvil;  "ves, 
dor  friend  of  my  soul,  our  tears  have  mingled ; 
yen  hare  mourned  with  me  that  guardian  saint 
vhoee  last  embrace  yet  thrills  my  breast, 
whose  noble  coontenance  I  still  behold.  Per- 
j^  he  has  chosen  thee  for  my  solace." 
'*No,no,"  exclaimed  Coriime,  *'he  did  not 
tUnk  me  worthy."  "  What  say  you  1"  inter- 
jected Oswald ;  and  alarmed,  lest  she  had 
B^yed  herself,  she  replied,  '*  He  might  not 
have  thought  me  worthy  of  you."  The  slight 
change  of  phrase  dissipated  his  uneasiness, 
ttd  he  fearlessly  continued  speaking  of  his 
Hther. 

"The  physicians  arrived,  and  slightly  re- 
^Bnred  him ;  but  absolutely  forbade  his  at- 
<^npting  to  converse,  until  his  internal  hurt 
vas  healed.  Six  whde  days  passed,  during 
*Ueh  Corinne  never  left  him.    With  gentle 


fiitnaese  she  enjoined  him  silence,  yet  con- 
trived to  vary  the  hours ,  by  reading,  music, 
and  sometimes  by  a  sportive  dialogue,  in  which 
she  sustained  both  parts :  serious  or  gay,  it 
was  for  his  sake  that  she  supported  herself, 
veiling  beneath  a  thousand  graceful  arts  the 
solicitude  which  consumed  her ;  she  was  never 
off  her  guard  for  an  instant.  She  perceived 
what  Oswald  suflfMcd,  almost  before  himself; 
the  courage  he  assumed  deceived  her  not; 
she  did,  indeed,  **  anticipate  the  asking  eye," 
while  her  chief  endeavor  was  that  of  diverting 
his  mind,  as  much  as  possible,  from  the  value 
of  these  tender  offices.  If  he  turned  pale,  the 
rose  fled  from  her  lip,  and  her  hand  trembled 
as  she  brought  him  a  restorative :  even  then 
would  she  smile  through  her  tears,  and  press 
bin  hand  to  her  heart,  as  if  she  would  fain 
have  added  her  stock  of  life  to  his. 

At  last  her  efforts  succeeded :  he  recovered. 
'^  Corinne,"  he  said,  as  soon  as  permitted  to 
speak,  ^^  why  has  not  my  friend  Edgarmond 
witnessed  your  conduct  ?  he  would  have  seen 
that  you  are  not  less  good  than  great ;  that 
domestic  life  with  you  would  be  a  perpetual 
enchantment ;  that  you  differ  from  our  women 
only  in  adding  charms  to  virtue.  It  is  too 
much !  here  must  end  the  combat  that  has  so 
nearly  reduced  me  to  the  grave. ,  Corinne ! 
you,  who  conceal  your  own  secrets,  shall  hear 
all  mine,  and  pronounce  our  doom."  "  Our 
doom,"  she  replied,  "  if  you  feel  as  I  do,  is — 
not  to  part ;  yet  believe  me,  till  now,  at  least, 
I  have  never  dared  to  wish  myself  your  wife : 
the  scheme  of  my  existence  is  entirely  disor- 
dered by  the  love  that  every  day  enslaves  me 
more  and  more ;  yet  I  know  not  if  we  ought 
to  marry."  "Corinne,"  he  cried,  "do  you 
despise  me  for  having  hesitated  !  Can  you 
attribute  my  delay  to  contemptible  motives  ? 
Have  you  not  guessed  that  the  deep  remorse, 
to  which  I  have  been  for  two  years  a  prey, 
alone  has  been  the  cause \  "I  know  it,"  she 
answered.  "Had  I  suspected  you  of  con- 
siderations foreign  to  those  of  the  heart,  you 
would  not  have  been  dear  to  me.  But  life,  I 
know,  beloogs  not  all  to  love ;  habit  and  me- 
mory weave  such  nets  around  us  that  even 
passion  cannot  quite  destroy;  broken  for  a 
moment,  thev  will  grow  again,  as  the  ivy 
clasps  the  oak.  My  dear  Oswald !  let  us  give 
no  epoch  of  life  more  thau  it  requires.  At 
this,  it  is  essential  to  me  that  you  leave  me 
not.  The  dread  of  a  sudden  separation  inces- 
santly pursues  me.  You  are  a  stranger  here ; 
no  ties  detain  you ;  if  once  you  go,  i^  ia  over ; 
nothing  will  be  left  to  me  of  you,  but  my  own 
grief.  Nature,  the  arts,  poetry,  all  that  I 
have  shared  with  yon,  lately,  alas !  with  you 
alone,  will  speak  no  longer  to  my  soul!  I 
never  wake  without  trembling.    I  ask  the  ftdr 
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day  if  it  has  sftSU  a  rig'ht  to  shine ;  if  yon,  the 
sun  of  my  being,  are  near  me  yet !  Oswald, 
remore  tms  fear,  and  I  wDl  not  look  beyond 
the  present's  sweet  security."  '*  Yon  know," 
replied  be,  *'that  no  EngUshman  should  re- 
aonnoe  his  coantry :  war  may  recall  me." 
'*  Oh  God !"  she  cried,  **  would  you  prepare 
my  mind !"  Her  limbs  quivered,  as  if  at  the 
approach  of  the  most  terrific  danger.  ^  If  it 
be  even  so,"  she  added,  "  take  me  with  yon — 
as  your  wife — your  slare !"  Then  suddenly 
regaining  her  spirits,  she  continued, — ^^  Os- 
wsUd,  you  will  never  depart  without  warning 
me  ?  Kever !  will  you  ?  Listen !  in  no  coun- 
try is  a  criminal  led  to  torture  without  being 
allowed  to  collect  his  thoughu.  It  must  not 
be  by  letter :  you  will  come  yonrself,  to  tell 
me — to  hear  me--«re  you  fly?  How!  you 
hesitate  to  grant  my  prayer?"  "No,"  re- 
turned  he,  "  you  wish  it ;  and  I  swear,  if  my 
departure  be  necessary,  I  will  apprise  you  of 
it,  and  that  moment  sluill  decide  our  fate." 
She  left  him. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

Coanmi  now  carefully  avoided  all  explana- 
tions. She  wished  to  render  her  lover's  life 
as  calm  as  possible.  Their  every  interview 
had  tended  to  convince  her  that  the  disclosure 
of  what  she  had  been,  and  sacrificed,  was  but 
too  likely  to  make  an  unfavorable  impression ; 
she,  therefore,  sought  again  to  interest  him 
in  the  still  unseen  wonders  of  Rome,  and 
thus  retard  the  instant  that  must  clear  all 
doubts.  Such  a  situation  would  be  insup- 
portable beneath  any  other  feeling  than  love, 
which  sheds  such  spells  over  every  minute, 
that,  though  still  desiring  some  indefinite  futu- 
rity, we  receive  a  day  as  a  century  of  joy,  or 
of  pain.  Love  is  the  emblem  of  eternity :  it 
confounds  all  notion  of  time ;  effaces  all  me- 
mory of  a  beginning,  all  fear  of  an  end :  we 
fancy  that  we  have  always  loved  the  object  of 
our  affection,  so  difiicnlt  is  it  to  imagine  how 
we  could  have  lived  without  it.  The  more 
terrible  separation  seems  the  less  probable  it 
becomes :  like  death,  it  is  the  evil  we  rather 
name  than  believe,  as  if  the  inevitable  were 
impossible. .  Corinne,  who,  in  her  innocent 
artifices  for  varying  Oswald's  amusements, 
had  hitherto  reserved  the  statues  and  paint- 
ings, now  proposed  taking  him  to  see  them, 
as  liis  health  was  sufficiently  re-established. 
"  It  is  shameful,"  she  said,  with  a  smile,  "  that 


yon  should  still  be  ignorant  of  these  riches  of 
art ;  therefore  to-morrow  we  will  commence 
our  tour  through  the  galleries  and  museums." 
"  As  you  will,"  returned  Nelvil ;  "  but,  in- 
deed, Corinne,  you  want  not  the  aid  of  such 
resources  to  keep  me  with  you ;  on  the  con- 
trary, I  make  a  sacrifice  to  obey  you,  in  turn- 1 
ing  my  gaae  to  any  other  object,  be  it  what  it 
may." 

They  went  first  to  the  Vatican,  that  palace 
of  sculpture,  where  the  human  form  shines 
deified  by  paganism,  as  are  the  virtues  by 
ChriBtianity.  In  those  silent  halls  are  assem- 
bled gods  and  heroes ;  while  beauty,  in  eter-  j 
nal  sleep,  seems  dreaming  of  herself.  As  we  < 
contemplate  these  admirable  forms  and  fes-  | 
tures,  the  design  of  the  Divinity,  in  creating  i 
man,  seems  revealed  by  the  noble  person  he 
has  deigned  to  bestow  on  him.  The  soul  is 
elevated  by  hopes  full  of  chaste  enthusiasm ; 
for  beauty  is  a  portion  of  the  universe,  which, 
beneath  whatever  guise  presented,  awakes  re- 
ligion in  the  heart  of  man.  What  poetry  in- 
vests a  face  where  the  most  sublime  expres- 
sion is  fixed  for  ever,  where  the  grandest 
thoughts  are  enshrined  in  images  so  worthy 
of  them  !  Sometimes  an  ancient  sculptor 
completed  but  one  statue  in  his  life ;  that 
constituted  his  history.  He  daily  added  to 
its  perfection  :  if  he  loved  or  was  beloved ;  if 
he  derived  fresh  ideas  from  art  or  nature, 
they  served  but  to  embellinh  the  features  of 
this  idol.  He  translated  into  looks  all  the 
feelings  of  his  soul.  Grief,  in  modem  times, 
in  a  state  of  society  cold  and  oppressive  ss 
the  present,  ennobles  its  victim ;  and  the  being 
who  has  not  suffered  can  never  have  thought 
or  felt.  But  with  the  ancients  there  was 
something  even  more  noble  than  grief,  an 
heroic  composure,  a  sense  of  internal  strength, 
developed  by  the  influences  of  free  instita- 
tions.  The  loveliest  Grecian  statues  were 
mostly  expressive  of  repose.  The  Laocoon 
and  the  Niobe  are  among  the  few  stamped  by 
sorrow ;  but  it  is  the  vengeance  of  heaven 
and  not  of  human  passion  that  they  both  ex* 
press.  The  moral  being  was  so  well  organ- 
ized of  old,  the  air  circulated  so  freely  in 
those  manly  breasts,  and  political  order  so 
harmonized  with  the  faculties,  that  there  did 
not  exist  that  discontentedness  of  spirit  which 
indeed  leads  to  the  development  of  much  re- 
finement of  thought,  but  which  does  not  furnish 
to  the  fine  arts,  and  especially  sculpture,  the 
primitive  elements  of  the  feelings  which  can 
alone  be  well  represented  by  the  eternal  mar- 
ble. Hardly  can  a  trace  of  melancholy  be 
found  in  their  statues.  A  head  of  Apollo,  in 
the  Justinian  palace,  and  one  of  the  dying 
Alexander,  indeed,  betray  boUi  thoughtfulness 
and  pain;  but  they  belonged  to  the  period  of 
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Gndn  dayny,  which  buniahed  the  tranquil 
pnie  Ifait  iMinlly  perraded  both  their  seolp- 
I  tare  and  their  poetry. 

J  Thought^  anfed  from  without,  preys  on 
i:Jtoelf,  dining  an  and  analysing  its  own  trea- 
inm;  bot  it  has  not  Uie  ereatire  power 
lUeb  happiness  alone  can  pre.  Even  the 
julNtBe  Barcophl^p  of  the  Vatican  teem  bat 
Ijwjih  martial  or  joyous  images  :  the  comme- 
LMntioa  of  an  active  life  they  thought  the 
'^  homage  they  could  pay  the  dead.  No- 
:tkng  weakened  or  discooraged  the  living. 
Enlation  was  the  reigning  principle  in  art 
:» in  policy :  there  was  room  for  all  the  rir- 
|M,  at  for  all  the  talents.  The  vulgar  prided 
!  in  the  ability  to  admire,  and  genius  was  wor- 
'aUpped  even  by  those  who  could  not  aspire 
to  its  pafan.  Grecian  religion  was  not,  like 
Ckriatanity,  the  solace  of  misery,  the  wealth 
rf  the  poor,  the  future  of  the  dymg :  it  re- 
]fM  glojy  and  triumph ;  it  formed  the  apo- 
i  ^ie  of  man.  In  this  perishable  creed  even 
;h«at7  was  a  religlsiiM  dogma :  artists,  called 
,!«  to  represent  base^  or  ferocious  passions, 
ijihidded  the  human  form  from  degradation,  by 
ij^Ung  it  with  the  animal,  as  in  the  satps 
jiiideeQiaars.  On  the  contrary,  when  seekmg 
jtoRiliK  an  unusual  sublimity,  they  combined 
I  ^^charme  of  both  sexes ;  as  in  the  warlike 
iiwrra,  and  the  Apollo  Mosagetes ;  felicitous 
;|»«i  of  Tigor  and  sweetness,  without  which 
!>^ quality  can  attain  perfection!  Corinne 
l^jed  Oswald  some  time  before  the  sleeping 
I'  %in>  that  adorn  the  tombs,  in  a  manner  most 
'.■"•nbletotheart.  She  observed  that  statues 
"rreteoting  an  action  suspended  at  its  height, 
l^impolse  suddenly  checked,  create,  some- 
i|^  a  painful  astonishment ;  but  an  attitude 
(ff  complete  repose  offers  an  image  that  tho- 
I'^vgUy  accords  with  the  general  influence  of 
i;«  loiitheni  clime.  The  arts  there  seem  but 
rjhi  peaceful  spectators  of  nature ;  and  genius 
l^d^which  agitates  a  northern  breast,  there 
\^^  |nt  (y  harmony  the  more.  Oswald 
I**  Cwinne  f  Dtered  the  court  in  which  the 
faKuptoied  animals  are  assembled,  with  the 
^itune  of  Tiberius  in  the  midst  of  them :  this 
ijanngement  was  made  without  premeditation ; 
vereatves  seem  to  have  ranged  themselves 
■?«*1  their  master.  Another  such  hall  con- 
!*•  the  gloomy  works  of  the  Egyptians, 
[•■•cetataes  resemble  mummies  more  than 
^■*-  This  people,  as  much  as  possible,  as- 
■*™f*i  life  with  death,  and  lent  no  animation 
,j4eir  human  effigies ;  they  excelled  more  in 
j2^ttt  of  imitating  animals  than  men  ;  it  was 
1*  J«onaccs  of  the  soul  which  appeared  to  be 
jJ**iMocessible.  About  the  porticoes  of 
l^jtanaeam  each  step  presents  new  wonders : 
l2*^ihais,  ornaments  of  all  kinds,  surround 
Ip  ApoQo,  the  Laoeoon,  and  the  Moses. 


Heie  may  one  learn  to  appreeiate  Hemer  and 
Sophocles,  attaining  a  knowledge  of  antiquity 
that  cannot  be  elsewhere  acquired. 

Amid  these  porticoes  are  fountains,  whose 
incessant  flow  gently  reminds  you  of  the  houn 
which  pass  now  as  they  passed  two  thousand 
years  since  the  artists  of  these  chefs^ttuvrei 
existed.  But  the  most  melancholy  sights  here 
are  the  broken  statues,  the  torso  of  Hercules, 
heads  separated  from  their  trunks  ;  the  foot  ol 
a  Jupiter,  which  it  is  supposed  must  have  be- 
longed to  the  largest  and  most  symmetrical 
statue  ever  known.  We  seem  to  be  on  the  bat- 
tle-field whereon  Time  has  contended  with 
Glory;  these  mutilated  limbs  attesting  tiM 
tyrant's  victory,  and  our  own  losses. 

After  leaving  the  Vatican,  Corinne  led  Os- 
wald to  the  colossal  figures  on  Monte  Cavallo, 
said  to  be  those  of  Castor  and  Pollux.  Each 
of  these  heroes  governs  a  foaming  steed  with 
one  hand :  this  struggle  of  man  with  brute, 
like  all  the  works  of  the  ancients,  finely  ex- 
emplifying the  physical  powers  of  human  na- 
ture, which  had  then  a  dignity  it  no  longer 
possesses.  Bodily  exercises  are  generally 
abandoned  to  our  common  people:  personid 
vigor,  in  the  antique,  appeared  so  intimately 
connected  with  the  moral  qualities  of  those 
who  lived  in  the  heart  of  war,  a  war  of  single 
combats,  that  generosity,  fierceness,  command, 
and  heiffht  of  stature,  seemed  inseparable,  ere 
an  intelleotual  religion  had  throned  man's 
potency  in  his  soul.  As  the  gods  wore  our 
shape,  every  attribute  appears  symbolical :  the 
**  brawns  of  Hercules"  suggest  no  recdlec- 
tions  of  vulgar  life,  but  of  divine,  almighty 
will,  clothed  in  supernatural  grandeur. 

Corinne  and  Oswald  finished  their  day  by 
visiting  the  studio  of  the  great  Cai^pva.  The 
statues  gained  much  from  being  seen  by  torch- 
light, as  the  ancients  must  have  thought,  who 
placed  them  in  their  Thermos,  inaccessible  to 
the  day.  A  deeper  shade  thus  softens  the 
brilliant  uniformity  of  the  marble :  its  pale- 
ness looks  more  like  that  of  life.  At  that 
time  Canova  had  just  achieved  an  exquisite 
figure,  intended  for  a  tomb;  it  represented 
the  genius  of  Grief  leaning  on  a  Lion.  Co- 
rinne detected  a  resemblance  to  Nelvil,  with 
which  the  artist  himself  was  struck.  Oswald 
tamed  away  his  head,  to  avoid  this  kind  of 
attention,  yet  whispered  to  his  beloved,  ^  Co- 
rinne,  I  believed  myself  condemned  to  this 
eternal  grief  ere  I  met  you,  who  have  so 
changed  me,  that  sometimes  hope,  and  always 
a  delicious  agitation,  pervades  the  heart  that 
ought  to  be  devoted  to  regret." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

In  painting,  the  wealth  of  Rome  surpasses 
that  of  the  rest  of  the  world.  Only  one  point 
of  discussion  can  exist  on  the  effect  which 
her  pictures  produce — does  the  nature  of  the 
subjects  selected  by  Italy*s  great  masters  ad- 
mit the  Taried  originality  of  passion  which 
painting  can  express?  The  difference  of 
opinion  between  Oswald  and  Corinne  on  this 
point,  as  on  others,  sprung  but  from  the  differ- 
ence of  their  countries  and  creeds.  Corinne 
affirmed  that  Scripture  subjects  were  those 
most  finTorable  to  the  painter ;  that  sculpture 
was  the  Pagan^s  art,  and  painting  the  Chris- 
tian's; that  Michael  Angelo,  the  painter  of 
the  Old,  and  Raphael,  that  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament, must  have  been  gifted  with  sensibility 
profound  as  that  of  Shakspeare  or  Racine. 
"  Sculpture,"  she  said,  "  can  present  but  a 
simple  or  energetic  life  to  the  eye,  while 
painting  displays  the  mysteries  of  retirement 
and  resignation,  and  maJces  the  immortal  spirit 
speak  through  the  fleeting  colors.  Historical 
facts,  or  incidents  drawn  from  the  poets,  are 
rarely  picturesque.  One  had  need,  in  order 
to  understand  them,  to  keep  up  the  custom  of 
writing  the  speeches  of  their  personages  on 
nbandis  rolling  from  their  mouths.  But  reli- 
gious pieces  are  instantly  comprehended  by 
the  whole  world:  and  our  attention  is  not 
turned  from  the  art  in  order  to  divine  their 
meaning. 

*'  The  generality  of  modem  painters  are  too 
theatrical.  They  bear  the  stamp  of  an  age 
in  which  the  unity  of  existence  and  natunl 
way  of  life,  familiar  to  Andrew  Mantegne, 
Perugin,  and  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  is  entirely  > 
forgotten.  To  this  antique  repose  they  were 
wont  to  add  the  depth  of  feeling  which  marks 
Christianity.  For  this  I  admire  the  composi- 
tions of  Raphael,  especially  in  his  early  works. 
All  the  figures  tend  towards  the  main  object, 
without  being  elaborately  grouped  to  create  a 
sensation — this  honesty  in  the  arts,  as  in  all 
things  else,  characterizes  true  genius ;  for  ar- 
tifices for  effect  usually  destroy  enthusiasm. 
There  is  a  rhetoric  in  painting  as  in  poetry ; 
and  those  who  have  it  not  seek  to  veil  the 
defect  in  brilliant  but  delusive  auxiliaries,  rich 
costume,  and  remarkable  postures,  while  an 
unpretending  virgin,  with  her  infant  at  her 
breast,  an  old  man  attending  the  mass  of  Bol- 
sena,  a  young  one  leaning  on  his  staff,  in  the 
school  of  Athens,  or  St.  Cecilia  raising  her 
eyes  to  heaven,  by  the  mere  expression  of  the 
countenance  alone,  act  much  more  powerfully 
on  the  mind.  These  natural  beauties  grow  on 
us  each  day,  while  of  works  done  for  effect 
our  first  sight  is  always  the  most  striking.*' 
(20)  Corinne  fortified  these  reflections  by  an- 


'  of  our  syinpa- 
Beks  and 


other — ^it  was  the  imp 
thizing  with  the  mythology  of  the  GreelE 
Romans,  or  inventing  on  their  ground.  ^*  We 
may  imitate  them  by  study,"  she  said ;  ^  but 
the  wings  of  genius  cannot  be  restrained  to 
fliffhts  for  which  learning  and  memory  are  so 
indispensable,  and  wherein  it  can  but  copy 
books  or  statues.  Now  in  pictures  alluding 
to  our  own  history  and  faith  the  painter  Lb 
personally  inspired ;  feeling  what  he  depicts, 
retracing  what  he  has  seen,  he  draws  from  the 
life.  Portraitures  of  piety  are  mental  bless- 
ings that  no  others  could  replace :  as  they 
assure  us  that  the  artistes  genius  was  animated 
by  the  holy  zeal  which  alone  can  support  us 
against  the  disgusts  of  life  and  the  injustice 
of  man." 

Oswald  could  not,  in  all  respects,  agree  with 
her :  he  was  almost  scandalised  at  seeing  that 
Michael  Ang<»lo  had  attempted  to  represent 
the  Deity  himself  in  mortal  shape ;  he  thought 
that  we  should  not  dare  embody  Him ;  and 
that  we  could  scarcely  call  up  from  the  very 
depths  of  the  soul  one  conceptioa  sufficiently 
ethereal  to  raise  towards  the  Supreme  Being ; 
and  as  to  subjects  taken  from  Scripture,  he  felt 
that  the  expressions  and  images  of  his  kind 
of  paintii^,  leave  us  much  to  desire.  He  be- 
lieved, with  Corinne,  that  religions  meditation 
is  the  most  heartfelt  sentiment  we  can  expe- 
rience, and  that  which  supplies  a  painter  with 
the  grandest  physiognomical  mysteries;  but 
as  religion  represses  all  movements  of  the 
heart  to  which  she  has  not  given  birth,  the 
fiices  of  saints  and  martjrrs  cannot  be  much 
raried.  Humility,  so  lovely  in  the  sight  of 
heaven,  weakens  the  energy  of  earthly  pas- 
sion, and  necessarily  monotonises  the  gene- 
rality of  scriptural  subjects.  When  the  ter- 
rible Angelo  dealt  with  them,  he  almost 
changed  their  spirit,  giving  to  his  prophets 
that  formidable  air  more  suitable  to  heathen 
gods  than  to  saints.  Oft,  too,  like  Dante,  he 
mixed  Pagan  attributes  with  those  of  Chris- 
tianity. One  of  the  most  affecting  truths  in 
its  early  establishment  is  the  lowly  station  of 
the  apostles  who  preached  it,  the  slayery  of 
the  Jews,  so  long  the  depositaries  of  the 
promise  that  announced  the  Saviour.  This 
contrast  between  insignificance  of  means  and 
pn^atness  of  result  is  morally  beautiful.  Yet, 
m  painting,  where  means  alone  can  be  dis- 
lHyed,  Christian  subjects  must  needs  prove 
!ss  attractive  than  those  derived  from  the 
titles  of  heroic  fable.  Of  all  arts,  none  save 
music  can  be  purely  religious.  Painting  can- 
not be  content  with  an  expression  indefinite  as 
that  of  sound.  It  is  true  that  a  happy  combi- 
nation of  colors,  and  of  chir-obscurey  is  har- 
mony to  the  eye ;  but  as  it  shows  us  life,  it 
should  give  forth  life's  strong  and  varied  pas- 
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Undoubtedly  sach  passages  of  history 
ought  to  be  selected  as  are  too  well  known  to 
be  onintelligible :  facts  must  flash  on  us  from 
eurass,  for  all  the  pleasures  the  fine  arts  be- 
stow are  thus  immecUate :  but  with  this  equal!- 
tj provided,  historical  pictures  have  the  ad- 
Tutage  of  diversified  situation  and  sentiments. 
Nelvil  asserted,  too,  that  a  preference  should 
be  given  to  scenes  from  tragedies,  or  the  most 
toQchioff  poetic  fictions,  so  that  all  the  plea- 
soree  of  imagination  might  thus  unite.  Co- 
liooe  contended  against  this  opinion,  seducing 
M  it  was;  convinced  that  the  encroachment 
ofooe  art  upon  another  would  be  mutually  in- 
jljanoQB.  For  sculpture  loses  by  attempting 
|{  the  groups  that  belong  to  painting,  painting  by 
,  aspihjig  to  dramatic  animation.  The  arts  are 
'l  limited,  not  in  their  powers  but  in  their  means. 
ll  GenioB  seeks  not  to  vanquish  the  fitness  of 
I'thiogs  which  its  glory  consists  in  divining. 
"  You,  my  dear  Oswald,"  said  Corinne,  "  love 
not  the  arts  for  themselves,  but  as  they  ac  cord 
vith  jour  own  feelings ;  you  are  moved  merely 
vben  they  remind  'you  of  Tour  hearths  affile- 
tioos.  Music  and  poetry  better  suit  such  a 
disposition  than  those  wmch  speak  to  the  eye, 
bowever  ideally  ;  they  can  but  please  or  inte- 
lest  us  while  our  minds  are  calm  and  our  fancy 
i^  free.  We  need  not  the  gaietv  which  so- 
oety  confers  in  order  to  enjoy  them,  but  the 
esDposore  bom  of  soft  and  radiant  climes. 
We  ought,  in  the  arts  that  represent  exterior 
fliijeets,  to  feel  the  uniyersal  harmony  of  na- 
tiiie,  which,  while  we  are  distressed,  we  have 
ut  within  ourselves."  *'  I  know  not,"  an- 
swered Oswald,  '*  if  I  have  sought  food  for 
By  sonows  in  the  arts,  but  at  least  1  am  sure 

Itmt  I  cannot  endure  their  reminding  me  of 
Fbjaical  sofifering.  My  strongest  objection 
3guo6t  Scripture  pictures  is  the  pain  I  feel  in 
looking  on  blood  and  tortures,  however  exalted 
;  (be  hiih  of  their  victims.  Philocletus  is,  per- 
^«,  the  only  tragic  subject  in  which  such 
aeooies  can  be  admitted ;  but  with  how  much 
w  poetry  are  bis  cruel  pangs  invested !  They 
tre  caused  by  the  darts  of  Hercules ;  and 
fodj  the  son  of  Esculapius  can  cure  them, 
fiis  wounds  are  so  associated  with  the  moral  re- 
^eument  they  stir  in  that  pierced  breast,  that 
^  can  excite  no  symptom  of  disgust.  But 
<he  Possessed  in  Ra|)haers  Transfiguration  is 
^sagreeable  and  undignified.  We  would  fain 
discover  the  charm  of  grief,  or  fancy  it  like 
^  melancholy  of  prosperity.  It  is  the  ideal 
gf  huinan  fate  that  ought  to  appear.  Nothing 
iimore  revolting  than  ensanguined  gashes  or 
QBiealar  convidsions.  In  such  pictures  we 
ttouce  miss  and  dread  to  find  exactitude  of 
initation.  What  pleasure  could  such  attempt- 
^  fidehty  bestow !  it  is  always  either  more 
^■lible  or  less  lovely  than  nature  herself." 


"  You  are  right,  my  Lord,"  said  Corinne,  "  in 
wishing  that  these  blots  shovild  be  effaced  from 
Christian  pictures;  they  are  unnecessary. 
Nevertheless,  allow  that  soul-felt  genius  can 
triumph  over  them  all.  Look  on  the  death  of 
St.  Jerome  by  Domenichino ;  that  venerable 
frame  is  livid,  emaciated  ;  but  life  eternal  fills 
his  aspect ;  and  the  misenes  of  the  world  are 
here  collected  but  to  melt  before  the  hallowed' 
rays  of  devotion.  Yet,  dear  Oswald,  though 
I  am  not  wholly  of  your  mind,  I  wish  to  show 
you  that,  even  in  differing,  we  have  always 
some  analogy.  I  have  attempted  a  realization 
of  your  ideal  in  the  gallery  to  which  my 
brothers  in  art  have  contributed,  and  where  I 
have  sketched  a  few  designs  myself:  you 
shall  see  the  advantages  and  defects  of  the 
styles  you  prefer  in  my  house  at  Tivoli.  The 
weather  is  fine ;  shall  we  go  there  to-mor- 
row 1"  "  My  friend,  can  you  doubt  my  reply  ?" 
he  exclaimed.  '*  Have  I  another  blessing  in 
the  world  but  you  1  The  life  I  have  too  much 
freed  from  all  other  occupations  and  all  other 
interests  is  now  filled  by  the  felicity  of  seeing 
and  of  hearing  you !" 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Oswald  himself  drove  the  four  horses  that 
drew  them  next  day  towards  Tivoli :  he  de- 
lighted in  their  rapid  course,  which  seemed  to 
lend  fresh  vivacity  to  tlie  sense  of  existence 
— an  impression  so  sweet  when  enjoyed  be- 
side those  we  love.  He  was  cautious,  even 
to  fear,  lest  the  slightest  accident  should  befal 
his  charge,  exercising  protecting  care  which 
is  such  a  link  betwixt  man  and  woman !  Co- 
rinne, though  less  easily  alarmed  than  the  rest 
of  her  sex,  observed  his  solicitude  with  such 
pleasure,  as  made  her  almost  wish  she  could 
be  frightened,  that  she  might  claim  the  re-as- 
surance of  Oswald.  What  gave  him  so  great 
an  ascendency  over  her,  was  the  occasional 
unexpected  contrasts  with  himself  that  lent  a 
peculiar  charm  to  his  whole  manner.  Every 
one  admired  his  mind  and  person ;  but  both 
were  particularly  interesting  to  a  woman  at 
once  thus  constant  and  versatile.  Though 
occupied  by  nothing  but  Corinne,  this  same 
interest  perpetually  assumed  a  new  character : 
sometimes  reserve  predominated ;  then  he 
abandoned  himself  to  his  passion ;  anon  he 
was  perfectly  amiable  and  content ;  then  by  a 
gloomy  bitterness,  he  betrayed  the  sincerity 
of  his  distress.    Agitated  at  heart,  he  strove 
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collected 'y  which 


to  appear  serene,  and  led  her  to  fftiess  the  se- 
crets of  his  bosom.  This  kept  her  curiosity 
for  ever  on  the  alert.  His  very  faults  set  ofi* 
his  merits  ;  and  no  man,  however  agreeable, 
who  was  devoid  of  these  contradictions  and 
inconsistencies,  could  thus  have  captivated^ 
Corione  :  she  was  subdued  by  ajjcrtain  fear 
jj^Jdrn.  He  rei^iild  in'^her  heartBy  a  good 
andoj*  an  evil  power — ^by  his  own  qualities, 
and  bv  the  anxiety  their  ill-regulated  state  in- 
spired. There  was  no  safety  in  the  happiness 
he  bestowed.  This,  perhaps,  accounts  for  the 
exaltation  of  her  love ;  she  might  not  have 
thus  adored  aught  she  did  not  fear  to  lose.  A 
mind  of  ardent  yet  delicate  sensibility  may 
wear^  of  all  save  a  being  whose  own,  for 
ever  in  motion,  appears  like  a  heaven,  now 
clear  and  smiling,  now  shadowed  in  threaten- 
ing clouds.  Oswald,  ever  truly, .  deeply  at- 
tached, was  not  the  less  often  on  the  brink  of 
abjuring  the  object  of  his  tenderness,  because 
long  habit  had  persuaded  him  tbat  he  coulc' 
find  nothing  but  remorse  in  the  too  vivid  feel 
ings  of  the  heart. 

On  their  way  to  Tivoli,  th6y  passed  the  ru 
ins  of  Adrian^s  palace,  and  the  immense  gar 
den  that  surrounded  it.  Here  were  collected 
the  rarest  productions  of  the  realms  conquer- 
ed by  Rome.  There  are  still  seen  the  scat- 
tered stones  called  Egypt,  India,  and  Asia., 
Farther  off  is  the  retreat  wliere  Zenobia  end- 
ed her  days.  The  queen  of  Palmyra  sus- 
tained not,  in  adversity,  the  greatness  of  her 
doom  :  she  knew  neither  how  to  die  for  glory, 
like  a  man,  nor  how,  like  a  woman,  to  die 
rather  than  betray  her  friend.  At  last  they 
beheld  Tivoli,  once  the  abode  of  Brutus,  Au- 

Sistus,  Maecenas,  Catullus,  but,  above  all, 
orace,  whose  verses  have  immortalized 
these  scenes.  Corinne*s  villa  stood  near  the 
leud  cascade  of  Teverone.  On  the  top  of 
the  hill,  facing  her  garden,  was  the  SibyPs 
temple.  The  ancients,  by  building  these 
fanes  on  heights  like  this,  suggested  the  due 
superiority  of  religion  over  all  other  pursuits. 
They  bid  you  "  look  from  nature  up  to  nature^s 
God,'^  and  tell  of  the  gratitude  that  successive 
generations  have  paid  to  heaven.  The  land- 
scape, seen  from  whatever  point,  includes  this 
its  central  ornament.  Such  ruins  remind  one 
not  of  the  work  of  man.  They  harmonize 
with  the  fair  trees  and  lonely  torrent,  that 
emblem  of  the  years  which  have  made  them 
what  they  are.  The  most  beauteous  land 
that  awoke  no  memory  of  great  events,  would 
be  uninteresting,  compared  to  the  spots  that 
history  sanctifies.  What  place  could  more 
appropriately  have  been  selected  as  the  home 
of  Corinne  than  that  consecrated  to  the  Sibyl, 
a  woman  divinely  inspired  1  The  house  was 
charming ;  decked  in  all  the  elegance  of  mo- 


dem taste,  yet  evidently  by  a  cUismc  hand. 
You  saw  that  its  mistress  understood  felicity 
in  its  highest  signification ;' that  which  implies 
all  that  can  ennoble,  while  it  excites  oar 
minds.  A  sighing  melody  now  stole  on  Os- 
wald's ear,  as  if  the  nodding  flowers  and  wav- 
ing shrubs  thus  lent  a  voice  to  nature.  Co- 
rinne informed  him  that  it  proceeded  from  the 
iEolian  harps,  which  she  had  hung  in  her 
grottoes,  adding  music  to  the  perfume  of  the 
air.  Her  lover  was  entranced.  "  Corinne,'* 
he  cried,  throwing  himself  at  her  feet,  ''till 
to-day  I  have  censured  mine  own  bliss  beside 
thee ;  but  now  I  feel  as  if  the  prayers  of 
mine  offended  parent  had  won  me  all  this  fa- 
.vor ;  the  chaste  repose  I  here  enjoy  tells  me 
that  I  am  pardoned.  Fearlessly,  then,  unite 
thy  fate  with  mine  :  there  is  no  danger  now !" 
*'  Well,"  she  replied,"  let  us  not  disturb  this 
peace  by  naming  Fate.  Why  strive  to  gain 
,more  than  she  ever  grants  1  Why  seek  for 
change  while  we  are  happy  ?"  He  was  hurt 
by  this  reply.  He  thought  she  should  have 
understood  his  readiness  to  confide,  to  promise, 
all.  This  evasion,  then,  offended  and  afflict- 
ed him :  he  appreciated  not  the  delicacy 
forbade  Corinne  to  profit  by  his  weak- 
ness. Besides,  where  we  really  love,  we 
often  dread  more  than  we  desire  the  solemn 
moment  that  exchanges  hope  for  certainty. 
Oswald,  however,  concluded  that,  much  as 
she  loved  him,  she  preferred  her  independence, 
and  therefore  shunned  an  indissoluble  tie. 
Irritated  by  this  impression,  he  followed  her 
to  the  gallery  in  frigid  silence.  She  guessed 
his  mood,  but  knew  his  pride  too  well  to  tell 
him  so ;  yet,  with  a  vague  design  of  soothing 
him,  she  lent  even  to  general  and  indifferent 
topics  the  softest  tones  of  affection. 

Her  gallery  was  composed  of  historical, 
poetic,  religious  subjects,  and  landscapes. 
None  of  them  contained  any  great  number  of 
figures.  Crowded  pictures  are,  doubtless,  ar- 
duous tasks ;  but  their  beauties  are  mostly 
either  too  confused  or  too  detailed.  Unity  of 
interest,  that  vital  principle  of  art,  as  of  sU 
things,  is  necessarily  frittered  away.  Ths 
first  picture  represented  Brutus,  sitting  lo** 
in  thought,  at  the  foot  of  the  statue  of  RomOi 
while  slaves  bore  by  the  dead  bodies  of  the 
sons  he  had  condemned :  on  the  other  side, 
their  mothers  and  sisters  stood  in  frantic  de- 
spair, fortunately  excused,  by  their  sex,  from 
that  courage  which  sacrifices  the  affections. 
The  situation  of  Brutus,  beneath  the  statue 
of  Rome,  tells  all.  But  how,  without  expla^ 
nation,  can  we  know  that  this  is  Brutus,  or 
that  those  are  his  children,  whom  he  Yiimata 
has  sentenced  1  and  yet  the  event  cannot  o^ 
better  set  forth  by  any  painting.  Rome  m» 
its  back-ground,  as  yet  unomamented  w  • 
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ei^,  grand  only  aa  the  country  that  could  ir- 
spire  snch  heroism.  "  Once  hear  the  name," 
nid  Corinne,  '*  and  douhtless  your  whole  soul 


is  giren  op  to  it ;  otherwise  might  not  uncer- .  rcred,  who  had  Just  dealt  her  the  mortal  wound. 


tainty  hare  conyerted  a  pleasure  which  ought 

to  be  80  plain  and  so  easy  into  an  abstruse 

enigma!    I  chose  the  subject,  as  recalling 

tbe  most  terrible  deed  a  patriot  ever  dared. 

The  next  is  Marius,  taken  by  one  of  the  Cim- 

bhjWho  cannot  resoWe  to  kill  so  great  a  nton. 

Xarins,  indeed,  is  an  imposing  figure ;   the 

eiMume  and  physiognomy  of  the  Cimbrian 

leader  extremely  picturesque :  it  marks  the 

Keond  era  of  Rome,  when  laws  were  no  more, 

I  kot  when  genius  still  exerted  a  vast  control. 

jNext  come  the  days  in  which  glory  led  but  to 

!  oisfortone  and  insult.     The  third  picture  is 

IBeliarias,  bearing  his  young  guide,  who  had 

! expired  while  asking  alms  for  him;  thus  is 

!  lie  Uind  hero  recompensed  by  bis  master ; 

'ad  in  the  world  he  yanquished  hath  no  better 

ofiee  than  that  of  carrying  to  the  grave  the 

I  nd  remains  of  yon  poor  boy,  his  only  faithful 

l&iend.    Since  the  old  school,  I  have  seen  no 

1  tner  figure  than  that :  the  painter,  like  the 

ipwt,  has  loaded  him  with  all  kinds  of  mise- 

'«•— too  many,  it  may  be,  for  compassion. 

i|  Ac  what  tells  us  that  it  is  Belisarius  ?  what 

lUelitj  to  history  is  exacted  both  of  artist 

,;ad  spectator!  a  fidelity,  by  the  way,  often 

i  niooQs  to  the  beautiful.    In  Brutus  we  look 


reaches ;  in  this  of  the  dying*  Clorinda  oui 
tears  are  claimed  by  the  remembered  lines  oi 
Tasso,  where  she  pardons  the  beloved  Tan- 


Painting  inevitably  sinks  beneath  poetry, 
when  devoted  to  themes  that  great  authors 
have  already  treated.  One  glance  back  at 
their  words  effaces  all  before  us.  Their  fa- 
vorite situations  gain  force  from  impassioned 
eloquence ;  while  picturesque  effect  is  most 
favored  by  moments  of  repose,  worthy  to  be 
indefinitely  prolonged,  and  too  perfect  for  the 
eye  ever  to  weary  of  their  grace.  Your  ter- 
rific Shakspeare,  my  Lord,  afforded  me  the 
ensuing  subject.  The  invincible  Macbeth, 
about  to  fight  Macduff,  learns  that  the  witches 
have  equivocated  with  him ;  that  Birnam  wood 
is  coming  to  Dunsinane,  and  that  his  adver- 
sary was  not  of  woman  born,  but  torn  from 
his  dying  mother.  Macbeth  is  subdued  by 
his  fate,  not  by  his  foe ;  his  desperate  hand 
still  grasps  its  glaive,  certain  that  he  must 
fall,  yet  to  the  last  opposing  human  strength 
against  the  might  of  demons.  There  is  a 
world  of  fury  and  of  troubled  energy  in  that 
countenance  :  but  how  many  of  the  poet's 
beauties  do  we  lose  ?  Can  we  paint  Macbeth 
hurried  into  crime  by  the  dreams  of  ambition, 
conjured  up  by  the  powers  of  sorcery  ?  How 
express  a  terror  compatible  with  intrepidity ; 
how  characterize  the  superstition  that  op- 


;«  virtues  that  resemble  crime;  in  Marius, '  (presses  him?   the  ignoble  credulity,  which, 

I  «&a» causing  but  distress;  in  Belisarius, 
I  «i  aerviees  requited  by  the  blackest  persecu- 
\.^  Near  these  I  have  hung  two  pictures 
I;  ibt  console  the  oppressed  spirit  by  reminding 

j^rf  the  piety  that  can  cheer  the  broken  heart, 

*^  ill  around  is  bondage.  The  first  is 
.^ftiao's  infant  Christ  asleep  on  a  cross. 
I  wes  not  that  stainless,  smiling  face  convince 
I*  t^t  heavenly  faith  hath  naught  to  fear 

feafrief  or  death?    The  following  one  is 

«ian'»  Jesus  bending  under  the  weight  of 

■8  eross.    His  mother  on  her  knees  before 

■^:  what  a  proof  of  reverence  for  the  unde- 

l^ed  oppressions  suffered  by  her  Divine  Son ! 

<^  a  look  of  resignation  is  his !  yet  what 

*  air  of  pauo,  and  Uierefore  sympathy,  with 

•!  That  is  the  best  of  all  my  pictures ;  to 
iV  I  torn  my  eyes  with  rapture  inexhausti- 
;•;  and  now  come  my  dramatic  chefs-d^oeu- 
jinef  drawn  from  the  works  of  four  great  poets. 
^^  is  the  meeting  of  Dido  and  u£neas  in 
,^  IHysian  fields :  her  indignant  shade 
;*^him ;  rejoicing  to  be  freed  from  the  fond 
'\^  vbich  yet  would  throb  at  his  approach. 

1^  nporoos  color  of  the  phantoms,  and  the 

^'scenes  around  them,  contrast  the  air  of 
B  ^neas,  and  the  Sibyl  who  conducts 
;  bat  in  these  attempts  the  bard^s  descrip- 
mnat  fiu:  transcend  all  that  the  pencil 


even  while  he  feels  such  scorn  of  life,  forces 
on  him  such  horror  of  death !  Doubtless  the 
human  face  is  the  greatest  of  all  mysteries ; 
yet,  fixed  on  canvass,  it  can  hardly  tell  of 
more  than  one  sensation  ;  no  struggle,  no  suc- 
cessive contrasts  accessible  to  dramatic  art, 
can  painting  give,  as  neither  time  nor  motion 
exists  for  her. 

'*  Racine's  Phedra  forms  the  fourth  picture. 
Hippolitus,  in  all  the  beauty  of  youth  and  in- 
nocence, repulses  the  perfidious  accusations 
of  his  stepmother.  The  heroic  Theseus  still 
protects  his  guilty  wife,  whom  his  conquering 
arms  surround.  Phedra's  visage  is  agitated 
by  impulses  that  we  freeze  to  look  on ;  and 
her  remorseless  nurse  encourages  her  in  gilih. 
Hippolitus  is  here  even  more  lovely  than  in 
Racine ;  more  like  to  Meleager,  as  no  love 
for  Aricia  here  seems  to  mingle  with  his 
tameless  virtue.  But  could  Phedra  have  sup- 
ported her  falsehood  in  such  a  presence  ?  No, 
she  must  have  fallen  at  his  feet :  a  vindictive 
woman  may  injure  him  she  loves  in  absence, 
but,  while  she  looks  on  him,  that  love  must 
triumph.  The  poet  never  brings  them  to- 
gether afler  she  has  slandered  him.  The 
painter  was  obliged  to  oppose  them  to  each 
other;  but  is  not  the  distinction  between 
the  picturesque  and  the  poetical  proved  by 
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le  fact,  that  verse  copied  from  paintings  is 
irorth  all  the  paintings  that  have  imitated  po- 
itry  ?  Fancy  must  ever  precede  contempla- 
ion,  as  it  does  in  the  growth  of  the  human 
Qind." 

While  Corinne  spoke  thus,  she  had  fre- 
uently  paused,  hoping  that  Oswald  would  add 
lis  remarks ;  but  wounded  as  his  feelings 
vere,  by  what  had  occurred,  he  uttered  .not  a 
roidy  only  when  she  expressed  some  touch* 
ag  thought,  he  would  sigh  and  turn  away  his 
lead,  that  she  might  not  see  that  in  bis  pre- 
ent  disposition  he  could  be  easily  moved. 
)orinne,  at  last  discouraged  by  this  silence, 
at  down  and  hid  her  face  in  her  hands.  Os- 
irald  hastily  paced  the  kpartment,  and  was 
ast  about  to  give  his  emotions  way,  when, 
mh  a  sudden  check  of  pride,  he  turned  to- 
irards  the  pictures,  as  if  expectins  her  to  fin- 
sh  the  account  of  thism.  She  had  great  hope 
n  the  last ;  and,  making  an  effort  to  compose^ 
lerself,  rose,  saying,  "  My  Lord,  there  remain* 
lut  three  landscapes  for  me  to  show  you ;  two 
lossess  some  interest.  I  do  not  like  rural 
cenes  that  bear  no  allusion  to  fable  or  his- 
ory :  they  are  insipid  as  the  idols  of  our  po- 
its.  I  prefer  Salvator  Rosa^s  style  here, 
trhich  gives  you  rocks,  torrents,  and  trees, 
^ith  not  even  the  wing  pf  a  bird  visible  to  re- 
aind  you  of  life !  The  absence  of  man,  in] 
he  midst  of  nature,  excites  profound  reflec- 
ions.  What  is  this  deserted  scene,  so  vainly 
beautiful,  whose  mysterious  charms  address 
»ut  the  eye  of  their  Creator  ?  Here,  on  the 
contrary,  history  and  poesy  are  happily  united 
n  a  landscape.  (31)  This  represents  the  mo- 
nent  when  Cincinnatus  is  invited  by  the  con- 
tula  to  quit  his  plough,  and  take  command 
he  Roman  armies.  All  the  luxury  of  the 
South  is  seen,  in  this  picture, — abundant  vege- 
atioD,  burning  sky,  and  an  universal  air  of 
loy,  that  pervades  even  the  aspect  of  the 
plants.  See  what  a  contrast  is  beside  it.  The 
ion  of  Cairbar  sleeps  upon  his  father^s  tomb. 
Fhree  nights  he  awaited  the  bard,  who  comes 
to  honor  the  dead.  His  form  is  beheld  afar, 
tie  descends  the  mountain's  side.  On  the 
Blonds  floats  the  shade  of  the  chief.  The 
land  is  hoary  with  ice ;  and  the  trees,  as  the 


rude  winds  war  on  their  lifeless  and  withered 
arms,  strew  their  sear  leaves  to  the  gale,  and 
herald  the  course  of  the  storm.''  Oswald,  till 
now,  had  cherished  his  resentment ;  but  at 
the  sight  of  this  picture,  the  tomb  of  his  fa- 
ther, the  mountains  of  Scotland  rose  to  his 
view,  and  his  eyes  filled  with  tears.  Corinne 
took  her  harp,  and  sung  one  of  those  simple 
Scotch  ballads  whose  notes  seem  fit  to  be 
borne  on  the  wailing  breeze.  It  was  the  sol- 
dier's farewell  to  his  country  and  his  love,  in 
which  recurred  that  most  melodious  and  ex- 
pressive of  English  phrases,  "  No  more."* 
Corinne  pronounced  it  so  touchingly,  that  Os- 
wald could  resist  no  longer ;  and  they  wept 
together.  "  Ah,  Corinne  !"  he  cried,  "  does 
then  my  country  affect  your  heart!  Could 
you  go  with  me  to  the  land  peopled  by  my  re- 
collections t  Would  you  there  be  the  worthy 
partner  of  my  life,  as  you  are  here  its  etichan- 
tress  V  **  1  believe  I  could,"  she  answered, 
*'  for  I  love  you."  "  In  the  name  of  love  and 
pity  then,  have  no  more  secrets  from  mc.*' 
"  Your  will  shall  be  obeyed,  Oswald  :  I  pro- 
mise it  on  one  condition,  that  ^ou  ask  not  its 
fulfilment  before  the  termination  of  our  ap- 
proaching religious  solemnities.  Is  not  the 
support  of  Heaven  more  than  ever  necessary 
at  the  moment  which  must  decide  my  fate  T" 
*'  Corinne,"  he  said,  "  if  thy  fate  depends  on 
Sme  it  shall  no  longer  be  a  sad  one."  "  You 
think  so,"  she  rejoined  :  "  but  I  have  no  such 
confidence,  therefore  indulge  my  weakness." 
Oswald  sighed,  without  granting  or  refuaing 
the  delay  she  asked.  '*  Let  us  return  to 
Rome  now,"  she  added.  "  I  should  tell  you 
"  in  this  solitude ;  and  if  what  I  have  to  say 
St  drive  you  from  me, — ^need  it  be  so  soon  1 
Come,  Oswald ;  you  may  revisit  this  scene 
when  my  ashes  repose  here."  Melted  and 
agitated,  be  obeyed.  On  their  road  they 
scarcely  spoke  a  word,  but  now  and  then  ex- 
changed looks  of  affection ;  yet  a  heavy  mel- 
ancholy oppressed  them  both,  as  they  re-en- 
tered Rome. 


t 


ofi.must 


*  I  pnmme  the  *'  Adiea  to  Iiodiaber,'*  though  In  that 
it  ia  **  nae  malr."— [Ta. 
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BOOK      IX 


ON      THfi      CARNIVAL      AND      ITALIAN      MUSIC. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Ths  last  day  of  the  carnival  is  the  gayest 
io  the  year.  The  Roman  populace  carry  their 
rage  for  amasement  to  a  perfect  fever,  unex- 
ampled elsewhere.  The  whole  town  is  dis- 
guised ;  the  very  gazers  from  its  windows 
are  masked.  This  begins  regularly  to  the 
appointed  day,  neither  public  nor  private  af- 
fairs interfering  with  its  indulgence.  It  is 
there  that  one  may  judge  of  the  imagination 
possessed  by  the  mass  of  the  people.  Italian 
sounds  sweetly  even  from  their  mouths.  AI- 
fieri  said  he  went  to  the  market  of  Florence 
to  learn  good  Italian.  Rome  has  the  same 
advantage ;  and,  perhaps,  these  are  the  only 
cities  of  which  all  the  natives  speak  so  well 
that  the  mind  is  feasted  at  every  corner  of  the 
streets.  The  kind  of  gaiety  that  shines 
through  their  harlequinades  is  often  found  in 
the  most  uneducated  men ;  and  during  this 
festival,  while  exaggeration  and  caricature 
are  fair  play,  the  most  comic  scenes  perpetu- 
ally recDT.  Often  a  grotesque  gravity  con- 
trasts the  usually  vivacious  Italian  manner,  as 
if  their  strange  dresses  conferred  an  unnatli- 
ra)  dignity  on  the  wearers.  Sometimes  they 
evince  so  surprising  a  knowledge  of  the  my- 
thology, in  the  travesties  they  assume,  that 
one  might  suppose  them  still  believers  in  its 
fictions.  Most  frequently,  however,  they  ridi- 
cule the  various  ranks  of  society  with  a  plea* 
saotry  truly  original :  the  nation  is  now  a 
thousand  times  more  distinguished  by  its 
sports  than  by  its  history.  Italian  lends  itself 
so  easily  to  all  kinds  of  playfulness,  that  it 
needs  but  a  slight  inflection  of  voice,  a  little 
difference  of  termination,  lengthening  or  di- 
minishing the  words,  to  change  the  entire 
meaning  of  a  sentence.  The  language  comes 
with  a  peculiar  grace  from  the  lips  of  child- 
hood. The  innocence  of  that  age,  and  the 
natural  archness  of  the  southern  tongue,  ex- 
quisitely contrast  each  other.  (22)  One  may 
almost  call  it  a  language  that  talks  of  itself, 
and  always  seems  more  witty  than  its  speak- 
ers. 


There  is  neither  splendor  nor  taste  in  th 
carnival :  its  universal  tumult  assimilates  it  i 
the  fancy  with  the  bacchanalian  orgies  ;  be 
fh  the  fancy  only ;  for  the  Romans  are  gene 
rally  sober  and  serious  enough — the  last  day 
of  this  f^te  excepted.  Then  one  makes  sue 
varied  and  sudden  discoveries  in  their  charac 
ter,  as  have  contributed  to  give  them  a  reputi 
tion  for  cunning.  Doubtless,  there  is  a  gres 
habit  of  feigning  among  a  people  who  hav 
borne  so  many  yokes ;  but  we  must  not  alwa^ 
attribute  their  rapid  changes  of  manner  t 
dissimulation.  An  inflammable  iraaginatio 
is  often  its  cause.  Reasoning  people  ma 
readily  preserve  their  consistency ;  but  a 
that  belongs  to  fancy  is  unpremeditated ;  sh 
overleaps  gradations  ;  a  trifle  may  wound  he] 
or  that  which  ought  to  move  her  most  be  pai 
by  with  indiflference ;  she  is  her  own  worl< 
and  in  it  there  is  no  calculating  eflfects  b 
causes.  For  instance,  we  wonder  what  ei 
tertainment  the  Roman  nobles  find  in  drivio 
from  one  end  of  the  Corso  to  the  other  fo 
hours  together,  every  day  in  the  year,  yet  nc 
thing  breaks  in  on  this  custom.  Among  th 
masks,  too,  may  be  found  wandering  victim 
to  ennui,  packed  up  in  the  drollest  of  dresses 
sad  harlequins,  and  silent  clowns,  who  satisf 
their  carnival  conscience  by  merely  seekini 
to  divert  themselves. 

In  Rome  they  have  one  kind  of  maskerc 
that  nowhere  else  exist,  who  in  their  ow 
persons,  copy  the  antique  statues,  and  from 
distance  perfectly  realise  their  beauty.  Man; 
of  the  women  are  losers  by  renouncing  thi 
disguise.  Nevertheless,  to  behold  life  imitat 
ing  motionless  marble,  however  gracefully 
strikes  one  with  fear.  The  carriages  of  th 
great  and  gay  throng  the  streets;  but  th< 
charm  of  these  festivities  is  their  saturnalia] 
confusion :  all  classes  are  mingled ;  the  graves 
magistrates  ride  among  the  masks  with  almos 
official  assiduity.  All  the  windows  are  deco 
rated,  and  all  the  world  out  of  doors :  thi 
pleasure  of  the  populace  consists  not  in  thei 
spectacles  nor  their  feasts ;  they  commit  m 
excess,  but  revel  solely  in  the  delight  of  mix 
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ig  freely  with  their  betters,  who,  on  their 
arts,  are  as  diverted  at  findipg  themselves 
irown  among  those  beneath  them.  More  re- 
ned  and  delicate  tastes  and  more  finished 
dacation  can  only  sustain  barriers  between 
liferent  classes.  But  Italy,  as  hath  been 
aid,  is  more  distinguished  by  universal  talent 
iian  by  its  cultivation  among  the  aristoi^racy. 
therefore,  during  the  carnival,  all  minds  and 
11  manners  blend :  the  shouting  crowds  that 
fidiscriminately  shower  their  bonbons  on  the 
ossers  by  confound  the  whole  nation  pell-mell, 
s  if  no  social  order  remained.  Corinne  and 
^elvil  arrived  in  the  midst  of  this  uproar :  at 
irst  it  stunned  them;  for  nothing  appears 
tranger  than  such  activity  of  noisy  enjoyment, 
irhile  the  soul  is  pensively  retired  within  her- 
elf.  They  stopped  in  the  Piazza  del  Popolcf, 
0  ascend  the  amphitheatre  near  the  obelisk, 
hence  to  overlook  the  horse-racing :  as  they 
lighted  from  their  calash,  the  Count  d'Erfeuil 
terceived  them,  and  took  Oswald  aside,  say- 
Dg,  *'  How  can  you  show  yourself  thus  pub- 
icly  returning  from  the  country  with  Corinne  t 
fou  will  commit  her,  and  then  what  can  you 
lo  V  "  I  think  I  shall  not  commit  her,"  re- 
urned  he,  *'  by  showing  my  affection ;  if  I  do, 
'.  shall  be  but  too  happy,  in  the  devotion  of  my 
ife— "  "Happy!"  interrupted  d'Erfeuil ; 
'  don V  believe  it !  one  can  only  be  happy  in 
»ecoming  situations.  Society,  do  what  we 
viil,  has  a  great  influence ;  and  what  society 
vould  disapprove  ought  never  to  be  attempt- 
id."  "Then,"  replied  Oswald,  "our  own 
houghts  and  feelings  are  to  guide  us  less  than 
he  words  of  others.  If  it  were  our  duty 
bus  constantly  to  follow  the  million,  what 
leed  has  any  individual  of  a  heart  or  a  soul  ? 
i^rcrvidence  might  have  spared  us  such  super- 
luities."  "Very  philosophical,"  replied  the 
yount ;  "  but  such  maxims  ruin  a  man ;  and 
vhen  love  lb  over,  he  is  left  to  the  censure  of 
he  world.  Flighty  as  you  think  me,  I  would 
tot  risk  it,  on  any  account.  We  may  allow 
ourselves  the  little  freedoms  and  good-natured 
ests  of  independent  thmkers,  but  in  our  ac- 
ions  such  liberties  become  serious."  "  And 
.re  not  love  and  happiness  serious  considera- 
ionsV  asked  Nelvil.  "That  is  nothing  to 
he  purpose:  there  are  certain  established 
orms  which  you  cannot  brave  without  passing 
or  an  eccentric ;  for  a  man — ^in  fact — ^you 
tnderstand  me — unlike  other  men."  Lord  Nel- 
il  smiled,  and  without  either  pain  or  dis- 
pleasure rallied  d^Erfeuil  on  his  frivolous 
everity :  he  rejoiced  to  feel,  for  the  first  time, 
hat  on  a  subject  which  had  cost  him  so  much, 
he  Count's  advice  had  not  the  slightest  power. 
!k>rinne  guessed  what  had  passed,  but  Oswald's 
mile  restored  her  composure  :  and  this  con- 
ersation  tended  but  to  put  them  both  in  spirits 


for  the  fete.  Nelvil  expected  to  see  a  race 
like  those  of  England ;  but  was  surprised  to 
learn  that  small  Barbary  steeds  were  about  to 
make  the  contest  of  speed  without  riders. 
This  is  a  very  favorite  sport  with  the  Romans. 
When  it  was  about  to  commence,  the  crowd 
ranged  themselves  on  each  side  of  the  street. 
The  Place,  late  so  thronged,  was  emptied  in  a 
minute  :  every  one  hurried  to  the  stands  which 
surrounded  the  obelisks ;  while  a  multitude  of 
black  heads  and  eyes  were  turned  towards  the 
barrier  from  which  the  barbs  were  to  start. 
They  appeared,  without  bridle  .or  saddle,  their 
bacl^  covered  by  bright-hued  stufis :  they 
were  led  by  well-dressed  grooms,  passionately 
interested  in  their  success.  As  the  animals 
reach  the  barrier,  their  eagerness  for  release 
is  almost  uncontrollable :  they  rear,  neigh,  and 
paw  the  earth,  as  if  impatient  for  the  glory 
they  are  about  to  w^in,  without  the  aid  or 
guidance  of  man<  Their  prancing,  and  the 
rapturous  cry  of  "  Room,  room !"  as  the  bar- 
rier falls,  have  a  perfectly  theatrical  efifect* 
The  grooms  ar«  all  voice  and  gesture,  as  long 
as  their  steeds  remain  in  sight ;  the  creatnres 
are  as  jealous  as  mankind  of  one  another ;  the 
sparks  fly  beneath  their  feet ;  their  manes  float 
wildly  on  the  breeze ;  and  such  is  their  desire 
to  reach  the  goal,  that  some  have  fallen  there 
dead.  To  look  on  these  free  things,  all  ani* 
mated  by  personal  passion,  is  astounding — as 
if  one  beheld  Thought  itself  flying  in  that  fine 
shape.  The  crowd  break  their  ranks  as  the 
horses  pass,  and  follow  them  in  tumult.  The 
Venetian  palace  ends  the  race  ;  then  may  be 
heard  exclamations  of  disappointment  from 
those  whose  horses  have  been  beaten ;  while 
he  whose  darling  has  deserved  the  greatest 
prize  throws  himself  on  his  knees  before  the 
vfctoT,  thanking  and  recommending  him  to  St. 
Anthony,  patron  of  the  brute  creation,  with 
an  enthusiasm  as  seriously  felt  as  it  is  comi- 
cally expressed.  The  races  usually  conclude 
the  day.  Then  begins  another  kind  of  amuse- 
ment, loss  attractive,  but  equally  loud.  The 
windows  are  illuminated;  the  guards  leave 
their  posts,  to  share  the  general  joy.  Every 
one  carries  a  little  torch,  called  mocoUo,  and 
eveiy  one  tries  to  extinguish  his  neighbor's, 
repeatinff  the  word  "  ammazare*^  (kill),  with 
formidaUe  vivacity.  ("  Ch€  la  beila  princi' 
pessa  sia  ammazata !  Che  il  signore  abbata 
sia  ammazato .'")  "  Kill  the  fair  princess ! 
let  the  Lord  Abbot  be  killed !'  The  multitude, 
secure  by  the  interdiction  of  horses  and  car- 
riages at  that  hour,  pour  forth  from  every 
quarter :  all  is  turmoil  and  clamor ;  yet,  as 
night  advances,  this  ceases  by  degrees :  the 
deepest  silence  succeeds.  The  remembrance 
of  this  evening  is  like  that  of  a  confused  vision, 
which,  for  awhile,  changed  every  dreamer's 
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[exkteDee,  and  made  the  people  forget  their 
t  tofl,  the  learned  their  studies,  and  the  nobles 
Itheir  sbth. 


CHAPTER  II. 

OswAXD,  since  his  misfortunes,  had  never 
legained  suifficient  courage  voluntarily  to  hear 
■naic.  He  dreaded  those  ravishing  sounds, 
ao  nothing  in  melancholy,  but  which  prove 
90  troly  painful  while  we  are  weighed  down 
by  real  calamities.  Music  revives  the  recol- 
feetions  we  would  appease.  When  Corinne 
nog,  Oswald  listened  to  the  words  she  pro- 
BOQDced;  gazed  on  her  expressive  features, 
and  thought  of  nothing  but  her.  Yet  if,  of  an 
eveniog,  in  the  streets,  he  heard  several  voices 
inited  to  sing  the  sweet  airs  of  celebrated 
•oinposeis,  as  is  oiVen  the  case  in  Italy,  though 
ittlioed  to  pause,  he  soon  withdrew,  alarmed 
kf  the  strong  yet  indefinite  emotion  which 
ttoewed  his  sorrows.  But  a  concert  was 
Aoot  to  be  given  at  the  theatre  of  Rome, 
MDcentrating  the  talents  of  the  first  singers  in 
ilaly.  Corinne  asked  Nelvil  to  accompany 
kr  thither:  he  consented,  hoping  that  her 
fKsence  would  soften  all  the  pangs  he  must 
iMiore.  On  entering  her  box,  she  was  imme- 
ittely  recognized ;  and  a  remembrance  of  her 
tnoBation,  adding  to  the  interest  she  usually 
anted,  all  parts  of  the  house  resounded  with 
and  cries  of  "  Viva  Corinne  P'  The 
( themselves,  electrified  by  this  unani- 
ms  sensation,  sent  forth  strains  of  victory ; 
k  tiion^h,  of  whatever  kind,  awakens  in 
recollection  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of 
Corinne  was  much  moved  by  these 
nies  of  admiration  and  good  will.  The 
[Uaeribable  impression  always  made  by  ahu- 
simultaneously  expressing  the  same 
80  deeply  touched  her  heart,  that 
could  not  restrain  her  tears :  her  bosom 
beneath  her  dress ;  and  Oswald,  with 
of  piqne,  whispered,  "  You  must  not, 
be  withdrawn  from  such  successes ; 
ootvalne  love,  since  they  make  your  heart 
thos ;"  he  then  retired  to  the  back  of  the 
vithoQt  waiting  for  her  answer.  In  one 
had  he  swept  away  all  the  pleasure 
she  had  owed  to  a  reception  prized 
9cause  he  was  its  witness. 
concert  conomenced  :  those  who  have 
ni  Italian  singing;  can  form  no  idea  of 
The  human  yoice  is  soft  and  sweet  as 
flowers  and  skies.    This  charm  was  made 


bot  for  saeb  a  oUme :  each  reflects  the  ot| 
The  world  is  the  work  of  a  single  thooi 
expressed  in  a  thousand  different  ways.    ^ 
Italians  have  ever  devotedly  loved  m^ 
Dante,  in  his  Purgatory,  meets  the  best  sioij 
of  his  day,  and  asks  him  for  one  of  hia  d] 
cious  airs.    The  entranced  spirits  forget  thd 
selves  as  they  hear  it,  untU  their  guard 
recalls  them.     The  Christians,  like  the  I 
gans,  have  extended  the  empire  of  music  1 
yond  the  grave.     Of  all  the  fine  arts,  n<i 
act  so  immediately  upon  the  soul :  the  othi 
direct  it  towards  such  or  such  ideas ;  but  tl 
alone  addresses  the  yery  source  of  life,  a; 
transforms  the  whole  being  at  once,  human 
speaking,  as  Divine  Grace  is  said  to  chaoj 
the  heart.    Among  all  our  presentiments 
futurity,  those  to  which  melody  gives  bir 
are  not  the  least  worthy  of  reverence.     Ev< 
the  mirth  excited  by  bufib  singing  is  not  ro 
gar,  but  fanciful ;  beneath  it  lie  poetic  rev< 
riea,  such  as  spoken  wit  never  yet  createi 
Music  is  so  volatile  a  pleasure, — we  are  f 
sensible  that  it  escapes  from  us  even  as  vt 
enjoy  it, — that  it  always  leaves  a  tender  in 
pression  on  the  mind ;  yet,  when  expressiv 
of  grief,  it  sheds  gentleness  even  over  despaii 
Music  is  so  fleeting  a  pleasure, — one  which  w 
lose  as  we  enjoy,  that  a  shade  of  melanchol 
is  always  nungled  with  the  gaiety  which  i 
causes.     Yet,  when  it  expresses  grief,  ther 
is  still  something  soothing  in  it — ^the  hear 
beats  quicker  as  we  listen,  and  the  reffula 
flow  of  its  measures,  in  reminding  ua  of  th 
brevity  of  time,  calls  on  us  to  enjoy  it.   Ther 
is  no  void,  life  is  full,  the  current  of  the  bloo 
is  rapid,  we  feel  all  the  excitement  of  activ 
existence,  without  encountering  its  obstacles 
Music  doubles  our  conception  of  the  facultie 
of  the  soul,  and  makes  us  feel  capable  of  th 
noblest  efiTorts ;  teaches  us  to  march  toward 
death  with  enthusiasm,  and  is  happily  power 
less  to  express  any  low  sentiment,  any  artifice 
any  falsehood.     Music  lifts  from  the  breas 
the  weight  it  so  often  feels  beneath  seriou 
aflTections,  and  which  we  confound  with  ou 
vef  y  consciousness  of  existence,  so  habitual  i 
its  pressure  ;  as  we  listen  to  pure  and  deliciou 
sounds,  we  seem  to  discover  the  secret  of  th 
Creator,  and  penetrate  the  mvstery  of  life 
No  words  can  expUin  this;  fox  words  bu 
copy  primitive  sensations,  as  prose  translator 
follow  poetry.     Looks  alone  can  give  an  ide 
of  this  efl!bct ;   the  long  look  of  love,  tha 
gradually  penetrates  into  the  heart,  till  one^ 
eyes  fall,  unable  to  support  so  vast  a  bliss  ;- 
so  would  a  ray  from  the  life  to  come  consume 
the  mortal  who  should  steadUy  contemplate  it 
The  admirable  union  of  two  voices,  per 
fectly  in  tune,  produces  an  ecstasy  that  canno 
be  prolonged  without  a  degree  of  pain :  it  is  : 
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almoBt  unhQard  fonDtaio,  alow  and  chary  ;-;*fit 
hour-glass  for  a  seclusion  in  which  time  glides 
so  noiselessly.  Sometimes  the  moon^s  pale 
glimmer  penetrates  these  shades — its  absence 
or  return  forming  quite  an  event ;  and  yet 
these  monks  might  have  found  all  the  activity 
of  war  insufficient  for  their  spirits,  had  they 
been  used  to  it.  ,  What  an  inexhaustible  field 
for  conjecture  we  find  in  the  combinations  of 
human  destiny!  What  habits  are  thrust  on 
us  by  chance,  forming  each  individual's  world 
and  history.  To  know  another  perfectly, 
would  cost  the  study  of  a  life.  )  What,  then, 
is  meant  by  knowledge  of  mankind  ?  Governed 
they  may  be  by  each  other,  but  understood  hy 
God  alone. 

Oswald  next  went  to  the  monastery  of 
Bonaventure,  built  on  the  ruins  of  Nero's 
palace  :  and  where  so  many  crimes  had 
reigned  remorselessly,  poor  friars,  tormented 
by  conscientious  scruples,  doom  themselves  to 
fasts  and  stripes  for  the  least  omission  of  duty. 
**  Our  only  hope,"  said  one,  "  is,  that,  when 
we  die,  our  faults  will  not  have  exceeded  our 
penances.'*  Nelvil,  as  he  entered,  stumbled 
over  a  trap,  and  asked  its  purpose.  ''It  is 
through  that  we  are  interred,"  answered  one 
of  the  youngest,  already  a  prey  to  the  bad  air. 
The  natives  of  the  South  fear  death  so  much, 
that  it  is  wondrous  to  find  there  these  per- 
petual mementos :  yet  nature  is  oflen  fasci- 
nated by  what  she  dreads ;  and  such  an  intoxi- 
cation fills  the  soul  exclusively.  The  antique 
sarcophagus  of  a  child  serves  as  the  fountain 
of  this  institution.  The  boasted  palm  of  Rome 
is  the  only  tree  of  its  garden  ;  but  the  monks 
pay  no  attention  to  external  objects.  Their 
rigorous  discipline  allows  them  no  mental 
liberty  ;  their  downcast  eyes  and  stealthy 
pace  show  that  they  have  forgotten  the  use  of 
free  will,  and  abdicated  the  government  of 
«elf, — an  empire  which  may  well  be  called  a 
'heritage  of  woe!'  This  retreat,  however, 
acted  but  feebly  on  the  mind  of  Oswald.  Im- 
agination revolts  at  so  manifest  a  desire  to 
remind  it  of  death  in  every  possible  way. 
When  such  remembrancers  are  unexpected, 
when  nature,  and  not  man,  suggests  them,  the 
impression  is  fhr  more  salutary.  Oswald  grew 
calmer  as  he  strayed  through  the  garden  of 


•       •       •       "sqnillaittloatuo 
Che  p^Ja  U  (lonio  pioafer,  clw  si  maoie.**— Dasts. 

"  The  bell  from  far  mourneth  the  dying  day.'' 
This  evening  prayer  serves  to  reckon  the 
hours  by.  "I  will  meet  ^ou  an  hour  before, 
or  an  hour  after  Ave  Mana,"  say  the  Italians, 
so  devoutly  are  the  eras  of  night  and  day  dis- 
tinguished. Oswald  then  enjoyed  the  specta- 
cle of  sunset,  as  the  luminary  sunk  slowly 
amid  ruins,  and  seemed  submitting  to  decline, 
even  like  the  works  uf  man.  This  brought 
back  all  his  wonted  thoughts.  The  image  of 
Corinne  appeared  too  promising,  too  hopeful, 
for  such  a  moment.  His  soul  sought  for  his 
father's,  in  the  home  of  heavenly  spirits.  His 
affection  sought  to  animate  the  clouds  on  which 
he  gazed,  and  to  lend  them  the  snblime  aspect 
of  his  immortal  friend ;  he  seemed  to  hope 
that  his  prayers  at  last  might  call  down  some 
breath  of  pity,  resembling  a  father's  bene- 
diction. 


dwelling  lords  over  all  the  ruins  of  old  Rome, 
What  a  site  for  such  an  asylum !  The  recluse 
consoles  himself  for  his  nothingness,  in  con- 
templating the  wrecks  of  ages  past  away. 
Oswald  walked  long  beneath  the  shady  trees, 
so  rare  in  Italy :  sometimes  they  intercepted 
his  view  of  the  city,  only  to  augment  the 
pleasure  of  his  next  glimpse  at  it.  All  the 
steeples  now  sounded  the  Ave  Maria^ — 


CHAPTER  II. 

OswiXD,  in  his  anxiety  to  stndy  the  religion 
of  the  country,  resolved  to  hear  some  of  its 
preachers,  during  Passion-week.  He  hearily 
counted  the  days  that  must  elapse  ere  his 
reunion  with  Corinne:  while  she  was  away 
he  would-  visit  no  objects  of  art ;  nothing 
which  owed  its  charm  to  the  imagination ;  he 
could  forgive  himself  for  being  happy  only 
while  beside  her;  but  all  that  charmed  him 
then  wonld  have  redoubled  the  pangs  of  his 
exile. 

It  is  at  night,  and  by  half-extinguished 
tapers,  that  the  preachers,  at  this  period,  hold 
forth.  All  the  women  are  in  black,  to  com- 
memorate the  death  of  Jesus :  there  is  some- 
thing very  affecting  in  these  yearly  weeds, 
that  have  been  renewed  for  so  many  centuries. 
One  enters  the  noble   churches   with   true 


<...^^.  »«.  „^  ...»T v.>.  ....w»g»  ^^^  g..^.^»  »a  .emotion ;  their  tombs  prepare  us  for  serious 
San  Giovanni  et  raulo,  whose  brethren  are  ^bought,  but  the  preacher  too  often  dissipates 
subjected  to  exercises  less  austere.    Their  ^  all  this  in  an  instant.     His  pulpit  is  a  some< 


what  long  tribunal,  from  one  end  to  the  other 
of  which  he  walks,  with  a  strangely  mechani- 
cal agitation.  He  fails  not  to  start  with  some 
phrase  to  which,  at  the  end  of  the  sentence, 
he  returns,  like  a  pendulum ;  though,  by  his 
impassioned  gestures,  you  would  think  him 
very  likely  to  forget  it :  but  this  is  a  syste- 
matic fury,  "  a  fit  of  regular  and  voluntary 
distraction,"  often  seen  in  Italy,  and  indicating 
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Boae  bal  sapsritial  or  artifioud  feelings.  A 
erocLfix  is  hung  in  the  pulpit;  the  preacher 
tikes  it  down,  kisses,  presses  it  in  his  arms, 
snd  then  hangs  it  up  again,  with  perfect  cool- 
ness, as  soon  as  the  pathetic  passage  is  got' 
through.  Another  method  for  i>rodacing  effect 
is  polling  off  and  putting  on  his  cap,  with  in- 
eoDceivable  rapidity.  One  of  these  men  at- 
tacked Voltaire  and  Rousseau  on  the  scepticism 
of  the  age.  He  threw  his  cap  into  the  middle 
of  the  pulpit,  as  the  representative  of  Jean 
Jaeqnes,  and  then  cried,  "  Now,  philosopher 
of  Geneva,  what  have  ^ou  to  say  against  my 
arguments  V  He  was  silent  for  some  seconds, 
as  if  expecting  a  reply ;  but,  as  the  cap  said 
nothing,  he  replaced  it  on  his  head,  and  ter- 
minated the  discourse  by  adding, — "Well, 
since  I've  convinced  you,  let  us  say  no  more 
about  it."  These  uncouth  scenes  are  frequent 
in  Rome,  where  real  pulpit  oratory  is  ex- 
tremely rare.  Religion  is  there  respected  as 
an  all-powerful  law ;  its  ceremonies  captivate 
the  senses;  but  its  preachers  deal  less  ini 
■lorals  than  in  dogmas,  that  never  reach  the 
heart.  Eloquence,  in  this,  as  in  many  other 
hnnehes  of  literature,  is  there  devoted  to 
eommoti-places,  that  can  neither  describe  nor 
explain.  A  new  thought  creates  a  disturb- 
ance in  minds  at  once  so  ardent  and  so  lan- 
fsid,  that  they  need  uniformity  to  calm  them ; 
and  love  it  for  the  repose  it  brings.  There  is 
as  etiqnette  in  these  sermons,  by  which  words 
lake  precedence  of  ideas ;  and  this  order  would 
he  deranged,  if  the  preacher  spoke  from  his 
ovn  heart,  or  searched  his  soul  for  what  he> 
OQgkt  to  say.  Christian  philosophy,  which 
finds  analogies  between  religion  and  humanity, 
is  u  little  uDderstood  in  Italy,  as  philosophy 
of  any  other  sort.  To  speculate  on  religion 
is  deemed  almost  as  scandalous  as  scheming 
sgainst  it;  so  wed<kd  are  all  men  to  mere 
fenns  and  old  usages.  The  worship  of  the 
fitgin  is  particukurly  dear  to  southern  people ; 
it  saems  ^ed  to  all  that  is  most  chaste  and 
tender  in  their  love  of  woman ;  but  every 
fraacher  treats  this  subject  with  the  same 
tuggerated  rhetoric,  and  one  can  hardly  con- 
eeive  bow  it  is  thiat  their  gestures  and  their 
language  do  not  constantly  turn  the  most  seri- 
OM  sobjeet  into  ridicule.  There  is  scarcely 
lo  he  heard,  from  one  Italian  pulpit,  a  single 
a^imen  of  eoneot  accent,  or  natural  de- 
kveiy. 

Oswald  iled  from  this  most  fatiguing  of  in- 
flictions—that  of  affected  vehemence — and 
sought  the  CoIiBeom,  where  a  Capuchin  was 
to  preach  in  the  open  air,  at  the  foot  of  an 
akar,  in  the  centre  of  the  enclosure  which 
narks  the  road  to  the  cross.  What  a  theme 
was  this  arena,  where  martyrs  succeeded 
gladiators :  but  there  was  no  hope  of  hearing 


it  dilated  on  by  the  poor  capuchin,  who  knew 
nothing  of  the  history  of  man,  save  in  his  own 
life.  Without,  however,  coming  there  to  hear 
his  bad  sermon,  Oswald  felt  interested  by  the 
objects  around  him.  The  congregation  was 
prmcipally  composed  of  the  Camaldoline  fra- 
ternity, at  that  time  attired  in  grey  gowns 
that  covered  both  head  and  body,  leaving  but 
two  little  openings  for  the  eyes,  and  having  a 
most  ghostly  air.  Their  unseen  faces  were 
prostrated  to  the  earth;  they  beat  their 
breasts ;  and  when  their  preacher  threw  him- 
self on  his  knees,  crying — ^-  Mercy  aod  pity  !^' 
they  followed  his  example.  As  this  appeal 
from  wretchedness  to  compassion,  from  earth 
to  Heaven,  echoed  through  the  classic  porti- 
coes, it  was  impossible  not  to  experience  a 
deeply  pious  feeling  in  the  souPs  inmost  sanc- 
tuary. Oswald  shuddered ;  he  remained 
standing,  that  he  might  not  pretend  to  a  faith 
which  was  not  his  own ;  yet  it  cost  him  an 
effort  to  forbear  from  this  fellowship  with 
mortals,  whoever  they  were,  thus  humbling 
themselves  before  their  God  ;— for,  does  not 
an  invocation  to  heavenly  sympathy  equally 
become  us  all  1 

The  people  were  struck  by  his  noble  and 
foreign  aspect,  but  not  displeased  with  his 
omitting  to  join  them ;  for  no  men  on  earth 
can  be  more  tolerant  than  the  Romans.  They 
are  accustomed  to  persons  who  come  amongst 
them  but  as  sight-seers ;  and,  either  from 
pride  or  indolence,  never  seek  to  make  stran- 
gers participate  in  their  opinions.  It  is  a  still 
more  extraordinary  fact,  that  at  this  period 
especially,  there  are  many  who  uke  on  them- 
selves the  strictest  punishments  ;  yet,  while 
the  scourge  is  in  their  hands,  the  church-door 
is  still  open,  and  every  stranger  welcome  to 
enter  as  usual.  They  do  nothing  for  the  sake 
of  being  looked  at,  nor  are  they  frightened 
from  anything  because  they  happen  to  he  seen ; 
they  proceed  towards  their  own  aims,  or  plea- 
sures, without  knowing  that  there  is  such  a 
thing  as  vanity,  whose  only  aim  and  pleasure 
consists  in  the  applause  of  others. 


CHAPTER  HI. 

Much  has  been  said  of  Passion-week  in 
Rome.  A  number  of  foreigners  arrive  during 
Lent,  to  enjoy  this  spectacle ;  and  as  the  mu- 
sic at  the  Sixtine  Chapel,  and  the  illumination 
of  St.  Peter^s  are  unique  of  their  kinds,  they 
naturally  attract  much  curiosity,  which  is  not 
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always  satisfied.  The  dinner  served  by  the 
Pope  to  the  twelve  representatives  of  the 
Apostles,  whose  feet  he  bathes,  must  recall 
solemn  ideas ;  yet  a  thousand  inevitable  cir- 
camstances  often  destroy  their  dignity.  All 
the  contributors  to  these  customs  are  not 
equally  absorbed  by  devotion ;  ceremonies  so 
oft  repeated  become  mechanical  to  most  of 
their  agents ;  the  young  priests  hurry  over 
the  service  with  a  dextrous  activity  anything 
but  imposing.  All  the  mysteries  that  should 
veU  religion  are  dbsipated,  by  that  attention 
we  cannot  help  giving  to  the  manner  in  which 
each  performs  his  function.  The  avidity  of 
the  one  party  for  the  meat  set  before  them, 
the  indifference  of  the  other  to  their  prayers 
and  genuflections,  deprive  the  whole  of  its  doe 
sablimity. 

The  ancient  costumes  still  worn  by  the  ec- 
clesiastics ill  accord  with  their  modern  heads. 
The  bearded  Patriarch  of  the  Greek  Church 
is  the  roost  venerable  figure  left  for  such  offi- 
ces. The  old  fashion,  too,  of  men  curtesying 
like  women  is  dangerous  to  the  gravity  of  the 
spectator.  The  past  and  the  present,  indeed, 
rather  jostle  than  harmonize ;  little  care  is 
taken  to  strike  the  imagination,  and  none  to 
prevent  its  being  distracted.  A  worship  so 
brilliantly  majestic  in  its  externals  is  certainly 
well  fitted  to  elevate  the  soul ;  but  more  cau- 
tion should  be  observed,  lest  its  ceremonies 
degenerate  into  plays,  in  which  the  actors  get 
by  rote  what  they  have  to  do,  and  at  what 
time  ;  when  to  pray,  when  to  have  done  pray- 
ing ;  when  to  kneel,  and  when  to  rise.  Court 
roles  introduced  into  church  restrain  that 
soaring  elasticity  which  alone  can  give  man 
hope  of  drawing  near  his  Maker. 

The  generality  of  foreigners  observe  this  ; 
yet  few  Romans  but  yearly  find  fresh  plea- 
sure in  these  Barred  files.  It  is  a  peculiarity 
in  Italian  character,  that  their  versatility  of 
taste  leads  not  to  inconstancy ;  and  that  their 
vivacity  removes  all  necessity  for  variety. 
The  Italians,  penitent  and  persevering  even 
in  their  amusements,  let  imagination  embellish 
what  they  possess,  instead  of  bidding  them 
crave  what  they  have  not :  they  deem  every- 
thing more  gn^nd,  more  beautiftd  than  it  really 
is ;  and  as  elsewhere  vanity  teaches  men  to 
seem  &stidious,  in  Italy,  warmth  of  tempera- 
ment makes  it  a  pleasure  to  admire. 

After  all  the  Romans  had  said  to  Nelvil  of 
their  Passion-week,  he  had  expected  much 
more  than  he  had  found.  He  sighed  for  the 
august  simplicity  of  the  English  Church,  and^ 
returned  home  discontented  with  himself,  for 
not  having  been  afi*ected  by  that  which  he 
ought  to  have  felt.  In  such  cases  we  fancy 
that  the  soul  is  withered,  and  fear  that  we 
have  lost  that  enthusiasm,  without  which  rea- 


son itself  would  but  serve  to  disgust  us  with 
life. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Good  Friday  restored  all  the  religious  emo- 
tions of  Lord  Nelvil ;  he  was  about  to  regain 
Corinne:  the  sweet  hopes  of  love  blended 
with  that  piety,  from  which  nothing  save  the 
factitious  career  of  the  world  can  entirely 
wean  us.  He  sought  the  Sixtine  Chapel,  to 
hear  the  far-famed  Miserere.  It  was  yet  light 
enough  for  him  to  see  the  pictures  of  Michael 
Angelo ; — ^the  Day  of  Judgment,  treated  by  a 
genius  worthy  so  terrible  a  subject.  Dante 
had  infected  this  painter  with  the  bad  taste  of 
representing  mythological  beings  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Christ ;  but  it  is  chiefly  as  demons 
that  ho  has  characterized  these  Pagan  crea- 
tions. Beneath  the  arches  of  the  roof  are 
seen  the  prophets  and  heathen  pridstesses, 
called  as  witnesses  by  the  Christians  {teste 
David  cum  Sybilla) ;  a  host  of  angels  around 
them.  The  roof  is  painted  as  if  to  bring 
heaven  nearer  to  us ;  but  that  heaven  is 
gloomy  and  repulsive.  Day  scarcely  pene- 
trates the  windows,  which  throw  on  the  pic- 
tures moro  shadows  than  beams.  This  dim- 
ness enlarges  the  alrea^  commanding  figures 
of  Michael  Angelo.  The  funereal  perfume 
of  incense  fills  the  aisles,  and  every  sensation 
prepares  us  for  that  deeper  one  which  awaits 
the  touch  of  music.  While  Oswald  was  lost 
in  these  reflections,  he  beheld  Corinne,  whom 
he  had  not  expected  yet  to  see,  enter  that  part 
of  the  chapel  devoted  to  females,  and  separ 
rated  by  a  grating  from  the  rest.  She  was 
in  black ;  pale  with  abstinence,  and  so  tremu- 
lous, as  she  perceived  him,  that  she  was 
obliged  to  support  herself  by  the  balustrade. 
At  this  moment  the  Miserere  commenced. 
Voices  well  practised  in  this  pure  and  antique 
chant  rose  from  an  qnseen  gallery ;  every  in- 
stant rendered  the  chapel  darker.  The  music 
seemed  to  float  in  the  air ;  no  longer  in  the 
voluptuously  impassioned  strains  which  the 
lovers  had  heard  together  a  week  since,  but 
such  as  seemed  bidding  them  renounce  all 
earthly  things.  Corinne  knelt  before  the 
grate.  Oswald  himself  was  forgotten.  At 
such  a  moment  she  would  have  loved  to  die. 

If  the  separation  of  soul  and  body  were 
but  pangless ;  if  an  angel  would  bear  away 
thought  and  feeling  on  his  wings, — divine 
sparks  that  shall  return  to  their  source, — death 
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wodM  be  then  the  heart's  spoDtaneous  act,  an 
ardent  prayer  most  mercifuily  granted.     The 
Teiaea  of  this  psalm  are  song  idternately,  and 
in  very  contrasted  styles.     The  heavenly  bar- 
mony  of  one  is  answered  by  marmured  reci- 
utif  e,  heavy  and  even  harsh,  like  the  reply  of 
worldlings  to  the  appeal  of  sensibility,  or  the 
realities  of  life  defeating  the  vows  of  generous 
souls.    When  the  soft  choir  reply,  hope  springs 
again,  again  to  be  frozen  by  that  dreary  sound 
which  inspires  not  terror,  but  utter  discourage- 
ment ;  yet  the  last  burst,  most  reassuring  of 
all,  leaves  just  the  pure  and  exquisite  sensa- 
don  in  the  soul  which  we  would  pray  to  be 
accorded  when  we  die.     The  lights  are  ex- 
linguished ;    night    advances ;    the    pictures 
gleam  like  prophetic  phantoms  through  the 
[•  dosk ;    the  deepest  silence  reigns ;    speech 
I  would  be  insupportable  in  this  state  of  self- 
I  oomnmnion ;  every  one  steals  slowly  away, 
I  rriaetant  to  resume  the  vulgar  interests  of  the 
r  world. 

Corinne  followed  the  procession  to  St: 
Peter's,  as  yet  illumined  by  a  cross  of  fire ; 
this  type  of  grief  shining  alone  through  the 
ifflmense  obscure,  is  a  fine  image  of  Christi- 
aoity  amid  the  shades  of  life !  A  wan  light 
&Us  over  the  statues  on  the  tombs.  The 
Ufijig,  who  throng  these  arches,  appear  but 
pigmies,  compared  with  the  effigies  of  the 
dnd.  Around  the  cross  is  a  space  cleared, 
vhere  the  Pope,  arrayed  in  white,  with  all 
the  cardinals  behind  him,  prostrate  themselves 
to  the  earth,  and  remain  nearly  half  an  hour 
pnfoondly  mute.  It  is  impossible  to  be  un- 
I  DOYed  at  this  spectacle.  None  hear  what 
they  request ;  none  hear  their  secret  groans ; 
hot  they  are  aged,  going  before  us  towards 
the  tomb,  whither  we  must  follow.  Grant  us, 
0  God!  the  grace  so  to  ennoble  our  age,  that 
the  last  days  of  life  may  be  the  first  of  im- 
noitality. 

Corinne,  too,  the  young  and  lovely  Corinne, 
belt  near  the  priests ;  the  mild  light  weak- 
ened not  the  lustre  of  her  eyes.  Oswald 
looked  on  her  as  an  entrancing  picture,  as 
in  adored  woman.  Her  orison  concluded, 
ihe  rose ;  her  lover  dared  not  approach,  re- 
vering the  meditations  in  which  he  believed 
her  sUU  plunged ;  but  she  came  to  him  with 
all  the  rapture  of  reunion :  happiness  was  so 
ahed  over  her  every  action,  that  she  received 
the  greetings  of  her  friends  with  unwonted 
guety.  St.  Peter^s,  indeed,  had  suddenly 
I  beeome  a  public  promenade,  where  every  one 
Ij  Bade  appointments  of  business  or  of  pleasure. 
f !  Oswald  vras  astonished  at  this  power  of  run- 
UDg  from  one  extreme  to  another  ;  and,  much 
18  he  rejoiced  in  the  vivacity  of  Corinne,  he 
felt  snrprised  at  her  thus  instantly  banishing 
>I1  traces  of  her  late  emotions.    He  could  not 


conceive  how  this  glorious  edifice,  on  sc 
solemn  a  day,  could  be  converted  into  the 
Cafe  of  Rome,  where  people  met  for  amuse- 
ment ;  and  seeing  Corinne  encircled  by  ad- 
mirers, to  whom  she  chatted  cheerfully,  as  if 
no  longer  conscious  where  she  stood,  he  felt 
some  mistrust  as  to  the  levity  of  which  she 
could  be  capable.  She  read  his  thoughts,  and 
hastily  breaking  from  her  party,  took  his  arm 
to  walk  the  church  with  him,  saying,  **  I  have 
never  spoken  to  you  of  my  religious  senti- 
ments ;  let  me  do  so  now ;  perhaps  I  may 
thus  disperse  the  clouds  I  see  rising  in  youj: 
mind.^' 


CHAPTER  V. 

"  Thk  difierence  of  our  creeds,  my  dear 
Oswald,"  continued  Corinne,  "  is  the  cause  of 
the  unspoken  displeasure  you  cannot  prevent 
me  from  detecting.  Your  faith  is  seyous  and 
severe,  ours  lively  and  tender.  It  is  generally 
believed  that  my  church  is  the  most  rigorous ; 
it  may  be  so,  in  a  country  where  struggles 
exist  between  the  two ;  but  here  we  have  no 
doctrinal  dissensions.  England  has  experi- 
enced many.  The  result  is,  that  Catholicism 
here  has  taken  an  indulgent  character,  such 
as  it  cannot  have  where  Reformation  is  armed 
against  it.  Our  religion,  like  that  of  the  an- 
cients, animates  the  arts,  inspires  the  poets, 
and  makes  part  of  all  the  joys  of  life  ;  while 
yours,  established  in  a  country  where  reason 
predominates  over  fanc^,  is  stamped  with  a 
moral  sternness  that  will  never  be  effaced. 
Ours  caUs  on  us  in  the  name  of  love  ;  yours 
in  that  of  duty.  Your  principles  are  liberal ; 
our  dogmas  bigoted :  yet  our  orthodox  despot- 
ism yields  to  the  circumstances  of  the  indi- 
vidual, but  your  religious  liberty  exacts  re- 
spect for  its  own  laws,  without  any  exception. 
It  is  true  that  our  monastics  undergo  sad 
hardships,  but  they  choose  them  freely ;  their 
state  is  a  mysterious  engagement  between 
God  and  man.  Among  the  secular  Catholics 
here,  love,  hope  and  faith,  are  the  chief  vir- 
tues; all  announcing,  all  bestowing  peace. 
Far  from  our  priests  forbidding  us  to  rejoice, 
they  tell  us  that  we  thus  evince  our  gratitude 
for  the  giils  of  Heaven.  They  enjoin  us  to 
practise  charity  and  repentance,  as  proofs  of 
our  respect  for  our  faith,  and  our  desire  to 
please  its  founder ;  but  they  refuse  us  not  the 
absolution  we  zealously  implore ;  and  the 
errors  of  the  heart  meet  here  a  mercy  else- 
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where  denied.  Did  not  our  Sayioar  tell  the 
Magdalene  that  much  should  he  pardoned  to 
the  greatness  of  her  love  ?  As  fair  a  sky  as 
ours  echoed  these  words :  shall  we  then  de- 
spair of  our  Creator's  pity  1" 

"Corinne,"  returned  Nelvil,  "how  can  I 
combat  arguments  so  sweet,  so  needful  to  me  t 
and  yet  I  must.  It  is  not  for  a  day  I  love 
Corinne  ;  to  her  I  look  for  a  long  futurity  of 
content  and  virtue.  The  purest  religion  is 
that  which  sacrifices  passion  to  duty,  as  a  con- 
tinual homage  to  the  Supreme  Being.  A 
moral  life  is  the  best  offering.  We  degrade 
the  Creator  by  attributing  to  him  a  wish  that 
tends  not  towards  our  intellectual  perfection. 
Paternity,  that  god-like  sj^mbol  of  faultless 
sway,  seeks  but  to  render  its  children  better 
and  happier.  How,  then,  suppose  that  God 
demands  of  man  anything  that  has  not  the 
welfare  of  man  for  its  object  1  what  confused 
notions  spring  from  the  habit  of  attaching 
more  importance  to  religious  ceremony  than 
to  active  worth  ?  You  know  that  it  is  just 
after  Passion-week  the  greatest  number  of 
murders  are  committed  in  Rome.  The  long 
fast  has,  so  to  speak,  put  its  votaries  in  funds, 
and  they  spend  the  treasures  of  their  peni- 
tence in  assassinations.  The  most  blood- 
stained criminal  here  scruples  to  eat  meat  on 
Fridays ;  convinced  that  the  greatest  of  crimes 
were  that  of  disobeying  the  ordinances  of  the 
Church.  All  conscience  is  lavished  on  that 
point ;  as  if  the  Divinity  were  like  one  of  the 
world^s  rulers,  who  preferred  flattering  sub- 
mission to  faithful  service.  Is  this  courtier- 
like behavior  to  be  substituted  for  the  respect 
we  owe  the  Eterttal,  as  the  source  and  the 
recompense  of  a  forbearing  and  spotless  life  ? 
The  external  demonstration  of  Italian  Catho- 
licism excuses  the  soul  from  all  interior  piety. 
The  spectacle  oter,  the  feeling  ends— the 
duty  is  done;  no  one  remains,  as  with  us, 
long  occupied  by  thoughts  born  of  strict  and 
sincere  self-examination." 

"  You  are  severe,  my  dear  Oswald,"  said 
Corinne  ;  "  this  is  not  the  first  time  I  have 
remarked  it.  If  religion  consists  but  in  mo- 
rality, how  is  it  superior  to  philosophy  and 
reason  T  And  what  piety  could  we  truly  feel, 
if  our  principal  end  was  that  of  stifling  all  the 
feelings  of  the  heart  1  The  Stoics  knew 
almost  as  much  as  ourselves  of  austere  self- 
denials  ;  but  that  which  is  due  to  Christianity 
alone  is  the  enthusiasm  which  weds  it  with 
all  the  affections  of  the  soul — ^the  power  of 
loving  and  sympathising.  It  is  the  most  in- 
dulgent worship,  which  best  favors  the  flight 
of  our  spirits  towards  heaven.  What  means 
the  parable  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  if  not  that 
true  love  of  God  is  preferred  even  above  the 
most  exact  fulfilment  of  duty  ?    He  quitted 


the  paternal  roof:  his'  brother  remained  be- 
neath it ;  he  had  plunged  into  all  the  pleasures 
of  the  world ;  his  brother  had  never  for  an 
instant  broken  the  regularity  of  domestic  life : 
but  the  wanderer  returned,  all  tears,  and  his 
beloved  father  received  him  with  rejoicing! 
Ah  \  doubtless,  among  the  mysteries  of  nature, 
love  is  all  that  is  left  us  of  our  heavenly  heri- 
tage !  Our  very  virtues  are  oflen  too  com- 
plicated with  circumstances  for  us  always  to 
comprehend  what  is  right,  or  what  is  the  se- 
cret impulse  that  directs  us.  I  ask  my  God 
to  teach  me  to  adore  him.  I  feel  the  effect  of 
my  petition  by  the  tears  I  shed.  But,  to  sus- 
tain this  disposition,  religious  exercises  are 
more  necessary  than  yon  may  think ; — a  con- 
stant intercourse  with  the  Divinity;  daily 
habits  that  have  no  connection  with  the  inte- 
rests of  life,  but  belong  solely  to  the  invisible 
world.  External  objects  are  of  great  assist- 
anco  to  piety.  The  soul  would  &U  babkupon 
herself,  if  music  and  the  arts  reanimated  not 
that  poetic  eenius,  which  is  also  the  genius  of 
religion.  The  most  vulgar  man,  while  he 
prays,  suffers,  or  trusts  in  Heaven,  would  ex- 
press himself  like  Milton,  Homer,  or  Tasso, 
if  education  had  clothed  his  thoughts  in  words. 
There  are  but  two  distinct  classes  of  men 
bom — ^those  who  feel  enthusiasm,  and  those 
who  deride  it ;  all  the  rest  is  the  work  of  so- 
ciety. One  class  have  no  words  for  their 
sentiments ;  the  other  know  what  they  ought 
to  say  to  hide  the  void  of  their  hearts :  but 
the  stream  flowed  from  the  rock  at  the  com- 
mand of  Heaven ;  even  so  gush  forth  true 
talent,  true  religion,  true  love. 

The  pomp  of  oar  worship ;  those  pictores 
of  kneeling  saints,  whose  looks  express  con- 
tinual prayer  ;  those  statues  placed  on  tombs, 
as  if  to  awaken  one  day  with  the  dead ;  our 
churches,  with  their  lofty  aisles ; — all  seem 
intimately  connected  with  devout  ideas.  I 
love  this  splendid  homage,  made  by  man  to 
that  which  promises  him  neither  fortune  noi^ 
power ;  which  neither  regards  nor  ptmishes, 
save  by  the  feelings  it  inspires  :  I  grow  proud 
of  my  kind,  as  I  recognize  sometlung  so  dis- 
interested. The  magnificence  of  religion 
cannot  be  too  much  increased.  I  love  this 
prodigality  of  terrestrial  gifts  to  another 
world  ;  offerings  from  time  to  eternity !  Suf- 
ficient for  the  morrow  are  the  cares  required 
by  human  economy.  Oh !  how  I  love  what 
would  be  useless  waste,  were  life  nothing 
better  than  a  career  of  toil  for  despicable 
gain !  If  this  earth  be  but  our  road  to  hea- 
ven, what  can  we  do  better  than  so  elevate 
our  souls,  that  they  feel  the  Infinite,  the  In- 
visible, the  Eternal,  in  the  midst  of  the  limits 
that  surronnd  them  t  Jesus  permitted  a  weak, 
and,  perhape,  repentant  woman,  to  st^p  hit 
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&eid  in  precious  balms,  saying  to  those  who 
bade  her  torn  them  to  more  profitable  use, 
'Why  trouble  ye  the  woman?  the  poor  ye 
bre  always  with  you,  but  me  ye  hare  not 
tlmys.'  Alas !  whatever  is  good  or  sublime 
OQ  this  earth,  is  oars  but  for  a  while ;  we 
baTo  it  not  iilways.  Age,  infirmities,  and 
hik  sooQ  sully  the  heavenly  dewdrop  that 
Qoly  rests  on  flowers.  Dear  Oswald,  let  us, 
theo,  blend  love,  religion,  genius,  sunshine, 
«iois,  music,  and  poetry.  There  is  no  Athe- 
isn  but  cold,  selfish  baseness.  Christ  has 
■id,  'When  two  or  three  are  gathered  toge- 
tiier  in  niy  name,  I  will  be  amongst  them  \* 
lad  what.  Oh  God  !  is  assembling  in  thy  name, 
if  we  do  not  so  while  enjoying  the  charms  of 
tttoie,  therein  praising  and  thanking  thee  for 
nrlife;  above  all,  when  some  other  heart, 
created  by  thy  hands,  responds  entirely  to  our 
•tar 
So  celestial  an  inspiration  animated  the 
eonDteoance  of  Corinne,  that  Oswald  could 
Kiice  refram  from  falling  at  her  feet  in  that 
ttpst  temple.  He  was  long  silent,  delight- 
wy  mosing  over  her  words,  and  reading  their 
snaiog  in  her  looks  :  he  could  not,  however, 
iisBdoQ  a  cause  so  dear  to  him  as  that  he  had 
ll^extaken;  therefore  he  resumed.  "Co- 
niie,  hear  a  few  words  more  from  your 
M :  his  heart  is  not  seared ;  no,  no,  be- 
;  li^  me,  if  I  require  austerity  of  principle 
>ii  action,  it  is  because  it  gives  our  feelings^ 
Ml  and  duration;  if  I  look  for  reason  in  ' 
ftSpOD^— that  is,  if  I  reject  contradictory 
^DBSfUid  human  means  for  afifecting  the 
f"Bi-il  is  because  I  see  the  Bivinitv  in  rea- 
)  Ml  IS  well  as  in  enthusiasm ;  if  I  cannot 
•j^inaa  to  be  deprived  of  any  of  his  facul- 
■  ^  it  it  because  they  are  all  scarce  sufficient 
jfcr  his  comprehension  of  the  truths,  revealed 
^tolua  as  much  by  mental  reflection  as  by 
*«tfclt  instinct — ^the  existence  of  a  God, 
^  the  immortality  of  the  soul.  To  these 
"Icaui  thoughts,  so  entwined  with  virtue^/ 
^  caa  be  added,  that,  in  fact,  belongs  to 
tel  The  poetic  zeal  to  which  you  lend 
*Biaoy  attractions,  is  not,  I  dare  assert,  the 
,  *M  niotary  kind  of  devotion !  Corinne, 
{"Veau  it  prepare  us  for  the  innumerable 
,  ierifiees  that  duty  exacts  ?  There  was  no 
^relation,  save  in  the  aspirations  of  the  soul, 
*^  its  future  destiny  is  seen  but  through 
Jwis.  But  we,  to  whom  Christianity  ren- 
*a  it  clear  and  positive,  may  deem  suchsen- 
*^  oar  reward,  but  cannot  make  them  our 
Je  wide.  You  describe  the  existence  of 
5^^  not  that  of  mortals ;  a  religious  life 
*  A  combat,  not  a  hymn.  If  we  were  not 
•*  here  to  repress  our  own  and  others'  evil 
^ostions,  there  would,  as  you  say,  be  no 
v'^nctioiissaTe  between  apathetic  and  ardent 


minds.  But  man  is  more  harsh  and  nigged 
than  you  think  him  ;  rational  piety  and  impe- 
rious duty  alone  can  check  his  proud  excesses. 
Whatever  you  may  think  of  exterior  pomp, 
and  numerous  ceremonies,  dearest !  the  con- 
templation of  the  universe  and  its  Author, 
will  ever  be  the  highest  worship,  one  which 
fills  the  imagination  without  containing  any- 
thing either  idle  or  absurd.  The  dogmas  that 
offend  my  reason,  also  chill  my  enthusiasm. 
Doubtless,  the  world  is  in  itself  an  incompre- 
hensible mystery,  and  he  were  most  unwise 
who  refused  to  believe  whatever  he  could  not 
explain ;  but  contradictions  are  always  the 
work  of  man.  The  secrets  of  God  are  be- 
yond our  mental  powers,  but  not  opposed  to 
them.  A  German  phUosopher  has  said,  *  I 
know  but  two  beautiful  things  in  the  universe 
— the  starry  sky  above  our  heads,  and  the 
sense  of  duty  within  our  hearts,''  In  sooth, 
all  the  wonders  of  creation  are  included  in 
these.  Far  from  a  simple  religion  withering 
the  heart,  I  used  to  think,  ere  I  knew  you, 
Corinne,  that  such  alone  could  concentrate  and 
perpetuate  its  affections.  I  have  witnessed 
the  most  austere  purity  of  conduct  from  a 
man  of  inexhaustible  tenderness.  I  have 
seen  it  preserve,  in  age,  a  virgin  innocence 
which  the  storms  of  passion  must  else  have 
blighted.  Repentance  is  assuredly  commend- 
able, and  I,  more  than  most  men,  had  need 
rely  on  its  efficacy ;  but  repeated  penitence 
wearies  the  soul ;  it  is  a  sentiment  that  can 
but  once  regenerate  us.  Redemption  accom- 
plished, cannot  be  renewed ;  accustomed  to 
^the  attempt,  we  lose  the  strength  of  love  ;  for 
it  requires  strength  of  mind  to  love  God  con- 
stantly. I  object  to  the  splendid  forms  which 
here  act  so  powerfully  on  the  fancy,  because 
I  would  have  imagination  modest  and  retiring, 
like  the  heatt :  emotions  extorted  from  it,  are 
always  less  forcible  than  those  that  spring 
spontaneously.  In  the  Cevennes,  I  heard  a 
Protestant  minister  preach  one  eve  amonff  the 
mountains :  he  addressed  the  tombs  of  the 
Frenchmen,  banished  by  their  brothers,  and 
promised  their  friends  that  they  should  meet 
them  in  a  better  world :  a  virtuous  life,  he 
said,  would  secure  that  blessing,  adding,  *  Do 
good  to  man,  that  God  may  heal  the  wounds 
within  your  breasts  !^  He  wondered  at  the 
inflexibility  with  which  the  creature  of  a  day 
dared  treat  his  fellow  worm ;  and  dwelt  on 
the  terrible  thought  of  death,  which  all  con- 
ceive, but  none  can  fully  comprehend.  In 
short,  he  said  naught  that  was  not  touching, 
true,  and  perfectly  in  harmony  with  nature. 
The  distant  cataract,  the  sparkling  starlight, 
seemed  expressing  the  same  thoughts  in  other 
ways.  There  was  the  magnificence  of  na- 
ture, the  only  one  whose  spectacles  offend  niot 


80 


CORINNE  ;  OR,  ITALY. 


the  unfortunate  ;  and  this  imposing  simplicity 
affected  the  soul  as  it  was  never  affected  by 
the  most  brilliant  of  ceremonies." 

On  Easter  Sunday,  Oswald  and  Corinne 
went  to  the  Place  of  St.  Peter's,  to  see  the 
Pope,  from  the  highest  balcony  of  the  church, 
call  down  Heaven^s  blessing  on  the  earth  :  as 
he  pronounced  *  Urhi  et  Orbi  *— on  the  city  and 
the  world, — the  people  knelt,  and  the  lovers 
felt  all  creeds  alike.  Religion  links  men  udth 
each  other,  unless  self-love  and  fanaticism 
render  it  a  causo  of  jealousy  and  hate.  To 
pray  together,  in  whatever  tongue  or  ritual, 
is  the  most  tender  brotherhood  of  hope  and 
sympathy  that  men  can  contract  in  this  life. ' 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Easter  was  over,  yet  Corinne  spoke  not  of 
accomplishing  her  promise,  by  confiding  her 
history  to  Nelvil.  Hurt  by  this  silence,  he 
one  day  told  her  that  he  intended  paying  a 
visit  to  their  vaunted  Naples.  She  understood 
his  feelings,  and  proposed  to  make  the  journey 
with  him;  hoping  to  escape  the  avowal  he 
expected  from  her,  by  giving  him  a  proof  of 
love  which  ought  to  be  so  satisfactory:  be- 
sides, she  thought  that  he  would  not  take  her 
with  him,  unless  he  designed  to  become  hers 
for  life.  Her  anxious  looks  supplicated  a 
favorable  reply.  He  could  not  resist,  though 
surprised  at  the  simplicity  with  which  she 
made  this  offer;  yet  he  hesitated  for  some 
time,  till,  seeing  her  bosom  throb,  and  her 
eyes  fill,  he  consented,  without  considering 
the  importance  of  such  a  resolution.  Corinne 
was  overwhelmed  with  joy :  at  that  moment, 
she  implicitly  relied  on  his  fidelity. 

The  day  was  fixed,  and  the  sweet  perspec- 
tive of  travelling  together  banished  every 
other  idea.  Not  an  arrangement  they  made 
for  this  purpose  but  was  a  source  of  pleasure. 
Happy  state  of  mind !  in  which  every  detail 
of  life  derives  a  charm  from  some  fond  hope. 
Too  soon  comes  the  time  when  each  hour 
fatigues;  when  each  morning  costs  us  an 
effort,  to  support  our  waking,  and  drag  on  the 
day  to  its  close.  As  Nelvil  lef\  Corinne,  in 
order  to  prepare  everything  for  their  de- 
parture, the  Count  d^Efrfeuil  called  on  her, 
and  learnt  her  plan.  ''You  cannot  think  of 
it  !'*.  he  said :  ''  make  a  tour  with  a  man  who 
has  not  even  promised  to  be  your  husband! 
what  will  become  of  you  if  he  turns  de- 
serter?"   "I  should  become,"  replied  she, 


"  but  what  I  must  be,  in  any  situation,  if  he 
ceased  to  love  me, — the  most  unhappy  person 
in  the  world."  "  Yes ;  but  if  you  should  do 
nothing  to  compromise  your  name,  you  would 
still  remain  yourself."  "Myself!"  she  re- 
peated, "  when  the  best  feelings  of  my  sool 
\vere  blighted,  and  my  heart  broken  1"  "  The 
public  would  not  guess  that ;  and  with  a  little 
caution  you  might  preserve  its  opinioa." 
"And  why  humor  that  opinion,  unless  it 
were  to  gain  one  merit  the  more  in  the  eyes 
of  him  I  love  V  "  We  may  cease  to  love," 
answered  the  Count,  "  but  we  do  not  cease  to 
live  in  need  of  society."  "  If  I  could  think," 
she  exclaimed,  "that  the  day  would  come 
when  Oswald^s  affections  were  no  longer  mine 
all  in  this  world,  I  should  have  ceased  to  lore 
already.  What  is  love,  if  it  can  calculate  and 
provide  against  its  own  decay  %  No ;  like  de- 
votion, it  dissipates  all  other  interests,  and 
delights  in  an  entire  sacrifice  of  self."  "And 
can  a  person  of  your  mind  turn  her  brain  with 
such  nonsense  V  asked  d'Erfeuil :  "  it  is  cer- 
tainly to  the  advantage  of  us  men,  that  women 
think  as  you  do ;  but  you  must  not  lose  yoai 
superiority ;  it  ought  to  be  iii  some  way  use- 
ful." "Useful!"  cried  Corinne;  "Oh!  1 
shall  owe  it  enough,  if  it  teaches  me  th« 
better  to  appreciate  the  tender  generosity  ol 
Nelvil." 

"  Lord  Nelvil  is  like  other  men,"  rejoined 
the  Count;  "he  will  return  to  his  countryj 
resume  his  career  there,  and  be  reasonable  al 
last;  you  will  expose  your  reputation  mosi 
imprudently  by  going  to  Naples  with  him.* 
"  I  know  not  his  intentions,"  she  answered 
"  and,  perhaps,  it  would  have  been  better  U 
have  reflected  ere  I  loved  him ;  but  now— 
what  matters  one  sacrifice  more  ?  Does  no 
my  life  depend  on  his  love  ?  Indeed,  I  fee 
some  solace  in  leaving  myself  without  od< 
resource ;  there  never  is  any  for  woundei 
hearts,  but  the  world  may  sometimes  thiol 
that  such  remains ;  and  I  love  to  know  tba 
even  in  this  respect  my  misfortune  would  b 
complete,  if  NelvD  afaiandoned  me."  "Aw 
does  he  know  how  far  you  commit  yoursel 
for  his  sake  7"  "  No ;  I  have  taken  grea 
^  pains,  as  he  is  but  imperfectly  acquaints 
with  the  customs  of  this  country,  to  exagge 
rate  the  liberty  it  permits.  Give  me  you 
word  that  you  will  say  nothing  to  him  on  thi 
head.  I  wish  him  to  be  ever  free ;  he  canno 
constitute  my  felicity  by  giving  up  any  portio 
of  his  own.  His  love  is  the  flower  of  m^ 
life ;  and  neither  his  delicacy  nor  his  good 
ness  could  reanimate  it,  if  once  faded.  I  con 
jure  you,  then,  dear  Count,  leave  me  to  m; 
fate.  Nothing  that  you  know  of  the  heart' 
affections  can  suit  my  case :  iJl  you  say  i 
right,  and  very  applicable  to  ordinary  person 
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lod  ntoations ;  bat  you  innocently  do  me  great 
VTong  in  judging  me  by  the  generality  of  per- 
'  :  whom  therd  are  so  many  maxims 
leadymade.  I  enjoy,  I  sofier,  in  my  own 
jivj;  and  it  is  myself  alone  that  those  should 
eoander  who  seek  to  influence  my  welfare.*' 

The  self-love  of  d'Erfeuil  was  a  little  stung 
bf  the  futility  of  his  advice :  and,  by  the  mark 
of  preference  shown  to  Nelvil,  he  knew  that 
k  himself  was  not  dear  to  Coriime,  and  that 
Oivaldwas;  yet  that  all  this  should  be  so 
pibliely  evinced  was  somewhat  disagreeable 
to  liim.  The  success  of  any  man,  with  any 
I,  is  apt  to  displease  even  his  best  friends. 
"I  see  I  can  do  nothing  here,"  he  added ; 
"bet,  when  my  words  are  fulfilled,  you  will 
Rmember  me ;  meantime  I  shall  leave  Rome  ; 
vAiwat  you  and  Nelvil  I  should  be  ennuied  to 
^th.  I  shall  surely  see  you  both  again  in 
Mj  or  Scotland ;  for  I  have  taken  a  fancy  to 
tnvel,  while  waiting  for  better  things.  For- 
five  my  counsel,  charming  Corinne,  and  ever 
^nd  on  my  devotion  to  you."  She  thanked 
nd  parted  from  him  with  regret.  She  had 
hown  him  at  the  same  time  with  Oswald ; 
<bit  vas  a  link  she  liked  not  to  see  broken  ; 
Wt  ike  acted  as  she  had  told  d*£rfeuil  she 
Md  do.  Some  anxiety  still  troubled  Os- 
^s  joy ;  he  would  fain  have  obtained  her 
xcret,  tluit  he  might  be  certain  they  were  not 
^  be  separated  by  any  invincible  obstacle ; 
^ihe  declared  she  would  explain  nothing 
tin  they  were  at  Naples ;  and  threw  a  veU 
v^ttvhat  might  be  said  of  the  step  she  was 
^.  Os^d  lent  himself  to  this  illusion  : 
l^^in  a  weak,  uncertain  character,  half  de- 
^e^  reason  remains  half  clear,  and  present 
^^Mim  decide  which  of  the  two  halves  shall 
'ttOM  the  whole.  The  mind  of  Nelvil  was 
■iigvUrly  expansive  and  penetrating ;  yet  he 
*Jd  only  judge  himself  correctly  in  the  past ; 
« existing  situation  appeared  to  him  ever  in 
<B>Mon.  Susceptible  alike  of  rashness  and 
""wrac,  of  passion  and  timidity,  he  was  in- 
<^le  of  understanding  his  own  state,  until 
Wests  had  decided  the  combat. 
When  the  friends  of  Corinne  were  apprised 
■  her  plan,  they  were  greatly  distressed, 
P|«9«cially  Prince  Castel  Forte,  who  resolved 
jBJbllow  her  as  soon  as  possible.  He  had  not 
]« nnity  to  oppose  her  accepted  lover,  but 
•could not  support  the  frightful  void  left  by 
*c«hBence  of  his  fair  friend ;  he  had  no  ac- 
pjotance  whom  he  was  not  wont  to  meet  at 
jjhonae ;  be  visited  no  other.  The  society 
*«  attracted  round  her  must  be  dispersed  by 
J^  departure,  so  wrecked  that  it  would  soon 
•Jajposaible  to  restore  it.  He  was  little  ac- 
d  to  live  among  his  family;  though 
|®Ko»ly  intelligent,  study  fatigued  him ;  the 
pj'^onldhave  been  too  heavy  but  for  his 


morn  and  evening  visit  to  Corinne.  She  was 
going ;  he  could  not  guess  why ;  yet  secretly 
promised  himself  to  rejoin  her,  not  like  an 
exacting  lover,  but  as  one  ever  ready  to  con- 
sole her,  if  unhappy,  and  who  might  have 
been  but  too  sure  that  such  a  time  would  come. 

Corinne  felt  some  melancholy  in  loosening 
all  the  ties  of  habit ;  the  life  she  had  led  in 
Rome  was  agreeable  to  her ;  she  was  the  cen- 
tre round  which  circled  all  its  celebrated  art- 
ists and  men  of  letters — perfect  freedom  had 
lent  charms  to  her  existence :  what  was  she 
to  be  now  1  If  destined  to  be  Oswald*s  wife, 
he  would  take  her  to  England :  how  should 
she  be  received  there  1  how  restrain  herself 
to  a  career  so  different  from  that  of  her  last 
six  years  t  These  thoughts  did  but  pass  over 
her  mind  ;  love  for  Oswald  effaced  their  light 
track.  She  saw  him,  heard  him,  and  counted 
the  hours  but  by  his  presence  or  absence. 
Who  can  refuse  the  happiness  that  seeks 
them  ?  Corinne,  of  all  women,  was  the  least 
forethoughted ;  nor  hope  nor  fear  was  made 
for  her ;  her  faith  in  the  future  was  indistinct, 
and  in  this  respect  her  fancy  did  her  as  little 
good  as  harm. 

The  morning  of  her  departure  Castel  Forte 
came  to  her,  with  tears  in  his  eyes.  "  Will 
you  return  no  more  to  RomeV  he  asked. 
'*  Good  God,  yes !"  she  cried  ;  **  we  shall  be 
back  in  a  month."  "  But,  if  you  wed  Lord 
Nelvil,  you  will  leave  Italy."  "  Leave  Italy !" 
she  sighed.  "Yes;  the  country  where  we 
speak  your  language,  and  understand  you  so 
well ;  where  you  are  so  warmly  admired,  and 
for  friends,  Corinne, — where  will  you  be  be- 
loved as  you  are  here  1  where  find  the  arts, 
the  thoughts  that  please  you  1  Can  a  single 
attachment  constitute  your  life  1  Do  not  lan- 
guage, customs,  and  manners,  compose  that 
love  of  country  which  inflicts  such  terrible 
grief  on  the  exile  1"  "  What  say  you  1"  cried 
Corinne :  **  have  I  not  experienced  it  1  Did 
not  that  very  grief  decide  my  fate  ?"  She 
looked  sadly  on  the  statues  that  decked  hex 
room,  then  on  the  Tiber,  rolling  beneath  hex 
windows :  and  the  sky  whose  smile  seemed 
inviting  her  to  stay  ;  but  at  that  moment  Os- 
wald crossed  the  bridge  of  St.  Angelo  on 
horseback.  "Here  he  is!"  cried  Corinne: 
she  had  scarcely  said  the  words  ere  he  was 
beside  her.  She  ran  before  him,  and  both, 
impatient  to  set  forth,  took  their  places  in  the 
carriage;  yet  Corinne  paid  a  kind  adieu  tc 
Castel  Forte ;  but  it  was  lost  among  the  shouts 
of  postilions,  the  neighing  of  horses,  and  all 
the  bustle  of  departure — sometimes  sad— 
sometimes  intoxicating, — ^just  as  fear  or  hop€ 
may  be  inspired  by  the  new  chances  of  coming 
destiny. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Oswald  was  proud  of  bearing  off  his  con- 
quest ;  though  usually  disturbed  in  his  enjoy- 
ments by  reflections  and  regrets,  he  felt  less 
so  now :  not  that  he  was  decided,  but  that  be 
did  not  trouble  himself  to  be  so ;  he  yielded 
to  the  course  of  erents,  hoping  to  be  borne 
towards  the  haven  of  his  wishes.  They 
crossed  the  Campaffua  d*Albano,  where  still  is 
shown  the  supposed  tomb  of  the  Horatii  and 
Curiatii,  (-25).  They  passed  near  tho  Lake  of 
Nemi,  and  the  sacred  woods  that  surround  it, 
where  it  is  said  Hippolitus  was  restored  to 
life  by  Diana,  who  permitted  no  horses  ever 
to  enter  it  more,  in  remembrance  of  her  young 
favorite^s  misfortune.  Thus,  in  Italy,  aknost 
at  every  step,  history  and  poetry  add  to  the 
graces  of  nature,  sweeten  the  memory  of  the 
past,  and  seem  to  preserve  it  in  eternal  youth. 
Oswald  and  Corione  next  traversed  the  Pon- 
tine marshes^  fertile  and  pestilent  at  once,  un- 
enlivened by  a  single  habitation.  Squalid- 
looking  men  put  to  the  horses,  advising  you  to 
keep  awake  while  passing  through  this  air,  as 
sleep  is  there  the  herald  of  death.  Buffaloes, 
of  the  most  stupid  ferocity,  draw  the  plough, 
which  imprudent  cultivators  sometimes  em- 
ploy upon  this  fatal  land  ;  and  the  most  bril- 
liant sunshine  lights  up  the  melancholy  scene. 
Unwholesome  swamps  in  the  north  are  indi- 
cated by  their  frightful  aspects ;  but  in  the 
most  dangerous  countries  of  the  south  nature 
deceives  the  traveUer  by  her  serenest  welcome. 
If  it  be  true  that  slumber  is  so  perilous  on  these 
fens,  the  drowsiness  which  they  produce  is  an- 
other of  the  perfidious  impressions  belonging  to 
the  scene.  Nelvil  watched  constantly  over 
Corinne.  When  she  languidly  closed  her 
eyes,  or  leaned  her  head  on  the  shoulder  of 
Theresina,  he  awakened  her  with  inexpressible 
terror ;  and,  silent  as  he  was  by  nature,  now 
found  inexhaustible  topics  for  conversation, 
ever  new,  to  prevent  her  submitting  for  an 
instant  to  this  murderous  sleep.  May  we  not 
forgive  the  heart  of  woman  for  the  despairing 
regret  with  which  it  clings  to  the  days  when 


she  was  beloved  1  when  her  existence  was  so 
essential  to  that  of  another,  that  its  every  in- 
stant was  protected  by  his  arm  ?  What  isola- 
tion must  succeed  that  delicious  time !  Happy 
they  whom  the  sacred  link  of  marriage  genuy 
leads  frooi  love  to  friendship,  without  one  cruel 
moment  having  torn  their  hearts. 

At  last  our  voyagers  arrived  at  Terracina, 
on  the  coast  bordering  the  kingdom  of  Naples. 
There  the  south,  indeed,  begins,  and  receives 
the  stranger  in  its  full  magnificence.  The 
Campoffna  Felici  seems  separated  from  the 
rest  of  Europe,  not  only  by  the  sea,  but  by 
the  destructive  land  which  must  be  crossed  to 
reach  it.  It  is  as  if  nature  wished  to  keep 
her  loveliest  spot  secret,  and  therefore  ren- 
dered the  roads  to  it  so  hazardous.  Not  far 
from  Terracina  is  the  promontory  chosen  by 
poets  as  the  abode  of  Circe ;  behind  rises 
Mount  Anxur,  where  Theodoric,  king  of  the 
Goths,  built  one  of  his  strongest  castles. 
There  are  few  traces  of  these  invading  barba- 
rians left,  and  those,  being  mere  worlu  of  de- 
struction, are  confounded  with  the  works  of 
time.  The  northern  nations  have  not  given 
Italy  that  warlike  aspect  which  Germany 
retains.  It  seems  as  if  the  soft  earth  of  Au- 
sonia  could  not  keep  the  fortifications  and 
citadels  that  bristle  through  northern  snows. 
Rarely  is  a  Gothic  edifice  or  feudal  casde  to 
be  found  here.  The  antique  Romans  still 
reign  over  the  memory  even  of  their  conque- 
rors. The  whole  of  the  mountain  above  Ter- 
racina is  covered  with  orange  and  lemon  trees, 
that  delicately  embalm  the  air.  Nothing  in 
our  own  climes  resembles  the  effect  of  this 
perfume :  it  is  like  that  of  some  exquisite 
melody,  exciting  and  inebriating  talent  ^oto 
poetry.  The  aloes  and  large-leaved  cactus 
that  abound  here  remind  one  of  Africans  gi- 
gantic  vegetation,  almost  fearfully  nthey  seem 
belonging  to  a  realm  of  tyranny  and  violence. 
Everything  is  strange  as  another  world,  known 
but  by  the  songs  of  antique  bards,  who,  in  all 
their  lays,  evinced  more  imagination  than 
truth.  As  they  entered  Terracina,  the  child- 
ren threw  into  Corinne^  carriage  immense 
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heaps  of  dowers,  gathered  by  the  wayside,  or 
OD  the  hills,  aiu)  strewn  at  random,  so  confi- 
dent are  they  in  the  prodigality  of  nature. 
The  wagons  that  bring  the  harvest  from  the 
field  are  daily  garlanded  with  roses.  One 
sees  and  hears,  beside  these  smiling  pictures, 
the  waves  that  rage  unlashed  by  storms  against 
the  rocks,  eternal  barriers  that  chafe  the 
.^a  pride. 


**B  noa  Qdlte  ascor  come  rlmoiia 
II  roeo  ed  alto  firenito  muino  r* 

*'  And  hear  you  not  liow  attU  refloondt 
The  hoane  and  deep  roar  of  the  aea  V* 

This  endless  mo^on,  this  aimless  strength, 
renewed  eternally,  whose  caose  and  end  are 
efjoally  mysterions,  draws  us  to  the  shore 
hence  so  grand  a  spectacle  may  be  seen,  till 
e  feel  a  fearfnl  desire  to  come  near  its  waves, 
and  stnn  our  thoughts  amid  their  tumultuous 


Towards  evening  all  was  calm.  Corinne 
d  Nelvil  wandered  slowly  forth :  they  step- 
ped on  flowers,  and  scattered  their  sweets  as 
ifaey  pressed  them.  The  nightingale  rests  on 
the  rose  bashes,  and  blends  the  purest  music 
with  the  richest  scents.  All  nature's  charms 
teem  mutoally  attracted ;  but  the  most  en- 
tnocing  and  inexpressible  of  all  is  the  mild- 
Bsss  of  the  air.  In  contemplating  a  fine  north- 
era  view,  the  climate  always  qualifies  our 
pleasore.  Like  false  notes  in  a  concert,  the 
petty  sensations  of  cold  and  damp  distract 
attention;  but  in  approaching  Naples  you 
j  breathe  so  freely,  fee!  such  peifect  ease ;  with 
sach  bounteous  friendship  does  nature  welcome 
yoo,  that  nothing  impairs  your  delight.  Man*s 
every  relation,  in  our  lands,  is  with  society : 
in  warm  climates  his  affections  overflow 
aawng  exterior  objects.  It  is  not  that  the 
aooth  has  not  its  melancholy — in  what  scenes 
can  fanman  destiny  fail  to  awaken  it?  but  here 
it  is  vnmixed  with  discontent  or  anxiety. 
Qsewhere  life,  such  as  it  is,  snfiices  not  the 
faenlties  of  man :  here  those  faculties  suffice 
■ot  for  a  life  whose  superabundance  of  sensa- 
itions  induce  a  pensive  indolence,  for  which 
I  those  who  feel  it  can  scarce  account. 

During  the  night  the  fire-flies  fill  the  air : 
!  one  mignt  suppose  that  the  burning  earth  thus 
let  her  flames  escape  in  light :  these  insects 
wanton  through  the  trees,  sometimes  alighting 
on  their  leaves ;  and  as  the  wind  waves  them, 
^  the  oncertain  gleam  of  these  little  stars  is 
varied  in  a  thousand  ways.  The  sand  also 
contains  a  number  of  small  ferruginous  stones, 
that  shine  tlurough  it,  as  if  the  earth  cherished 
IB  its  breast  the  last  rays  of  the  vivifying  sun. 
Everywhere  is  united  a  life  and  a  repose  that 
at  once  aU  the  wishes  of  existence. 


Corinne  yielded  to  the  charm  of  such  a 
night  with  heartfelt  joy.  Oswald  could  not 
conceal  his  emotion.  Often  he  pressed  her 
hand  to  his  heart,  then  withdrew,  returned, 
retired  again,  in  respect  for  her  who  ought  to 
be  the  companion  of  his  life.  She  had  not 
thought  of  her  danger  :  such  was  her  esteem 
for  him,  that,  had  he  demanded  the  gift  of  her 
entire  being,  she  would  not  have  doubted  that 
such  a  praver  was  but  a  solemn  vow  to  make 
her  his  wife ;  she  was  glad,  however,  that  he 
had  triumphed  over  himself,  and  honored  her 
by  the  sacrifice  :  her  soul  vras  so  replete  with 
love  and  happiness,*  that  she  could  not  form 
another  wish.  Oswald  was  far  from  this  calm : 
fired  by  her  beauty,  he  once  embraced  her 
knees  with  violence,  and  seemed  to  have  lost 
all  empire  over  his  passion;  but  Corinne 
looked  on  him  with  so  sweet  a  fear,  as  if  con- 
fessing his  power,  in  entreating  him  not  to 
abuse  it,  that  this  humble  defence  extorted 
more  reverence  than  any  other  could  have 
done. 

They  saw  reflected  in  the  wave  a  torch 
which  some  unknown  hand  bore  along  the 
beach,  to  a  rendezvous  at  a  neighboring  house. 
"  He  goes  to  his  love,"  said  Oswald.  "  Yes," 
answered  Corinne;  "and  for  me,"  replied 
Oswald,  "  the  happiness  of  this  day  is  over." 
Corinne*^  eyes,  then  raised  to  heaven,  were 
filled  with  tears.  Oswald,  fearing  that  he  had 
offended  her,  fell  at  her  feet,  begging  her  to 
pardon  the  love  which  hurried  him  away. 
She  gave  him  her  hand,  proposing  their  re- 
turn together.  "Oswald,"  she  said,  "you 
will,  I  am  assured,  respect  her  you  love ;  you 
know  that  the  simplest  request  of  yours  would 
be  resistless ;  it  is  you,  then,  who  must  answer 
for  me ;  you,  who  would  refuse  me  for  your 
wife,  if  you  had  rendered  me  unworthy  to  be 
so."  "  Well,"  said  Oswald,  "  since  you  know 
the  cruel  potency  of  your  will  over  my  heart, 
whence,  whence  this  sadness  1"  "  Alas,"  she 
replied,  "  I  had  said  to  myself  that  the  mo- 
ments I'  have  just  passed  with  you  were  the 
happiest  of  my  life ;  and,  as  I  looked  gratefully 
to  heaven,  I  know  not  by  what  chance  a  child- 
ish superstition  came  back  upon  my  mind. 
The  moon  was  hid  by  a  cloud  of  fatal  aspect. 
I  have  always  found  the  sky  either  paternal 
or  angry ;  and  I  tell  you,  Oswald,  that  to- 
night it  condemns  our  love."  "Dearest," 
cried  he,  "  the  only  auguries  are  good  or  evil 
actions ;  and  have  I  not,  this  evening,  immo- 
lated my  most  ardent  desires  to  virtue  ?"  "  It 
is  well,"  added  Corinne,  "  if  you  are  not  in- 
volved in  this  presage,  it  may  be  that  the 
siormy  heaven  menaces  but  myself." 
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CHAPTER  II. 


They  arrived  at  Naples  by  day,  amid  its 
immense  population  of  animated  idlers.  They 
first  crossed  the  Strada  del  Toledo,  and  saw 
the  Lazzaroni  lying  on  the  pavement,  or, 
crouching  in  the  osier  baskets  that  serve  them 
for  dwellings  night  and  day ;  this  savage  state, 
bldhding  with  civilisation,  has  a  very  original 
air.  There  are  many  among  these  men  who 
know  not  even  their  own  names ;  who  come 
to  confess  anonymous  sins,  as  they  know  not 
what  to  call  the  offenders.  There  is  a  sub- 
terranean grotto,  where  thousands  of  Lazza 
roni  pass  their  lives,  merely  going  at  noon  to 
look  on  the  sun,  and  sleeping  during  the  rest 
of  the  day,  while  their  wives  spin.  In  climates 
where  food  and  raiment  are  so  cheap,  it  re- 
quires a  very  active  government  to  spread 
sufficient  national  emulation:  material  sub- 
sistence is  so  easy  there,  that  they  dispense 
with  the  industry  requisite  elsewhere  for  our 
daily  bread.  Idleness  and  ignorance,  com- 
bined with  the  volcanic  air  they  imbibe,  must 
produce  ferocity  when  the  passions  are  ex- 
cited; yet  these  people  are  no  worse  than; 
others :  they  have  an  imagination  which  mighT 
prove  the  parent  of  disinterested  actions,  and 
lead  to  good  results,  did  their  political  and 
relijnous  institutions  set  them  good  examples. 

The  Calabrese  march  towards  the  fields 
they  cultivate  with  a  musician  at  their  head, 
to  whose  tunes  they  occasionally  dance  by 
way  of  variety.  Every  year  is  held  near 
Naples  a  fSte  to  our  Lkdy  of  the  Grotto,  at 
which  the  girls  dance  to  the  sound  of  tam- 
bourines and  castanets,  and  they  often  make 
a  clause  in  their  marriage  contracts,  that  their 
husbands  shall  take  them  annually  to  this  fete. 
There  was  an  actor  of  eighty,  who  for  sixty 
years  diverted  the  Neapolitans,  in  their  na- 
tional part  of  Polichinello.  What  immortality 
does  the  soul  deserve  of  the  man  who  has  thus 
employed  a  long  life  ?  The  people  of  Naples 
know  no  good  but  pleasure ;  yet  even  such 
taste  is  preferable  to  barren  selfishness.  It  is 
true  that  they  love  money  inordinately  :  if  you 
ask  your  way  in  the  streets,  the  man  addressed 
holds  out  his  hand  as  soon  as  he  has  pointed  : 
they  are  often  too  lazy  for  words ;  but  their 
love  of  gold  is  not  that  of  the  miser,  they  spend 
as  they  receive  it.  If  coin  were  introduced 
among  savages,  they  would  demand  it  in  the 
same  way.  What  the  Neapolitans  want  most 
is  a  sense  of  dignity.  They  perform  generous 
and  benevolent  actions  rather  from  impulse 
than  principle.  Their  theories  are  worth  no- 
thing ;  and  public  opinion  has  no  influence 
over  them ;  but,  if  any  here  escape  this  moral 
anarchy,  their  conduct  is  more  admirable  than 
might  be  found  elsewhere,  since  nothing  in 


their  exterior  circumstances  is  fiivorable  to 
virtue.  Nor  laws  nor  manners  are  there  to 
reward  or  punish.  The  good  are  the  more 
heroic,  as  they  are  not  the  more  sought  or ! 
better  considered  for  their  pains. 
1/  With  some  honorable  exceptions,  the  high- 
est class  is  very  like  the  lowest ;  the  mind  is 
as  little  cultivated  in  the  one  as  in  the  other. 
Dress  makes  the  only  difference.  But,  in  the 
midst  of  all  this,  there  is  at  bottom  a  natural 
cleverness  and  aptitude,  which  shows  us  what 
such  a  nation  might  become,  if  the  govern- 
ment devoted  its  powers  to  their  mental  and 
)(  moral  improvement.  As  there  is  little  educa- 
^tion,  one  finds  more  originality  of  character 
than  of  wit ;  but  the  distinguished  men  of  this 
country,  such  as  the  Abbe  Galiani,  and  Ca- 
raccioli,  possessed,  it  is  said,  both  pleasantry 
and  reflection, — rare  union,  without  which 
either  pedantry  or  frivolity  must  prevent  men 
from  knowing  the  true  value  of  things.  In 
some  respects  the  Neapolitans  are  quite  un- 
civilized ;  but  their  vulgarity  is  not  like  that 
of  others ;  their  veiy  grossness  strikes  the 
imagination.  We  feel  that  the  African  shore 
is  near  us.  There  is  something  Numidian  in 
the  wild  cries  we  hear  from  aU  sides.  The 
brown  faces,  and  dresses  of  red  or  purple 
stuff,  whose  strong  colors  catch  the  eye,  those 
ragged  cloaks,  draped  so  artistically,  give 
something  picturesque  to  the  populace,  in 
whom,  elsewhere,  we  can  but  mark  the  steps 
of  civilisation.  A  certain  taste  for  ornament 
is  here  found,  contrasted  with  a  total  want  of 
all  that  is  useful.  The  shops  are  decked  with 
fruit  and  flowers ;  some  of  them  have  a  holi- 
day look,  that  belongs  neither  to  private  plenty 
not  public  felicity;  but  solely  to  vivaoious 


fancy,  which  lain  would  feast  the  eye  at  any 
rate.  The  mild  climate  permits  all  kinds  of 
laborers  to  work  in  the  streets.  Tailors  there 
make  clothes,  and  cooks  pastry, — these  house- 
hold tasks  performed  out  of  doors  much  aug- 
ment the  action  of  the  scene.  Songs,  dances, 
and  noisy  sports  accompany  this  spectacle. 
There  never  was  a  country  in  which  the  dif- 
ference between  amusement  and  happiness 
might  be  more  clearly  felt;  yet  leave  the 
interior  of  the  city  for  the  quays,  look  on  the 
sea,  and  Vesuvius,  and  you  forget  all  that  you 
know  of  the  natives. 

Oswald  and  Corinne  reached  Naples  while 
the  eruption  still  lasted.  By  day  it  sent  forth 
but  a  black  smoke,  which  might  be  confounded 
with  the  clouds ;  but  in  the  evening,  going  to 
the  balcony  of  their  abode,  they  witnessed  a 
most  unexpected  scene.  A  flood  of  fire  rolled 
down  to  the  sea, — its  flaming  waves  imitating 
the  rapid  succession,  and  indefatigable  move- 
ment of  the  ocean^s  billows.  It  might  be  said 
that  nature,  though  exhibiting  herself  in  differ- 
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ent  elements,  yet  preserred  traces  of  a  single 
ud  primitive  thought.  This  phenomenon 
really  makes  the  heart  palpitate.  We  are  so 
familiarized  with  the  works  of  heaven,  that 
we  scarcely  notice  them  with  any  new  sensa- 
tion in  our  prosaic  realms ;  hut  the  wonder 
which  the  universe  onght  to  inspire  is  sudden- 
ly renewed  at  the  sight  of  a  miracle  like  this: 
oor  whole  heing  is  agitated  by  its  Maker's 
power, — ^from  which  our  social  connections 
haTS  tnmed  our  thoughts  so  long:  we  feel 
tbt  man  is  not  the  world's  chief  mystery ; 
tiiat  a  strength  independent  of  his  own  at  once 
threatens  and  protects  him,  by  a  law  to  him 
uiknown.  Oswald  and  Corinne  promised 
{ themselves  the  pleasnre  of  ascending  Vesu- 
▼iaa,  and  felt  an  added  delight  in  thinking  of 
the  danger  they  thus  should  brave  together. 


CHAPTER  in. 

Thkri  was  at  that  time  in  the  harbor  an 
English  ship  of  war,  where  divine  service 
ns  performed  every  Sunday.     The  captain 
ad  other  English  persons  then  at  Naples  in- 
cited Lord  Nelvil  to  attend  on  the  morrow. 
He  promised  ;  but  while  thinking  whether  he 
dioald  take  Corinne,  or  how  she  could  be  pre- 
,  >ntted  to  his  countrywomen,  he  was  tortured 
I  ^  laxicty.     As  he  walked  with  her  near  the 
pott  next  day,  and  was  about  to  advise  her 
itttogo  on  board  this  vessel,  a  boat  neared 
^  shore,  rowed  by  ten  sailors,  dressed  in 
white,  wearing  black  velvet  caps,  with  the 
leopard  embroidered  on  them  in  silver.     A 
Ij  ywing  officer  stepped  on  shore,  and  entreated 
I)  Corinne  to  let  him  take  her  to  the  ship,  call- 
ing her  "Lady  Nelvil."    At  that  name  she 
I  Unshed,  and  cast  down  her  eyes.     Oswald 
^Itesitated  a  moment,  then  said  in   English, 
J  "Come,  my  dear  :"  she  obeyed.     The  sound 
|rf  the  waves  made  her  thoughtful,  as  did  the 
jdcnce  of  the  well-disciplined  crew,  who, 
•  wiihoot  one  superfluous  word  or  gesture,  rap- 
1%  winged  their  bark  over  the  element  they 
„W  80  often  traversed.     Corinne  dared  not 
.  «k  Nelvil  what  she  was  to  anticipate ;  she 
i«rove  to  guess  his  projects,  never  hitting  on 
U  what,  at  all  times,  was  most  probable,  that  he 
TJhadnontf,  but  let  himself  be  borne  away  by 
;  CTcry  new  occurrence.     For  a  moment,  she 
.|iitoeined  that  he  was  leading  her  to  achurch- 
of^Enjland  chaplain  to  make  her  his  wife  : 

n'  this  ihoQght  alarmed  more  than  it  Ratified 
ker.    She  felt  about  to  leave  Italy  for  Eng- 


land, where  she  had  suffered  so  much :  the 
severity  of  its  manners  returned  to  her  mind, 
and  not  even  love  could  triumph  over  her  fear. 
How  she  would,  in  other  circumstances,  have 
wondered  at  these  fleeting  ideas !  How  she 
would  have  abjured  them ! 

She  mounted  the  vessePs  side  :  it  was  ar- 
ranged with  the  most  careful  neatness.  No- 
thing was  heard  from  its  deck  but  the  com- 
mands of  the  captain.  Subordination  and  se- 
rious regularity  here  reigned,  as  emblems  of 
liberty  and  order,  in  contrast  with  the  impas- 
sioned turmoil  of  Naples.  Oswald  eagerly 
watched  the  impression  this  made  on  Corinne, 
yet  he  was  often  diverted  from  his  attention 
by  the  love  he  bore  his  country.  There  is  no 
second  country  for  an  Englishman,  except  a 
ship  and  the  sea.  Oswald  joined  the  Britons 
on  board  to  ask  the  news,  and  talk  politics. 
Corinne  stood  beside  some  English  females 
who  had  come  to  hear  prayers.  They  were 
surrounded  by  children,  beautiful  as  day,  but 
timid  like  their  mothers,  and  not  a  worii  was 
spoken  before  the  stranger.  This  restraint 
was  sad  enou^^h  for  Corinne  :  she  looked  to- 
wards fair  Naples,  thought  of  its  flowery 
shores,  its  lively  habits,  and  sighed.  Happily 
Oswald  heard  her  not ;  on  the  contrary,  see- 
ing her  seated  among  his  countrywomen,  her 
dark  eyelashes  cast  down  like  their  light  ones, 
and  in  every  way  conforming  with  their  cus- 
toms, he  felt  a  thrill  of  joy.  Vainly  does  an 
Englishman  take  a  temporary  pleasure  among 
foreign  scenes  and  people ;  his  heart  invaria- 
bly flies  back  to  his  first  impressions.  If  you 
find  him  sailing  from  the  antipodes,  and  ask 
whither  he  is  going,  he  answers  "  /f(wie,"  if 
it  is  towards  England  that  he  steers.  His 
vow,  his  sentiments,  at  whatever  distance  he 
may  be,  are  always  turned  towards  her. 

They  went  below  for  divine  service.  Co- 
rinne perceived  that  her  first  conjecture  was 
unfounded,  and  that  NelviPs  intentions  were 
less  solemn  than  she  supposed  ;  then  she  re- 
proached herself  for  having  feared,  and  again 
felt  all  the  embarrassment  of  her  situation ; 
for  every  one  present  believed  her  the  wife  of 
Lord  Nelvil,  and  she  could  say  nothing  either 
to  confirm  or  to  destroy  this  idea.  Oswald  suf- 
fered as  cruelly.  Such  faults  as  weakness 
and  irresolution  are  never  detected  by  their 
possessor,  for  whom  they  take  new  names 
from  each  fresh  circumstance ;  sometimes  it 
is  prudence,  sometimes  it  is  delicacy,  that  de- 
fers the  moment  of  action,  and  prolongs  his 
suspense.  He  does  not  perceive  that  it  is  the 
same  character  which  displays  itself  under 
these  varying  circumstances. 

Corinne,  in  spite  of  her  painful  thoughts, 
was  deeply  impressed  by  all  she  witnessed. 
Nothing  speaks  more  directly  to  the  soul  than 
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divine  aenrice  on  board  ship,  for  which  the 
noble  simplicity  of  the  Reformed  Church  seems 
particularly  adapted.  A  young  man  acted  as 
chaplain,  with  a  firm,  sweet  voice :  his  face 
bespoke  a  purity  of  soul :  he  stood  "  severe  in 
youthful  beauty,^'  a  type  of  the  religion  fit  to 
be  preached  amidst  the  risks  of  war.  At  cer- 
tain periods  the  English  minister  pronounced 
prayers,  the  last  words  of  which  were  re- 
peated by  the  whole  assembly  :  these  conftised, 
yet  softened  tones,  coming  from  various  dis- 
tances, re-animated  the  interest  of  the  whole. 
Sailors  and  officers  alike  knelt  to  the  words, 
"  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  us !"  The  Captain's 
sword  trailed  by  his  side,  as  he  knelt,  suggest- 
ing the  glorious  union  of  humility  before  God 
and  courage  among  men,  which  renders  the 
devotion  of  warriors  so  affecting.  While  all 
these  brave  men  addressed  the  Grod  of  Hosts, 
the  sea  was  seen  through  the  ports ;  the  light 
sound  of  its  now  peaceful  waves  was  audible, 
as  if  saying,  *'  Your  prayers  are  heard. "  The 
chaplain  concluded  with  a  petition  peculiar  to 
Snglish  sailors.  "  And  may  God  grant  us  the 
grace  to  defend  our  happy  constitution  abroad, 
and  to  find  on  our  return  domestic  peace  at 
home."  What  mndeur  is  contained  in  these 
simple  words !  The  preparatory  and  continual 
study  which  the  navy  demands,  the  life  led  in 
those  warlike  and  floating  cloisters,  the  uni- 
formity of  their  grave  toils,  is  seldom  inter- 
rupted, save  by  danger  or  death.  Sailors 
often  behave  with  extreme  gentleness  and 
pity  towards  women  and  children,  if  thrown 
on  their  care :  one  is  the  more  touched  by  this, 
from  knowing  the  heedless  coolness  with  which 
they  expose  their  lives  in  battle,  and  on  that 
main  where  the  presence  of  man  seems  some- 
thing supernatural.  Nelvil  and  Corinne  were 
again  rowed  on  shore  :  they  gazed  on  Naples, 
built  like  an  amphitheatre,  thence  to  took  on 
the  spectacle  of  nature. 

As  Corinne's  foot  touched  the  shore,  she 
could  not  check  a  sentiment  of  joy  ;  had  Os- 
wald guessed  this,  he  would  have  felt  dis- 
pleased, perhaps  excusably ;  yet  such  displea- 
sure would  have  been  unjust,  for  he  was  pas- 
sionately beloved,  though  the  thought  of  his 
country  always  forced  on  his  adorer  the  memo- 
ry of  events  which  had  rendered  her  misera- 
ble. Her  fancy  was  changeful :  talent,  espe- 
oi^ly  in  a  woman,  creates  a  zest  for  variety 
that  the  deepest  passion  cannot  entirely  sup- 
ply. A  monotonous  life,  even  in  the  bosom 
of  content,  dismays  a  mind  so  constituted. 
Without  a  breeze  to  fill  the  sails  we  may  al- 
ways hug  the  shore ;  but  imagination  will 
stray,  be  sensibility  never  so  faithful,  at  least 
till  misfortunes  subdue  these  irregular  im- 
pulses, and  leave  us  but  one  thought,  one 
only  sorrow. 


Oswald  attributed  the  reverie  of  Corinne 
solely  to  the  awkward  situation  of  her  having 
been  called  Lady  Nelvil :  he  blamed  himsetf 
for  not  extricating  her  from  it,  and  feared  that 
she  might  suspect  him  of  levity.  He,  there- 
fore, began  the  long  desired  explanation,  by 
offering  to  relate  his  own  history.  "  I  shall 
speak  first,"  he  said,  **  and  your  confidence 
will  follow  miuel"  **  Doubtless  it  ought," 
replied  Corinne,  tremblmff ;  "  you  wish  it— at 
what  day-rwhat  hour  1  when  you  have  spoken, 
I  will  tell  all."  '*  How  sadly  you  are  agitated," 
said  Oswald.  *^  Will  you  always  fear  me  thus, 
nor  ever  learn  to  trust  my  heart  1"  "  It  must 
be,"  she  answered :  "  I  have  written  it,  and  if 
you  insist — ^to-morrow — "  "  To-morrow  we 
go  to  Vesuvius ;  you  shall  teach  me  to  admire 
it ;  and  on  our  way,  if  I  have  strength  enough, 
I  will  give  you  the  story  of  my  own  doom : 
that  shall  precede  yours,  I  am  resolved." 
"  Well,"  replied  Corinne,  "  you  give  me  to- 
morrow :  I  thank  vou  for  that  one  day  more. 
Who  can  tell  if,  when  I  have  opened  my  heart 
to  you,  you  will  remain  the  same  1  How  can 
I  help  trembling  beneath  such  doubt  1" 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Thk  lovers  commenced  their  route  by  the 
ruins  of  Pompeii.  Both  were  silent,  for  the 
decisive  moment  now  drew  nigh ;  and  the 
vague  hope  so  long  enjoyed,  so  accordant  with 
the  clime,  was  about  to  give  place  to  yet  un- 
known reality.  Pompeii  is  the  mosl  curious 
ruin  of  antiquity.  In  Rome  one  scarcely  finds 
any  wrecks,  save  those  of  public  works,  asso- 
ciated with  the  political  changes  of  by-gone 
centuries.  In  Pompeii  you  retrace  the  private 
life  of  the  ancients.  The  volcano  which  bnried 
it  in  ashes  preserved  it  from  decay.  No  edi- 
fices, exposed  to  the  mi,  could  thus  have 
lasted.  Pictures  and  bronzes  keep  their  pri- 
mal beauty,  while  all  domestic  iinplements 
remain  in  overawing  perfection.  The  am- 
phorae are  still  decked  for  the  morrow's  festi- 
val. The  flour  that  was  to  have  been  kneaded 
into  cakes  is  yet  there;  the  remains  of  a 
female  are  adorned  for  this  interrupted  f§te, 
her  fleshless  arm  no  longer  filling  the  jewelled 
bracelet  that  yet  hangs  about  it.  Nowhere 
else  can  one  behold  such  proofs  of  death's 
abrupt  invasion.  The  track  of  wheels  is 
visible  in  the  streets ;  and  the  stonework  of 
the  wells  bears  the  marks  of  the  cords  that 
had  worn  away  their  edges  by  degrees.     On 
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the  wilb  of  the  gQard-room  are  seen  the  ill- 
fenned  letters,  aad  the  rudely  sketched  figures, 
which  the  soldiers  bad  scrawled  to  begnile 
their  time,  while  Time  himself  was  striding  to 
deTonr  them.  When,  from  the  midst  of  the 
eroBs-roads,  you  see  all  sides  of  the  town, 
oearly  as  it  existed  of  yore,  you  seem  to  ex- 
pect that  some  one  will  come  from  these  mas- 
teriess  dwellings :  this  appearance  of  life  ren- 
ders the  etem^  silence  of  the  place  still  more 
[ippaUing.  Most  of  the  houses  are  built  of 
ijhn,— and  fresh  lava  destroyed  them.  The 
epochs  of  the  world  are  counted  frt>m  fall  to 
£ili.  The  thought  of  human  beings,  toiling  by 
the  light  that  consumed  them,  fills  the  breast 
vith  melancholy.  How  long  it  is  since  man 
fint  lired,  suffered  and  died  !  Where  can  we 
M  the  thoughts  of  the  departed  1  do  th^y 
still  float  around  these,  ruins  ?  or  are  they 
githered  for  ever  to  the  heaven  of  immor- 
tality ?  A  few  scorched  manuscripts,  which 
were  partly  unrolled  at  Portici,  are  all  that  is 
left  of  these  Tictims  to  earthquake  and  Tolcano. 
Bat  is  drawing  near  such  relics  we  dread  to 
breathe,  lest  we  should  scatter  with  their  dust 
the  noble  ideas  perhaps  ixnpressed  on  it.  The 
pohlic  buildings,  even  of  Pompeii,  which  was 
one  of  the  smallest  Italian  towns,  are  yery 
IttDdsome.  The  splendor  of  the  ancients  seems 
always  intended  for  the  general  good.  Their 
piTate  houses  are  small,  and  decked  but  by  a 
!  tiste  for  the  fine  arts.  Their  interiors  possess 
agreeable  pictures,  and  tasteful  mosaic  pave- 
nenta ;  on  many  of  them,  near  the  door-sill,  is 
alet  the  word  **  Salve.*'  This  salutation  was 
^  rarely  one  of  simple  politeness,  but  an  in- 
^taUon  to  hospitality.  The  rooms  are  re- 
iBukably  narrow,  with  no  windows  towards 
^  street,  nearly  all  of  them  opening  into  a 
pcitico;  or  the  marble  court  round  which  the 
'■wns  are  constructed :  in  its  centre  is  a  sim- 
ply elegant  cistern.  It  is  evident  that  the  in- 
wtaots  lived  ehiefly  in  the  open  air,  and 
.'  ^ea  received  their  friends  there.  Nothing 
i  ^  give  a  more  luxurious  idea  ef  life  than  a 
climate  which  throws  man  into  the  bosom  of 
ostnre.  Society  must  have  meant  something 
Tery  different  in  such  habits  from  what  it  is 
vhere  the  cold  confines  men  within  doors, 
^e  better  appreciate  the  dialogues  of  Plato 
vhfle  beholding  the  porticoes  beneath  which 
the  ancients  passed  half  of  their  day.  They 
vere  incessantly  animated  by  the  beauteous 
^'  Social  order,  they  conceived,  was  not 
the  barren  combination  of  fraud  and  force,  but 
a  hs]^  union  of  institutions  that  excite  the 
Cities,  and  develope  the  mind,  making  man^s 
ohject  the  perfection  of  himself  and  his  fellow- 
tteaturcs.  Antiquity  inspires  insatiable  curi- 
<^ty.  The  learned,  employed  solely  on  col- 
fecttons  of  names,  which  they  call  history,  are 


surely  devoid  of  all  imagination.  But  to  pene- 
trate the  past,  interrogate  the  huouin  heart 
through  many  ages ;  to  seize  on  a  fact  in  a 
word,  and  on  the  manners  or  character  of  a 
nation  in  a  fact :  to  re-enter  the  most  distant 
time,  in  order  to  conceive  how  the  earth  looked 
in  its  youth,  and  in  what  way  men  supported 
the  life  which  civilisation  has  since  rendered 
so  complicated ; — this  were  a  continual  effort 
of  imagination,  whose  guesses  discover  secrets 
that  study  and  reflection  cannot  reveal.  Such 
occupation  was  particularly  attractive  to  Nel- 
vil,  who  often  told  Corinne  that,  if  he  had  not 
nobler  interests  to  serve  in  his  own  land,  he 
could  not  endure  to  live  away  from  this.  We 
should,  at  least,  regret  the  glory  we  cannot 
obtain.  Forgetfulness  alone  degrades  the 
soul,  which  can  ever  take  refuge  in  the  past, 
when  deprived  of  a  present  purpose. 

Leaving  Pompeii  they  proceeded  to  Portici, 
whose  inluibitants  beset  them  with  loud  cries 
of  "  Come  and  see  the  mountain  !^'  thus  they 
designate  Vesuvius.  Has  it  need  of  a  name  ? 
It  is  their  glory,  their  country  is  celebrate#as 
the  shrine  of  this  marvel.  Oswald  begged 
Corinne  to  ascend  in  a  sort  of  palanquin  to  the 
hermitage  of  St.  Salvadore,  which  is  halfway 
up,  and  the  usual  resting-place  of  travellers. 
He  rode  by  her  side  to  overlook  her  bearers ; 
and  the  more  his  heart  filled  with  the  gene- 
rous sentiments  such  scenes  inspire,  the  more 
he  adored  Corinne. 

The  country  at  the  foot  of  Vesuvius  is  the 
most  fertile  and  best  cultivated  of  the  kingdom 
most  favored  by  Heaven  in  all  Europe,  The 
celebrated  Lacryma  Chrisii  vine  flourishes; 
beside  land  totally  devastated  by  lava,  as  if | 
nature  here  made  a  last  effort,  and  resolved'CDJ 
perish  in  her  richest  array.  As  you  asdetf^,  I 
you  turn  to  gaze  on  Naples  and  on  t)fi^'^itt| 
land  around  it :  the  sea  sparkles  in  tke 'flf(id-«ds 
if  strewn  with  jewels ;  but  all  the  splenddM^tj 
creation  are  extinguished  by  degf^ess;  kb  yi^! 
enter  the  regions  of  ashes  and  bf '^^oR^,;^flli<t| 
announce  your  approach  to  ttie'vetebn^.'i^hiBl 
iron  waves  of  other  yean^-llWe  ttadidd'  thttkj 
large,  black  furrows  in  the  iseiili '  At  aeei^tehj 
height  birds  are  no  loii^r  B«*M^V'Ai#fiet£iil,i 
plants  become  very  fare,';t3!^efi''%v^  iitiMdeitis* 
find  no  nourishmentt'* 'A-f'laat'all'life  :di«i^ 
pears;  you  enter  1^  re^to'oTdStftlijitkid'tlMs 
slain  earth^s  ducK'^'SilMef  |slips';'be!i^th*7««r 
unassured  feet.  *•-■''    :•-'••■■"•   >.'■'•     -i*:--"-''  ••i'» 


*  Never  doth  Bwaln  norc^whoy  UiiUier  lead,  libe 
herd»."  ^.  .^    . 


,flOfjl«.pl{ 


A  hermit  lives  betwixt  the  cdfifinw  yjf  fefe 
and  death.     One  tree,  the  last  fiire^ell' foi 
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Tegetation,  stands  before  his  door,  and  beneath 
the  shade  of  its  pale  foliage  are  travellers  wont 
to  await  the  night  ere  they  renew  their  course ; 
for  daring  the  day  the  fires  and  lava,  so  fierce 
when  the  sun  is  set,  look  dark  beneath  his 
splendor.  This  metamorphose  is  in  itself  a 
glorious  sight,  which  every  eve  renews  the 
wonder  that  a  continual  glare  might  weaken. 


The  solitude  of  this  spot  gave  Oswald  strength 
to  reveal  his  secrets ;  and,  wishing  to  encour- 
age the  confidence  of  Corinne,  he  said,  "  Yoa 
would  fain  read  your  unhappy  lover  to  the 
depth  of  the  soul.  Well,  I  will  confess  all. 
My  wounds  will  re-open,  I  feel  it ;  but  in  the 
presence  of  immutable  nature  ought  one  to 
fear  the  changes  time  can  bring  V^ 


BOOK     XII. 

HISTORY      OF      LORD      NELVIL. 


^  CHAPTER  I.    • 

"  I  WAS  educated  in  my  paternal  home,  with 
a  tenderness  and  virtue  that  I  admire  the  more, 
the  more  I  know  of  mankind.  I  have  never 
loved  any  one  more  profoundly  than  I  loved 
my  father ;  yet  I  think,  had  I  then  known  as 
I  now  do,  how  alone  his  character  stood  in  the 
world,  my  affection  would  have  been  still  more 
devoted.  I  remember  a  thousand  traits  in  his^ 
life  that  seemed  to  me  quite  simple,  because"] 
he  found  them  so,  and  that  melt  me  into  tears 
now  I  can  appreciate  his  worth.  Self-reproach 
on  our  conduct  to  a  dear  object  who  is  no  more, 
gives  an  idea  of  what  eternal  torments  would 
be,  if  divine  mercy  deigned  not  to  soothe  our 
ffriefs.  I  was  calmly  happy  with  my  father, 
but  wished  to  travel  ere  I  entered  the  army. 
There  is,  in  my  country,  a  noble  career  open 
for  eloquence ;  but  I  am  even  yet  so  timid, 
that  it  would  be  painful  for  me  to  speak  in' 
public ;  therefore  1  preferred  a  miliury  life« 
and  certain  danger,  to  possible  disgust ;  my 
self-love  is  in  all  respects  more  susceptible 
than  ambitious.  Men  become  giants  when 
they  blame  me,  and  pigmies  when  they  praise. 
I  wished  to  visit  France,  where  the  revolution 
had  just  begun,  which,  old  as  was  the  race  of 
man,  professed  to  recommence  the  history  of 
the  world.  My  father  was  somewhat  pre- 
possessed against  Paris,  which  he  had  seen 
during  the  last  years  of  Louis  XV. ;  and  could 
hardly  conceive  how  c6teries  were  to  change 
into  a  nation,  pretence  into  virtue,  or  vanity 
into  enthusiasm.  Yet  he  consented  to  my 
wishes,  for  he  feared  to  exact  anything,  and 
felt  embarrassed  by  his  own  authority,  unless 
duty  commanded  him  to  exert  it,  lest  it  might 
impair  the  truth,  the  purity,  of  voluntary  affec- 


tion ;  and,  above  all,  he  lived  on  being  loved. 
In  the  beginning  of  1791,  when  I  had  com- 
pleted my  twenty-first  year,  he  save  me  six 
months'  leave  of  absence  ;  and  I  departed  to 
make  acquaintance  with  the  nation  so  near  in 
neighborhood,  so  contrasted  in  habits,  to  my 
own.  Methought  I  should  never  love  it.  I 
had  all  the  prejudices  of  English  pride  and 
gravity.  I  feared  the  French  raillery  against 
all  that  is  tender  and  serious.  I  detested  that 
art  of  crushing  high  impulses  and  disenchant- 
ing love.  The  foundation  of  this  vaunted 
gaiety  appeared  to  me  a  sad  one,  for  it  wounded 
the  sentiments  I  most  cherished.  I  had  not 
then  met  any  really  great  Frenchmen,  such  as 
unite  the  noblest  qualities  with  the  most  charm- 
ing manners.  I  was  astonished  at  the  free 
simplicity  which  reigned  in  Parisian  parties. 
The  most  important  interests  were  discussed 
without  either  frivolity  or  pedantry,  as  if  the 
highest  thoughts  had  become  the  patrimony  of 
conversatioq,  and  that  the  revolution  of  the 
whole  world  would  but  render  the  society  of 
Paris  more  deliffhiful.  I  found  men  of  supe- 
rior talents  and  education  animated  by  the 
desire  to  please,  even  more  than  the  wish  to 
be  useful ;  seeking  the  suffrages  of  the  salon 
after  those  of  the  senate,  and  living  in  female 
society  rather  to  be  applauded  than  beloved. 

"  Everything  in  Paris  is  well  combined 
with  reference  to  external  happiness.  There 
is  no  restraint  in  the  minutie  of  life  ;  selfish- 
ness is  at  heart,  but  not  in  appearance ;  ac- 
tive interests  occupy  you  every  day,  without 
much  benefit,  indeed,  but  certainly  without 
the  least  tedium.  A  quickness  of  conception 
enables  men  to  express  and  comprehend  by  a 
word  what  would  elsewhere  require  a  long  ex- 
planation.    An  imitative  spirit,  which  must, 
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indeed,  oppose  all  inte  independence,  gives 
tbeir  interconrse  an  accordant  complaisance, 
Dowhere  to  be  found  besides ;  in  short,  an 
easy  manner  of  diversifying  life  and  warding 
off  reflection,  without  discarding  the  charms 
of  intellect.  To  all  these  means  of  turning 
the  brain,  I  most  add  their  spectacles,  and  you 
will  have  some  idea  of  the  most  social  city  in 
the  world.  I  almost  start  at  breathing  its 
name  in  this  hermitage,  in  the  midst  of  this 
desert,  and  nnder  impressions  the  extreme  re- 
verse of  those  which  active  population  create ; 
bot  I  owe  yoa  a  description  of  that  place,  and 
tt»  effect  it  took  upon  myself. 

"  Can  you  believe,  Corinne,  gloomy  and  dis- 
cooraged  as  you  have  known  me,  that  I  ]^r- 
mitted  myself  to  be  seduced  by  this  spirited 
whirlpool!  I  was  pleased  at -having  not  a 
moment  of  ennui ;  it  would  have  been  well  if 
I  could  have  deadened  my  power  of  suffering, 
acd  with  it  that  of  loving.  If  I  may  judse  by 
myself,  I  should  say  that  a  thoughtful  and 
KDsitive  being  may  weary  of  his  own  inten- 
aty ;  and  that  which  wooes  him  from  himself 
awhile  does  him  a  service.  It  is  by  raising 
me  above  myself,  that  you,  Corinne,  have  dis- 
aipated  my  natural  melancholy ;  it  was  by 
depreciating  my  real  value,  that  a  woman  of 
whom  I  bI^  have  soon  to  speak,  dissipated 
jj  my  internal  sadness.  Yet,  though  I  was  in-^ 
|-  fected  by  Parisian  tastes,  they  would  not  long 

I  have  detained  me,  had  I  not  conciliated  the 

;  friendship  of  a  man,  the  perfect  model  of 
l'  French  character  in  its  old  loyalty,  of  French 
'>  mild  in  its  new  cultivation. 

II  **1  chall  not,  my  friend,  tell  you  the  real 
'  Mines  of  the  persons  I  must  mention ;  you 
■will  nnderstand  why,  when  you  have  heard 
I  me  to  the  end.  Count  Raimond,  then,  was  of 
'j  the  most  iUostrious  birth ;  he  inherited  all  the 

I  chivalrous  pride  of  his  ancestors,  and  his  rea- 
■iSQ  adopted  more  philosophic  ideas  whenever 

they  commanded  a  personal  sacrifice.  He 
.  had  not  mixed  actively  in  the  revolution,  but 
i|  loved  what  was  virtuous  in  either  party.  He^ 
liidmired  courage  and  gratitude  on  one  side, 

I I  leal  for  liber^  on  the  other.  Whatever  was 
j  tiuBterested  pleased  him ;   the  cause  of  all 

the  oppressed  seemed  just  to  him ;  and  this 
ifenerosity    was    heightened  by  his  perfect 
■  negligence  of  his  own  life.     Not  that  he  was 
'  altogether  unhappy,  but  his  mind  was  so  con-^ 
ttatted  with  the  general  society,  that  the  pain 
\  he  bad  daily  felt  there  detached  him  from  it 
entirely.    I  was  so  fortunate  as  to  interest 
him;  he  sought  to  vanquish  my  natural  re- 
serve ;  and,  for  this  purpose,  embellished  our 
,  friendship  by  little  artifices  perfectly  romantic  :' 
he  knew  of  no  obstacles  to  his  doing  a  great 
j  ierrice  or  a  slight  favor  :  he  designed  to  set- 
tle for  six  months  of  the  year  in  England,  to 


be  near  me  ;  and  I  could  hardly  prevent  his 
sharing  with  me  the  whole  of  his  possessions. 
*  I  have  but  a  sister,'  he  said,  *  married  richly, 
so  I  am  free  to  do  what  I  please  with  my  for- 
tune. Besides,  this  revolution  will  turn  out 
ill,  and  I  may  be  killed ;  let  me  then  enjoy 
what  I  have  in  looking  on  it  as  yours.'  Alas ! 
the  noble  Raimond  but  too  well  foresaw  his 
destiny. 

"  When  man  is  capable  of  self-knowledge, 
he  is  rarely  deceived  as  to  his  own  fate  ;  and 
presentiment  is  often  but  judgment  in  disguise. 
Sincere  even  to  imprudence,  Raimond  *  wore 
his  heart  upon  his  sleeve  :'  such  a  character 
was  new  to  me  ;  in  England  the  treasures  of 
the  mind  are  not  thus  exposed ;  we  have  even 
a  habit  of  doubting  those  who  display  them ; 
but  the  expansive  bounty  of  my  friend  afforded 
me  enjoyments  at  once  ready  and  secure.  I 
had  no  suspicion  of  his  qualities,  even  though 
I  knew  them  all  at  our  first  meeting.  I  felt 
no  timidity  with  him ;  nay,  what  was  better, 
he  put  me  at  ease  with  myself.  Such  was 
the  amiable  Frenchman  for' whom  I  felt  im 
friendship  of  a  brother  in  arms,  which  we  ex- 
perience but  in  youth,  ere  we  acquire  one  sen- 
timent of  rivalry,  ere  our  different  careers, 
irrevocably  tracked  out,  have  furrowed  and 
divided  the  field  of  the  future. 

"  One  day  Count  Raimond  said  to  me,  *  My 
sister  is  a  widow.  I  confess  I  am  not  sorry 
for  it.  I  never  liked  the  match.  She  ac- 
cepted the  hand  of  a  dying  old  man,  when  we 
were  both  of  us  poor ;  for  what  I  have  has  but 
lately  been  bequeathed  to  me.  Yet,  at  the 
time,  I  opposed  this  union  as  much  as  possible. 
I  would  have  no  mercenary  calculations  prompt 
our  acts,  least  of  all  the  most  important  one 
of  life ;  still  she  has  behaved  in  an  exemplary 
manner  to  the  husband  she  never  loved  :  that 
is  nothing  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Now 
that  she  is  free,  she  will  return  to  my  abode. 
You  will  see  her :  she  is  very  pleasing  in  the 
main,  and  you  English  like  to  make  discove- 
ries ;  for  my  part,  I  love  to  read  all  in  the  face 
at  once.  Yet  your  manner,  dear  Oswald, 
never  vexes  me ;  but  from  that  of  my  sister  I 
feel  a  slight  restraint.' 

"  Madame  d'Arbigny  arrived :  I  was  pre- 
sented to  her.  In  features  she  resembled  her 
brother,  and  even  in  voice  ;  but  in  both  there 
was  a  more  retiring  caution  :  her  countenance 
was  very  agreeable,  her  figure  all  grace  and 
faultless  elegance.  She  said  not  a  word  that 
was  unbecoming ;  failed  in  no  species  of  at- 
tention ;  and,  without  exaggerated  politeness, 
flattered  self-love  by  an  address  which  showed 
with  what  she  was  pleased,  but  never  com- 
mitted her.  She  expressed  herself,  on  tender 
subjects,  as  if  seeking  to  hide  the  feelings  of 
her  heart.     This  so  reminded  me  of  my  own 
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countrywomen,  that  I  was  attracted  by  it ;  I 
thought,  indeed,  that  she  too  often  betrayed 
what  she  pretended  to  conceal,  and  that 
chance  did  not  afford  so  many  occasions  for 
melting  moments  as  actually  arose  in  her  so- 
ciety. This  reflection,  however,  flitted  but 
lightly  over  my  mind ;  for  what  I  felt  beside 
her  was  both  novel  and  delightful.  I  had 
never  been  flattered  by  any  one.  In  England, 
we  feel  both  love  and  friendship  deeply  ;  yet 
the  art  of  insinuating  ourselves  into  favor  by 
bribing  the  vanity  of  others  is  little  known. 
Madame  d'Arbigny  hung  on  my  every  word. 
I  do  not  think  that  she  guessed  all  I  might 
become  ;  but  she  revealed  me  to  myself  by  a 
thousand  minute  observations,  the  discernment 
of  which  amazed  me.  Sometimes  I  thought 
her  voice  and  language  too  studiously  sweet ; 
but  her  resemblance  to  the  frankest  of  men 
banished  these  notions,  and  bound  me  to  con- 
fide in  her.  One  day  I  mentioned  to  him  the 
effect  this  likeness  had  on  me.  He  thanked 
me  ;  then,  after  a  mementos  pause,  safd, '  Yet 
•ur  characters  are  not  congenial.'  He  was 
silent ;  but  these  words,  and  many  other  cir- 
cumstances, have  since  convinced  me  that  he 
did  not  wish  to  see  his  sister  my  wife ;  that 
she  even  then  designed  to  be  so,  I  can  have 
no  doubt,  though  her  purposes  were  not  so 
plain  as  in  the  sequel.  My  days  glided  on 
without  a  care.  She  was  always  of  my 
opinion.  If  I  began  a  subject,  sne  agreed 
with  it,  ere  explained;  yet,  with  all  this 
meekness,  her  power  over  my  actions  was 
most  despotic :  she  had  a  way  of  saying, 
*  Surely  you  intend  to  do  so  and  so ;'  or,  *  You 
certain! V  cannot  think  of  such  a  step  as  that.' 
I  fearea  that  I  should  lose  her  esteem  by  dis- 
appointing her  expectations.  Yet,  Corinne, 
believe  me — for  I  thought  so  ere  I  met  you — 
it  was  not  love  I  felt.  I  had  never  told  her 
that'  I  loved  her,  and  was  not  sure  whether, 
such  a  daughter-in-law  would  suit  my  father ;) 
he  had  not  anticipated  my  marrying  a  French- '' 
woman,  and  I  could  do  nothing  without  his 
consent.  My  silence,  I  believe,  displeased 
the  lady  ;  for  she  had  now  and  then  fits  of  ill 
temper, — she  called  them  low  spirits,  and  at- 
tributed them  to  very  affecting  causes,  though 
her  countenance,  if  for  a  moment  off  her 
guard,  wore  a  most  irritated  aspect.  I  fan- 
cied that  these  little  inequalities  might  arise 
from  the  uncertainty  of  our  relations  together, 
with  which  I  was  not  satisfied  myself;  for  it 
does  one  more  harm  to  love  by  halves  than  to 
love  with  all  one's  heart. 

"  Raimond  and  I  never  spoke  of  his  sister : 
it  was  the  first  constraint  that  subsisted  be- 
tween us :  but  Madame  d'Arbigny  had  con- 
jured me  not  to  make  her  the  theme  of  my 
conversations  with  her  brother ;  and,  seeing  me 


astonished  at  this  request,  added, '  I  know  not 
if  you  think  with  me,  but  I  can  endure  no  third 
person,  not  even  an  intimate  friend,  to  inter- 
fere with  my  regard  for  another.  I  love  the 
secresy  of  affection. '  The  explanation  pleased 
me,  and  I  obeyed.  At  this  time  a  letter  ar- 
rived from  my  father,  recalling  me  to  Scot- 
land. The  half  year  had  rolled  by  ;  France 
was  every  day  more  disturbed ;  and  he  deem- 
ed it  unsafe  for  a  foreigner  to  remain  there. 
This  pained  me  much,  though  I  felt  its  pro- 
priety. I  longed  to  see  him  again,  yet  could 
not  tear  myself  from  the  Count  and  Madame 
d'Arbigny  without  reffret.  I  sought  her  in- 
stantly, showed  her  the  letter,  and,  while  she 
read  it,  was  too  absorbed  by  sadness  to  mark 
the  impression  it  made.  I  was  merely  sensi- 
ble that  she  said  something  to  secure  my  de- 
lay ;  bade  me  write  word  that  I  was  ill,  and 
so  evade  my  father's  commands.  I  was  about 
to  reply,  that  my  departure  was  fixed  for  the 
morrow,  when  Raimond  entered  the  room, 
and,  hearing  the  state  of  the  case,  declared, 
with  the  utmost  promptitude,  that  I  ousht  to 
obey  my  parent  without  hesitation.  I  was 
struck  by  this  rapid  decision,  expecting  to 
have  been  pressed  to  stay.  I  would  have 
conquered  my  own  reluctance,  but  I  did  not 
like  to  have  my  purposed  triumph  aided  in 
this  manner.  For  a  moment  I  misinterpretel 
my  friend  :  he  perceived  it,  and  took  my  hand, 
saying,  *  In  three  months  I  shall  visit  Eng- 
land ;  why,  then,  should  I  keep  you  here  t  I 
have  my  reasons,'  he  added,  in  a  whisper; 
but  his  sister  heard  him,  and  said,  hastily,  that 
he  was  right,  that  no  Englishmen  ought  to  be 
involved  m  the  dangers  of  the  revolution.  I 
now  know  it  was  not  to  such  peril  that  the 
Count  alluded ;  but  he  neither  contradicted 
nor  confirmed  her  explanation.  I  was  going, 
and  he  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  tell  me 
more.  ^  If  I  could  be  useful  to  my  native 
land,  I  should  stay  here,'  he  said ;  '  but  you 
see  it  is  no  longer  France  ;  the  principles  for 
which  I  loved  it  are  destroyed.  I  may  regret 
this  soil,  but  shall  regain  my  country  when  I 
breathe  the  same  air  with  you.' 

"  How  was  I  moved  by  this  touching  assur- 
ance of  true  friendship !  How  far  above  his 
sister  ranked  Count  Raimond  at  that  naoment 
in  my  heart !  She  guessed  it ;  and  the  same 
evening  appeared  in  quite  a  new  character. 
Some  guests  arrived  ;  she  did  the  honors  ad- 
mirably ;  spoke  of  my  departure  as  if  it  were 
in  her  eyes  the  most  unintereeting  occurrence. 
I  had  previously  remarked,  that  she  set  a  price 
on  her  preference,  which  prevented  her  ever 
letting  others  witness  the  favor  she  accorded 
me  :  but  now  this  was  too  much.  I  was  so 
hurt  by  this  indifference,  that  I  resolved  to 
take  leave  before  the  party,  and  not  renaain 
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ilooewith  her  one  instant.  She  heard  me 
ask  her  brother  to  let  me  take  leave  of  him 
Ib  the  morning,  ere  I  started ;  and,  coming  to 
us,  told  me  that  ehe  must  charge  me  with  a 
letter  for  a  friend  of  hers  in  England ;  then 
idded,  hastily,  and  in  a  low  voice,  '  You  re- 
gret my  brother  only — ^you  speak  but  to  him : 
voald  joa  break  my  heart,  by  flying  thus  V 
Ifl  u  instant  she  stepped  back,  and  reseated 
heiself  among  her  visitants.  I  was  agitated. 
\ij  her  words,  and  should  have  stayed  as  sh^ 
desired,  but  that  Raimond,  taking  my  arm,  led 
Be  to  his  own  room.  When  the  company  had 
dispersed,  we  suddenly  heard  strange  sounds 
from  Madame  d'Arbigny^s  apartment :  he  took 
BO  notice  of  them ;  but  1  forced  him  to  ascer- 
tain the  cause.  We  were  told  that  she  was 
Tei7  ill.  I  would  have  flown  to  her,  but  the 
Connt  obstinately  forbade.  *  Let  us  have  no 
scene  !*  he  said,  '  in  these  affairs  women  are 
best  left  to  themselves.'  I  could  not  compre- 
hend this  want  of  feeling  for  a  sister,  so  con- 
tasted  with  his  invariable  kindness  to  me ; 
ud  I  left  him  in  an  embarrassment  wliich 
somewhat  chilled  my  farewell.  Ah!  had  I 
known  the  delicacy  which  would  fain  have 
biffled  the  captivations  of  a  woman  he  did  nok  f 
beHeve  formed  to  make  me  happy,  could  I* 
hire  foreseen  the  events  which  were  to  sepa- 
Ate  US  for  ever,  my  adieu  would  have  better 
aMisfied  his  soul  and  mine  own.'' 


CHAPTER  II. 

Oswald  ceased  for  some  minutes.  Corinne 
bkl  listened  so  tremblingly  that  she  too  was 
flieot,  fearful  of  retarding  the  moment  when 
he  would  renew  his  narrative.  *'I  should 
bare  been  happy,"  he  continued,  "  had  my 
aeqoaintance  with  Madame  d'Arbigny  ended 
^bcre— had  I  never  more  set  foot  in  France. 
^  fate,  or,  rather,  perhaps,  my  own  weak- 
ness, has  poisoned  my  life  for  ever : — yes, 
Neatest  love !  even  beside  you.  I  .passed  a 
jear  ia  Scotland  with  my  father :  our  mutual 
tesdeniess  daily  increased.  I  was  admitted 
Bto  the  sanctuary  of  that  heavenly  spirit ;  and, 
ia  the  friendship  that  united  ns,  tasted  all  the 
JMssnogoine  sympathies  whose  mysterious 
nks  belong  to  oor  whole  being.  I  received. 
*(ttt  affectionate  letters  from  Raimond,  re-', 
coootiog  the  difiiculties  he  found  in  transfer- 
^  his  property,  so  as  to  join  me ;  but  his 
P^verance  in  that  aim  was  unwearied.  I 
isred  hun  for  it ;  but  what  friend  could  I  com- 


pare with  my  father  1  The  reverence  I  fel 
for  him  never  checked  my  confidence.  I  pu 
my  faith  in  his  words  as  in  those  of  an  oracle 
and  the  unfortunate  indecision  of  my  characte 
was  suspended  while  he  spoke.  '  Heaven  ha 
formed  us  for  a  love  of  what  is  venerable, 
says  an  English  author.  My  father  knew  not 
could  not  know,  to  what  degree  I  loved  him 
and  my  fatal  conduct  might  well  have  taugh 
him  to  doubt  whether  I  loved  him  at  all.  Ye 
he  pitied  me,  while  dying,  for  the  grief  hi 
loss  would  inflict.  Ah,  Corinne !  I  draw  uea 
the  recital  of  my  woes :  lend  my  courage  th; 
support ;  for  in  truth  I  need  it."  "  My  deai 
friend,"  she  answered,  "  be  it  some  solace  tha 
you  unveil  your  nobly  sensitive  heart  befor 
the  beinff  who  most  admires  and  loves  you  ii 
the  world."  Nelvil  proceeded  : — "  He  sen 
me  to  London  on  business ;  and  I  left  bin 
without  one  warning  fear,  though  never  to  se* 
him  again.  He  was  more  endearing  thai 
ever  in  our  last  conversation :  it  is  said  tha 
the  souls  of  the  just,  like  flowers,  breath 
their  richest  balms  at  the  approach  of  night 
He  embraced  me  with  tears,  saying,  that  a 
his  affe  all  partings  were  solemn ;  but  I  be 
lieved  his  life  like  mine  :  our  souls  understood 
each  other  so  well,  and  I  was  too  young  t 
think  upon  his  age.  The  fears  and  the  confi 
dence  of  strong  afiection  are  alike  inexplica 
ble ;  he  accompanied  me  to  the  door  of  tha 
old  hall  which  I  have  since  beheld  desert  an< 
devastated,  like  my  own  heart.  I  had  bu 
been  a  week  in  London,  when  I  received  th 
cruel  letter  of  which  I  remember  every  word 
— *  Yesterday,  the  10th  of  August,  my  brothe 
was  massacred  at  the  Tuileries,  while  defend 
ing  his  king.  I  am  proscribed,  and  forced  t 
fly,  to  hide  from  my  persecutors.  Raimon< 
had  taken  all  my  fortune,  with  his  own,  t 
settle  in  England.  Have  you  yet  receive 
it  ?  or  know  you  whom  he  trusted  to  remit  it 
I  had  but  one  line  from  him,  written  when  th* 
chateau  was  attacked,  bidding  me  only  appl; 
to  you  and  I  should  know  all.  If  you  coul< 
come  hither  and  remove  me,  you  might  savt 
my  life.  The  English  still  travel  France  ii 
safety ;  but  I  cannot  obtain  a  passport  unde 
my  own  name.  If  the  sister  of  your  haples 
friend  sufficiently  interests  you,  my  retrea 
may  be  learned  at  Paris  of  my  relation  Mon 
sieur  Maltigues:  but  should  yon  generousl; 
wish  to  aid  me,  lose  not  a  moment ;  for  it  i 
said  that  war  will  shortly  be  declared  betweei 
our  two  countries."  Imagine  the  efiect  tbi 
took  on  me !  my  friend  murdered,  his  sister  ii 
despair,  their  fortune,  she  said,  in  my  hands 
though  I  had  not  received  the  least  tidings  o 
it ;  add  to  these  circumstances,  Madame  d'Ar 
bigny's  danger,  and  belief  that  I  could  pre 
serve  her ;  it  was  impossible  to  hesitate. 
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sent  a  messenger  to  my  father  with  her  letter, 
and  my  promise  to  return  in  a  fortnight ;  then 
set  forth  instantly.  By  the  most  distressing 
chance  the  man  fell  ill  on  the  way,  and  ray 
second  letter,  from  Dover,  reached  my  father 
before  the  first.  Thus  he  knew  of  my  flight, 
ere  informed  of  its  motives ;  and  ere  the  ex- 
planation came,  had  taken  an  alarm  which 
could  not  be  dissipated.  1  arrived  at  Paris  in 
three  days,  and  found  that  Madame  d'Arbigny 
had  retired  to  a  provincial  town  sixty  leagues 
off:  thither  I  followed  her.  We  were  both 
much  aj^itated  at  meeting.  She  appeared  more 
lovely  in  her  distress  than  I  had  ever  thought 
her — ^less  artificial,  less  restrained.  We  wept 
together  for  her  noble  brother,  and  distracted 
country.  I  anxiously  inquired  as  to  her  pro- 
perty. She  told  me  that  she  had  no  news  of 
it ;  but  in  a  few  days  I  learned  that  the  banker 
to  whom  Count  Raimond  confided  it,  had  re- 
turned it  to  him ;  and,  what  was  more  singu- 
lar, a  merchant  of  the  town  in  which  we  were, 
who  told  me  this  by  chance,  assured  me  that 
Madame  d'Arbigny  never  needed  to  have  felt 
a  moment's  doubt  of  its  safety.  1  could  not 
understand  this ;  went  to  ask  her  what  it^. 
meant;  and  found  M.  Maltigues,  who,  with^f 
the  readiest  coolness,  informed  me  that  he  had 
just  brought  from  Paris  intelligence  of  the 
banker's  return,  as,  not  having  heard  of  him 
for  a  month,  they  had  thought  he  was  gone  to 
England.  She  confirmed  her  kinsman's  state- 
ments, and  I  believed  them  ;  but,  since,  have 
recollected  her  pretexts  for  not  showing  me 
the  note  from  Raimond,  mentioned  in  her  let- 
ter, and  am  now  convinced  that  the  whole  was 
but  a  stratagem  to  secure  me. 

It  is  certain  that,  as  she  was  rich,  no  inter- 
ested motives  blended  with  her  scheme ;  but 
her  great  fault  lay  in  using  address  where 
love  alone  was  required,  and  dissimulating 
when  candor  would  better  have  served  the 
cause  of  her  sentimental  enterprise ;  she  loved 
me  as  much  as  those  can  love,  who  preconcert 
not  only  their  actions  but  their  feelings,  and 
conduct  an  affair  of  the  heart  with  the  policy 
of  a  state  intrigue.  I  formally  declared  that 
I  would  never  marry  without  my  father's  ap- 
proval ;  yet  I  could  not  forbear  betraying  the 
transports  her  beauty  and  sadness  excited. 
Her  plan  being  to  make  me  captive  at  any 
price,  she  let  me  perceive  that  she  was  nor 
thoroughly  resolved  on  repulsing  my  wishes. 
As  I  now  retrace  what  passed  between  up,  I 
am  assured  that  she  hesitated  from  motives 
quite  independent  of  love  and  virtue ;  nay, 
that  their  apparent  struggles  were  but  her 
own  secret  deliberations.  I  was  constantly 
alone  with  her;  and  my  delicacy  could  not 
long  resist  the  temptation.  She  imposed  on 
me  all  the  duties,  in  yielding  me  all  the  rights 


of  a  husband ;  yet  displayed  more  remorse, 
perhaps,  than  she  really  felt;  and  thus  so 
bound  me  to  her,  that  I  would  fain  have  taken 
her  to  England,  and  implored  my  Other's  con- 
sent to  our  union ;  but  she  refused  to  quit 
Franc^  unless  as  my  wife.  There  she  was 
wise,  indeed  ;  but  well  knowing  my  filial 
resolutions,  she  erred  in  the  means  she  used  to 
retain  me  in  spite  of  mine  every  duty.  When 
the  war  broke  out,  my  desire  to  leave  France 
^  f became  still  stronger,  and  her  obstacles  to  it 
multiplied.  She  could  obtain  no  passport ; 
and  if  I  went  alone,  her*reputation  would  be 
ruined ;  nay,  she  should  be  doubly  suspected, 
for  her  correspondence  with  me.  This  wo- 
man, so  mild,  so  equable,  in  general,  then 
gave  way  to  a  despair  which  perfectly  over- 
whelmed me.  She  employed  her  wit  and 
f  races  to  please,  her  grief  to  intimidate  me. 
erhaps  women  are  wrong  in  commanding  by 
tears,  enslaving  by  the  strength  of  their  weak- 
ness ;  yet,  when  they  fear  not  to  exert  this 
weapon,  it  is  nearly  always  victorious,  at 
least  for  a  while.  Doubtless,  love  is  weak- 
ened by  this  sort  of  usurpation  ;  and  the  power 
.of  tears,  too  frequently  exerted,  chills  the  im- 
agination ;  but,  at  that  time,  there  were  a 
thousand  excuses  for  them  in  France.  Ma- 
dame d'Arbigny's  health,  too,  seemed  daily 
to  decrease :  another  terrible  instrument  of 
female  power  is  illness.  Those  who  have 
not,  like  you,  Corinne,  a  just  reliance  on  their 
minds,  or  are  not,  like  Englishwomen,  so 
proudly  modest  that  feigning  is  impossible, 
have  always  recourse  to  art ;  and  the  best  we 
can  then  hope  of  them  is  that  their  deceit  is 
caused  by  a  real  attachment. 

"A  third  party  was  now  blended  with  our 
connection — Monsieur  Maltigues.  She  pleased 
him ;  he  asked  nothing  better  than  to  marry 
her ;  though  a  reckless  immorality  rendered 
him  indifferent  to  everything.  He  loved  in- 
trigue as  a  game,  even  while  not  interested  in 
the  stake ;  and  seconded  Madame  d'Arbigny's 
designs  on  me,  ready  to  desert  this  plot  if 
occasion  served  for  accomplishing  his  own. 
He  was  a  man  against  whom  I  felt  a  singular 
repugnance ;  though  scarcely  thirty,  his  man- 
ners and  person  were  remarkably  hackneyed. 
In  England,  where  we  are  accused  of  coldness, 
I  never  met  anything  comparable  with  the 
seriousness  of  his  demeanor  on  entering  a 
room.  I  should  never  have  taken  him  for  a 
Frenchman,  if  he  had  not  possessed  some 
taste  and  pleasantry,  with  a  love  of  talking 
very  extraordinary  in  a  man  who  seemed 
sated  of  the  world,  and  who  carried  that  dis- 
position to  a  system.  He  pretended  that  he 
was  born  a  sensitive  enthusiast,  but  that  the 
knowledge  of  mankind  he  owed  to  the  revo- 
lution had  undeceived  him.     He  perceived, 
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be  said,  that  there  was  nothing  good  on  earth, 

ttre  fortune,  or  power,  or  bo& ;  and  that  fine 

qualities  must  give  way  to  circumstances. 

He  jffactised  on  this  theory  clererly  enough ; 

hts  only  mistake  lay  in  proclaiming  it ;  but 

though  he  had  not  the  national  wish  ta^please, 

be  jieTertheless  desired  to  create  some  sensa- 

tioo,  aod  that  rendered  him  thus  imptudent : 

he  differed  in  these  respects  from  .Madame 

i|  (TAjbigny,  who  sought  to  attain  her  end  with- 

j  out  betraying  herself,  or  seeking  to  shine,  even 

y  in  ber  errors.     What  was  most  strange  in 

I  these  two  persons  is,  that  the  ardent  one  conid 

1  keep  her  secret,  while  the  insensible  knew  not 

how  to  hold  his  tongue. 

^  Soch  as  he  was,  Maltigues  had  a  great 
ascendency  oyer  his  relative  ;  either  he  guess- 
ed it,  or  she  told  him  all;  for  with  all  her 
hsbitoal  wariness  she  required,  now  and  then, 
to  take  breath,  as  it  were,  by  an  indiscretion. 
If  Blaltigues  looked  on  her  severely,  she  was 
iJways  disturbed ;  if  he  seemed  discontented, 
she  would  take  him  aside  to  ask  the  reason ; 
if  he  went  away  angry,  she  almost  instantly 
shut  herself  up  to  write  to  him.  I  explained 
this  to  myself  from  the  fact  of  his  having 
known  her  from  her  childhood ;  he  had  managed 
ber  afiairs  since  she  had  lost  all  nearer  ties ; 
but  the  chief  cause  was  her  project,  which  I 
discovered  too  late,  of  marrying  him,  if  I  left 
her ;  for  at  no  price  would  she  pass  for  a  de- 
serted woman.  Such  a  resolution  might  make 
JOQ  belieTe  that  she  loved  me  not ;  yet  love 
akxDe  could  have  induced  her  preference ;  but 
■throQgh  life  she  could  mix  calculation  even 
with  passion,  and  the  factitious  pretences  of 
society  with  her  natural  feeliogs.  She  wepfi^ 
when  she  was  agitated,  but  she  could  always' 
weep,  because  Uiat  was  the  way  to  express 
emotion.  She  was  happy  in  being  loved,  be- 
eaose  she  loved  indeed,  but  also  because  it  did 
ber  honor  before  the  world.  She  had  right 
iapolsee  while  left  to  herself,  but  could  only 
esjoy  them  when  they  nourished  her  self-love. 
She  was  a  person  formed  for  and  by  *  good 
eompany,^  and  made  that  false  use  even  of 
troth  itself,  which  is  so  often  found  in  a  coun- 
try where  a  zeal  for  producing  effect,  by  eer- 
tun  sentiments,  is  much  stronger  than  the 
seotimenta  themselves. 

It  was  long  since  I  had  heard  from  my  fa- 
ther, the  war  having  cut  off  all  communica- 
tioB.  At  last,  chance  favored  the  arrival  of  a 
letter,  in  which  he  adjured  me  to  return,  in 
the  name  ef  my  doty  and  his  affection ;  at  the 
same  time  declaring  that,  if  I  married  Mad- 
aoie  d'Arbigny,  I  should  cause  him  the  most 
&ul  sorrow ;  begging  me,  at  least,  to  decide  jjii 
so  nothing  until  I  had  heard  his  advice.  I 
replied  to  him  instantly,  giving  my  word  of 
hooor  that  I  would  shortly  do  as  he  required. 


Madame  d^Arbigny  tried,  first  prayers,  then 
despondence,  to  detain  me  ;  but  finding  these 
fail,  resorted  to  a  fresh  stratagem ;  but  how 
could  I  then  suspect  it  ?  She  came  to  me  one 
morning  pale  and  dishevelled,  threw  herself 
into  my  arms  as  if  dying  with  terror,  and  be- 
sought me  to  protect  her.  The  order,  she 
said,  was  come  for  her  arrest,  as  sister  to 
Count  Raimond,  and  I  must  find  her  some  asy- 
lum from  her  pursuers  :  at  this  time  women, 
indeed,  were  not  spared,  and  all  kinds  of  hor- 
rors appeared  probable.  I  took  her  to  a  mer- 
chant devoted  to  my  interest,  and  hoped  to 
save  her,  as  only  Maltigues  shared  the  secret 
of  her  retreat.  In  such  a  situation,  how  could 
I  avoid  feeling  a  lively  interest  in  her  fate  1 
how  separate  myself  from  her  ?  how  say, 
*  You  depend,  on  my  support,  and  I  withdraw 
it.]'  Nevertheless  my  father's  image  contin- 
ually haunted  me,  and  I  took  many  occasions 
to  entreat  her  leave  for  setting  forth  alone ; 
but  she  threatened  to  give  herself  up  to  the 
assassins  if  I  quitted  her,  and  twice,  at  noon- 
day, rushed  from  the  house  in  a  frantic  state 
that  overwhelmed  me  with  grief  and  fear.  I 
followed,  vainly  conjuring  her  to  return ;  it 
happened  fortunately  (unless  by  concert)  that 
each  time  we  were  met  by  Maltigues,  who 
brought  her  back  with  reproaches  on  her  rash- 
ness. Of  course,  I  resigned  myself  to  stay, 
and  wrote  to  my  father,  accounting,  as  well 
as  I  could,  for  my  conduct ;  though  I  blushed 
at  being  in  France,  amid  the  outrages  then 
acting  there,  while  that  country,  too,  was  at 
war  with  my  own. 

"  Maltigues  often  rallied  me  on  my  scru- 
ples ;  but,  clever  as  he  was,  he  did  not  per- 
ceive the  effect  of  his  jests,  which  revived  all 
the  feelings  he  sought  to  extinguish.  Mad- 
ame d'Arbigny,  however,  remarked  this  ;  but 
she  had  no  influence  over  her  kinsman,  who 
was  often  decided  by  caprice,  if  self-interest 
was  absent.  She  relapsed  into  her  griefs, 
both  real  and  assumed,  to  melt  men^andwas 
never  more  attractive  than  while  fainting  at 
my  feet ;  for  she  knew  how  to  heigh^n^  liox 
beauty  as  well  as  her  other  charms,  and 
wedded  each  to  some  emotion  in  order  to  sub- 
due me. 

"  Thus  did  I  live,  ever  anxious,  ever  vacil- 
lating, trembling,  when  I  received  no  letter 
from  my  father,  still  more  wretched  when  I 
did  ;  enchained  by  my  infatuation  for  Madame 
d'Arbigny,  still  more  dreading  her  violence  ; 
for  by  a  strange  inconsistency,  though  the 
gentlest,  and  often  the  gayest,  of  women, 
habitually,  she  was  the  most  terrible  person 
lin  a  scene.  She  wished  to  bind  me  both  by 
pleasure  aod  by  fear,  and  thus  always  trans- 
formed her  nature  to  her  use.  One  day  in 
September,  1793,  more  than  a  feai  after  my 
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coming  to  France,  I  had  a  brief  letter  from  is  as  good  as  the  other,  each  being  eonclosiTe.' 
my  father  ;  but  its  few  words  were  so  afflict-  *  There  are  sitaations  in  life,'  replied  I,  *  where 
ing,  that  I  mast  spare  myself  their  repetition,>  .even  by  sacrificing  oneself,  one  ma^  not  be 
Corinne  ;  it  would  too  much  unman  me.  He '  Sable  to  fulfil  every  duty.'  *  That  is,  there 
was  already  ill,  though  he  did  not  say  so  ;  his  ought  to  be  no  such  sacrifice,'  he  added.  *  I 
pride  and  delicacy  forbade  ;  but  his  letter  know  of  no  such  circumstances  in  which  it  is 
breathed  so  much  distress,  both  on  account  of  necessary ;  with  a  little  address  one  may  back 
my  absence,  and  my  possible  marriage,  that^^out  of  anything.  Management  is  the  queen 
while  reading  it  I  wondered  howl  could  have  of  the  world.'  '  I  covet  no  such  ability  f  said 
been  so  long  blind  to  the  misfortunes  with  I, '  but  at  least  would  wish,  in  resigning  my- 
which  I  was  menaced.  I  was  now,  however,  self  to  unhappiness,  to  afllict  no  one  that  I 
sufficiently  awakened  to  hesitate  no  more  ;'  [love.'    '  Have  nothing  to  do,  then,  with  the 


and  went  to  Madame  d'Arbigny,  perfectly  de-^ 
cided  to  take  leave  of  her.  She  perceived 
this,  and  at  once  retiring  within  herself,  rose, 
saying,  *  Before  you  go,  you  ought  to  be  in- 
formed of  a  secret  which  I  blush  to  avow. 
If  you  abandon  me,  it  is  not  me  alone  you^ 
will  kill.  The  fruit  of  my  guilty  love  wilP 
perish  with  me.'    Nothing  can  describe  my 


sensations ;  that  new,  that  sacred  duty,  ab-v' honor  and  virtue,  that  often  oppose  our  incli 


sorbed  ray  whole  soul,  and  made  me  more 
submissively  her  slave  than  ever.  I  would 
have  married  her  at  once,  but  for  the  ruinous. . 
consequences  that  must  have  befallen  me,  as ,  ^ 
an  Englishman,  in  giving  my  name  to  the 
civil  authorities.  I  deferred  our  union,  there- 
fore, till  we  could  fiy  together  to  England, 
and  determined  never  to  leave  her  till  then. 
At  first  this  calmed  her ;  but  she  soon  renewed 
her  complaints  against  me,  for  not  braving  alt 
impediments  to  make  her  my  wife.  I  should 
shortly  have  bent  to  her  will,  for  I  had  fallen 
into  the  deepest  melancholy,  and  passed  whol^ 
days  alone,  without  power  to  move, — a  prey 
^  to  an  idea  which  I  never  confessed  to  myself, 
though  its  persecution  was  incessant.  1  had 
a  foreboding  of  my  father's  illness,  which  I 
considered  a  weakness  unworthy  of  regard. 
My  reason  was  so  bewildered  by  the  shock 
my  mistress  had  dealt  me,  that  I  now  com- 
bated my  sense  of  duty  as  a  passion ;  and  that 
which  I  might  have  then  thought  my  passion 
tormented  me  as  a  duty.  Madame  d'Arbigny 
was  perpetually  writing  roe  entreaties  to  visit 
her ;  at  last  I  went,  but  did  not  speak  on  the 
subject  which  gave  her  such  rights  over  me  : 
indeed,  she  now  less  frequently  alluded  to  it 
herself  than  I  expected ;  but  my  sufferings  were 
too  great  for  me  to  remark  that  at  the  time.  ^ 
"  At  last,  when  I  had  kept  my  house  on' 
one  occasion  for  three  days,  writing  twenty 
letters  to  my  father,  and  destroying  them  all, 
M.  Maltiffues,  who  seldom  sought  me,  came, 
deputed  by  his  cousin  to  tear  me  from  my 
solitude.  Though  little  interested  in  the  suc- 
cess of  his  embassy,  as  you  will  discover,  he 
entered  before  I  had  time  to  conceal  that  my 
face  was  bathed  in  tears.    '  What  is  the  use 


leave  my  cousm,  or  marry  her.    The  one  step 


intricate  work  they  caU  love ;  it  is  a  sickness 
of  the  soul.  I  am  attacked  by  it  at  times, 
like  any  one  else ;  but  when  it  so  happens,  I 
tell  myself  that  it  shall  soon  be  over,  and  al- 
ways keep  my  word.'  Seeking  to  deal,  like 
himself,  with  generalities — for  I  neither  could 
nor  would  confide  in  him— I  answered,  ^  Do 
what  we  will  with  love,  we  cannot  banish 


nation.'  '  If  you  mean,  by  honor,  the  neces- 
sity for  fighting  when  insulted,  there  can  be 
no  doubt  on  that  head ;  but,  in  other  respects, 
what  interest  have  we  in  allowing  ourselves 
to  be  perplexed  by  a  thousand  fastidious  chi- 
meras V  *  Interest !'  I  repeated ;  '  that  is  not 
the  word  in  question.'  *  To  speak  seriously,' 
he  returned,  '  there  are  few  men  who  have  a 
clear  view  of  this  subject.  I  know  they 
formerly  talked  of  honorable  misfortunes,  and 
glorious  reverses,  but  now  that  all  men  are 
persecuted,  knaves  as  well  as  those  by  cour- 
tesy called  honest,  the  only  difference  is  be- 
tween the  birds  who  are  trapped,  and  those 
who  escape.'  '  I  know  of  other  distinctions,' 
I  replied,  *  where  prosperity  is  despised,  and 
misfortune  honored  by  the  good.'  *  Show  me 
the  good,  though,'  he  said,  *•  whose  courageous 
esteem  would  console  you  for  your  own  de- 
struction. On  the  contrary,  the  self-called 
virtuous  are  those  who  excuse  you  if  happy) 
and  love  you  if  powerful.  It  is  very  fine  in 
you,  no  doubt,  to  repent  thwarting  a  father, 
who  ought  no  longer  to  meddle  with  your  af- 
fairs; yet  do  anything  rather  than  linger 
where  you  may  lose  your  life  in  a  thousand 
ways.  For  my  part,  whatever  happens  to  me, 
I  would,  at  any  price,  spare  my  friends  the 
sight  of  my  sufferings,  and  myself  their  long 
faces  of  condolence.'  *  In  my  opinion,'  inter- 
rupted I,  *  the  aim  of  an  honest  man's  life  is 
not  the  happiness  which  serves  only  himself, 
but  the  virtue  which  is  useful  to  others.' 
*  Virtue !'  exclaimed  Maltigues,  •  virtue—'  he 
hesitated  for  a  moment,  then,  with  more  de- 
cision, continued ;  *  that's  a  language  for  the 
vulgar,  that  even  priests  cannot  talk  between 

...w^  ,.-w  ^ ...  ^ .,„-.. .themselves  without  laughing.    There  are  good 

of  all  this,  my  dear  boyV  he  said;  *  either.  Wuls  whom  certain  harmonious  words  still 


move ;  for  their  aa^ea  let  the  tone  be  played : 
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il  the  poetry  that  tbey  call  conscience  and 
^otkn  was  inrented  to  cosnole  those  who 

lot  get  on  in  the  world,  like  the  de  pro- 
fmiu  that  is  snog  for  the  dead.     The  liYing^i 
adjuoBperons  are  by  no  means  ambitious  of 
Ekelioiinge*' 

'^  I  was  80  irritated  that  I  could  not  help 
■jiqg  baoghtily,  '  I  shall  be  sorry,  sir,  when 
IhiTe  a  right  in  the  house  of  Madame  d^Ar- 
ligiij,  if  £»  persists  in  receiving  a  man  who 
Wa  and  speaks  as  you  do.'  'When  that 
tine  eomes,'  he  answered,  *  you  may  act  as 
jn  please ;  but  if  my  cousin  is  led  by  me, 
h  will  sever  marry  a  man  who  looks  forward 
iiRieli  affright  to  his  union  with  her.  I  have 
injM,  as  she  can  tell  you,  censured  her  folly, 
wi  ike  means  she  has  wasted  on  an  object  so 
Ue  worth  her  trouUe.'  At  these  words, 
■kieh  their  accent  rendered  still  more  insolt- 
■(,  I  made  him  a  sign  to  follow  me ;  and,  on 
Nf  viy,  it  is  but  justice  to  tell  you,  he  con- 
htti  to  derelope  his  system  with  the  greatest 
inAle  eoolness :  he  might  be  no  more,  in  a 
■vminates,  yet  said  not  one  serious,  one  feel- 
■gword.  'If  I  had  been  addicted  to  all  the 
linrdities  of  other  young  men,'  he  pursued, 
'vMUiiot  what  I  have  seen  in  my  own  coon-- 
feflaTe  cured  me  1  When  has  your  scrupu- 
haese  done  you  any  good  V  '  I  agree  with 
^'nid  I, '  that  in  your  country,  at  present, 
is  of  less  utility  than  elsewhere;  but  in 
^  or  bevond  tune,  each  man  has  his  re- 
*v^^  'Ob,  if  you  include  heaven  in  your 

ila^ons — *  *Aod  why  not?  One  or 
^  of  OS,  perhaps,  will  soon  know  what  it 
■Kias.'  <If  I  die,'  he  laughed  forth,  'I  am 
■n  I  ibaU  know  nothing  about  it ;  if  you  are 
kiH  jOQ  won't  come  back  to  enlighten  me.' 
I  low  remembered  that  I  had  taken  no  precau- 
liiM&r  informing  my  father  of  my  probable 
^  or  making  overto  Madame  d*Arbigny  part 
■faj  fortune,  on  which  I  thought  she  had 
|w.  We  drew  near  Maltigues'  house,  and 
I  iM  leave  to  write  two  letters  there  :  he 
''KBted.  As  we  resumed  our  route,  I  gave 
te  to  him,  and    recommended    Madame 

ngny  to  him,  as  to  a  friend  of  hers  on 
^^1  could  rely.  This  proof  of  confidence 
^^Khed  hiffl ;  for,  be  it  observed,  to  the  glory 
^  Wsesty,  that  the  most  open  profligates  are^ 
M  ibttered  if  they  chance  to  receive  a 
^^  of  esteem ;  our  relative  position,  too, 
^  gnve  enough  to  have  affected  even  him ; 
"tat  be  would  not  for  worlds  have  had  me 

I  tlus,  he  said  jestingly,  though  I  believe 
fi"pted  bv  deeper  feelings, '  You  are  a  good 
JvW)  my  dear  Nelvil ;  I  would  fain  do  some- 
^  generous  by  you  :  it  may  bring  its  re- 
^  u  they  say  ;  and  truly  generosity  is  so 
■mh  a  quality,  that  it  ought  to  be  better  paid 
■kaven  than  on  eaorth.    But  ere  I  serve  you, 


our  conditions  must  be  made  plain,  say  what  I 
will — ^we  fight  nevertheless.'  I  returned  a 
disdainful  oonsent,  for  I  thought  such  preface 
tinnecessary.  Maltigues  proceeded,  in  his 
cold  careless  way : — ^  Madame  d^Arbigny  does 
not  suit  you ;  you  are  in  no  way  congenial ; 
your  father  would  be  in  despair  if  you  made 
such  a  match,  and  you  would  run  mad  at  havine 
distressed  him :  therefore  it  will  be  better,  if  I 
live,  that  I  should  marry  the  lady  ;  if  you  kill 
me,  still  better  that  she  should  marry  another ; 
for  my  cousin  is  so  highly  sagacious,  even 
while  in  love,  that  she  never  fails  to  provide 
against  the  chance  of  beinff  loved  no  longer. 
All  this  yon  will  learn  by  her  letters.  I  be- 
queath them  to  you ;  here  is  the  key  of  my 
desk.  I  have  been  her  intimate  ever  since  she 
was  born  ;  and  you  know  that,  mysterious  as 
she  is,  she  has  no  secrets  with  me — little 
dreaming  that  I  should  ever  tell ;  it  is  true  I 
feel  no  impulse  hurry  me  on,  but  I  do  not  at- 
tach much  importance  to  these  things ;  and  I 
think  that  we  men  may  say  what  we  like  to 
each  other  about  women. .  Also,  if  I  die,  it  is 
to  her  bright  eyes  that  I  shall  owe  such  acci- 
dent :  and  though  I  am  quite  ready  to  die  for 
hex,  with  a  good  grace,  1  am  not  too  obliged 
by  the  situation  in  which  her  double  intrigue 
has  placed  me ;  for  the  rest,  it  is  not  quite 
sure  that  you  will  kill  me.'  So  saying,  as  we 
were  now  beyond  the  town,  he  drew  his  sword, 
"ji'and  stood  upon  his  guard. 

*'  He  had  spoken  with  singular  vivacity.  I 
was  confounded  by  what  I  had  heard.  The 
approach  of  danger,  instead  of  agitating,  ani- 
mated him ;  and  I  knew  not  whether  he  bad 
betrayed  the  truth,  or  invented  a  falsehood  out 
of  revenge.  In  this  suspense  I  was  very  care- 
ful of  his  life :  he  was  not  so  adroit  a  swords- 
man as  myself :  ten  times  might  I  have  ran 
him  through  the  breast,  but  I  contented  my- 
self with  slightly  wounding  and  disarming 
him :  he  seemed  sensible  of  this.  I  led  him 
to  his  own  house,  and  brought  him  back  to 
the  conversation  which  our  duel  had  inter- 
rupted. He  then  said, '  I  am  vexed  at  having 
80  treated  my  cousin :  but  peril  is  like  wine,. 
it  gets  into  one's  head ;  yet  I  can  now  excuse 
myself;  it  rested  with  you  to  kill  me,  and  you 
spared  my  life ;  you  could  not  be  happy  with 
her,  she  is  too  cunning ;  now,  to  me,  that  is 
nothing ;  for,  charmed  as  I  am  both  with  her 
mind  and  person,  she  can  never  do  anything 
to  my  disadvantage,  and  we  shall  be  of  service 
to  each  other  when  marriage  makes  a  common 
interest.  But  you  are  romantic,  and  would 
be  her  dupe,  therefore  I  cannot  refuse  the  let- 
ters I  promised  you :  read  them,  start  for 
England,  and  do  not  worry  yourself  too  much 
as  to  Madame  d'Arbigny's  regrets.  She  will 
weep,  becanse  she  loves  yon,  but  she  will 
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soon  be  comforted :  she  is  too  rational  a  wo- 
man to  be  long  unhappy,  or,  above  all,  to 
appear  so.  In  three  months  she  shall  be 
Madame  de  Maltigues.'  All  that  he  told  me 
was  proved  true  by  her  correspondence  with 
him.  I  felt  convinced  that  her  blushing  con- 
fession was  a  falsity,  used  but  to  force  me 
into  marriage.  This  was  the  basest  imposi- 
tion she  had  practised  on  me.  She  certainly 
loved  me,  for  she  even  told  Maltigues  so ;  yet 
flattered  him  with  such  art,  left  him  so  much 
to  hope,  and  studied  to  please  him  in  a  char  ^ 
racter  so  contrasted  from  that  she  had  eveqf 
worn  for  me,  that  it  was  impossible  to  doubt' 
her  intention  of  marrying  him,  if  her  union 
with  me  was  prevented.  Such  was  the  wo- 
man, Corinne,  who  has  for  ever  wrecked  the 
peace  of  my  heart  and  conscience.  I  wrote 
to  her  ere  I  departed,  and  saw  her  no  more. 
As  Maltigues  predicted,  I  have  since  heard 
that  she  became  his  wife ;  but  I  was  far  from 
having  tasted  the  bitterest  drop  that  awaited 
me.  I  hoped  to  obtain  my  father^s  pardon, 
sure  that,  when  I  told  him  how  I  had  been 
misled,  he  would  love  me  the  more  theX 
more  pitiable  I  became.  Afler  above  a 
month^s  journey,  by  night  and  day,  I  crossed 
Germany,  and  arrived  in  England,  full  of  con- 
fidence in  the  inexhaustible  bounty  of  paternal 
love.  Corinne,  I  had  scarce  landed,  when  a 
public  paper  informed  me  that  my  father  was 
no  more.  Twenty  months  have  passed  since 
that  moment,  yet  it  is  ever  present,  like  a  pur- 
suing phantom.  The  letters  that  formed  the 
words,  '  Lord  Nelvil  has  just  expired,'  are 
written  in  flames,  to  which  those  of  the  vol- 
cano before  us  are  nothing.  I  heard  that  he 
died  of  £rief  at  my  absence  in  France ;  fear- 
ing that  1  should  renounce  my  military  career^ 
that  I  should  marry  a  woman  of  whom  he  had^ 
an  indifferent  opinion,  and  settle  in  a  country  at 
war  with  my  own,  entirely  forfeiting  my  repu- 
tation as  at  Knglishman.  '  Corinne,  Corinne ! 
am  I  not  a  parricide  ^  Tell  me.'  '  No,'  she 
cried,  *  no ;  you  are  only  unfortunate :  your 

fsnerosity  involved  you.  I  respect  as  much  as 
love  you ;  judge  yourself  by  my  heart ;  make 
that  your  conscience  !  Your  grief  distracts 
you ;  believe  one  who  loves  you  from  no 
illusion :  it  is  because  you  are  the  best,  the 
most  affectionate  of  men,  that  I  adore  you.' 
'Corinne,'  said  Oswald,  *  these  tributes  are 
not  due  to  me ;  though,  perhaps,  I  am  less 
guilty  than  I  think ;  my  father  pardoned  me 
before  he  died.  I  found  the  last  address  he 
wrote  me  full  of  tenderness.  A  letter  from/ 
me  had  reached  him,  somewhat  to  my  justifi- 
cation ;  but  the  evil  was  done — his  heart  was 
broken.  When  I  returned  to  the  Hall  his 
old  servants  thronged  round  me  :  I  repulsed 
their  consolations,  and  accused    myself  to 


them.  I  knelt  at  his  tomb,  swearing,  that 
if  time  for  atonement  yet  were  left  me,  I 
would  never  marry  without  his  consent. 
Alas !  I  promised  to  one  who  was  no  more : 
what  now  availed  my  ravings  ?  I  ought,  at 
least,  to  consider  them  as  engagements  to  do 
nothing  which  he  would  have  disapproved 
had  he  lived.  Corinne,  dear  love !  why  are 
you  thus  depressed  t  He  might  command 
me  to  renounce  a  woman  who  owed  to  her 
own  artifice  the  power  she  exerted  over  me ; 
but  the  most  sincere,  natural,  and  generous  of 
her  sex,  for  whom  I  feel  my  first  true  love, 
which  purifies  instead  of  misguidmg  my  soul, 
why  should  a  heavenly  being  wish  to  separate 
me  from  her  ? 

*'  On  entering  my  father's  room,  I  saw  hie 
cloak,  his  footstool,  and  his  sword,  still  in 
their  wonted  stations,  though  his  place  was 
vacant,  and  I  called  on  him  in  vain.  This 
memento  of  his  thoughts  alone  replied.  Toa 
already  know  a  part  of  it,"  Oswald  added,  giv- 
ing the  manuscript  to  Corinne.  "  Read  what 
he  wrote  on  the  Duty  of  Children  to  their 
Parents  :  your  sweet  voice,  perhaps,  may 
familiarize  me  with  the  words."  She  thas 
obeyed : — 

'*  Ah,  how  slight  a  cause  will  teach  self- 
mistrust  to  a  father  or  mother  in  the  decline 
of  life  !  They  are  easily  taught  that  they  are 
no  longer  wanted  on  earth.  What  use  cat 
they  believe  themselves  to  you,  who  no  lon- 
ger ask  their  advice !  ye  live  but  in  the  pre- 
sent ;  ye  are  wedded  to  it  by  your  passiona, 
and  all  that  belongs  not  to  that  present  ap- 
pears to  you  superannuated — ^ye  are  so  maeh 
occupied  by  your  young  hearts  and  minds, 
that  your  own  situaiion  seemed  independent 
of  other  experience,  and  the  eternal  resem- 
blances between  men  at  all  times,  escape 
your  attention.  The  authority  of  experience 
seems  but  a  vain  fiction,  formed  for  the  cre- 
dulity of  age,  as  the  last  enjoyment  of  its  self- 
love.     What  an  error  is  this ! 

"  That  vast  theatre,  the  world,  changes  not 
its  actors :  it  is  always  man  who  appears  there, 
though  he  varies ;  and  as  all  his  changes  de- 
pend on  some  great  passion,  whose  circle  hath 
long  and  oft  been  trod,  it  would  be  strange,  if, 
in  £e  little  combinations  of  private  life,  expe- 
rience, the  science  of  the  past,  were  not  the 
plenteous  source  of  useful  instruction.  Honor 
your  fathers  and  mothers,  then !  respect  them, 
if  but  for  the  sake  of  their  by-gone  reign,  the 
time  of  which  they  were  the  only  rulers, — if 
but  for  the  years  for  ever  lost,  whose  reverent 
seal  is  imprinted  on  their  brows.  Know  your 
duty,  presumptuous  children,  impatient  to  vnjk 
alone  on  the  path  of  life.  They  will  leave 
you,  do  not  fear  it,  though  so  tardy  in  yielding 
you  place  : — that  father,  whose  discourses 
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are  Hill  tainted  by  unweloome  seToritjr :  that 
mother,  whose  age  impoees  on  Ton  such  tedi- 
008  cares.  They  will  go,  these  watchful 
gotrdiaos  of  yoor  childhood,  these  zealous 
protectors  of  your  yonth,  they  will  depart, 
and  you  will  seek  in  rain  for  better  friends : 
when  they  are  loot,  they  will  wear  new  a»- 
peets ;  for  time,  ^Hiich  makes  the  living  old 
before  our  eyes,  renews  their  youth  when 
death  has  torn  them  away.  Time  then  lends 
tlieB  a  might  unknown  before :  we  see  them 
ia  oar  visions  of  eternity,  wherein  there  is  no 
|i|e,  as  there  are  no  gndations;  and  if  they 
m  left  virtoous  memories  behind,  we  adorn 
'tkem  with  a  ray  from  heaven :  our  thoughts 
|MIow  them  to  the  home  of  the  elect :  we  see 
ttem  in  scenes  of  felicity,  and  beside  the 
J  bright  beams  of  which  we  form  their  glory ; 
j  the  light  of  our  own  best  days,  our  own  most 
idttzjijig  triumphs,  is  extinguished/'  (26.)— 
S^Corinne!*^  cried  Nelvil,  ahnost  heart- 
Men,  ^  think  you  it  was  against  me  he 
beatbed  that  eloquent  complaint  V*  '<  No, 
BO,"  she  replied :  ^'  remember  how  he  loved 
JOQ,  and  believed  in  your  affection.  I  am  of 
opbion  that  these  reflections  were  written 
ng  ere  you  conunitted  the  faults  with  which 
jn  reproach  yourself.  Listen  rather  to  these 
ihoQgfats  on  Indulgence,  that  I  find  some  pages 
hter,— ^We  go  through  life  surrounded  by 
wres,  and  with  unsteady  steps ;  our  senses 
in  aedueed  by  deceptive  allurements ;  our 
BMginations  mislead  us  by  a  false  glare.;  our 


reason  itself  each  day  receives  from  experi- 
ence but  the  degree  of  light  and  confidence 
/for  that  day  required.  So  many  danjg^ers  for 
so  much  weakness,  so  many  varied  interests 
with  such  limited  foresight  and  capacity,  in 
sooth,  so  many  things  u^nown,  and  so  short 
a  life,  show  us  the  high  rank  we  should  give 
to  indulgence  among  flie  social  virtues.  Alas ! 
where  is  the  man  exemjpt  from  foibles,  who 
can  look  back  on  his  life  without  regret  and 
remorse  ?  He  must  be  a  stranger  to  the  agita- 
tions of  timidity,  and  never  can  have  examined 
his  own  heart  in  the  solitude  of  conscience.* 

"These,*'  said  Corinne,  ^are  the  words 
your  father  addressed  to  you  from  above."— 
"  True,'*  sighed  Oswald,  "  consoling  angel ! 
how  you  cheer  me ;  yet  could  I  but  have  seen 
him  for  a  moment  ere  he  died— «ould  I  have 
said  how  unworthy  of  him  I  felt  myself,  and 
been  believed,  I  should  not  tremble  lik^  the 
guiltiest  of  mankind.  I  should  not  evince  the 
vacillation  of  conduct  and  gloom  of  soul  which 
can  promise  happiness  to  no  one.  Courage 
must  be  bom  of  conscience ;  how,  then,  should 
it  triumph  over  her  f  Even  now,  as  the  dark- 
ness closes  in,  methinks  I  see,  in  yon  cloud, 
the  thunderbolt  that  is  armed  against  me. 
Corinne,  Corinne !  comfort  your  unhappy 
lover,  or  leave  me  on  the  earth,  which,  per- 
haps, will  open  at  my  cries,  and  let  me  descend 
to  the  abode  of  death.'* 


BOOK     XIII. 


▼  E8UVIV89  AND  THE  CAMFAGNA  OF  NAPLES. 


CHAPTER  L 

NiLTiL  remained  long  exhausted 
tfter  the  trying  recital  which  had  thrilled  him 
^  the  soul.  Uorinne  gently  strove  to  revive 
hn.  The  river  of  flame  which  fell  from  Ve- 
Mrios  fearfully  excited  his  imagination.  She 
tilled  herself  of  this,  in  order  to  draw  him 
ftasi  his  own  recollections,  and  begged  him  to 
*i2k  with  her,  on  the  banks  of  the  once  in- 
hntd  lava.  The  ground  they  crossed  glowed 
Waeath  their  steps,  and  seemed  to  warn  them 
iiQtt  a  spot  so  hostile  to  all  life.    Man  could 


not  here  call  himself  ^  lord  cf  the  creation  ;* 
it  seemed  escaping  from  his  manny  by  sui- 
cide. The  torrent  of  fire  is  of  a  dusky  hue, 
yet  when  it  lights  a  vine,  or  any  other  tree,  it 
sends  forth  a  clear,  bright  blaze ;  but  the  lava 
itself  is  of  that  lurid  tint,  which  might  repre- 
sent infernal  fire  :  it  rolls  on  with  a  crackling 
sound,  that  alarms  the  more  from  its  slight- 
ness, — cunning  seems  joined  with  strength. 
Thus  secretly  steals  the  tiger  to  his  prey. 
This  cataract,  though  so  deliberate,  loses  not 
a  moment;  if  it  encounter  a  high  wall,  or 
anything  that  opposes  its  progress,  it  heaps 
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of  her  Creator.  This  i»'  no  sdjoum  for  the 
ffood— let  us  deeeend !''  An  abandant  shower 
fell  as  they  sought  the  plain,  threatening  etch 
instant  to  extinguish  their  torches :  the  Lu- 
zaroni  accompanied  them  with  yells  that  might 
alarm  any  one  who  knew  not  that  such  was 
their  constant  custom.  These  men  are  some- 
times agitated  by  a  superfluity  of  life,  with 
which  they  know  not  wiutt  to  do,  uniting  equal 
degrees  of  Tiolence  and  sloth.  Their  physi- 
ognomy, more  marked  than  their  characters, 
seems  to  indicate  a  kind  of  yiyacity  in.  which 
neither  mind  nor  heart  is  at  all  concerned. 
Oswald,  uneasy  lest  the  rain  should  hurt  Co- 
rinne,  and  lest  their  lights  should  fail,  was 
absorbed  by  this  indefinite  sense  of  her  dan- 
ger ;  and  his  tenderness  by  degrees  restored 
that  composure  which  had  been  disturbed  by 
the  confidence  he  had  made  to  her.  They 
regained  their  carriage  at  the  foot  of  the 
mountain,  and  stopped  not  at  the  ruins  of 
Herculaneum,  which  are,  as  it  were,  buried 
afresh  that  the  buildings  of  Portici  may  not  be 
undermined.  They  arrived  at  Naples  near 
midnight ;  and  Corinne  promised  NeWil,  as 
they  took  leave,  to  give  him  the  history  of 
her  life  on  the  morrow. 


against  the  obstacle  its  black  and  bitaminons 
flood,  and  buries  it  beneath  burning  waves. 
Its  course  is  not  so  rapid  but  that  men  may  fly 
before  it ;  but  like  Time,  it  overtakes  the  old 
or  the  imprudent,  who,  from  its  silent  approach, 
think  to  escape  without  exertion.  Its  bright- 
ness is  such  that  earth  is  reflected  in  the  sky, 
which  ai^iears  lapped  in  perpetual  lightning ; 
this,  too,  is  mirrored  by  the  sea,  and  all  nature 
clothed  in  their  three-fold  fires.  The  wind  is 
heard,  and  its  efiect  perceived  as  it  forms  a 
whirlpool  of  flame  round  the  gulf  whence  the 
lava  issues:  one  trembles  to  think  what  is 
passing  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth,  whose  fury 
shakes  the  ground  beneath  our  steps.  The 
rocks  about  the  source  of  this  flood  are  covered 
with  pitch  and  sulphur ;  whose  colors,  indeed, 
might  suit  the  home  of  fiends, — a  livid  green, 
a  tawny  brown,  and  an  ensanguined  red,  form 
just  that  dissonance  to  the  eye  of  which  the 
ear  were  sensible,  if  pierced  by  the  harsh 
cries  of  witches,  conjuring  down  the  moon 
from  heaven.  All  that  is  near  the  volcano 
bears  so  supernal  an  aspect,  that  doubtless  the 
poets  thence  drew  their  portraitures  of  hell. 
There  we  may  conceive  how  man  was  first 
persuaded  that  a  power  of  evil  existed  to 
thwart  the  designs  of  Providence.  Well  may 
one  ask,  in  such  a  scene,  if  mercy  alone  pre- 
sides over  the  phenomena  of  creation ;  or  if 
some  hidden  principle  forces  nature,  like  her 
sons,  into  ferocity  t  *'  Corinne,'*  sighed  Nel- 
vil,  *'  is  it  not  from  hence  that  sorrow  comes? 
Does  not  the  angel  of  death  take  wing  from 
yon  summit  1  If  I  beheld  not  thy  heavenly 
face,  I  should  lose  all  memory  of  the  charms 
with  which  the  Eternal  has  adorned  the  earth ; 
yet  this  spectacle,  frightful  as  it  is,  overawes 
me  less  than  conscience.  All  perils  may  be 
braved  ;  but  how  can  the  dead  absolve  us  for 
the  wrongs  we  did  them  living  t  Never, 
never.  Ah,  Corinne  !  what  need  of  fires  like 
these  ?  The  wheel  that  turns  incessantly,  the 
stream  that  tempts  and  flies,  the  stone  that 
rolls  back  the  more  we  would  impel  it  on, — 
these  are  but  feeble  images  of  that  dread 
thought,  the  impossible,  the  irreparable !" 

A  deep  silence  now  reigned  around  Oswald 
and  Connne :  their  very  guides  were  far  be- 
hind ;  and  near  the  crater  naught  was  heard 
save  the  hissing  of  its  fires ;  suddenly,  how- 
ever, one  sound  from  the  city  reached  even 
this  region — the  chime  of  beUs,  perhaps  an- 
nouncing a  death,  perhaps  a  birth,  it  mattered 
not— most  welcome  was  it  to  our  travellers. 
"  Dear  Oswald,"  said  Corinne,  ^^  let  us  leave 
this  desert,  and  return  to  the  living  world. 
Other  mountains  raise  us  above  terrestrial 
life,  and  bring  ns  nearer  heaven,  but  here 
nature  seems  treated  as  a  criminal,  and  con- ' 
demned  no  more  to  taste  the  beneficent  breath 


CHAPTER  II. 

Thx  next  morning  Corinne  resolved  to  im* 
pose  on  herself  the  effort  she  had  promised : 
the  intimate  knowledge  of  Oswald's  character 
which  she  had  acquired  redoubled  her  inquie- 
tude. She  left  her  chamber,  carrying  what  she 
had  written  in  a  trembling  yet  determined  hand. 
She  entered  the  sitting-room  of  their  hotel 
Oswald  was  there  :  he  had  just  received  letters 
from  England.  One  of  them  lay  on  the  man- 
tel-piece :  its  direction  caught  her  eye ;  and, 
with  inexpressible  anxiety,  she  asked  from 
whom  it  came.  '*  From  Lduly  Edgarmond," 
replied  Nelvil.  "Do  you  correspond  with 
her  V  added  Corinne.  "  Her  late  lord  was 
my  father*s  friend,"  he  said  ;  "  and  since 
chance  has  introduced  the  subject,  I  will  not 
conceal  from  you  that  they  thought  that  a 
marriage  with  her  daughter,' Lucy,  might  one 
day  be  suitable  to  me."  "  Great  God !"  cried 
Corinne,  and  sunk,  half-&intinff,  on  a  seat. 
"What  means  thisV  demanded  Oswald; 
"  Corinne,  what  can  you  fear  from  one  who 
loves  you  to  idolatry !  Had  my  parent's  dyinff 
command  been  my  union  with  Edgarmond,  1 
certainly  should  not  now  be  free,  and  would 
have  flown  from  your  resistless  spells ;  but  he 
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metdy  tdvised  the  match,  writing  me  word 
tltrt  he  could  form  no  judgment  of  Lacy's"]  ^ 
ebneter,  as  she  was  still  a  child.  I  hare 
seen  her  bot  once,  when  scarcely  twelve  years 
oU.  I  made  no  arrangement  with  her  mother ; 
yet  the  decision  of  my  conduct,  I  own,  has 
tpnmg  -solely  from  this  wish  of  my  father's. 
En  I  met  yon,  I  hoped  for  power  to  complete 
it,  18  a  sort  of  expiation,  and  to  prolong,  be- 
jood  his  death,  the  empire  of  his  will ;  hut 


roQ  have  triumphed  over  my  whole  being,  and  sacrifice  of  her  rank,  her  family,  her  name,  t< 
1  BOW  desire  but  your  pardon  for  what  must^iner  enthusiasm.  Loid  Nelvil  was  indeed  ca 
IsTe  appeared  so  weak  and  irresolute  in  my/  yable  of  appreciating  genius,  but  in  his  opi 
I  jondoct.   Corinne,  we  seldom  entirely  recover'   nion,  the  relations  of  social  life  over-ruled  al 


fcBuch  griefs  as  I  have  experienced :  they 
t  oar  hopes,  snd  instil  a  painful  timidity 
of  the  future.  Fate  had  so  injured  me,  that 
W  while  she  offered  the  greatest  of  earthly 
tlessmgs,  I  could  not  trust  her ;  but  these 
Mis  are  over,  love :  I  am  thine  for  ever, 
wozed  tbat,  haid  my  father  known  thee,  he 
vonld  have  chosen  such  a  companion  for  my 
life."  "  Hold !"  wept  forth  Corinne :  "  I  con- 
jveyou,  speak  not  to  me." 

''Why,"  said  Oswald,  *' why  thus  constant- 
ly  oppose  the  pleasure  I  take  in  blending  your 
ioage  with  his  \  thus  wedding  the  two  dearest 
ttd  most  sacred  feelings  of  my  heart  V  '*  You 
annot,*'  returned  Corinne ;  **  too  well  I  know 
joscamiot.*'  '*  Just  Heaven !  what  have  you 
to  teU  me,  then  t  Give  me  that  history  of 
7«ir  life."  <'  I  will,  but  let  me  beg  a  week's 
^,  only  a  week :  what  I  have  just  learned 

S^  me  to  add  a  few  particulars. "  *'  How !'' 
Oswald, "  what  connection  have  you " 

"Be  not  exact  my  answer  now,"  interrupted 
^^Kiaoe.  "  You  will  soon  know  all,  and  that, 
pBfaioe,  will  be  the  end,  the  dreaded  end  of 
■y felicity;  but  ere  it  comes,  let  us  explore 
together  the  Campagna  of  Naplf^s,  with  minds 
^  aecessible  to  charms  of  nature.  In  these 
woeenes  will  I  so  celebrate  the  most  solemii 
^  of  my  hfe,  that  yon  must  cherish  someN ' 


Bight  hai 


CHAPTER  ra. 


CoRiMKx  decided  on  giving  a  f§te,  unites 
as  the  idea  was  with  melancholy  associations 
When  she  reflected  on  the  character  of  Os 
wald,  it  was  impossible  that  she  should  not  h 
anxious  as  to  the  impression  which  he  migh 
take  from  what  she  was  about  to  reveal  ti 
him.  She  knew  she  must  be  judged  as  a  poet 
as  a«  artist,  ere  she  could  be  pardoned  for  thi 


others ;  and  the  highest  destiny  of  woman 
nay  of  man  too,  he  thought  was  accomplished 
not  by  the  exercise  of  intellectual  faculties 
but  by  the  fulfilment  of  domestic  duties.  Th< 
cruel  remorse  which  he  had  experienced  ii 
departing  from  the  line  of  dn^,  which  he  hai 
prescribed  for  himself,  fortified  the  moral  prin 
ciples  which  were  innately  his.  The  man 
ners  and  habits  of  England,  a  country  wher( 
sQch  respect  for  law  and  duty  exists,  held,  u 
many  respects,  a  strict  control  over  him.  In 
deed,  the  discouragement  deep  sorrows  incul 
cate,  teaches  men  to  love  that  natural  orde: 
which  requires  no  new  resolves,  no  decisioi 
contrary  to  the  circumstances  marked  for  ui 
by  fate.  Oswald^s  love  of  Corinne  modifie< 
his  every  feeling :  but  love  never  wholly  effa 
ces  the  original  character,  which  she  perceive< 
through  the  passion  that  now  lorded  over  it 
and,  perhaps  his  ruling  charm  consisted  in  tb 
opposition  of  his  chanicter  to  his  attachment 

S'ving  added  value  to  every  pledge  of  his  love 
ut  the  hour  drew  nigh  when  the  fleetinf 
fears  she  had  constantly  banished,  and  whicl 
had  but  lightly  disturbed  her  dream  of  joy 
were  to  decide  her  fate.  Her  mind,  formci 
for  delight,  accustomed  to  the  varying  moodi 
of  poetry  and  talent,  was  wonder-strack  atth< 
sharp  fixedness  of  grief;  a  shudder  thrille< 
of  Cprinne,  such  as  she  was,  and  Aher  heart,  such  as  no  woman  long  resigned  t< 
tve  ever  been,  had  she  not  loved  Os-    koffering  ever  knew.    Yet,  in  the  midst  o 

the  most  torturing  fears,  she  secretly  prepare< 
for  the  more  brilliant  evening  she  might  past 
with  Oswald.  Fancy  and  feeling  were  thui 
romantically  blended.  She  invited  the  Eng 
lish  who  were  there,  and  some  Neapolitan! 
whose  society  pleased  her.  On  the  day  cho 
sen  for  this  f^te,  whose  morrow  might  destroy 
her  happiness  for  ever,  a  singular  wildnea 


Bight 

w"    *< Corinne,  what  mean  these  hints? 

im  can  have  nothing  to  disclose  which  ought 

toehiQ  my  love  or  my  admiration ;  why  then 

Inloog  the  mystery  that  raises  barriers  be- 

tveen  usi"    "Dear  Oswald,  'tis  my  will: 

ludon  me  this  last  act  of  power ;  soon  you 

>2oBe  will  decide  for  us  both.     I  shall  hear 

^  acaitence  from  your  lips  unmurmuringly,  ^^  „ 

*^  if  it  be  cruel ;  for  I  have  on  this  earth>  animated  her  features,  and  lent  them  qaite 

M»U.<._ J..A J : *^  i: 1 L : r«>^^i^»   -. ;_i.a   i.«. 


lor  We  nor  duty  condemning  me  to  live  when 
jw  are  lost."  She  withdrew,  gently  repnls- 
j>p}  Oswald  who  would  fain  luive  followed 


>new  expression.  Careless  eyes  might  hav< 
mistaken  it  for  that  of  joy ;  but  her  rapid  am 
agitated  movements,  her  looks  that  rested  no 
where,  proved  but  too  plainly  to  Nelvil  th< 
struggle  in  her  heart.  Vainly  he  strove  v 
soothe  her  by  tender  protestations.  "  Yot 
shall  repeat  them  two  days  hence,  if  you  will,^ 
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he  said ;  "  now  these  soft  words  but  mock 
ae.'*  The  carriages  of  Corinne's  party  ar- 
iTod  at  the  dose  of  day,  Just  as  the  sea 
ireeze  refreshed  the  air,  invitiog  man  to  the 
ontemplation  of  nature.  They  went  first  to 
rirgil's  tomb.  It  OYerlooks  the  bay  of  Na- 
ples ;  and  such  is  the  magnificent  repose  of 
bis  spot,  that  one  is  tempted  to  believe  the 
tard  himself  must  have  selected  it.  These 
imple  words  from  his  Georgica  might  l^ve 
eryed  him  for  epitaph : — 

<*  Uo  Ylxiilium  me  tenpora  dulcis  aldmt  Puthenope.** 
*'  Then  did  the  eoft  Parthenope  reeeire  me.** 

lis  ashes  here  repose,  and  attract  universal 
Lomage, — all,  all  that  man  on  earth  can  steal 
rom  death.  Petrarch  set  a  laurel  beside 
hem — ^like  its  planter,  it  is  dead.  He  alone 
vas  worthy  to  have  left  a  lasting  trace  near 
luch  a  ffrave.  One  feels  disgust  at  the  crowd 
>f  ignoble  names  traced  by  strangers  on  the 
vails  about  the  urn :  they  trouble  the  peace 
t{  Uiis  classic  solitude.  Its  present  visitants 
eft  it  in  silence,  musing  over  the  images  im- 
nortaUsed  by  the  Mantuan.  Blest  intercourse 
>etween  the  past  and  future !  which  the  art  of 
writing  perpetually  renews.  Shadow  of 
leath,  what  art  thou  ?  Man^s  thoughts  sur- 
rive ;  can  he  then  be  no  m<Hre  %  Such  contra- 
liction  is  impossible.  ''Oswald,^*  said  Co- 
rinne,  "  these  impressions  are  strange  prepa- 
mtives  for  a  fdte ;  yet,**  she  added,  with  wild 
lublimity,  ''how  many  f($tes  are  held  thus 
lear  the  grave  !*'  *'  My  life,"  he  said, "  whence 
lU  this  secret  dread T  Confide  in  me;  for 
lix  months  have  I  o\«ed  you  everything ;  per- 
tiaps  have  shed  some  pleasure  over  jrour  path. 
Who  then  can  err  so  impiously  against  happi* 
nesa  as  to  dash  down  the  supreme  bliss  of 
loothing  such  a  soul !  it  is  much  to  feel  one*s 
leif  of  use  to  the  most  humble  mortal ;  but  to 
Oorinne !  to  be  her  support !  trust  me,  is  a 
glory  too  delicious  to  renounce.**  ^  I  believe 
your  promises,'*  she  said;  ''yet  there  are 
strange  moments  when  something  strange  and 
violent  seizes  the  heart,  and  painfully  accele- 
rates its  pulsations.** 

They  passed  through  the  GroUo  of  PausS- 
lipo  by  torchlight,  as  mdeed  would  have  been 
the  case  at  noon;  for  it  extends  nearly  a 
quarter  of  a  league  beneath  the  mountain,  and 
in  the  centre,  the  light  of  day,  admitted  at 
its  extremity,  is  scarcely  visible.  In  this 
long  vault  the  tramp  of  steeds  and  cries  of 
its  drivers  resound  so  stunningly,  that  they 
deaden  all  thought  in  the  brain.  Corinne's 
horses  drew  her  carriage  with  astonishing  ra^ 
piditv  I  yet  did  she  say,  "  Dear  Nelvil,  how 
slowly   we   advance !  pray 


"  Why  thus  impatient  V*  he  asked :  "  formerly, 
while  we  were  together,  yon  sought  not  to 
expedite  time,  but  to  enjoy  it,*'  "  Yet  now,** 
she  said,  "  all  must  be  decision ;  everything 
must  come  to  an  end ;  and  I  would  hasten  it, 
were  it  my  death."    On  leaving  the  Grotto 

Jrou  feel  a  lively  sensation  at  regaining  day- 
ight,  and  the  open  country ;  such  a  country 
too !    What  are  so  often  missed  in  Italy,  fine 
trees,  here    flourish    in  abundance.    Italian 
earth  is  everywhere  so  spread  with  flowers, 
that  woods  may  better  be  dispensed  with  here 
than  in  most  other  lands.    The  heat  at  Naples 
is  so  great,  that,  even  in  the  shade,  it  is  im- 
possible to  walk  by  day  ;  but  in  the  evening 
the  sea  and  sky  alike  shed  freshness  through 
the  transparent  air :  the  mountains  are  so  pic- 
turesque that  painters  love  to  select  their  land- 
scapes from  a  country  whose  original  charm 
can  be  explained  by  no  comparison  with  other 
readms.    "  I  lead  you,*'  said  Corinne,  to  those 
near  her,  "  through  the  fair  scene  celebrated 
by  the  name  of  Baias :   we  will  not  pause 
there  now,  but  gather  its  recollections  into 
the  moment  when  we  reach  the  spot  which 
sets  them  all  before  us.'*    It  was  on  the  cape 
of  Miseno  that  she  had  prepared  her  die ; 
nothing  could  be  more  tastefully  arranged. 
Sailors,  in  habits  of  contrasted  hues,  and  soma 
Orientals  from  a  Levantine  bark  then  in  the 
port,  danced  with  the  peasant  girls  from  Isclua 
and  Procida,  whose  costume  still  preserves  a 
(Grecian  grace ;  sweet  voices  were  heard  sink- 
ing from  a  distance ;  and  instrumental  music 
answered  from  behind  the  rocks.    It  was  like 
echo  echoed  by  sounds  that  lost  themselves  ia 
the  sea.    The  softness  of  the  air  animated  all 
around — even  Corinne  herself.    She  was  en- 
treated to  dance  among  the  rustics :  at  first 
she  oonsented  with  pleasure,  but  scarely  had 
she  began  ere  her  forebodings  rendered  all 
amusement  odious  to  her,  and  she  withdrew 
to  the  extreme  verge  of  the  cape ;  thither  Os- 
wald followed,  with  others,  who  now  begaed 
her  to  extemporise  in  this  lovely  scene  :  her 
emotions  were  such  that  she  permitted  thena 
to  lead  her  towards  the  elevation  on  whiob 
they  had   plaeed   her   lyre,  without  being^ 
scarcely  aware  of  what  they  were  expeeting^ 
from  her. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Still  Corinne  desired  that  Oswald  should. 
I  once  more  hear  her,  as  on  the  day  at  the  capi« 
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td.  If  the  talent  with  which  Heaven  had 
gifted  her  was  about  to  be  extinguished  for 
erer,  she  wished  its  last  rays  to  shine  on  him 
she  loved  :  these  yery  fears  afforded  her  the 
inspiration  she  required.  Her  friends  were 
impatient  to  hear  her.  Even  the  common 
peoole  knew  her  fame ;  and,  as  imagination 
rendered  them  judges  of  poetry,  they  closed 
dei^y  round,'  their  ea^r  faces  expressing 
the  deepest  attention.  The  moon  arose  ;  but 
the  last  beams  of  day  still  paled  her  light. 
From  the  top  of  the  small  hill  that,  standing 
orer  the  sea,  forms  the  cape  of  Miseno,  Ye- 
■Qvios  is  plainly  seen,  and  the  bay  and  isles 
that  stud  its  bosom.  With  one  consent  the 
friends  of  Corinne  begged  her  to  sing  of  the 
xeeollections  that  scene  awakened .  She  tuned 
her  lyre,  and  began  with  a  broken  voice.  Her 
look  was  beautiful ;  but  one  who  knew  her, 
ai  Oswald  did,  could  there  read  the  trouble  of 
her  soul.  She  strove,  however,  to  restrain 
her  feelings,  and  once  more,  if  but  for  awhile, 
to  soar  al^ve  her  personal  situation. 

cohrkk's  chamt  in  thb  tioinitt  or  naplxs. 

Hera  Matnre,  Hiiloiy,  and  Poerie, 
BlTil  each  other's  greatoeii :— here  the  eye 
Sweepe  with  ■  glance,  all  wooden  and  all  tliM^ 
A  deed  volcano  now,  I  eee  thy  lake 
Avfnoa,  with  the  fear-lneplrinf  wavca 
AchcRMi,  and  Phl^geton  boiling  a|k 
WMnoMeiranean  flaae :  theae  aia  theetrMOia 
Of  that  old  hell  .fineaa  Ttalled. 


PiN,  the  devoDiing  life  which  fint  createa 
TIm  world  which  It  connimea,  itnick  tenor  nuMi 
When  least  Its  lawn  were  known^Ah  I  Matare  dian 
lercalM  her  Mcrata  but  to  Poeify. 

Hm  towB  of  Cinna  and  fhe  SIbyre  cave, 
Hw  temple  of  Apollo  mark'd  this  height ; 
Beieii  tiie  wood  where  grew  the  boogh  of  gold. 
The  country  of  JEneld  is  aronnd ; 
TheiU»lea  genios  consecrated  here 
An  BCBMriea  whose  traces  still  we  seek. 

A  Triton  has  beneath  these  billows  plunged 
Tbt  daring  Trajan,  who  In  song  defied 
The  sea  dhrinlllcs :  still  are  the  rocks 
Hollow  and  soqnding,  such  as  Viffil  told, 
laafiaation's  tmih  is  ttam  its  power: 
lisa's  fcninB  can  create  when  nature's  felt ; 
Be  copies  when  he  deenui  Uiat  he  invents. 


OesHon'swia 


I,  terrible  and  old, 


A  younger  hill  of  the  volcano  bora : 

For  here  tibe  earth  is  stormy  as  the  sea, 

Bat  doth  not,  like  the  sea,  peaceful  return 

WiiUn  its  bonds :  the  heavy  element, 

UpriMken  by  the  tremulous  abyss, 

Blip  valleys,  and  rears  mountains;  while  the  waves, 

Hsnien*d  to  stone,  attest  the  storms  which  rend 

Her  depths ;  strike  now  upon  the  earth, 

Too  hear  the  subterranean  vault  resound. 

hii  ss  If  the  ground  on  which  we  dwell 

Were  but  a  surface  ready  to  unclooe. 

Bsples !  how  doth  thy  country  likeness  bear 

To  huBuu  posoioBS ;  fertile,  sulphurous : 

hi  dsagers  and  its  pleasures  both  seem  bom 

or  dune  inflamed  volcaaoni,  wh^ch  bestow 

Upan  the  atasosphere  so  many  charms, 

Tst  bid  the  thunder  growl  beneath  our  feet 


•  l^hiy  ^t  studied  nature  4hat  the  more 
Re  might  love  Italy ;  and  call'd  his  land 
The  loveliest,  when  all  other  tlUes  faU'd. 
Re  sought  for  science  as  a  warrior  seeks 
For  oonquest:  It  was  ftora  this  very  cape 
He  went  to  watch  Vesuvius  through  the  ' 
Those  flames  consumed  him. 


Oh  Memory !  noble  power !  thy  reign  is  here. 
Strange  destiny,  how  thus,  from  age  to  age. 
Doth  man  complain  of  that  which  he  has  lost. 
Btlil  do  departed  years,  each  in  their  turn, 
Beem  treasums  of  happiness  gone  by ; 
And  while  mind,  Jojrful  in  its  nr  advance 
Plungea  amid  the  fhture,  still  the  Soul 
Seems  to  regret  some  other  ancient  home 
To  whkh  it  is  dravra  closer  by  the  past. 

We  euvy  Roman  grandeui^~dld  they  not 
Envy  their  fathers'  brave  simplicity  1 
Once  this  voluptuous  country  they  despised ; 
Its  pleasures  but  subdued  their  enemies. 
See,  in  the  distance,  Cnpoa !  she  overcame 
The  warrior,  whose  firm  soul  resisted  Rome 
More  time  than  did  a  world. 

The  Romans  in  their  turn  dwelt  on  these  plains^ 
When  strength  of  mind  but  only  served  to  feiel 
More  deeply  shame  and  grief;  eflemlnale, 
They  sana  without  remoiae.    Tet  Bai«  saw 
The  conquer'd  sea  ^ve  place  to  palaces : 
Columns  were  dug  from  mountains  rent  In  twain. 
And  the  world's  masteis,  now  in  their  torn  slavey 
Made  nature  subject  to  console  themselves 
That  they  were  subject  loo. 

And  Cicero  on  this  promontory  died : 
This  Casta  we  see.    Ah !  no  regard 
Those  triumvirs  paid  to  posterity, 
Robbing  her  of  the  thot^tB  yet  unconeeived 
Of  this  great  man :  their  crime  continues  still ; 
Conunitted  sgainst  us  was  this  ofljanoe. 

Cicero  'neath  the  tyrant's  dsgger  fell, 
But  Scipio,  more  unhappy,  was  exiled 
With  yet  his  country  free.    Beside  this  sho{e 
He  died;  and  still  the  ruins  of  his  tomb 
Retain  the  name,  "  Tower  of  my  native  land  :"* 
Touching  allusion  to  (he  memoiy 
Which  haunted  his  great  s  U. 

Marios  found  a  reAige  in  yon  marsh,! 
Near  to  the  Bciplo's  home.    Thus  in  all  time 
Have  nations  persecuted  rheir  great  men. 
But  they  enskied  them  after  death  ;t  and  Heaven, 
Where  still  the  Romans  deemed  they  could  commandi 
Received  amid  her  planets  Romulus, 
Numa,  and  Cesar;  new  and  dauling  stars ! 
Mingling  together  in  our  erring  saxe 
The  rays  of  glory  and  celestial  Ught. 

And  not  mough  alone  of  misery. 
The  trace  of  crime  is  here.    In  yonder  gulf  behold 
The  Isle  of  Capri,  where  at  length  old  age 
DIsarm'd  Tiberius ;  violent,  yet  worn ; 


*  **  La  tour  de  la  patrie.' '  Patrie  can  scarce  be  mideted 
by  a  single  word :  '*  native  land  "  pernaps  best  expresses 
title  ancient  patria.— L.  E.  L. 

t  Mintumo. 

i  "  lis  sont  consoliB  par  Tapoth^ose."  This  is  the  only 
instance  in  which  I  have  not  given,  as  nearly  as  possible, 
the  English  wont  thst  answered  most  exactly ;  but  I  con- 
r«ss  one  BO  long  as  "  apotheosis  "  fairly  baflled  my  efibrts 
to  get  it  into  rhythm.  It  is  curious  to  notice  how  mnny 
Pagan  observances  were  grafted  on  the  Roman  Catholic 
woFBhip.  Canonization  is  but  a  Christisn  spothcosis,— 
only  the  deceased  turned  hito  saints  instead  of  gods.— L. 
E.L. 
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Cmal,  ▼tdupAftMU ; 'wotfkd  «*en-o#  «ri^e,    .  •.* 
He  ■ought  yet  Tiler  plensurei ;  if  ha  were 
Not  low  enough  debated  by  tyranny. 
And  Agrlppina*!  tomb  Is  on  theae  ahoraa, 
Facing  the  Isle,*  reared  after  Nero*a  death ; 
The  murder  of  his  mother  had  proaeribed 
Even  her  ashes.    Long  at  Babe  he  dwelt 
Amid  the  memories  or  his  many  crimes. 
What  wretches  fate  here  brings  before  our  ^es  ! 
Tiberius,  Nero,  on  each  other  gaae. 

The  isles,  volcano- bom  amid  the  sea, 
Served  at  their  birth  the  crimes  of  the  old  world. 
'      The  sorrowing  exiles  on  tliese  lonely  rocks, 
Watch'd  *mid  the  waves  their  Dative  land  alhr, 
Beekinc  to  catch  its  perfumes  in  the  aSr ; 
And  ofim,  a  long  exile  worn  away, 
Sentence  of  sudden  death  arrived  to  show 
They  were  remembered  by  their  enemlea. 

O  Earth !  all  bathed  with  blood  and  team,  yet  never 
Hast  thou  ceased  putting  forth  thy  friiits  and  flowers ; 
And  hast  thou  then  no  pity  for  mankind  1 
Can  thy  maternal  breast  receive  again 
Their  dust,  and  yet  not  throb  1 

Here  Corinne  paused  for  some  moments. 
All  her  assembled  hearers  threw  laurels  and 
myrtle  at  her  feet.  The  soft,  pure,  moonlight 
fell  on  her  brow,  and  the  breeze  wantoned 
with  her  ringlets  as  if  nature  delighted  to 
adorn  her :  she  was  so  overpowered  as  she 
looked  on  the  enchanting  scene,  and  on  Os* 
wald,  who  shared  this  delicious  eve  with  her, 
yet  might  not  be  thus  near  for  ever,  that  tears 
flowed  from  her  eyes.  Even  the  crowd,  who 
had  just  applauded  her  so  tumultuously,  re- 
spected her  emotion,  and  mutely  awaited  her 
words,  which  they  trusted  would  make  them 
participators  in  her  feelings.  She  preluded 
for  some  time  on  her  lyre,  then,  no  longer  di- 
Tiding  her  song  into  stanzas,  abandoned  her- 
self to  the  uninterrupted  stream  of  verse. 

Some  memorica  of  the  heart,  aooM  woiim»*s  manei 
Tot  aak  year  tears.    "Twas  at  this  very  plaoe, 
Maasena,r  that  Cornelia  kept  till  death 
Her  noble  mourning ;  Agripplna  loo 
Long  wept  Oeimanlcas  bealde  these  ahona. 
At  length  the  same  aasaasln  who  deprived 
Her  or  her  hnaband,  found  ahe  was  at  last 
Worthy  to  follow  him.    And  yonder  Islet 
Saw  Brntos  and  bis  Portia  bid  faraweU. 

Thus  women  loved  of  heroea  have  beheM 
The  oli(fect  perish  which  they  so  adored. 
Long  time  in  vain  they  followed  In  their  path ; 
There  came  the  hour  when  they  were  forced  to  part 
Portia  destroyed  herself;  Cornelia  clasp*d  ^ 

The  sacred  nin  which  answer'd  not  her  ciiaa ; 
And  Agrif^na,  for  how  many  years  1 
Vainly  her  hosband^s  mnrderar  defied. 
And  wander*d  here  the  wretched  ones,  like  i^ioili 
On  wasted  shores  of  the  eternal  atream, 
Bightaig  to  reach  the  other  fkx-oiriand. 
Did  they  not  aak  in  their  long  aolltude 
Of  Menee,  of  ail  nature,  of  the  aky, 
Blarfhining  1— and  from  the  deep  aea,  one  aonad, 
One  only  tone  of  the  beloved  voice 
They  never  omre  might  hear. 


*Capraa. 

t  The  retreat  of  Pompey. 


tNliida. 


llysieifouB  enthoaiaBB,  Love! 
The  hean*s  snpremeat  power;— which  doth  eoaMne 
Within  itMlf  religion,  poetry. 
And  heroism.    Love,  what  may  befall 
When  destlnv  has  bade  us  separate 
From  him  who  has  the  secret  of  oar  soul ; 
Who  gave  us  the  heart's  life,  celestial  life. 
What  may  befkll  when  abaence.  or  when  death 
Isolate  woman  on  this  earth  7— She  pines, 
She  sinks.    How  often  have  these  rocks 
Ofler*d  their  cold  sapport  to  the  forlorn ! 
Those  once  worn  In  the  heart ;— thoae  once  8natafai*d 
Upon  a  hero's  arm.    * 

Before  you  Is  Sorrento :— dwelling  there 
Wns  Tas8o*s  sister,  when  the  pilgrim  came 
Asking  asylum  'gainst  the  prince  uqjust 
From  numble  fViends:  long  grief  had  almost  qoench'd 
Reason's  clear  light,  but  genius  still  was  left 
Yet  kept  he  knowledge  of  the  things  divinei 
When  earthly  Images  were  all  obscured. 
Thus  shrieking  from  the  desert  spread  aroand 
Doth  Genius  wander  through  the  world,  and  fiadi 
No  likeness  to  Itself;  no  echo  given 
By  Nature ;  and  the  common  crowd  bat  hold 
As  madness  that  desire  of  the  rapt  sonl, 
Which  finds  not  in  this  worid  enough  of  air— 
Of  high  enthusiasm,  or  of  hope. 
For  Destiny  compels  exalted  minds  :— 
The  poet,  whose  imagination  draws 
lis  power  fhmi  loving  and  from  saffeiteg,— 
They  are  the  vanlsh'd  fh>m  another  sphere. 
Vtir  the  Almighty  goodness  might  not  Ihune 
All  fhr  the  few,---t]ie  elect  or  the  nreaertbed. 
Why  spoke  the  ancients  with  sucn  awe  of  Fate  1 
What  had  this  terrible  Fate  to  do  with  then, 
The  common  and  the  oulet,  who  pmsue 
The  seasons,  and  Mill  foliow  timidly 


The  beaten  track  of  ordinary  life  1 

But  ahe,  the  nricsteas  of  the  oracle, 

Shook  with  the  preaence  of  the  cruel  power. 

I  know  not  what  the  tovolontary  force 

That  plungoa  Oenlns  into  aalaery. 

Oenlus  doth  catch  the  music  of  the 

Which 


OffoelJ 
Wkose 


I  can  penetrate  the  mysterlea 
lin^  all  unlmown  to  other  he 
'erhath  entered  in  the  Inmoa 


inmost  soal, 
presence  may  not  be  contained. 


Subltane  Creator  of  this  lovely  worid. 
Protect  us:  oar  exertkms  have  no  strength^ 
Onr  hope's  a  He.   Timioltaoas  tyranny 
Oar  paarions  exercise,  and  neither  leave 


Repooe  nor  liberty.    What  we  may  do 
To-morrow  may  perhaps  decide  our  fate. 
We  may  have  said  but  yesterday  aome  word 
Which  may  not  be  recalled.    Still  when  oar  mtad 
Is  devale  with  noble  thoughts,  we  feel 
As  on  the  height  of  some  great  edifice, 
OkkUneas  blending  aU  thtan  hi  oar  eight ; 
■     rrible  v    ■ 


Bat  even  there,  wo !  terrib 
Not  lost  amid  the  doads,  It  pierces  through ; 
It  fUngs  the  shades  aaonder;  Oh  my  God! 
What  doth  It  herald  to  osl 

At  these  words  a  mortal  paleness  orersDread 
her  countenance ;  her  eyes  closed ;  and  she 
would  have  fallen  to  the  earth,  had  not  Os* 
wald  rushed  to  support  her. 


CHAPTER  V. 

CoRiNVB  TCTiTed :  the  affecting  interest  of 
Oswald's  look  restored  her  to  some  composure. 
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The  Neapolitans  were  sorpriaed  at  the  gloomy 
ehuacter  of  her  poetry,  much  as  thev  admired 
it.  They  thought  it  the  Muse'a  task  to  dissi- 
pate the  sorrows  of  life,  and  not  to  explore 
dieir  terrible  secrets;  but  the  Eofflish  who 
were  present  seemed  deeply  tooched.  Their 
own  melancholy,  embellished  by  Italian  imagi- 
ution,  delighted  them.  This  lovely  woman, 
whose  features  seemed  designed  to  depict  feli- 
city,— this  child  of  the  sun,  a  prey  to  hidden 
grief,— was  like  a  flower,  still  fresh  and  bril- 
liant, bat  within  whose  leaves  may  be  seen  the 
fint  dark  impress  of  that  withering  blight 
which  soon  shall  lay  it  low.  The  party  em- 
barked to  return :  the  glowing  calm  of  the 
hoar  made  it  a  luxury  to  be  upon  the  sea. 
Gdthe  has  described,  in  «  delicious  romance, 
the  passion  felt,  in  warm  climates,  for  the 
water.  A  nymph  of  the  flood  boasts  to  the 
fiahennan  the  charms  of  her  abode;  invites 
him  to  taste  its  refreshment,  and,  by  degrees, 
alloies  him  to  his  death.  This  magic  of  the 
tide  resembles  that  of  the  basilisk,  which  fasci- 
aates  by  fear.  The  wave  rising  ffently  afar, 
sweUiog,  and  harrying  as  it  nears  the  shore,  is 
hot  a  type  of  the  passion  that  dawns  in  soft- 
ncaa,  but  soon  grovrs  invincible.  Corinne  put 
biekher  tresses,  that  she  might  the  better  en- 
joy the  air:  her  countenance  was  thus  more 
bMotifbl  than  ever.  The  musicians,  who  fol- 
lowed io  another  boat,  poured  forth  enchant- 
■entathat  hanuonixed  with  the  stars,  the  sea, 
ad  the  sweet  intoxication  of  an  Italian  even- 
i>(.  **  Oh,  my  hearths  love !"  whispered  Os- 
viJd, "  can  I  eTer  forget  this  day,  or  ever  en- 
joy a  happier  1"  His  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
Ooe  of  his  most  seductive  attributes  was  this 
leady  yet  restrained  sensibility,  which  so  oft, 
in  sfttte  of  him,  bedewed  his  lids ;  at  such  mo- 
■eata  be  was  irresistible :  sometimes  even  in 
the  midst  of  an  endearing  pleasantry,  a  melting 
thrill  atole  on  his  mirth,  and  lent  it  a  new,  a 
aoble  charm.  ''Alas!"  returned  Corinne, 
**!  hope  not  for  another  day  like  this ;  but  be  it 
bleat,  at  least,  as  the  last  such  of  my  life,  if 
&rindden  to  prove  the  dawn  of  more  endear- 
i^  bliss." 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Thi  weather  changed  ere  they  reached  Na- 
jf^ :  the  heaTons  darkened,  and  the  coming 
>*onD,  already  felt  in  the  air,  convulsed  the 
*»Tes,  as  if  the  sea  sjrmpathixed  with  the  sky. 
^vald  preoeded  Corinne,  that  he  might  see 


flambeaux  borne  the  more  steadily  before  her 
As  they  neared  the  quay,  he  saw  some  Lax 
zaroni  assembled,  crying,  "  Poor  creature !  h 
cannot  save  himself!  we  must  be  patient.' 
"  Of  whom  speak  ye  V  cried  Nelvil  impetu 
ously.  *'  An  old  man,"  they  replied,  ''  wh* 
was  bathing  below  there,  not  far  from  th( 
mole ;  but  the  etorm  has  risen :  he  is  too  weaJ 
to  struggle  with  it."  Oswald^s  first  impuls 
was  to  plunge  into  the  water ;  then  reflectini 
on  the  alarm  he  should  cause  Corinne,  whei 
she  came,  he  offered  all  the  money  he  hai 
with  him,  promising  to  double  it,  for  the  mai 
who  would  swim  to  this  unfortunate  being* 
assistance :  but  the  Lazzaroni  all  refused 
saving,  "  It  cannot  be,  the  danger  is  too  fear 
fuf."  At  that  moment  the  old  man  sunk 
Oswald  could  hesitate  no  longer  :  he  threw  o1 
his  coat,  and  sprang  into  the  sea,  spite  of  it 
waves,  that  dashed  above  his  head :  he  buffet 
ed  them  bravely ;  seized  the  sufferer,  wh 
must  have  penshed  had  he  been  a  momen 
later,  and  brought  hun  to  the  land ;  but  th* 
sudden  chill  and  violent  exertion  so  over 
whelmed  Lord  Nelvil,  that  he  had  scarcel 
seen  his  charge  in  safety,  when  he  fell  on  th 
earth  insensible,  and  so  pallid,  that  the  by 
standers  believed  him  a  corpse  (38).  'It  wa 
then  that  the  unoonscioas  Corinne  belveld  th 
crowd,  heard  them  err,  *'  He  is 
would  have  drawn  bacx  in  terrof^; ; 
saw  one  of  the  Englishmen  who  had 
panied  her,  break  eagerly  through  the  paopfta' 
she  made  some  steps  to  follow  him ;  and  th 
first  object  which  met  her  eye  was  a  portioa 
of  Oswald's  dress,  lying  on  the  bank.  Sh* 
seized  it  with  a  desperation,  believing  it  wai 
all  that  was  left  of  her  love  ;  and  when  sh< 
saw  him,  lifeless  as  he  appeared,  she  threi 
herself  on  his  breast,  in  transport,  and  ardentb 
pressed  him  to  her  heart :  and  with  what  in 
expressible  rapture  did  she  detect  that  his  stil 
beat,  perhaps  reanimated  by  her  presence 
''  He  lives !"  she  cried,  **  he  lives !"  and  in 
stantly  regained  a  strength,  a  courage,  such  a 
mere  friends  could  scarcely  equal.  She  sen 
for  everything  that  could  revive  him?  an* 
herself  applied  these  restoratives,  supportin| 
his  fainting  head  upon  her  breast,  and,  thongl 
she  wept  over  it,  forgetting  nothing,  losing  no 
a  moment,  nor  permitting  her  grief  to  inter 
rupt  her  cares.  Oswald  ^ew  better,  but  re 
sumed  not  yet  the  use  of  his  senses.  She  hai 
him  carried  to  his  hotel,  and,  kneeling  beside 
him,  bathed  his  brow  with  stimulating  per 
fumes,  calling  on  him  in  tones  of  impasadonei 
tenderness  that  might  have  waked  the  dead 
He  opened  his  eyes,  and  pressed  her  hand 
For  the  joy  of  such  a  moment  might  one  no 
endure  the  tortures  of  demons !  Poor  humai 
nature !    We  guess  at  infinitude  but  by  suffer 
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ing :  and  not  a  bliBs  in  life  can  compensate  the 
anguish  of  beholding  those  we  love  expire. 
"  Cruel,  cmel !"  cried  Corinne  ;  "  think  what 
you  hsTC  done !"  "  Pardon !"  he  replied  in  a 
trembling  Toice.  "  Believe  me,  dearest,  while 
I  thought  myself  dying,  I  trembled  but  for 
thee."  Exquisite  expression  of  mutual  love 
and  confidence!  Corinne,  to  her  last  day, 
could  not  recall  these  words  without  a  fond- 
ness, which,  while  it  lasted,  taught  her  to  for- 
give him  all. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Oswald's  next  impulse  was  to  thrust  his 
hand  into  his  bosom  for  his  father's  portrait : 
it  was  still  there ;  but  the  water  had  left  it 
scarcely  recognizable  :  he  was  bitterly  afflict- 
ed by  this  loss.  "  My  God !"  he  cried,  "  dost 
thou  deny  me  even  this  image?"  Corinne 
besought  his  permission  to  restore  it :  he  cod- 
sented,  without  much  hope :  what  then  was 
ids  amaze,  when,  on  the  third  morning,  she 
brought  it  to  him,  not  only  repaired,  but  more 
faithful  than  ever!  ''Yes,"  cried  Oswald, 
'*  you  have  divined  his  features  and  his  look. 
This  heavenly  miracle  decides  you  for  my 
life's  companion,  since  to  you  is  thus  revealed 
the  memory  of  one  who  must  for  ever  dispose 


my  fiite.  Here  is  the  ring  my  father  gave  bis 
wife — ^the  sacred  bond  sincerely  ofiered  by 
the  Aoblest,  and  accepted  by  the  most  constant, 
of  hearts.  Let  me  transfer  it  from  my  hand 
to  thine,  and,  while  thou  keepest  it,  be  no 
longer  free.  I  take  this  solemn  oath,  not 
knowing  to  whom,  but  in  thy  soul,  I  trust,  that 
tells  me  all :  the  events  of  your  life,  if  spring- 
ing from  yourself,  must  needs  be  lofty  as  your 
character.  If  you  have  been  the  victim  to 
an  unworthy  fate,  thank  Heaven  I  can  repair 
it ;  therefore,  my  own  Corinne,  you  owe  your 
secrets  to  one  whose  promises  precede  your 
confidence."  ''  Oswald,"  she  answered,  '*  this 
delirium  is  the  result  of  a  mistake.  I  cannot 
accept  your  ring  till  I  have  undeceived  yon. 
An  inspiration  of  the  heart,  you  think,  taught 
me  your  father's  features :  I  ought  to  tell  ^ou 
that  I  have  seen  him  oiUn."  "Seen  hmi! 
how  ?  when  t  where  ?  O  God !  who  are  you, 
then  ?"  "  Here  ia  your  ring,"  returned  Co- 
rinne, in  a  smothered  tone.  ^  No,"  cried  Os- 
wald, after  a  moment's  pause :  '*  I  swear  never 
to  wed  another  till  you  send  back  that  rin^. 
Forgive  the  tumult  you  have  raised  within 
me :  confused  and  half-forgotten  thoughts 
afflict  m^  mind."  "  I  see  it,"  said  Corinne, 
'*  and  this  shall  end  :  already  your  accents  and 
your  words  are  changed.  Perhaps  when  you 
have  read  my  history,  the  horrid  word  adieu—" 
"  No,  no,"  cried  Nelvil ;  "  only  from  my  death- 
bed— ^fear  not  that  word  till  then."  Corinne 
retired,  and,  in  a  few  moments,  ThMsina 
brought  him  the  papers  which  he  was  now  to 
read.  -* 
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"  Oswald,  I  begin  with  the  avowal  which 
must  determine  my  fate.  If,  after  reading  it, 
you  find  it  impossible  to  pardon,  do  not  finish 
this  letter,  but  reject  and  banish  me ;  yet  if, 
when  you  know  the  name  and  destiny  I  have 
renounced,  all  is  not  broken  between  us,  what 
follows  may  then  serve  as  my  excuse. 

*'  Lord  Edgarmond  was  my  father.  I  was 
bom  in  Italy :  his  first  wife  was  a  Roman ; 
and  Lucy,  whom  they  intended  for  your  bride. 


is  my  sister,  by  an  English  lady, — ^by  my 
father's  second  marriage. 

'*  Now,  hear  me !  I  lost  my  mother  ere  I 
was  ten  years  old,  and,  as  it  was  her  dying 
wish  that  my  education  should  l>e  finisheci  ere 
I  went  to  England,  I  was  confided  to  an  aunt 
at  Florence,  with  whom  I  lived  till  I  was 
fifteen.  My  tastes  and  talents  were  formed 
ere  her  death  induced  Lord  Edgarmond  to 
have  me  with  him.  He  lived  at  a  small  town 
in  Northumberland,  which  cannot,  I  suppose, 
give  any  ide^  of  England ;  yet  was  all  I  knew 
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of  it  for  six  yean.  My  mother,  from  my  in- 
huBj,  improMed  on  mo  the  misery  of  not  Itv- 
iag  in  Italy ;  my  sont  had  often  added,  that  this 
ftv  of  quitting  her  country  had  broken  her 
ketrt.  My  good  annt  herself  was  persuaded, 
too,  that  a  Catholic  would  be  tsondemned  to 
peiditioD  for  settling  in  a  Protestant  country ; 
aad  tfaoogb  I  was  not  infected  by  this  fear,  the 
tkoDght  of  going  to  England  alarmed  me  much. 
Int  forth  with  an  inexplicable  sense  of  sad- 
MM.  The  woman  sent  for  me  did  not  under- 
tfiod  a  word  of  Italian.  I  spoke  it  now  and 
then  to  console  my  poor  Theresina,  who  had 
MKoted  to  foUow  me,  though  she  wept  in- 
eiMntly  at  learing  her  country  ;  but  I  knew 
tbt  I  most  unlearn  the  habit  of  breathing  the 
iweet  sounds  so  welcome  CTcn  to  foreigners, 
ttd,  for  me,  associated  with  all  the  recollec- 
tMM  of  my  childhood.  I  approached  the 
■nth,  unable  to  comprehend  the  cause  of  my 
•n  changed  and  sombre  sensations.  It  was 
Ife  years  since  I  had  seen  my  lather.  I 
Mly  recognised  him  when  I  reached  his 
hme.  Methonght  his  countenance  was  rfty 
gnve ;  yet  he  receiTod  me  with  tenderness, 
ttd  told  me  1  was  extremely  like  my  mother. 
Mj  half-sister,  then  three  years  of  age,  was 
m^t  to  me :  her  skin  was  &irer,  her  silken 
enh  more  golden  than  I  had  erer  seen  before ; 
*B  have  budly  any  such  faces  in  Italy  ;  she 
Mooithed  and  interested  me  from  the  first ; 
tbt  nme  day  I  cut  off  some  of  her  ringlets 
fjr  a  hracelet,  which  I  have  preserTod  erer 
aee.  At  last  my  step-mother  appeared,  and 
^  impression  made  on  me  by  her  first  look 
IRv  and  deepened  during  the  years  I  passed 
*ith  her.  Lady  Edgarmond  was  exclusively 
attached  to  her  natire  country ;  and  my  father, 
vbom  the  over-ruled,  sacrificed  a  residence  in 
I'BdoB  or  Edinburgh  to  her  wishes.  Shdi, 
*vtc(dd,  dignified,  silent  person,  whose  eyes') 
CBoU  torn  affectionately  on  her  child,  but  who 
MUy  wore  so  positive  an  air,  that  it  appeared 
^Msble  to  make  her  understand  a  new  idea, 
IT  even  one  phrase  to  which  she  had  not  been 
*Monied.  She  met  me  politely,  but  I  soon 
P^ReiTed  that  my  whole  manner  amased  her, 
^  that  she  proposed  to  change  it,  if  she 
JKdd.  Not  a  word  was  said  during  dinner, 
vOQgh  some  neighbors  had  been  invited.  I 
^  90  tired  of  this  silence,  that,  in  the  midst 
Voir  meal,  I  strove  to  converse  a  little  with 
^  old  gentleman  who  sat  beside  me.  I  spoke 
a^A  tirferaUy,  as  my  father  had  taught  me 
1  ehildhood  ;  but  happening  to  cite  some 
■^  poetry,  purely  delicate,  in  which  there 
*»iome  mention  of  love,  my  mother-in-law, 
*i|okDew  the  language  slightly,  stared  at  me, 
""M,  and  signed  for  the  ladies,  earlier  than 
^)  to  withdraw,  prepare  tea,  and  leave  the 
'  to  themselves  during  the  dessert.     I 


knew  nothing  of  this  custom,  which  would 
not  be  believed  in  Italy  where  society  cannot 
be  conceived  agreeable  without  women ! — For 
a  moment  I  thought  her  ladyship  so  displeased 
that  she  could  not  remain  in  the  same  room 
with  me ;  but  I  was  re-assured  by  her  motion- 
ing me  to  follow,  and  never  reverting  to  my 
fault  during  the  three  hours  we  passed  in  the 
drawing-room,  waiting  for  the  gentlemen.  At 
supper,  however,  she  told  me,  gently  enough, 
that  it  was  not  usual  in  England  for  youns 
ladies  to  talk ;  above  all,  they  must  never  think 
of  quoting  poetry  in  which  the  name  of  love 
occurred.  ^  Miss  Edgarmond,'  she  added,  *  you 
must  endeavor  to  forget  all  that  belongs  to  Italy : 
it  is  to  be  wished  that  you  had  never  knovm 
such  a  country.'  I  passed  the  night  in  tea% 
my  heart  was  oppressed.  In  the  morning^ 
attempted  to  walk :  there  was  so  tremendous 
a  fog  that  I  could  not  see  the  sun,  which,  at 
least,  would  have  reminded  me  of  my  own 
land  ;  but  I  met  my  father,  who  said  to  me, 
*  My  dear  child,  it  is  not  here  as  in  Italy ;  our 
women  have  no  occupations  save  their  domes- 
tic duties.  Your  talents  may  beguHe  your 
solitude,  and  you  may  win  a  husband  who  will 
pride  in  them ;  but  in  a  country  town  like  this, 
all  that  attracts  attention  excites  envy,  and 
you  will  never  marry  at  all  if  it  is  thought  that 
you  hare  foreign  manners.  Here,  every  one 
must  submit  to  the  old  prejudices  of  an  obscure 
county.  I  passed  twelve  years  in  Italy  with 
your  mother :  their  memory  is  very  dear  to 
me.  I  was  young  then,  and  novel^  delight- 
ful. I  have  now  returned  to  my  original  situa- 
tion, and  am  quite  comfortable ;  a  regular,  per- 
haps rather  a  monotonous  life,  makes  time  pass 
unperceiYed ;  one  must  not  combat  the  hab]^ 
,tf  a  place  in  which  one  is  established  ;  we 
should  be  the  sufferers  if  we  did ;  for,  in  a 
scene  like  this,  everything  is  known,  every- 
thing repeated ;  there  is  no  room  for  emula- 
tion, but  sufficient  for  jealousy ;  and  it  is  bet- 
ter to  bear  a  little  ennui  than  to  be  beset  by 
wondering  faces  that  every  instant  demand 
reasons  for  what  you  do.' 

**  My  dear  Oswald,  you  can  form  no  idea  of 
my  anguish  whUe  my  father  spoke  thus.  I 
remembered  him  all  grace  and  vivacity,  and  I 
saw  him  stooping  beneath  the  leaden  mantle 
which  Dante  invented  for  hell,  and  which  me- 
diocrity throws  over  all  who  submit  to  her  yoke. 
Enthusiasm  for  nature  and  the  arts  seemed 
vanishing  from  my  sight ;  and  my  soul,  like  a 
useless  name,  consumed  myself,  having  no 
longer  any  food  from  without.  As  I  was  nat- 
urally mild,  my  stepmother  had  nothing  to 
complain  of  in  my  behavior  towards  her  ;  and 
for  my  father,  I  loved  him  tenderly.  A  con- 
versation with  him  was  my  only  remaining 
pleasure  ;  he  was  resigned,  but  he  knew  that 
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16  was  so ;  while  the  generality  of  oar  country/ 
;eDtl6men  drank,  hunted,  and  alept,  fancying 
uch  life  the  wisest  and  best  in  the  world, 
rheir  content  so  perplexed  me,  that  I  asked 
nyseif  if  my  <non  way  of  thinking  was  not  a 
oily,  and  if  this  solid  existence,  which  escaped 
rrief,  in  avoiding  thought  and  sentiment,  was^ 
lot  for  more  enviable  than  mine.  What  would' 
inch  a  couTiction  have  done  for  me  1  it  must 
lave  taught  me  to  deplore  as  a  misfortune 
hat  genius  which  in  Italy  was  regarded  as  a. 
»lessmg  from  heaven.  ? 

'*  Towards  the  close  of  autumn  the  pleasures 
\{  the  chase  frequently  kept  my  father  from 
lome  till  midnight.  During  bis  absence  I  re- 
nained  mostly  iu  my  own  room,  eudeavoriug 
I  improve  myself:  this  displeased  Lady  Ed- 
^rmond.  '  What  good  will  it  do !'  she  said : 
will  yon  be  any  the  happier  for  it  V  The 
vords  struck  me  with  despair.  What,  then, 
t  happiness,  I  thouffht,  if  it  consist  not  in  the 
levelopment  of  our  faculties  t  Might  we  not  as 
well  kill  ourselves  physically  as  morally  1  If  I 
nnst  stifle  my  mind,  my  soul,  why  preserve 
he  miserable  remains  of  life  that  would  but 
igitate  ma  in  vain  1  But  I  was  careful  not  to 
ipeak  thus  before  my  mother-in-law.  I  had 
assayed  it  onoe  or  twice,  and  her  reply  was, 
hat  women  were  made  to  manaoe  their  ho^ 
Muads'  houses,  and  wateh  oyer  Uie  health  of^ 
heir  children:  aU  other  accomplishments 
ivere  dangerous,  and  the  best  advice  she  could 
rive  me  was  to  hide  those  I  possessed.  This 
liscourse,  though  so  common-place,  was  un- 
inswerable ;  for  enthusiasm  is  peculiarly  de- 
pendent on  encouragement,  and  withers  Uke  a 
lower,  beneath  a  duk  or  feezing  sky. 
^  '*  There  is  nothing  easier  than  to  assume  a 
iugh  moral  air,  while  condemning  all  the  at- 
tributes of  an  elevated  spirit.  Duty,  the  no- 
t>le8t  destination  of  man,  mi^  be  diistorted, 
tike  all  other  ideas,  into  an  offensive  weapon 
by  which  narrow  minds  silence  their  sapenors 
IS  their  foes.  One  would  think,  if  believing 
them,  that  duty  enjoined  the  sacrifice  of  all 
Ihe  qualities  that  confer  distinction ;  that  tal- 
ent were  a  fault,  requiring  the  expiation  of 
rar  leading  precisely  the  same  lives  with 
those  who  &ve  none ;  but  does  duty  prescribe 
like  rules  to  all  characters  1  Are  not  great 
thoughts  and  generous  feelings  debts  due  to 
the  world,  from  all  who  are  capable  of  pa3ring 
them  t  Ought  not  every  woman,  like  every' 
man,  to  follow  the  bent  of  her  own  talents  t 
Must  we  imitate  the  instinct  of  the  bees, 
Mrhose  every  succeeding  swarm  copies  the 
last,  without  improvement  or  variety  1  No, 
Oswald :  pardon  the  pride  of  your  Corinne. 
[  believed  o^self  iotended  for  a  different  ca- 
reer. Tet  I  feel  myself  submissive  to  those 
[  love  as  the  females  then  around  me,  who 


had  neither  Judgment  nor  wishes  of  their  own. 
If  it  pleased  you  to  pass  your  days  in  the 
heart  of  Scotland,  I  should  be  happy  to  live 
and  die  with  you :  but  fiur  from  abjuring  im- 
aginatioD,  it  would  teach  me  the  better  to  en- 
joy nature,  and  the  further  the  empire  of  my 
mind  extended,  the  more  glory  should  I  feel 
in  declaring  you  its  lord. 

"  Lady  Edgarmond  was  almost  as  importa- 
nate  respecting  my  thoughts  as  my  actions. 
It  sufiiced  not  that  I  led  the  same  life  as  her- 
^self,  it  must  be  from  the  same  motives ;  for 
she  wished  all  the  faculties  she  did  not  share 
to  be  looked  on  as  diseases.  We  lived  pretty 
near  the  sea ;  at  night  the  north  wind  whistled 
through  the  long  corridors  of  our  old  castle ; 
by  day,  even  when  re-united,  it  was  won- 
drously  favorable  to  our  silence.  The  weather 
was  cold  and  damp :  I  could  scarce  ever  leave 
the  house  with  pleasure.  Nature  now  trested 
me  with  hostility,  and  deepened  my  regrets  of 
her  sweetness  and  benevolence  in  Italy.  With 
the  winter  we  removed  into  the  town,  if  so  I 
may  call  a  place  without  public  buildings,  the- 
atre, music,  or  pictures. 

**  In  the  smallest  Italian  towns  we  have  q>ec- 
tacles,  improvisatores,  zeal  for  the  fine  arts, 
t  and  a  glorious  sun  ;  we  feel  that  we  live  :— 4Mit 
I  almost  forgot  it  in  this  assembly  of  gossips, 
this  depository  of  disgusts,  at  once  monoto- 
nous and  varied.  BirUis,  deaths,  and  marria- 
ges, composed  the  history  of  our  society ;  and 
ithese  three  events  here  differed  not  the  least 
/k(rom  what  they  are  elsewhere.  Figure  to 
yourself  what  it  must  have  been  for  me  to  be 
seated  at  a  tea-table,  many  hours  each  day 
after  dinner,  with  my  stepmother's  guests. 
These  were  Uie  seven  gravest  women  in  Nor- 
thumberland : — ^two  were  maidens  of  fifW, 
timid  as  fifteen.  One  lady  would  say,  '  My 
dear,  do  yon  thiok  the  water  hot  enouffh  to 
pour  on  the  teaV  'My  dear,*  replied  the 
other,  *  I  think  it  is  too  soon  ;  the  gentlemen 
are  not  ready  yet.'  *  Do  you  think  they  will 
sit  late  to-day,  my  dear  V  says  a  third.  *  I 
don't  know,'  answers  a  fourth ;  *  I  believe  the 
election  takes  place  next  week,  so  perhaps 
they  are  staying  to  talk  over  it.'  '  No,'  re- 
joins a  fifth,  '  I  rather  think  that  they  are  oc- 
cupied by  the  fox-hunt  which  occurred  last 
week :  there  will  be  another  on  Monday  ;^lmt 
for  all  that,  I  suppose  they  will  come  soon.' 
'  Ah !  I  hurdly  expect  it,'  sighs  the  sixth ; 
and  all  aoain  is  silence.  The  convents  I  had 
seen  in  Italy  appeared  all  life  to  this ;  and  I 
knew  not  what  would  become  of  me.  Every 
quarter  of  an  hour  some  voice  was  nused  to 
tak  an  insipid  question,  whidh  received  a  luke- 
warm reply  ;  and  ennui  fell  back  with  redou- 
bled weight  on  these  poor  women,  who  must 
have  thought  themselves  most  miserable,  had 
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oot  habit  from  infiuicy  inatnicted  them  to  en* 
doieit 

**  At  list  the  gentlemen  came  up ;  yet  this 
long  boped  for  moment  brought  no  great 
dtuge.  They  continned  their  conTersation 
nwDd  the  fire  :  the  ladies  sat  in  the  centre  of 
die  looDi,  distributing  cups  of  tea ;  and,  when 
tiie  hoar  of  departure  arrived,  each  went 
kme  with  her  husband,  ready  for  another  day, 
diSeriog  from  the  last  merely  by  its  date  on 
the  almaoac.  I  cannot  yet  conceive  how  my 
taleDt  escaped  a  mortal  chill.  There  is  no^ 
I  toying  that  every  case  has  two  sides  ;  every 
I  abject  may  be  attacked  or  defended ;  we  may 
Ifiead  the  cause  of  life,  yet  much  is  to  be  sai' 
firr  death,  or  a  state  thus  iftsembling  it.  Such 
fit  my  situation.  My  voice  was  a  sound 
either  useless  or  troublesome  to  its  hearers. 
I  could  not,  as  in  London  or  Edinburgh,  enjoy 
Ae  society  of  learned  men,  who,  with  a  tast^ 
fir  iotdlectoal  conversation,  would  have  ap-\ 
fRciated  that  of  a  foreigner,  even  if  she  did"" 
not  quite  conform  with  the  strict  etiquettes  of 
their  country.  I  sometimes  passed  whole 
days  with  Lady  Edgarmond  and  her  friends, 
vnhout  hearing  one  word  that  echoed  either 
tkoBght  or  feeling,  or  beholding  one  express- 
ire  geitnre.  I  looked  on  the  faces  of  young 
pli,  huj  iresh,  and  beautiful,  but  perfectly 
■ooTsble.  Strange  union  of  contrasts! 
AH  ages  partook  of  the  same  amusements ; 
they  drank  tea,  and  they  played  whist :  the 
*meagrew  old  in  this  routine  withont  a 
change  of  occupation  or  of  place.  Time  was 
•oe  not  to  miss  them ;  he  well  knew  where 
<hey  were  to  be  found. 

**jb  automaton  might  have  filled  my  place, 
nd  eoukl  have  done  all  that  was  expected  of 
■e.  In  England,  the  divers  interests  that  do 
honsr  to  humanity  worthily  occupy  the  leisure 
tf  BK&,  whatever  their  retirement ;  but  what 
iBiained  for  women  in  this  isolated  comer  of 
^  earth  %  Among  the  ladies  who  visited  us 
Aere  were  8<Hne  not  deficient  in  mind.  Some 
tf  them  I  suspected  must,  by  reflection,  have 
■ttoied  their  natural  abilities ;  at  times  a 
hak  or  murmnred  accent,  told  of  thoughts 
4tt  strayed  from  the  beaten  track ;  but  the 
|My  opinions,  all  powerful  in  their  own  little 
9Kre,  lepfeaeed  these  inclinations.  Awo- 
»n  would  be  considered  insane,  or  of  doubt- 
tt  TJrtoe,  if  she  ventured  to  taJk  with  free- 
^;  and,  what  was  worse  than  all  these 
■conveniences,  she  could  gain  not  one  advan- 
ce by  the  attempt.  At  first  I  endeavored  to 
Base  this  sleeping  world.  I  proposed  poetic 
^dfin^  and  music,  and  a  day  was  appointed 
« thia  purpose ;  but  suddenly  one  woman 
pKmbered  that  she  had  been  three  weeks 
to  snp  with  her  aunt ;  another  that  she 
m  moaming  for  an  old  cousin  she  had 
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never  seen,  and  who  bad  been  dead  foi 
months ;  a  third  that  she  had  some  dome8tt< 
arrangements  to  make  at  home ;  all  very  rea 
sonable ;  yet  thus  for  ever  were  intellectoa 
pleasures  rejected ;  and  I  so  often  heard  then 
say  '  that  cannot  be  done,'  that,  amid  so  man] 
negations,  not  to  live  would  have  been  to  m< 
the  best  of  all.  After  some  debates  with  my 
self  I  gave  up  my  vain  sehemes,  not  that  mi 
'  ither  forbade  them,  he  even  enjoined  his  wiA 
>  cease  tormenting  me  on  my  studies ;  bu 
her  insinuations,  her  stolen  glances  while  ! 
spoke,  a  thousand  trivial  hindrances,  like  thi 
j^chains  the  Lilliputians  wove  round  Gulliver 
id  > 'rendered  it  impossible  for  me  to  follow  mi 
own  will ;  so  I  ended  by  doing  as  I  saw  other! 
do,  though  dying  of  impatience  and  disgntf 
By  the  time  I  had  passed  four  weary  year 
thus,  I  really  found,  to  my  severe  distress 
^that  my  mind  grew  dull,  and,  in  spite  of  my 
self,  was  filled  by  trifles.  Where  no  interes 
is  taken  in  science,  literature,  and  liberal  par 
suits,  mere  &cts  and  insignificant  criticismi 
necessarily  become  the  themes  of  discourse 
and  minds,  strangers  alike  to  activity  ani 
meditation,  become  so  limited  as  to  render  al 
intercourse  with  them  at  once  tasteless  an< 
oppressive. 

*^  There  was  no  enjo3rment  near  me  save  ii 
a  certain  methodical  regularity,  whose  desir< 
was  that  of  reducing  all  things  to  its  owi 
level ;  a  constant  grief  to  characters  called  bi 
heaven  to  destinies  of  their  own.  The  iU'Wil 
1  innocently  excited,  joined  with  my  sense  o 
the  void  all  round  me,  seemed  to  check  evei 
my  breath.  In  vain  we  tell  ourselves  '  such  i 
man  is  unworthy  to  judge  me,  such  a  womai 
is  incapable  of  comprehending  me :'  the  humai 
face  has  great  power  over  the  human  heart 
and  when  we  read  there  a  secret  disapproba 
tion,  it  haunts  us  in  defiance  of  our  reason 
The  circle  which  surrounds  you  always  hide 
the  rest  of  the  world :  the  smallest  object  clos< 
before  your  eyes  intercepts  their  view  of  th< 
sun.  So  is  it  with  the  set  among  whom  wi 
(dwell :  nor  Europe,  nor  posterity,  can  rende 
us  insensible  to  the  intrigues  of  our  next  doo: 
neighbor;  and  whoever  would  live  happily 
and  cultivate  his  own  powers,  ought  to  be 
above  all  things,  cautious  in  the  choice  of  im 
mediate  mental  atmosphere. 


CHAPTER  n. 

**  My  only  amusement  was  the  education  o 
my  half-sister :  her  mother  did  not  wish  hei 
to  learn  music,  but  permitted  me  to  teach  hei 
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drawing  and  Italian.  I  am  peraaaded  that  sh^ 
mast  BtUl  rememl>er  both ;  for  I  owe  her  the 
ioBtice  to  say  that  she,  even  then,  oTinced 
great  intelligence.  Oswald,  if  it  was  for  your 
happiness  I  toiled,  I  shall  bless  my  efiforts, 
even  from  the  grave.  I  was  now  nearly  twen- 
ty :  my  father  wished  me  to  marry,  and  here 
the  sad  fatality  of  my  life  began.  Lord  Nel- 
▼il  was  his  intimate  friend,  and  it  was  yourself 
of  whom  he  thought  as  my  husband.    liad  we 


"  I  believe,  though  not  with  eertatniy^  that 
I  appeared  to  Lord  NelvO  somewhat  too  wild ; 
for  though  he  treated  me  very  amiably,  yet, 
when  he  left  my  father,  he  said  that,  after  due 
reflection,  he  thought  his  son  too  young  for 
the  marriage  in  question.  Oswald,  what  im- 
portance do  you  attach  to  this  confession  %  I 
might  suppress  it,  but  I  will  not.  Is  it  possi- 
ble, however,  that  it  will  prove  my  condemna- 
/tion  !    I  am,  I  know,  tamed  now ;  and  could 


then  met  and  loved,  our  fate  would  have  been^  your  parent  have  witnessed  my  love  for  you 


cloudless.  I  had  heard  such  praises  of  you/ 
that,  whether  from  presentiment  or  pride,  I 
was  extremely  flattered  with  the  hope  of  being 
^our  wife.  Vou  were  too  young,  for  I  was 
eighteen  months  yflm^dder ;  but  your  love  of 
itudy,  they  said,,  outstripped  your  age ;  and  I 
ronned  so  sweet  an  idea  of  passing  my  days 
with  such  a  character  as  yours  was  described, 
that  I  forgot  all  my  prejudices  against  the  way 
of  life  usual  to  women  in  England.  I  knew, 
besides,  that  you  would  settle  in  Edinburgh  or 
London ;  in  either  place  I  was  secure  of  finding 
congenial  friends.  I  said  then,  as  I  think  now^, 
that  all  my  wretchedness  sprung  from  being^ 
tied  to  a  little  town  in  the  centre  of  a  northern 
Dounty.  Great  cities  alone  can  suit  those  who 
deviate  from  hackneyed  rules,  if  they  design 
to  live  in  society :  as  life  is  varied  there, 
novelties  are  welcome ;  but  where  persons  are 
content  with  a  monotonous  routine,  they  love 
Dot  to  be  disturbed  by  the  occasional  diversion, 
•rhich  only  shows  them  the  tediousness  of 
their  every-day  life. 

*'  I  am  pleased  to  tell  you,  Oswald,  though 
[  had  never  seen  you,  that  I  looked  forwud 
i¥ith  real  anxiety  to  the  arrival  of  your  father, 
pvho  was  coming  to  pass  a  week  with  mine. 
Fhe  sentiment  had  then  too  little  motive  tp 
tove  been  aught  less  than  a  foreboding  of  mf- 
luture.  When  I  was  presented  to  Lord  Nel- 
ril  I  desired,  perhaps  but  too  ardently,  to 
slease  him ;  and  did  infinitely  more  than  was 
required  for  success ;  displaying  all  my  talenttf| 
lancing,  singing,  aiul  extemporising  before 
lim :  mv  long  imprisoned  soul  felt  but  t^. 
>le8t  in  breaking  from  its  chain.  Seven  yeai¥ 
>f  experience  have  calmed  me.  I  am  mo^ 
tccustomed  to  myself.  I  know  how  to  wait. 
[  have,  perchance,  less  confidence  in  the  kind- 
less  of  others,  less  eagerness  for  their  ap- 
plause :  indeed,  it  is  possible  that  there  was 
ihen  something  strange  about  me !  We  have, 
so  much  fire  and  imprudence  in  early  youth, 
)ne  faces  life  with  such  vivacity !  Mind,  how- 
ever distinguished,  cannot  supply  the  work  of 
ime ;  and  though  we  may  speak  of  the  world 
IS  if  we  knew  it,  we  never  act  up  to  our  own 
riews ;  there  is  a  fever  in  our  ideas  that  will 
lot  let  our  conduct  conform  with  our  reason- 
ngs. 


without  emotion  ?  Oswald,  you  were  dear  to 
him, — we  should  have  been  heard.  My  step- 
mother now  formed  a  project  for  marrying  me 
to  the  son  of  her  eldest  brother,  Mr.  Maclin- 
son,  who  had  an  Estate  in  our  neighborhood. 
He  was  a  man  of  thirty,  rich,  handsome, 
highly  bom,  and  of  honorable  character ;  but 
so  thoroughly  convinced  of  a  husband's  right 
to  ffovem,  and  a  wife's  duty  to  obey,  that  a 
doubt  on  this  subject  would  as  much  have 
shocked  him  as  a  question  of  his  own  integri- 
ty. The  rumors  of  my  eccentricity  did  not 
alarm  him.  His  house  was  so  ordered,  the 
same  things  were  every  day  performed  there 
so  punctually  to  the  minute,  that  any  change 
was  impossible.  The  two  old  aunts  who  di- 
rected his  establishment,  the  servants,  the 
very  horses,  could  not  to-morrow  have  acted 
differently  from  yesterday ;  nay,  the  furniture, 
which  had  served  three  generations,  would 
have  started  of  its  own  accord  had  anything 
new  approached  it.  The  effects  of  my  arrival, 
therefore,  might  well  be  defined.  Habit  there 
reigned  so  securely,  that  any  little  liberties  I 
might  have  taken  would  have  had  a  transient 
effect.  Mr.  Maclinson  vras  a  good  man,  in- 
capable of  giving  pain ;  yet  had  I  spoken  lo 
him  of  the  innumerable  annoyances  which  may 
torment  an  active  or  a  feeling  mind,  he  would 
have  merely  thought  that  I  had  the  vapors, 
and  recommended  me  to  mount  my  horse  and 
take  an  airing.  He  desired  to  marry  me, 
because  he  knew  nothing  about  the  wishes  of 
imaginative  beings,  and  admired  without  un- 
derstanding me :  had  he  but  guessed  that  1 
was  a  woman  of  genius,  he  might  have  feared 
that  he  could  not  please  me;  but  no  such 
-anxiety  ever  entered  his  head.  Judge  my 
repugnance  against  such  an  union.  I  decided- 
ly refused.  My  father  supported  me  :  his 
wife  from  this  moment  cherished  the  deepest 
resentment :  she  was  a  despot  at  heart,  though 
timidity  often  prevented  the  expression  of  her 
will :  when  it  was  not  anticipated,  she  lost  her 
temper ;  but  if  resisted,  after  she  had  made 
the  effort  of  expressing  it,  she  was  the  more 
unforgiving,  for  having  been  thus  fruitlessly 
drawn  from  her  wonted  reserve.  The  whole 
town  was  loud  in  my  blame.  '  So  proper  a 
match,  such  a  fortune,  so  estimable  a  man,  of 
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neh  a  good  family !'  was  the  goneral  czy.  I 
BtroTe  to  ehow  them  why  this  Tery  proper 
match  could  not  suit  ma,  and  sometimes  made 
myself  intelligihle  while  speaking ;  but  when 
I  was  gone,  my  words  left  no  impression ; 
former  ideas  returned ;  and  these  old  acquaint- 
uces  were  the  more  welcome  from  hayinff 
been  a  moment  bamshed.  One  woman,  much 
more  intellectual  than  the  rest,  though  she 
bowed  to  all  their  external  forms,  took  me 
aside,  when  I  had  spoken  with  more  than 
DBual  TiTacity,  and  said  a  few  words  to  me 
which  I  can  never  forget : — ^  You  give  your- 
self a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  no  purpose,  m;^ 
dear :  you  oannot  change  the  nature  of  things'^ 
a  little  northern  town,  unconnected  with  the 
world,  uncivilised  by  arts  or  letters,  must  re- 
main what  it  is.  If  you  are  doomed  to  live 
here,  submit  cheerfully;  but  leave  it  if  you 
can :  these  are  your  ody  alternatives.*  This 
was  evidently  so  rational,  that  I  felt  a  greater 
respect  for  her  than  for  myself :  with  tastes 
like  enough  to  my  own,  she  knew  how  to 
resign  herself  beneath  the  lot  which  I  found 
insupportable :  with  a  love  of  poetry,  she  could 
jadge  better  than  I  the  stubbornness  of  man. 
1  fioaght  to  know  more  of  her,  but  in  vain  :^ 
her  thoughts  wandered  beyond  her  home ;  but  j 
her  life  was  devoted  to  it.  I  even  believe  that 
she  dreaded  lest  her  intercourse  with  me 
should  revive  her  natural  superiority;  for 
what  could  she  have  done  with  it  there  \ 


CHAPTER  IIL 

'*  I  MiOHT  have  passed  my  life  in  this  de- 
plorable situation  bad  I  not  lost  my  father.  A 
sodden  accident  deprived  me  of  my  protector, 
my  friend,-^the  only  being  who  had  under- 
stood me  in  that  peopled  desert.  My  despair 
was  uncontrollalMe.  I  found  myself  without 
one  support.  I  had  no  relation  save  my  step- 
mother, with  whom  I  was  no  more  intimate 
now  than  on  the  dtij  I  met  her  first.  She  soon 
renewed  the  suit  of  Mr.  Maelinson :  and  though 
she  had  no  authority  to  command  my  marrying 
him,  received  no  one  else  at  her  house,  and 
plainly  told  me  that  she  should  countenance 
no  other  match.  Not  that  she  loved  her  kins- 
man ;  but  she  thought  me  presumptuous  in 
tefuaing  him,  and  made  his  cause  her  own^ 
nther  tor  the  defence  of  mediocrity  than  from 
&auly  pride.  Every  day  my  state  grew  more 
odious.  I  felt  myself  attacked  by  that  home- 
nck  yearning  which  renders  exile  more  terri- 


ble than  death.  The  imagination  of  the  exile 
in  displeased  by  each  surrounding  object, — the 
country,  climate,  language  and  customs :  life 
as  a  whole,  life  in  detail,  each  moment,  each 
circumstance  has  its  sting ;  for  one's  own  land 
inspires  a  thousand  pleasures  that  we  do  not 
appreciate  till  they  are  lost, 

"  la  fkvella,  ieoitniiil, 
L*aria,  I  tranchl,  U  tamn,  le  mua,  U  SMri.** 

**  Tonfne,  aiaimeii,  t!r,  tnea,  earth,  walla,  evoy  atona^*' 

says  Metastasio.  It  is,  indeed,  a  grief  no 
more  to  look  upon  the  scenes  of  childhood  : 
the  charm  of  their  memory  renews  our  youth, 
yet  sweetens  the  thought  of  death.  The  tomb 
and  cradle  ^ere  repose  in  the  same  shade ; 
while  the  years  spent  beneath  stranger  skies 
seem  Uke  branches  without  roots.  The  gene- 
ration which  preceded  yours  remembers  not 
your  birth ;  it  is  not  the  generation  of  your 
sires  :  a  host  of  mutual  interests  exist  between 
you  and  your  countrymen,  which  cannot  be 
understood  by  foreigners,  to  whom  you  must 
explain  everything,  instead  of  finding. the  in- 
itiated ease  that  bids  your  thoughts  flow  forth 
secure  the  moment  you  meet  a  compatriot.  I 
^could  not  remember  without  emotion,  such 
amiable  expressions  as  *  Car€i^  Carissima  •*'  I 
repeated  them  as  I  walked  alone,  in  imitation 
of  the  kindly  welcomes  so  contrasted  with  the 
greetings  I  now  received. 

«  Every  day  I  wandered  into  the  fields.  Of 
an  evening,  in  Italy,  I  had  been  wont  to  hear 
rich  music  ;  but  now  the  cawing  of  rooks  alone 
resounded  beneath  the  olouds.  .  The  fruits 
could  scarcely  ripen.  I  saw  no  vines:  the 
languid  flowers  succeeded  each  other  slowly ; 
black  pines  covered  the  hills :  an  antique  edi- 
fice, or  even  one  fine  piotor^,  would  have  been 
a  relief,  for  which  I  snould  have  sought  thirty 
miles  round  in  vain.*  All  was  dull  and  sullen : 
the  houses  and  their  inhabitants  served  but  to 
rob  solitude  of  its  poetic  horrors.  There  was 
enough  of  commerce  and  of  affricnlture  near 
for  them  to  say, '  Yon  ought  to  be  content,  you 
want  for  nothing.'  Stupid,  superficial  Judg- 
ment !  The  hearth  of  happiness  or  sufl^ring 
is  in  our  own  breast's  secret  sanctuary. 

"  At  twenty-one  I  had  a  right  to  my  mo- 
ther's fortune,  and  whatever  my  fiuher  had 
left  me.  Then  did  1  first  dream  of  returning 
to  Italy,  and  devoting  my  life  to  the  arts.  This 
project  so  inebriated  me  with  joy,  that,  at  first, 
I  could  anticipate  no  objections ;  yet  as  my 
feverish  hope  subsided,  I  feared  to  take  an 
irreparable  resolve,  and  thought  on  what  my 


*  Oorinae  ahoii]d  haTa  rather  lamented  that  riia  wia  not 
permitted  to  explore  the  coun^  which  eontaina  Alnwick, 
Hexham,  Tynemouth,  Holy  lafe,  and  ao  many  other  aoeaea 
dear  to  the  loreia  of  aatlqulty,  the  flna  arta^  hMoiy,  and 
namre.— Ta. 
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acquaintance  might  say,  to  a  plan  which,  from 
appearing  perfectly  easy,  now  seemed  utterly 
impracticable ;  yet  the  image  of  a  life  in  the 
midst  of  antiquities  and  arts  was  present 
before  my  mind's  e^e  with  so  many  charms, 
that  I  felt  a  fresh  disgust  at  my  tiresome  ex- 
istence. 

"  My  talent,  which  I  had  feared  to  lose,  had 
increased  by  my  constant  study  of  English 
literature.  The  depth  of  thought  and  feeling 
which  characterizes  your  poets  had  strength- 
ened my  mind  without  impairing  my  fancy.  I 
therefore  possessed  the  advantages  of  a  dou- , 
ble  education  and  twofold  nationalities.  I  re- 
membered the  approbation  paid  by  a  few  good 
critics  in  Florence  to  my  first  poetical  essays, 
and  prided  in  the  added  success  I  might  ob- 
tain ;  in  sooth,  I  had  great  hopes  of  myself 
And  is  not  such  the  fist,  the  noblest  illusion 
of  youth? 

^  Methought  that  I  should  be  mistress  of 
the  universe,  the  moment  I  escaped  the  wither- 
ing breath  of  vulgar  malice ;  but  when  I  thoaght 
of  flying  in  secret,  I  felt  awed  by  that  opinion 
which  swayed  me  much  more  in  England  than 
in  Italy ;  for  thouffh  I  could  not  like  the  town 
where  I  resided,  I  respected,  as  a  whole,  the 
country  of  which  it  was  a  part.  If  my  mo- 
ther-in-law had  deigned  to  take  me  to  London 
or  Edinburgh,  if  she  had  thought  of  marrying 
me  to  a  man  of  mind,  I  should  never  have  re- 
nounced my  name,  even  for  the  sak^  of  re- 
turning to  my  country.  In  &ct,  severe  as  the 
was,  I  never  could  have  found  the  strength  to 
alter  my  destiny,  but  for  a  multitude  of  cir- 
cumstances which  conspired  to  terminate  my 
uncertainty. 

"  Th^r^sina  is  a  Tuscan,  and,  though  un- 
educated, she  converses  in  those  noble  and 
melodious  phrases  that  lend  such  grace  to  the 
discourse  of  our  people.  She  was  the  only 
person  with  whom  I  spoke  my  own  language ; 
and  this  tie  attached  me  to  her.  I  often  found 
her  sad,  and  dared  not  ask  why,  not  doubtins 
that  she,  like  myself,  regretted  our  country.  I 
knew  that  I  should  have  been  unable  to  restrain 
my  own  feelings,  if  excited  by  those  of  an- 
other. There  are  griefs  that  are  ameliorated 
by  communication;  but  imaginary  ills  aog- 
ment  if  confided,  above  all,  to  a  feUow-suffer- 
er.  A  wo  so  sanctioned  we  no  longer  strive 
to  combat.  My  poor  Th^resina  suddenly  be- 
came seriously  ill;  and  hearing  her  groan 
night  and  day,  I  determined  to  inquire  the 
cause.  Alas,  she  described  exactly  what  I 
had  felt  myself.  She  had  not  reflected  on  the 
source  of  her  pangs,  and  attached  more  im** 
portance  to  local  circumstances  and  particular 
persons ;  but  the  sadness  of  the  country,  the 
insipidity  of  the  town,  the  coldness  of  iu  na- 
tives, the  constraint  of  their  habits,— she  felt 


as  I  did,  and  cried  inoaesantly, '  Ob,  my  Mo- 
tive land !  shall  I  never  see  yon  more  V  yet 
added,  that  she  would  not  leave  me,  in  heart- 
breaking tones,  unable  to  reconcile  her  lowe 
for  me  with  her  attachment  to  our  fair  skiea 
and  mother-tongue. 

^*  Nothing  more  affected  my  spirits  than  this 
reflex  of  my  own  feelings  in  a  common  mind, 
but  one  that  had  preserved  the  Italian  taste 
and  character  in  all  its  natural  vivacity.  1 
promised  her  that  she  should  see  her  honne 
again.  *  With  you  ? '  she  asked.  I  was  silent : 
then  she  tore  her  hair,  again  declaring  that 
she  could  never  leave  me,  though  looking' 
ready  to  expire  before  my  eyes  as  she  said  so. 
At  last  a  promise  that  I  would  return  with  her 
escaped  me ;  and  though  spoken  but  to  soothe 
her,  the  joyous  faith  she  gave  it  rendered  it 
solemnly  binding.  From  that  day  she  enlti* 
vated  the  intimacy  of  some  traders  in  the  town, 
and  punctually  informed  me  when  any  vessel 
sailed  from  the  neighboring  port  for  Genoa  or 
Leghorn. '  I  heard  her,  but  said  nothing :  she 
imitated  my  silence ;  bat  her  eyes  filled  with 
tears.  Mv  health  suffered  daily  from  the 
climate  and  anxiety.  My  mind  requires  gaiety. 
I  have  often  told  you  that  grief  would  loll  me. 
I  struggle  against  it  too  much :  to  live  beneath 
sorrow  one  nrast  yield  to  it. 

^  I  frequently  returned  to  the  idea  which 
had  BO  occupied  me  since  my  father's  death ; 
but  I  loved  Lucy  dearly ;  she  was  now  nine 
years  old :  for  six  had  I  watched  over  her  like 
a  second  mother.  I  thouffht,  too,  that,  if  I 
departed  privately,  I  should  injure  my  own 
reputation,  and  that  the  name  of  my  sister 
might  thus  be  sullied.  This  apprehension,  for 
the  time,  banished  all  my  schemes.  One 
evening,  however,  when  I  was  more  than  usu- 
ally depressed,  I  found  myself  alone  with  Lady 
Edgarmond ;  and,  after  an  hour's  silence,  took 
so  sudden  a  distaste  towards  her  imperturbable 
frigidity,  that  I  began  the  conversation,  by  la* 
menting  the  life  I  led,  rather  to  force  her  to 
speak,  than  to  achieve  any  other  result ;  but 
as  I  grew  animated,  I  represented  the  possi- 
bility of  my  leaving  England  for  ever.  My 
mother-in-law  was  not  at  all  alarmed;  hot 
with  a  dry  indifference,  which  I  shall  never 
forget,  replied,  *  You  are  of  age.  Miss  Edgar- 
mond ;  your  fortune  is  your  own ;  you  are  the 
mistress  of  your  conduct :  but  if  you  take  any 
step  which  would  dishonor  you  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world,  you  owe  it  to  your  family  to  change 
your  name,  and  be  reported  dead.' 

*^This  heartless  scorn  inspired  me  with 
such  indignation,  that  for  a  while  a  desire  for 
vengeance,  foreign  to  my  nature,  seised  on 
my  soul.  That  impulse  left  me  ;  but  the  con- 
viction that  no  one  was  interested  in  my  wel- 
&re  broke  every  link  which,  till  then,  had 
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bound  me  to  the  hooee  where  I  had  seen  mj 
ftlher.  His  wife  certainly  had  nerer  pleased 
met  aare  by  her  tenderness  for  Lucy.  I  be- 
lieved  that  I  must  hare  conciliated  her  by  the 
pains  I  had  bestowed  on  her  child ;  whioh, 
perhaps,  rather  excited  her  jealousy ;  for  the 
more  sacrifices  she  imposed  on  her  other  in- 
elinatioas,  the  more  passionately  she  indulged 
the  sole  affection  she  permitted  herself.  All 
that  is  qaiok  and  ardent  in  the  human  breast, 
mastered  by  her  reason  in  her  other  connec- 
tions, spoke  from  her  countenance  when  any- 
thing concerned  her  daughter. 

**  At  the  height  of  my  resentment,  Th^r^- 
sina  came  to  me,  in  extreme  emotion,  with 
tidings  that  a  ship  had  arrired  from  Leghorn, 
on  boiard  which  were  some  traders  whom  she 
knew :  '  the  best  people  in  the  world,'  she 
added,  weeping ;  *  for  they  are  all  Italians, 
can  speak  nothing  but  Italian  :  in  a  week  they 
sail  again  for  Italy ;  and  if  madams  is  decid- 
ed  *      *  Return  with  them,  my  good  The- 

rMna  !*  said  I.  *  No,  madame ;  I  would  ra- 
ther die  here.'  She  left  the  room,  and  I 
moaed  over  my  duty  to  my  step-mother.     It 


her :  she  feared  that  the  name  I  had  gained 
there,  as  an  extraordinary  person,  would,  one 
day,  interfere  with  the  establishment  of  my 
sister :  she  had  told  me  the  secret  of  her 
heart,  in  desiring  me  to  pass  for  dead ;  and 
this  Intter  advice,  which  had,  at  first,  so 
shocked  me,  now  appeared  reasonable  enough. 
*  Yes,  doubtless  I  may  pass  for  dead,  where 
I  OBT  existence  is  but  a  disturbed  sleep,'  said  I. 
'  With  nature,  with  the  sun,  the  arts,  I  shall 
awaken,  and  the  poor  letters  which  compose 
my  name,  graven  on  an  idle  tomb,  will  fill  my 
station  here  as  well  as  I.'  These  mental 
leaps  towards  liberty  gave  me  not  yet  sufficient 
power  for  a  decided  aim.  There  are  moments 
when  we  trust  the  force  of  our  own  wishes ; 
others  in  which  the  habitual  order  of  things 
assumes  a  right  to  over-rule  all  the  senti- 
ments of  the  soul.  I  was  in  a  state  of  inde- 
cision which  might  have  lasted  for  ever,  as 
nothing  obliged  me  to  take  an  active  part ; 
but  on  the  Sunday  following  my  conversation 
with  Lady  Edgarmond,  I  heard,  towards  even- 
ing, beneath  my  window,  some  Italians  sing- 
ing :  they  belonged  to  the  ship  from  Leghorn. 
Th^resina  had  brought  them  to  give  me  this 
agreeable  surprise.  I  cannot  express  what  I 
feh :  a  torrent  of  tears  deluged  my  cheeks. 
An  my  reedlections  were  revived  :  nothing 
recalls  the  past  like  music :  it  deed  more  than 
depict,  it  conjures  it  back,  like  some  beloved 
shade,  veiled  in  mysterious  melancholy.  The 
musicians  sang  the  delicious  verses  composed 
by  Monti  in  hu  exile : — 


*]lclU  imia !  iMaii  ■poadet 

Pur  vi  torao,  a  rtireder, 
Tremm  In  jwtto,  e  ri  eonfottde, 

L'alnM  oppraHB  dal  pUieer  !* 

*BMiitooiu  Italia !  beloved  ever ! 
Shall  I  behold  thy  shore  acain  1 
Tivmbllsf--bewUdered--m7boode  I  eever^ 
/  riaaMin  oppreeiee  my  heart  and  brain.* 

In  a  kind  of  delirium  I  felt  for  Italy  all  that 
love  can  make  one  feel— desire,  enthusiasm, 
regret.  I  was  no  longer  mistress  of  myself; 
my  whole  soul  was  drawn  towards  my  coun- 
try :  I  yearned  to  see  it,  hear  it,  taste  its 
breath ;  each  throb  of  my  heart  was  a  call  to 
my  own  smiling  land.  Were  life  offered  to 
the  dead,  they  would  not  dash  aside  the  stone 
that  kept  them  in  the  tomb  with  more  impa- 
tience, than  I  felt  to  rush  from  all  the  ffloom 
around  me,  and  once  more  take  possession  of 
my  fancy,  my  genius,  and  of  nature.  Yet,  at 
that  moment,  my  aensations  were  too  confused 
for  me  to  frame  one  settied  idea.  My  step- 
mother entered  my  room,  and  begged  that  I 
would  order  them  to  cease  sinrag,  as  it  was 
scandalous  on  the  Sabbath.    I  insisted  that 


was  plain  that  she  did  not  wish  to  have  met  ^^7  ^^re  to  embark  on  the  morrow,  and  that 
with  her  ;  my  influence  over  Lucy  displeased!  ^^  was  six  years  since  I  had  enjoyed  such  a 


pleasure.  She  would  not  hear  me ;  but  said 
that  it  behoved  us,  above  all  things,  to  respect 
the  customs  of  the  place  in  which  we  lived ; 
then,  from  the  window,  bade  her  servants 
send  my  poor  countrymen  away.  They  de- 
parted, singing  me,  as  they  went,  an  adieu 
that  piereed  me  to  the  heart. 

'*  The  measure  of  my  temptation  was  full. 
«Th^r^sina,  at  all  hazards,  had,  unknown  to 
me,  made  every  preparation  for  my  flight. 
Lucy  had  been  away  a  week  with  a  relative 
of  her  mother.  The  ashes  of  my  father  did 
not  repose  in  the  country-house  we  inhabited  : 
he  had  ordered  his  tomb  to  be  erected  on  his 
Scotch  estate.  Enough :  I  set  forth  without 
warning  my  stepmother,  but  left  a  letter,  ap- 
prising her  of  my  plans.  I  started  in  one  of 
those  moments,  at  which  we  give  ourselves 
up  to  destiny,  when  anything  appears  prefer- 
able to  servitude  and  insipidity ;  when  youth 
inconsiderately  trusts  the  future,  and  sees  it, 
in  the  heavens,  like  a  bright  star  that  promises 
a  happy  lot. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

'*  Mom  anxious  thoughts  attacked  me  as  I 
lost  sight  of  the  English  coast ;  but  as  I  had 
not  left  there  any  strong  attachment,  I  was 
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soon  consoled,  on  amTing  at  Legfaom,  and 
oontemplating  again  the  channs  of  Italy.  I 
told  no  one  my  true  name,  and  took  merely 
that  of  Corinne,  which  the  history  of  a  Gre- 
cian poetess,  a  friend  of  Pindar,  had  endeared 
to  me.  (39)  My  person  was  so  changed  that 
I  was  secure  against  recognition.  I  iuul  lived 
so  retired  in  Florence,  that  I  had  a  right  to 
anticipate  my  identity's  remaining  unknown 
in  Rome.  Lady  Edgarmond  wrote  me  word 
of  her  haying  spread  the  report  that  the  phy- 
sicians had  prescribed  a  Toyaffe  to  the  south 
for  my  health,  and  that  I  had  died  on  my 
passage.  Her  letter  contained  no  comments. 
She  remitted,  with  great  exactness,  my  whole 
fortune,  which  was  considerable ;  but  wrote 
to  me  no  more.  Five  years  then  elapsed  ere 
I  beheld  you ;  during  which  I  tasted  mucK 
happiness.  My  fame  increased :  the  fine  arts! 
and  literature  afforded  me  even  more  delight 
in  solitude  than  in  my  celebrity.  I  knew  not, 
till  I  met  you,  the  full  power  of  sentiment : 
my  imagination  sometimes  colored  and  dis* 
colored  my  illusions  without  giving  me  great 
uneasiness.  I  had  not  yet  been  seiz^  by 
any  affection  capable  of  overruling  me.  Acl- 
miration,  respect  and  love,  had  not  enchained 
all  the  faculties  of  my  soul :  I  conceived 
more  charms  than  I  ever  found,  and  remained 
superior  to  mj  own  impressions. 

^'  Do  not  msist  on  my  describing  to  you 
how  two  men,  whose  passion  for  me  is  but  too 
generally  known,  successively  occupied  my 
ufe,  before  I  knew  yon.  I  outrage  my  own 
conviction  in  now  reminding  myself  that  anjr 
one,  save  you,  could  ever  have  interested  me^ 
on  this  subject  I  feel  equal  grief  and  repent- 
ance. I  shall  only  tell  you  what  you  hav9 
already  heard  from  my  friends.  My  free  life 
so  much  pleased  me,  that,  after  long  irresolu- 
tions and  painful  scenes,  I  twice  broke  the 
ties  which  the  necessity  of  loving  had  made 
me  contract,  and  could  not  resolve  to  render 
them  irrevocable.  A  German  noble  would 
have  married  and  taken  me  to  his  own  coun- 
try. An  Italian  prince  offered  me  a  most 
brilliant  establishment  in  Rome.  The  first 
pleased  and  inspired  me  with  the  highest  es- 
teem ;  but,  in  time,  I  perceived  that  he  had^ 
few  mental  resources.  When  we  wore  alone 
together,  it  cost  me  great  trouble  to  sustain  a 
conversation,  and  conceal  from  him  lus  own 
deficiencies.  I  dared  not  display  myself  at 
my  best  for  fear  of  embarrassing  mm.  I  fore- 
saw that  his  regard  for  m#  must  necessarily 
decrease  when  I  should  cease  to  humor  his 
defects ;  and  it  is  difficult,  in  such  a  case,  to 
keep  up  one's  enthusiasm:  a  woman's  feel- 
ings for  a  man  any  way  inferior  to  herself  are 
rather  pity  than  love ;  and  the  calculations, 
the  reflections  required  by  such  a  state,  wither 


the  eele^ial  nature  of  an  involuntary  aeai- 
timent.  The  Italian  prince  was  all  grace  and 
fertility  of  mind :  he  participated  in  my  tastes, 
and  loved  my  way  of  life  ;  but,  on  an  impor- 
tant occasion,  I  remarked  that  he  wanted  en- 
lergy,  and  that,  in  any  difficulties,  I  should 
have  to  sustain  and  fortify  him.  There  was 
an  end  of  love — ^for  women  need  support ;  and 
nothing  chills  them  more  than  the  necessity 
of  affording  it.  Thus  was  I  twice  undeceived, 
not  by  faults  or  misfortunes,  but  by  the  spirit 
of  observation,  which  detected  what  imagina- 
tion had  concealed. 

''  I  believed  myself  destined  never  to  love 
with  the  fall  power  of  my  soul :  sometimes 
this  idea  pained  me;  but  more  frequently  I 
rejoiced  in  my  own  freedom — ^I  feared  that 
capacity  of  suffering,  that  impassioned  nature 
which  threatens  my  happiness  and  my  life.  I 
always  re-assured  myself  in  thinking  that  my 
judgment  was  not  easily  captivated,  and  that 
no  man  could  answer  my  ideal  of  masculine 
mind  and  character.  I  hoped  ever  to  escape 
the  absolute  power  of  love,  by  keeping  in  view 
all  the  defects  of  those  who  pleased  me.  I 
then  knew  not  that  there  are  faults  which  in- 
crease passion  by  the  inquietude  they  cause. 
Oswald  !  the  melancholy  indecision  which 
disencourages  you — ^the  severity  of  your 
opinions — troubles  my  repose,  without  de- 
creasing my  affection. 

"Ana  now  you  know  my  history — my 
flight  from  England — my  change  of  name — 
my  heart's  inconstancy : — ^I  have  concealed 
nothing.  Doubtless  you  think  that  fancy  hath 
oft  misled  me ;  but,  if  society  bound  us  not  by 
(Chains  from  which  men  are  free,  what  were 
here  in  my  life  which  should  prevent  your, 
loving  met  Have  I  ever  deceived!  have  I 
ever  wronged  anj  one  t  has  mjj  mind  been 
seared  by  v  olsar  interests  t  SiiM^erity,  a  good 
heart,  and  self-respect — does  Qod  ask  more 
Trom  an  orphan  alone  in  the  world  t— ^appy 
the  women  who,  in  their  early  youth,  meet 
those  they  ought  to  love  for  ever  ;  but  do  I ' 
the  less  dEeserve  you  for  having  kno^wn  yoa 
too  late  T 

**  Yet,  I  assure  you,  my  Lord,  and  yoa  ma^ 
trust  my  frankness,  could  I  but  pass  my  lire 
near  you,  methinks,  in  spite  the  loss  of  the 
greatest  happiness  and  glonr  I  can  imagine,  I 
would  not  be  your  wife,  rerhaps  such  mar- 
riage were  to  you  a  sacrifice :  you  may  one 
day  regret  the  fair  Lucy,  my  sister,  to  whom 
your  Sither  destined  you..  She  is  twelve 
years  my  younger ;  her  name  is  stainless  as 
the  first  flower  of  spring  :  we  should  be 
obliged,  in  Eujeland,  to  revive  mine,  which  is 
now  as  tibat  of  the  dead«  Lucy,  I  know,  has 
a  pure  and  gentle  spirit :  if  I  may  judge  from 
her  childhood,  she  may  become  ca^le  of 
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ondenttiidiDg'— loTin^  ybu.  Oswmld,  jou  are 
free.    When  yoa  desire  it,  your  ring  shall  be 

stored  to  yoa. 

**  Perhaps  yoa  wish  to  know,  ere  you  decide, 
vhit  I  shall  safifer  if  you  leave  me.  I  know 
mC:  sometimes  unpetaoas  impulses  arise 
within  me,  and  over-rule  my  reason :  should 
I  be  to  blame,  then,  if  they  rendered  life  in->, 
npportab]e  ?  It  is  equally  true  that  I  have  a 
great  ikealty  of  happiness ;  it  interests  me  in 
erenrthing :  I  converse  with  jpleasnre,  and 

Sil  in  Uie  minds  of  others— m  the  friend- 
they  show  me — in  all  the  wonders  of  art 
nature,  which  affection  hath  not  stricken 
dead.  But  would  it  be  in  my  power  to  live 
vben  I  no  longer  saw  you  ?  It  is  for  you  tp 
ndge,  Oswald :  you  know  me  better  than  1 
bow  myself.  I  am  not  responsible  for  what 
I  may  experience :  it  is  he  who  plants  the 
d^ger  should  ^ess  whether  the  wound  is 
aortal;  but  if  it  were  so  I  shoald  forgive 


'  "  My  oappiness  entirely  depends  on  thi 
affection  you  have  shown  me  for  the  last  sL 
months.  I  defy  all  your  delicacy  to  blind  me 
were  it  in  the  least  degree  impaired.  BanisI 
from  your  mind,  upon  that  point,  all  idea  o 
duty.  In  love  I  recognize  no  promises,  n< 
Security.  God  alone  can  raise  the  flowe: 
which  storms  have  blighted.  A  tone,  a  look 
will  be  enough  to  tell  me  that  your  heart  L 
not  the  same ;  and  I  shall  detest  all  you  ma] 
offer  me  instead  of  love — ^yonr  love,  that  hea 
venly  ray,  my  only  glory!  Be  free,  then 
Nelvil !  now — ever — even  if  my  husband 
for,  did  you  cease  to  love,  my  death  woul( 
free  you  from  bonds  that  else  would  be  India 
,so]uble. 

''  When  you  have  read  thia,  I  would  $e( 
you :  my  impatience  will  bring  me  to  youi 
side,  and  I  shall  read  my  fate  at  a  glance ;  foi 
grief  is  a  rapid  poiaon,— and  the  heart,  thougl 
weak,  never  mistakes  the  signal  of  irrevoca' 
bie  destiny.  Adieu." 


BOOK     XV. 


THE     ADIEU    TO    ROME^    AND    JOURNET    TO    VENICE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

It  wu  with  deep  emotion  that  Oswald  read 
^  aarrative  of  Corinne :  many  and  varied 
*oe  the  confused  thoughts  that  agitated  him. 
Sovietimes  he  felt  hurt  by  the  picture  she 
^ofan  English  county,  and  despairingly 
eEelahned,  '*  Such  a  woman  would  never  be 
Hpy  in  domestic  life  !"  Then  he  pitied  her 
fc  what  she  had  suffered  there,  and  could  not 
^  admiie  the  simple  frankness  of  her  recital. 
A*  vas  jealous  of  the  affections  she  had  felt 
ttt  die  met  him ;  and  the  more  he  sought  to 
^  tius  from  himself  the  more  it  tortured 
^ ;  but,  above  all,  was  he  afflicted  by  his 
wr'a  part  in  her  history.  His  anguish  was 
■leh,  that,  not  knowing  what  he  did,  he  rushed 
^Kth,  beneath  the  noonday  sun,  when  the 
*eete  of  Naples  were  deserted,  and  their 
frbitants  all  secluded  in  the  shade.  He 
■Ried  at  random  towards  Portici ;  the  beams 
vkieh  fell  on  his  brow  at  once  excited  and  be- 
wildered his  ideas. 

Corimie,  meanwhile,  having  waited  for  some 
ms,  could  no  longer  sesist  her  desire  to  see 
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him.  She  entered  his  room;  he  was  not 
there :  his  absence,  at  such  a  crisis,  fearfullj 
alarmed  her.  She  saw  her  papers  on  thi 
table,  and  doubted  not  that,  after  reading  them 
he  had  left  her  for  ever.  Each  momenta 
attempt  at  patience  added  to  her  distress :  she 
walked  the  chamber  hastily,  then  stopped,  ii 
tear  of  losing  the  least  sound  that  might  an- 
nounce  his  return ;  at  last,  unable  to  contro 
her  anxiety,  she  descended  to  inquire  if  an) 
one  had  seen  Lord  Nelvil  go  out,  and  whicl 
way  he  went.  The  master  of  the  inn  replied 
'*  Towards  Portici ;"  adding,  "  that  his  Lord- 
ship surely  would  not  walk  far  at  such  a  dan- 
gerous  period  of  the  day."  This  terror 
blending  with  so  many  others,  determinec 
Corinne  to  follow  him,  though  her  head  was 
undefended  from  the  sun.  The  large  whiti 
pavements  of  Naples,  formed  of  lava,  redou- 
bling the  light  and  heat,  scorched  and  dazzlec 
her  as  she  walked. 

She  did  not  intend  going  to  Portici,  yet  ad- 
vanced towards  it  with  increasing  speed,  meet- 
ing no  one ;  for  even  the  animals  now  shrunl 
from  the  ardors  of  the  clime.    Clouds  of  dus^ 
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filled  the  air,  wilh  the  slightest  hreeie,  eover 
ing  the  fields,  and  concealing  all  appearance 
of  yerdant  life.  Erery  iniAant  Corume  felt 
about  to  fall;  not  even  a  tree  was  near  to 
support  her.  Reason  reeled  in  this  burning 
desert :  a  few  steps  more,  and  she  might  reach 
the  royal  palace,  beneath  whose  porch  she' 
would  find  both  shade  and  water;  but  her 
strength  failed — she  could  .no  longer  see  her 
way — ^her  head  swam — a  thousand  flames, 
more  yivid  even  than  the  blaze  of  day,  danced 
before  his  eyes — an  unrefreshing  darkness 
suddenly  succeeded  them — a  cruel  thirst  con- 
sumed her.  One  of  the  Lazzaroni,  the  only 
human  creature  expected  to  brave  these  ferrid 
horrors,  now  came  up ;  she  prayed  him  to 
bring  her  a  little  water ;  but  the  man,  behold- 
ing a  woman  so  beautiful  and  so  elegantly 
dressed,  alone,  on  foot,  at  such  an  hour,  con- 
cluded that  she  must  be  insane,  and  ran  from 
her  in  dismay. 

Fortunately  Oswald  at  this  moment  return- 
ed :  the  voice  of  Corinne  reached  his  ea<. 
He  hastened  towards  her,  as  she  was  falling^ 
to  the  earth  insensible,  and  bore  her  to  the 

Ealace  portico,  where  he  called  her  back  to 
fe  by  the  tenderest  cares. 
As  she  recognized  him,  her  senses  still 
wandered,  and  she  wildly  exclaimed,  "You 
promised  never  to  depart  without  my  consent! 
I  may  now  appear  unworthy  of  your  love ;  but 
a  nromiBe,  Oswald  !*'  "  Corinne,*'  he  cried, 
''the  thought  of  leaving  you  never  entered 
my  heart.  I  would  only  reflect  on  our  fate ; 
and  wished  to  recover  my  spirits  ere  I  saw 
you  again."  '*  Well,"  she  said,  struggling  to 
appear  calm,  "  you  have  had  time,  during  the 
long  hours  that  might  have  cost  my  life ;  time 
enough— therefore  speak!  tell  me  what  you 
have  resolved  V  Oswald,  terrified  at  the 
accents,  which  betrayed  her  inmost  feelings, 
knelt  before  her,  answering,  "  Corinne,  my 
heart  is  unchanged ;  what  have  I  learnt  that 
should  dispel  your  enchantment !  Only  hear 
me ;"  and  as  she  trembled  still  more  violently, 
he  added,  with  much  earnestness,  ''Listen 
fearlessly  to  one  who  cannot  live,  and  know 
thou  art  unhappy."  "Ah !"  she  sighed,  *'  it 
is  of  my  happiness  you  speak;  your  own, 
then,  no  longer  depends  on  me  ?  yet  I  repel 
not  your  pity;  for,  at  this  moment,  I  have 
need  of  it :  but  think  you  I  will  live  for  that 
alone  t"  «  No,  no,  we  will  both  live  for  love. 
I  will  return."  "  Return !"  interrupted  Co- 
rinne. "Ah,  you  do  go,  then!  What  has 
happened?  how  is  all  changed  since  yester- 
day t  hapless  wretch  that  I  am !"  "  Dearest 
love,"  returned  Oswald,  "  be  composed ;  and 
let  me,  if  I  can,  explain  my  meaning ;  it  is 
better  than  you  suppose,  much  better ;  but  it 
is  necessary,  nevertheless,  that  I  should  as- 


certain my  father's  reasons  for  o^ppsin^  oar 
union  seven  years  since :  he  never  mentioned 
the  subject  to  me  ;  but  his  most  intimate  sur- 
viving friend  in  England  must  know  his  mo- 
tiveSb  If,  as  I  believe,  they  sprung  from  un- 
important circumstances,  I  can  pardon  yoor 
\  ^desertion  of  your  fieither's  land  and  mine ;  to 
so  noble  a  country  love  may  attach  you  yet, 
and  bid  you  prefer  homefelt  peace,  with  its 
gentle  and  natural  virtues,  even  to  the  fiune 
of  genius. .  I  will  hope  everjrthing,  do  every- 
thing ;  if  my  father  decides  against  thee,  Co- 
rinne, I  will  never  be  the  husband  of  another, 
though  then  I  cannot  be  thine." 

A  cold  dew  stood  on  his  brow :  the  eflfort 
he  had  made  to  speak  thus,  cost  him  so  much 
agony,  that  for  some  time  Corinne  could  think 
of  nothing  but  the  sad  state  in  which  she  be- 
held him.  At  last  she  took  his  hand,  crying, 
"So  you  return  to  England  without  me.'* 
Oswald  was  silent.  "  Cruel !"  she  continued : 
"  you  say  nothing  to  contradict  my  fears ; 
they  are  just,  then,  though  even  while  saying 
so,  I  cannot  yet  believe  it."  "Thanks  to 
your  cares,"  answered  Nelvil,  "  I  have  re- 
gained the  life  so  nearly  lost :  it  belongs  to 
my  country  during  the  war.  If  I  can  marry 
you,  we  part  no  more.  I  will  restore  yon  <to 
your  rank  in  England.  If  this  too  happy  lot 
should  be  forbidden  me,  I  shall  return,  with 
the  peace,  to  Italy,  stay  with  you  long,  and 
change  your  fate  in  nothing  save  in  giving 
you  one  faithful  friend  the  more."  "Not 
change  my  fate !"  she  repeated ;  "  you  who 
have  oecome  my  only  interest  in  the  world ! 
to  whom  I  owe  Uie  intoxicating  draught  which 
gives  happiness  or  death!  Yet  tell  me,  at 
least,  this  parting,  when «must  it  be?  How 
many  days  are  left  met"  "Beloved!"  he 
cried,  pressing  her  to  his  heart,  "  I  swear, 
that  for  three  months  I  will  not  leave  thee ; 
not,  perhaps,  even  then."  "  Three  months !" 
she  burst  forth ;  "  am  I  to  live  so  long  %  it  is 
much,  I  did  not  hope  so  much.  Come,  I  am 
better.  Three  months  1 — what  a  futurity!" 
she  added,  with  a  mixture  of  joy  and  sadness, 
that  profoundly  aflfected  Oswald ;  and  both, 
in  silence,  entered  the  carriage  which  took 
them  back  to  Naples. 


CHAPTER  n. 

Castel  Fortc  awaited  them  at  the  inn. 
A  report  had  been  circulated  that  Lord  Nel- 
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t3  wis  mAiried  to  Corinne :  it  greatly  pained 
the  Prioce,  yet  he  came  to  assure  himself  of 
the  &et,  to  regain,  as  a  friend,  the  society  of 
his  former  love,  eren  if  she  were  for  ever 
DDited  to  another.  The  state  of  dejection  in 
vhich  he  beheld  her,  for  the  first  time,  occar 
sioned  him  mnch  uneasiness;  but  he  dared 
oot  qnestion  her,  as  she  seemed  to  aroid  all 
eoDTersation  on  this  subject.  There  are 
utoations  in  which  we  dreaid  to  confide  in  any 
one;  a  sinrie  word,  that  we  might  say  or 
hear,  would  suffice  to  dissipate  Uie  illusion 
that  supports  oar  life.  The  self-deceptions 
of  impassioned  sentiment  have  the  peculiarity 
of  humoring  the  heart,  as  we  humor  a  friend 
whom  we  fear  to  afiiiet  by  the  truth ;  thus, 
naeoDsciously,  trust  we  our  own  griefs  to  the 
protecticm  of  onr  own  pity. 

Next  day,  Corinne,  who  was  too  natural  a 
person  to  attempt  producmg  an  effect  by  her 
•onows,  strove  to  appear  |[ay ;  believing  that 
the  best  method  of  retaining  Oswald  was  to 
seem  as  attractive  as  formerly.  She,  there- 
fore, introduced  some  interestmg  topic ;  but 
raddenly  her  abstraction  returned,  her  eyes 
vsndered :  the  woman  who  had  possessed  the 
greatest  possible  facility  of  address  now  hesi- 
tated in  her  choice  of  words,  and  sometimes 
tted  expressions  that  bore  not  the  slightest 
teference  to  what  she  intended  saying :  then 
the  would  laogh  at  herself,  though  through 
tean ;  and  Oswald,  overwhelmed  by  the  wreck 
he  hid  made,  would  have  sought  to  be  alone 
with  her,  but  she  carefully  denied  him  an 
j  opportunity. 

**What  would  you  learn  from  meV  she 
I  Aid  one  day,  when,  for  an  instant,  he  insisted 
•■  ^leaking  with  her.  "  I  regret  myself— 
fttt  IS  all !  I  had  some  pride  in  my  talents. 
I  loved  success,  glory.  The  praises,  even  of 
BdiSerent  persons,  were  objects  of  my  ambi- 
tion ;  now  I  care  for  nothing :  and  it  is  not 
^piness  that  weans  me  from  these  vain 
pmores,  but  a  vast  despondency.  I  accuse 
Mt  you;  it  springs  from  myself;  perhaps  I 
^  yet  triumph  over  it  Many  things  pass 
B  the  depths  of  the  soul  that  we  can  neither 
fecoe©  nor  direct ;  but  I  do  you  justice,  Os- 
vaJd :  I  see  you  snfferfor  me.  I  symnathize 
^  you,  too :  why  should  not  pity  bestow 
her  gijfU  on  ns  1  Alas !  they  might  be  offered 
to  sll  who  breathe,  without  proving  often  in- 
Sl^licable.'; 

Oswald,  indeed,  was  not  less  wretched  than 
C|onone.  He  loved  her  strongly;  but  her 
vstory  had  wounded  his  affections,  his  way 
of  thinking.  He  seemed  to  perceive  clearly 
mhisiaUier  had  prejudged  everything  for 
n;  and  that  he  oould  only  wed  Corinne  in 
J^EsBce  of  eaehtW^ming ; — yet  how  resign 
Kr !    Hit  imAvUnty  was  more  painful  than 

b-'  _  


that  which  he  hoped  to  terminate  by  a  know- 
ledge of  her  life.  On  her  part,  she  had  nol 
wished  that  the  tie  of  marriage  should  unite 
her  to  Oswald  :  so  she  could  have  been  cer- 
tain that  he  would  never  leave  her,  she  would 
have  wanted  no  more  to  render  her  content ; 
but  she  knew  him  Well  enough  to  understand 
that  he  could  conceive  no  happiness  save  in 
domestic  life;  and  would  never  abjure  the 
design  of  marrying  her,  save  in  ceasing  tc 
love.  His  departure  for  England  appeared 
the  signal  for  her  death.  She  was  aware 
how  great  an  influence  the  manners  and  opi- 
nions of  his  country  held  over  his  mind.  It 
was  in  vain  that  he  talked  of  passing  his  life 
with  her  in  Italy ;  she  doubted  not  that,  once 
returned  to  his  home,  the  thought  of  quitting 
it  again  would  be  odious  to  him.  She  felt 
that  she  owed  her  power  to  her  charms ;  and 
what  is  that  power  in  absence  t  What  are 
the  memories  of  imagination  to  a  man  encir* 
cled  by  all  the  realities  of  social  order,  the 
more  imperious  from  being  founded  on  pure 
and  noble  reason  1 

Tormented  by  these  reflections,  Corinne 
strove  to  exert  some  power  over  her  attach- 
ment. She  tried  to  speak  with  Castel  Forte 
on  literature  and  the  fine  arts ;  but,  if  Oswald 
ioined  them,  the  dignity  of  his  mien,  the  me- 
lancholy look  which  seemed  to  ask,  "Wh)! 
will  you  renounce  me  ?"  disconcerted  all  hex 
attempts.  Twenty  tinifs  would  she  have  told 
him,  that  his  irresolution  offended  her,  and 
that  she  was  decided  to  leave  him ;  but  she 
saw  him  now  lean  upon  his  hand,  as  if  bending 
breathless  beneath  his  sorrows  ;  now  musing 
beside  the  sea,  or  raising  his  eyes  to  heaven, 
at  the  sound  of  music ;  and  these  simple 
changes,  whose  magic  was  known  but  to  her- 
self, suddenly  overthrew  her  determination. 
A  look,  an  accent,  a  certain  grace  of  gesture, 
reveals  to  love  the  nearest  secrets  of  the  soul ; 
and,  perhaps,  a  countenance,  so  afi^arently 
cold  js  Nelvil's,  can  never  be  read',~fiave^'by 
tnOB^to  whom  it  is  dearest  Impartiality 
guesses  nothing,  judges  only  by  what  is  dis- 
played. Corinne,  in  solitude,  essayed  a  test 
which  had  succeeded  on  a  former  occasion, 
when  she  believed  that  she  loved.  She  taxed 
her  spirit  of  observation  (which  was  capable 
of  detecting  the  slightest  foibles)  to  represent 
Oswald  beneath  less  seducing  colors;  but 
there  was  nothing  about  him  that  was  not 
noble,  simple,  and  affecting.  How  then  defeat 
the  spell  of  so  perfectly  natural  a  mind  %  It 
is  only  affectation  which  can  admit  of  that 
sudden  awakening  of  heart,  astonished  at 
having  loved. 

Besides,  there  existed  between  Osveald  and 
Corinne  a  singular,  all-powerful  sympathy. 
Their  tastes  were  not  the  same ;  their  opinions 
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rarely  accotded ;  yet  in  the  centre  of  each 
soul  dwelt  kindred  mysteries,  drawn  from  one 
source ;  a  secret  likeness,  that  attests  the 
same  nature,  however  differently  modified  by 
external  circumstances.  Corinne,  therefore, 
found  to  her  dismay,  that  she  had  but  increased 
her  passion,  by  thus  minutely  considering  Os- 
wald anew,  even  in  her  Terv  struggle  against 
the  impression  which  be  had  caused. 

She  invited  Castel  Forte  to  return  to  Rome 
with  them.  Nelvil  knew  sbe  did  this  to  avoid 
being  alone  with  him :  he  felt  it  sadly,  but 
could  not  oppose.  He  was  no  longer  per- 
suaded that  his  society  alone  would  suffice  for 
her  happiness ;  and  this  thought  rendered  him 
timid.  Sbe,  the  while,  had  hoped  he  would 
refuse  the  Prince's  company.  Their  situation 
was  no  longer  honest  as  of  old  :  though  as  yet 
without  actual  dissimulation,  restraint  already 
troubled  an  attachment,  which  for  six  months 
had  daily  conferred  on  them  a  bliss  almost 
unqualified.  Returning  by  Capua  and  Gaeta, 
scenes  which  she  had  so  lately  visited  with 
such  delight,  Corinne  felt  that  these  beauties 
vainly  called  on  her  to  reflect  their  smile. 
When  such  a  sky  fails  to  disperse  the  clouds 
of  care,  its  gay  contrast  but  augments  their 
gloom. 

They  arrived  at  Terracina  on  a  deliciously 
refreshing  eve.  Corinne  withdrew  afler  sup- 
per. Oswald  went  forth,  and  his  heart,  like 
hers,  led  him  towards  the  spot  where  they  had 
rested  on  their  way  to  Naples.  He  beheld 
her,  kneeling  before  the  rock  on  which  they 
sat ;  and,  as  he  looked  on  the  moon,  saw  that 
she  was  veiled  by  a  cloud,  as  she  had  been 
two  months  since  at  that  hour.  Corinne,  at 
his  approach,  rose,  and  pointing  upwards,  said, 
"  Have  I  not  reason  to  believe  in  omens  1  Is 
there  not  some  compassion  in  that  heaven  ?  It 
warned  me  of  the  future ;  and  to-night,  you 
see,  it  mourns  for  me.  Forget  not,  Os^d, 
to  remark,  if  such  a  cloud  passes  not  over  the 
moon  ytteu  I  am  dying."  **  Corinne,''  he 
cried,  "  have  I  deserved  that  you  should  make 
me  expire  with  grief  t  It  were  easily  done : 
speak  thus  again,  and  you  will  see  me  lifeless 
at  your  feet, — ^but  what  is  mv  crime  ?  Your 
mode  of  thinking  lifts  you  above  the  world's 
opinion :  in  your  country  it  is  not  severe ;  and 
if  it  were,  your  genius  could  surmount  it. 
Whatever  happens,  I  will  live  near  you; 
whence,  then,  this  despair  T  If  I  cannot  be 
your  husband,  without  offence  to  the  memory 
of  one  who  reigns  equally  with  yourself  in 
my  breast,— hIo  yon  not  love  me  well  enough 
to  find  some  solace  in  the  tender  devotion  of 
mine  every  instant  ?  Have  yon  not  still  my 
ring?  that  sacred  pledge?"  *<I  will  return 
it,  Oswald."  «* Never!"  "Ah,  yes,  when 
yoa  desire  it ;  the  ring  itself  will  tell  me. 


An  old  legend  says,  that  the  diamond,  more 
true  than  man,  dims  when  the  giver  has  be- 
trayed our  truat"  (30).  "  Corinne,"  said  Os- 
wald, "  dare  you  speak  such  treason  t  your 
mind  is  lost ;  it  no  longer  knows  me."  "  Far- 
don  !  oh,  pardon  me !  in  love  like  mine,  the 
heart,  Oswald,  is  gifled  suddenly  with  most 
miraculous  instincts ;  and  its  own  sufferings 
become  oracles.  What  portend,  then,  the 
heavy  palpitations  of  my  heart  ?  Ah,  my 
friend,  I  should  not  fear  it,  if  it  were  but  my 
death  knell!" 

She  fled,  precipitately,  dreading  to  remain 
longer  with  him.  She  could  not  dally  with 
her  grief,  but  sought  to  break  from  it ;  yet  it 
returned  but  the  more  violently  for  her  efforts 
to  subdue  it.  The  next  day,  as  they  crossed 
the  Pontine  Marsh,  Oswald's  care  of  her  was 
even  more  scrupulous  than  before ;  she  re- 
ceived it  with  the  sweetest  thankfubess :  but 
there  was  somethiuff  in  her  look  that  said, 
"  Why  will  you  not  let  me  die  ?" 


CHAPTER  III. 

What  a  desert  seems  Rome,  in  going  to  it 
from  Naples !  Entering  by  the  gate  of  St. 
John  Lateran,  yon  traverse  but  long,  solitary 
streets ;  they  please  afresh  after  a  little  time ; 
but,  on  just  leaving  a  lively,  dissipated  popula- 
tion, it  IS  melancholy  to  be  thrown  upon  one's 
self,  even  were  that  self  at  ease.  Besides 
this,  Rome,  tdwards  the  end  of  July,  is  a  dan- 
gerous residence.  The  malana  renders  many 
quarters  uninhabitable;  and  the  contagion 
often  spreads  through  the  whole  city.  This 
year,  particularly,  every  face  bore  the  impress 
of  apprehension.  Corinne  was  met  at  her 
own  door  by  a  monk,  who  asked  leave  to  bless 
her  house  against  infection ;  she  consented ; 
and  the  priest  walked  through  the  rooms, 
sprinkling  holy  water,  and  repeating  Latin 
prayers.  Lord  Nelvil  smiled  at  this  ceremony 
— Gorinne's  heart  melted  over  it.  ^'  I  find  in- 
definable charms,"  she  said,  "  in  all  that  is  re- 
ligious, or  even  superstitious,  while  nothing 
hostile  nor  intolerant  blends  with  it.  Divine 
aid  is  so  needful,  when  our  thoughts  stray 
from  the  common  path,  that  the  highest  minds 
most  require  superhuman  care."  *^  Doubtless 
such  want  exists,  but  can  it  thus  be  satisfied  V* 
**  1  never  risfuse  a  prayer  associated  with  my 
own,  from  Whomsoever  it  is  offered  me.^ 
'*  You  are  right,"  said  Nelvil,  giving  his  purse 
to  the  old  friar,  who  departed,  with  bsaedic- 
tions  on  them  both. 
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When  the  firiends  of  Corinne  heard  of  her 
retnni,  they  flocked  to  see  her :  if  any  won- 
dered that  she  was  not  Oswald's  wife,  none, 
at  least,  asked  the  reason :  the  pleasure  of 
legainiog  her  diverted  them  from  every  other 
thoQght.  Corinne  endeavored  to  appear  an- 
ekao^;  hot  she  could  not  succeed.  She 
lerisited  the  works  of  art  that  once  afforded 
her  each  vivid  pleasare ;  but  sorrow  was  the 
base  of  her  every  feeling  now.  At  the  Villa 
fiorgbese,  or  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metella,  she 
no  longer  enjoyed  that  reverie  on  the  insta- 
bility of  human  blessings,  which  lends  them 
a  still  more  touching  character.  A  fixed, 
despondent  pensiveness  absorbed  her.  Na- 
ture, who  ever  speaks  to  the  heart  vaguely, 
cas  do  nothing  for  it  when  oppressed  by  real 
calamities.  Oswald  and  Corinne  were  w6rse 
than  anhappy;  for  actual  misery  oft  causes 
Boch  emotions  as  relieve  the  laden  breast ;  and 
from  the  storm  may  burst  a  flash  pointing  the 
onward  way  :  but  mutual  restraint,  and  fruit- 
less efforts  to  escape  pursuing  recollections, 
made  them  even  diacontented  with  one  an- 
other. Indeed,  how  can  we  suffer  thus,  with- 
ont  accusing  the  beinff  we  love  as  the  cause  ? 
True,  a  word,  a  look,  suflices  to  efface  our 
displeasure ;  but  that  look,  that  word,  may  not 
eome  when  most  expected,  or  most  needful. 
Nothing  in  love  can  be  premeditated  ;  it  is  as 
a  power  divine,  that  thinks  and  feels  within 
lyed  by  our  control. 


A  fever,  more  malignant  than  had  been 
bowD  in  Rome  for  .some  years,  now  broke 
oat  suddenly.  A  young  woman  was  attacked  : 
W  friends  and  family  refused  to  fly,  and 
JKrished  with  her.  The  next  house  expe- 
rieneed  the  same  devastation.  Every  hour 
a  holy  fraternity,  veiled  in  white,  accompanied 
the  (fead  to  interment ;  themselves  appearing 
like  the  ghosts  of  those  they  followed.  The 
bodies,  with  their  faces  uncovered,  are  borne 
on  a  kind  of  litter.  Over  their  feet  is  thrown 
i  pall  of  gold  or  rose-color  satin ;  and  children 
often  unconsciously  play  with  the  cold  hands 
of  the  corpse.  This  spectacle,  at  once  terrific 
and  fiuniliar,  is  graced  but  by  the  monotonous 
ttmaor  of  a  psalm,  in  which  the  accent  of 
the  haman  soul  can  scarce  be  recognized. 

One  evening,  when  Oswald  and  Corinne 
were  alone  together,  and  he  more  depressed 
than  Qsual  by  her  altered  manner,  he  heard, 
beneath  the  windows,  these  dreary  sounds, 
Unouncing  a  funeral :  he  listened  awhile  in. 
(flence,  and  then  said,  "  Perhaps  to-morrow 
I  may  be  seized  by  this  same  malady,  against 
which  there  is  no  defence ;  you  will  then  wish 
^t  you  had  said  a  few  kind  words  to  me  on 
*he  day  that  it  may  be  my  last.  Corinne, 
death  threatens  us  both  closely.  Are  there 
Bot  aiaeries  enough  in  life,  that  we  should 


thus  mutually  augment  each  other^s  1"  Struck 
by  the  idea  of  his  danger,  she  now  entreated 
him  to  leave  Rome  instantly ;  he  stubbornly 
refrised  :  she  then  proposed  their  going  toge- 
ther to  Venice ;  to  this  he  cheerfully  assented  : 
it  was  for  her  alone  that  he  had  trembled. 

Their  departure  was  fixed  for  the  second 
day  from  this ;  but,  on  that  morning,  Oswald, 
who  had  not  seen  Corinne  the  night  before, 
received  a  note,  informing  him  that  indis- 
pensable business  obliged  her  to  visit  Flor- 
ence ;  bot  that  she  should  rejoin  him  at  Venice 
in  a  fortnight :  she  begged  him  to  take  Ancona 
in  his  way,  and  gave  him  a  seemingly  impor- 
tant commission  to  execute  for  her  there. 
Her  style  was  more  calm  and  coosiderate 
than  he  had  found  it  since  they  left  Naples. 
He  believed  her  implicitly,  and  prepared  for 
his  journey ;  but,  wishing  once  more  to  behold 
the  dwelling  of  Corinne  ere  he  left  Rome,  he 
went  thither,  found  it  shut  up,  and  rapped  at 
t^e  door.  An  old  woman  appeared,  told  him 
that  all  the  other  servants  had  gone  with  her 
mistress,  and  would  not  answer  another  word 
to  his  numerous  questions.  He  hastened  to 
Prince  Castel  Forte,  who  was  as  surprised  as 
himself  at  Corinne^s  abrupt  retirement.  NeU 
vil,  all  anxiety,  imagined  that  her  agent  at 
Ti-vili  most  have  received  some  instructions 
as  to  her  affairs. 

He  mounted  his  horse  with  a  promptitude 
unusual  to  him,  and,  in  extreme  agitation, 
rode  to  her  country  house :  its  doors  were 
open ;  he  entered,  passed  some  of  the  rooms 
without  meeting  any  one,  till  he  reached  that 
of  Corinne :  though  darkness  reigned  there, 
he  saw  her  on  her  bed,  with  Th^r^sina  alone 
beside  her :  he  uttered  a  cry  of  recognition ; 
it  recalled  her  consciousness :  she  raised  her- 
self, saying  eagerly, — "Do  not  come  near 
me  !  I  forbid  you  !  I  die  if  you  do  !^*  Oswald 
felt  as  if  his  beloved  were  accusing  him  of 
some  crime  which  she  had  all  at  once  sus- 
pected :  believing  himself  hated — scorned — 
he  fell  on  his  knees,  with  a  despairing  submis- 
sion which  suggested  to  Corinne  the  idea  of 
profiting  by  this  mistake,  and  she  commanded 
him  to  leave  her  for  ever,  as  if  he  had  in  truth 
been  guilty.  Speechless  with  wonder,  he 
would  have  obeyed,  when  Theresina  sobbed 
forth, — "  Oh,  my  Lord !  will  you  then  desert 
my  dear  lady?  She  has  sent  every  one 
away,  and  would  fain  banish  me,  too :  for  she 
(as  caught  the  infectious  fever !" 

These  words  instantly  explained  the  affect- 
ing stratagem  of  Corinne ;  and  Oswald  clasped 
her  to  his  heart,  with  a  transport  of  tender- 
ness, such  as  he  had  never  before  experi- 
enced. In  vain  she  repelled  him ;  in  vain  she 
reproached  Theresina.  Oswald  bade  the  good 
creature  withdraw,  and  lavished  his  tearful 
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kisses  on  the  &ce  of  his  adored.     ''Now, 
he  cried,  ''  thou  shalt  not  die  without 
if  the  fatal  poison  be  in  th^  veins,  at 


noW) 
me: 


least,  thank  Heaven,  I  breathe  it  in  thine    came  extremely  melancholy.    This  time  she 
arms.'' — *' Dear,  cruel  Oswald!'*  she  sighe<^  both  hoped  and  feared  that  it  was  for  ever. 


"  to  what  tortures  you  condemn  me !  Oh,  God ! 
since  he  will  not  live  without  me,  let  not  my 
better  angel  perish !  no,  save  him,  save  him !" 
Here  her  strength  was  lost,  and,  for  eight 
days,  she  remained  in  the  greatest  danger. 
In  the  midst  of  her  delirium,  she  would  cry, 
— "  Keep  Oswald  from  me !  let  him  not  come 
here!  never  tell  him  where  I  am!"  When 
her  reason  returned,  she  gazed  on  him,  mur- 
muring,— "  Oswald !  in  death  as  in  life  you 
are  with  me ;  we  shall  be  re-united."  When 
she  perceived  how  pale  he  was,  a  deadly  ter- 
ror seized  her,  and  she  called  to  his  aid  the 
physicians  who  had  given  her  a  strong  proof 
of  devotion  in  never  having  abandoned  her. 
Oswald  constantly  held  her  burning  hands  in 
his,  and  finished  the  cup  of  which  she  had 
drank ;  in  fact,  with  such  avidity  did  he  share 
her  perils,  that  she  herself  ceased,  at  last,  to 
combat  this  passionate  self-sacrifice.  Lean- 
ing her  head  upon  his  arm,  she  resigned  her- 
self to  his  will.  Two  beings  who  so  love  that 
they  feel  the  impossibility  of  living  without 
each  other,  may  well  attain  the  noble  and  ten- 
der intimacy  which  puts  all  things  in  common, 
even  death  itself.  (31.)  Happily,  Lord  Nel- 
vil  did  not  take  the  disease  through  which  he 
80  carefully  nursed  Corinne.  She  recovered ; 
but  another  malady  penetrated  yet  deeper  into 
her  breast.  The  generosity  of  her  lover,  alas ! 
redoubled  the  attachment  she  had  borne  him. 


Her  agitation  was  calmed  again,  and  her  na- 
tural heedlessness  of  the  future  returned. 
Yet,  on  the  ere  of  quitting  Rome,  she  be- 


CHAPTER  IV. 

It  was  then  settled,  that  to  escape  the 
pestilential  air  of  Rome,  Nelvil  and  Corinne 
should  go  to  Venice  in  company.  They  had 
relapsed  into  silence  on  their  future  prospjects, 
Init  spoke  of  their  afifection  more  confidingly 
than  ever.  Both  avoided  all  topics  that  could 
disturb  their  present  mutual  peace.  A  day 
passed  with  him  was  to  her  such  enjoyment ! 
He  seemed  so  to  revel  in  her  conversation, — 
to  follow  her  every  impulse,  study  her  slightest 
nrish,  with  so  sustained  an  interest,  that  it 
stppeared  impossible  he  could  bestow  so  much 
felicity  without  being  himself  happy.  Corinne 
irew  assurances  of  safety  from  the  bliss  she 
tasted.  After  some  months  of  such  habits  we 
t>elieve  them  inseparable  from  our  existence. 


The  night  before  her  departure,  unable  to 
sleep,  she  heard  a  party  of  Komans  singing  in 
the  moonlight.  She  could  not  resist  her  de- 
sire to  follow  them,  and  once  more  wander 
through  that  beloved  scene.  She  dressed: 
and  bidding  her  servants  keep  the  carriage 
within  sight  of  her,  put  on  a  veil,  to  avoid  re- 
cognition, and,  at  some  distance,  followed  the 
musicians.  They  jpaused  on  the  bridge  of  St. 
Angelo,  in  front  of  Adrian's  tomb :  in  snoh  a 
spot,  music  seems  to  express  the  vanities  and 
splendors  of  the  world.  One  might  fiincy  one 
beHleld  in  the  air  the  imperial  shade  wondering 
to  find  no  other  trace  left  of  his  power  on 
earth  except  a  tomb.  The  band  continued 
their  walk,  singing  as  they  went,  to  the  silent 
night,  when  the  happ^r  ought  to  sleep :  their 
pure  and  gentle  melmlies  seemed  designed  to 
solace  wakeful  suffering.  Drawn  onward  by 
this  resistless  spell,  Corinne,  insensible  to 
fatigue,  seemed  winging  her  way  along.  They 
also  sang  before  Antoninus'  pillar,  and  then  at 
Trajan^s  column :  they  saluted  the  obelisk  of 
St.  John  Lateran.  The  ideal  language  of 
music  worthily  mates  the  ideal  expression  of 
works  like  these:  enthusiasm  reigns  alone, 
while  vulgar  interests  slumber.  At  last  the 
singers  departed,  and  left  Corinne  near  the 
Coliseum  :  she  wished  to  enter  its  encloaaie 
and  bid  adieu  to  ancient  Rome. 

Those  who  have  seen  this  place  by  day- 
only,  cannot  judge  of  the  impression  it  may 
make.  (The  sun  of  Italy  should  shine  on 
festivals ;  but  the  moon  is  the  star  of  ruins.) 
Sometimes,  through  the  openings  of  the  am- 
phitheatre, which  seems  towering  to  the 
clouds,  a  portion  of  heaven's  vault  appears 
like  a  dark  blue  curtain.  The  planu  that 
cling  to  the  broken  walls  all  wear  the  hues  of 
night.  The  soul  at  once  shudders  and  melta 
on  finding  itself  alone  with  nature.  One  side 
of  this  edifice  is  much  more  fallen  than  the 
other :  as  two  contemporaries  make  an  uneqaid 
struggle  against  time.  He  fells  the  weakest ; 
the  other  still  resists,  but.  soon  must  yield. 

'*  Ye  solemn  scenes !"  cried  Corinne, 
"  where,  at  this  hour,  no  being  breathes  beside 
me, — ^where  but  the  echoes  of  my  own  voice 
answer  me, — ^how  are  the  storms  of  passion 
calmed  by  nature,  who  thus  peacefuUy  permits 
so  many  generations  to  glide  by !  jdas  not 
the  universe  some  better  end  than  man  ?  or 
are  its  marvels  scattered  here,  merely  to  be 
reflected  in  his  mind?  Oswald!  why  do  I 
love  with  such  idolatry  1  why  live  but  for  the 
feelings  of  a  day,  compared  to  the  infinite 
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hepet  that  miite  «8  with  divinity  f  Mj  Ood ! 
if  n  be  tnie,  as  I  beHeve,  that  we  admire  thee 
Um  Dore,  the  more  capable  we  are  of  reflec- 
ttn,  make  my  own  mind  my  refuge  against  my 
Imrt!  The  noble  being  whose  ^ntle  looks 
I  MB  ntwr  Tofgtt  la  but  a  perishable  mortal 
lib  myself.  Among  the  stars  there  is  eteroal 
lore,  alone  sufficing  to  a  boundless  heart." 
Corinne  remained  long  lost  in  these  ideas, 
aad,  at  last,  turned  slowly  towards  her  own 
abode ;  but,  ere  she  re-entered  it,  she  wished 
to  twait  the  dawn  at  St.  Peter's,  and  from 
ill  dome  take  her  last  leave  of  all  beneath. 

Her  imagination  represented  this  edifice  as 
it  imst  be,  when,  in  its  turn  a  wreck, — ^the 
Aeme  of  wonder  for  yet  unborn  ages.  The 
eolomos,  now  erect,  half  bedded  in  earth ;  the 
poieh  dilapidated,  with  the  Egyptian  obelisk 
enltiog  over  the  decay  of  the  more  recent 
mills  wrought  for  an  eartnly  immortality. 
Fran  the  summit  of  St.  Peter's  Corinne  be- 
yd  day  rise  over  Rome,  which,  in  its  uncul- 
tirited  Campagna,  looks  like  the  OasLs  of  a 
Ubyao  desert.  Devastation  is  around  it; 
hit  the  multitude  of  spires  and  cupolas,  over 
sbich  St.  Peter's  rises,  give  a  sttange  beauty 
to  its  aspect.  This  city  may  boast  one  charm 
peodiar  to  itself:  we  love  it  as  an  animated 
Niag:  its  ruins  are  as  friends,  from  whom 
ve  caooot  part  without  farewell. 

Cocinne  addressed  the  Pantheon,  St.  An- 
g«b't,aod  all  the  places  where  she  had  so 
tftea  reoewed  the  pleasures  of  her  imagina- 
tin.  ''Adieu!"  she  said,  **  land  of  remem- 
htaees!  scenes  where  life  depends  not  <\n 
eveatSfOor  on  society  ;  where  enthusiasm  r^r 
Mes  itself  through  the  eyes,  and  links  th^ 
ani  to  each  extern^  objecU  I  leave  you,  to 
fcflow  Oswald,  not  knowing  to  what  fate  he 
ny  consign  me.  I  prefer  him  to  the  inde- 
pMdenee  which  here  afforded  me  such  happy 
diyt.  I  may  return  again ; — but  for  a  broken 
wt  and  blighted  mind,  ye  arts  and  monu- 
■eats,  so  oft  mvoked,  while  I  was  exiled  be- 
leaik  hii  stormy  sky,  ye  can  do  nothing." 

She  wept ;  yet  thought  not,  for  an  instant, 
tf  letting  Oswald  depart  without  her.  Reso- 
htioBs  springing  fi^m  the  heart,  we  often 
JBttly  blame,  yet  hesitate  not  to  adopt.  When 
ptiuon  masters  a  superior  mind,  it  separates 
mson  from  action,  and  need  not  to  cloud  the 
AM  is  order  to  overrule  the  other. 

Corinne's  black  curls  and  veil  floating  on 
die  bieeae  gave  her  so  picturesque  an  air, 
dat,  as  she  left  the  church,  the  common  peo- 
P|e  lecopized  and  followed  her  to  her  car- 
QSfe  with  the  warmest  testimonials  of  re- 
•peet  She  sighed  again,  at  parting  from  a 
nee  so  ardent  and  so  graceful  in  their  expres- 
Ms  of  esteem.  Nor  was  this  all.  She 
M  to  endure  the  regrets  of  her  friends. ' 


They  devised  figtes  in  order  to  delay  her  de- 
parture :  their  poetical  tributes  strove  in  a 
thousand  ways  to  convince  her  that  she  ought 
to  stav ;  and,  finally,  they  accompanied  her  oi 
horseback  for  twenty  miles.  She  was  ex- 
tremelv  affected.  Oswald  cast  down  his  eyet 
in  confosioD,  reproaching  himself  for  tearing 
her  from  so  much  delight,  though  he  knew 
that  an  offer  of  remaining  there  would  be  more 
barbarous  still.  He  appeared  selfish  in  re- 
moving Corinne  from  Rome ;  yet  he  was  not 
so ;  for  the  fear  of  afiUctiug  her,  by  setting 
forth  alone,  had  more  weight  with  him  than 
even  the  hope  of  retaining  her  presence.  He 
knew  not  what  he  was  alx)ut  to  do, — saw  no- 
thing beyond  Venice.  He  had  written  to  in- 
quire how  soon  his  regiment  would  be  active- 
ly employed  in  the  war,  and  awaited  a  reply. 
Sometimes  he  thought  of  taking  Corinne  with 
him  to  England ;  yet  instantly  remembered 
that  he  should  for  ever  ruin  her  reputation  by 
so  doing,  unless  she  were  his  wife ;  then  he 
wished  to  soften  the  pangs  of  separation  by  a 
private  marriage ;  but  a  moment  afterwards 
gave  up  that  plan  also.  "  We  can  keep  no 
secrets  from  the  dead,"  he  cried ;  *'  and  what 
should  I  gain  by  making  a  mystery  of  an  union, 
prohibited  by  nothing  but  my  worship  of  a 
tomb  t"  His  mind,  so  weak  in  all  that  c<m- 
cemed  his  affections,  was  sadly  agitated  by 
contending  sentimenu.  Corinne  resigned 
herself  to  him,  like  a  victim,  exulting,  amid 
her  sorrows,  in  the  sacrifices  she  made ;  while 
Oswald,  responsible  for  the  welfare  of  anotib- 
er,  bound  himself  to  her  daily  by  new  ties, 
without  the  power  of  yielding  to  them ;  and, 
unhappy  in  his  love  as  in  his  conscience,  felt 
the  presence  of  both  but  in  their  combato 
with  each  other. 

When  the  friends  of  Corinne  took  leave, 
they  commended  her  earnestly  to  his  care ; 
congratulated  him  on  the  love  of  so  eminent 
a  woman;  their  every  word  sounding  like 
mockery  and  upbraiding.  She  felt  this ;  has- 
tily concluded  the  trying  scene ;  and  when, 
after  turning  from  time  to  time  to  salute  her, 
they  were  at  last  lost  to  her  sight,  she  only 
said  to  her  lover,  '*  Oswald !  I  have  now  no 
one  but  you  in  the  world !"  How  did  he  long 
to  swear  he  would  be  hers !  But  frequent 
disappointments  teach  us  to  mistmst  our  own 
inclinations,  and  shrink  even  from  the  vows 
our  hearts  may  prompt.  Corinne  read  his 
thoughts,  and  delicately  strove  to  fix  his  at- 
tention on  the  country  through  which  they 
travelled. 
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It  was  tbe  beginning,  of  September,  and 
the  weather  superb  till  they  neared  the  Apen- 
nines, where  they  felt  the  approach  of  winter. 
A  soft  air  is  seldom  united  with  the  pleasure 
of  looking  on  picturesque  mountains.  One 
erening  a  terrible  hurricane  arose  :  the  thick- 
est darkness  closed  around  them ;  and  the 


horses,  so  wild  there  that  they  are.  even  har-V  would  overawe  me."  "I  cannot  al  ways  direcUy 


nessed  by  stratagem,  set  off  with  inconceiva- 
ble rapidity.  Our  lovers  felt  much  excited  by 
beinff  thus  hurried  on  together.  ''Ah!" 
cried  Oswald,  "  if  they  could  bear  us  from  all 
I  know  on  earth, — if  they  could  climb  these 
hills,  and  dash  into  another  life,  where  we 
should  regain  my  father,  who  would  receive 
and  bless  us,  would  you  not  go  with  me,  be- 
loved 1"  He  pressed  her  vehemently  to  his 
bosom.  Corinne,  enamored  as  himself,  re- 
plied, "  Dispose  of  me  as  you  will ;  chain  me 
like  a  slave  to  your  fate  :  had  not  the  slaves 
of  other  days  talents  that  soothed  their  mas- 
ters ?  Such  would  I  be  to  thee.  But,  Os- 
wald, yet  respect  her  who  thus  trusts  thee : 
condemned  by  all  the  world,  she  must  not/ 
blush  to  meet  thine  eye."  ^  No,"  he  ex- 
claimed, *'  I  will  lose  all,  or  all  obtain.  I 
ought,  I  must,  either  live  thy  husband,  or  die 
in  stifling  the  transports  of  my  passion  :  but 
I  will  hope  to  be  thine  before  the  world,  and 
glory  in  thy  tenderness.  Yet  tell  me,  I  con- 
jure thee,  have  I  not  sunk  in  thine  esteem  by 
all  these  struggles  ?  Canst  thou  think  I  love 
thee  lessV*  His  accents  were  so  sincere 
that,  for  awhile,  they  ga.ve  her  back  her  con- 
fidence, and  the  purest,  sweetest  rapture  ani- 
mated them  both. 

Meanwhile  the  horses  stopped.  Oswald 
alighted  first.  The  cold,  sharp  wind  almost 
made  him  fancy  himself  landing  in  England  : 
this  freezing  air  was  not  like  that  of  Italy, 
which  bids  young  breasts  forget  all  things 
save  love.  Oswald  sunk  back  into  his  gloom. 
Corinne,  who  knew  the  unsettled  nature  of 
his  fancy,  but  too  well  guessed  the  cause.  On 
the  morrow,  they  arrived  at  our  Lady  of  Lo- 
retto,  which  stands  upon  an  eminence,  from 
whence  is  seen  the  Adriatic.  While  Oswald 
gave  some  orders  for  their  journey,  Corinne 
entered  the  church,  where  the  image  of  the 
Virgin  is  enclosed  in  the  choir  of  a  small 
chapel,  adorned  with  bas-reliefs.  The  mar- 
ble pavement  that  surrounds  the  sanctuary  is 
worn  by  pilgrim  knees.  Corinne,  moved  by 
these  marks  of  prayer,  knelt  on  the  stones 
80  often  pressed  by  the  unfortunate,  and  ad- 
dressed the  type  of  heavenly  truth  and  sensi- 
bility. Oswald  here  found  her  bathed  in  tears. 
He  did  not  understand  how  a  woman  of  her 
mind  could  bow  to  the  practices  of  the  igno- 


rant. She  ffueesed  this  by  his  looks,  and 
said,  "  Dear  Oswald,  are  there  not  many  mo- 
ments when  we  dare  not  raise  our  hopes  to 
the  Supreme  Being,  or  breathe  to  him  the 
sorrows  of  our  hearts  1  Is  it  not  pleasing, 
then,  to  behold  a  woman  as  intercessor  for 
our  human  weakness  1  She  suffered  on  this 
earth,  for  she  lived  on  it ;  to  her  I  blush  not 
to  pray  for  you,  when  a  petition  to  God  himself 


S^upplicate  my  Maker,"  replied  Oswald.  ^  1, 
too,  have  mjr  intercessor  :  the  guardian  angel 
of  children  is  their  father :  and  since  mine 
has  been  in  heaven,  I  have  oft  received  an 
unexpected  solace,  aid,  and  composure,  which 
I  can  but  attribute  to  the  miraculous  protec- 
tion whence  I  shall  hope  to  escape  from  my 
perplexities."  "  I  comprehend  you,''  said 
Corinne,  "  and  believe  there  is  no  one  who 
has  not  some  mysterious  idea  of  his  own  des- 
tiny,— one  event  which  he  has  always  dread- 
ed, and  which,  though  improbable,  is  sure  to 
Jiappen.  The  punishment  of  some  fault, 
j^hough  it  be  impossible  to  trace  the  connection 
'  6ur  misfortunes  have  with  it,  often  strikes  the 
imagination.  From  my  childhood  I  trembled 
at  the  idea  of  living  in  England.  Well ;  my 
inability  to  do  so  may  be  my  worst  regret ; 
and  on  that  point  I  feel  there  is  something 
unconquerable  in  oiy  fate,  against  which  I 
struggle  in  vain.  Kvery  one  conceives  his 
life  mteriorly  a  contrast  to  what  it  seems  :  we 
have  a  confused  sense  of  some  supernatural 
power,  disguised  in  the  form  of  external  cir- 
cumstance, whHe  itself  alone  is  the  source  of 
all  our  actions.  Dear  friend,  minds  capable 
of  reasoning,  for  ever  plunge  into  their  own 
abyss,  but  uways  fail  to  fathom  it." 

Oswald,  as  he  heard  her  speak  thus,  wonder- 
ed to  find  that,  while  she  was  capable  of  such 
glowing  sentiments,  her  Judgment  still  could 
hover  over  them,  like  their  presiding  genius. 
'*  No,"  he  frequently  said  to  himseS',  "  no 
other  society  on  earth  can  satisfy  the  man 
who  has  possessed  such  a  companion  as 
this." 

They  entered  Ancona  at  night,  as  he  wished 
not  to  be  recognized ;  in  spite  of  his  precau- 
tions, however,  he  was  so;  and  the  next 
morning  all  the  inhabitants  crowded  about  the 
house  in  which  he  stayed,  awaking  Corinne 
by  shouts  of  "Long  live  Lord  Nelvil,  our 
benefactor !"  She  started,  rote  hastily,  and 
mingled  with  the  crowd,  to  hear  their  praises 
of  the  man  she  loved.  Oswald,  informed  that 
the  people  were  impatiently  calling  for  him, 
was  at  last  obliged  to  appear.  He  believed 
t!orinne  still  slept :  what  was  his  astonish- 
ment at  finding  her  already  known  and  che- 
rished by  the  grateful  multitude,  who  entreated 
her  to  be  their  interpretess !    Corinne^s  ima- 
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fiottioii— bj  tmrns  ber  eharm  and  her  defect 
-ddiglited  in  extrmordin&ry  adrentarea.  She 
tAiflked  Lord  Nebril,  in  the  name  of  the  j^eo- 
ple,  whh  a  grace  ao  noble  that  the  natives 
len  in  eestaaiea.  Speaking  for  them,  she 
Midi  ^  Too  preaerved  na, — ^we  owe  yon  oar 
fiTa!**  Bnt  when  she  offered  him  the  oak 
ud  lanel  crown  thej  had  entwined,  an  indefi- 
Bite  timidity  beset  her  :  the  enthusiastic  popn- 
hoe  prostrated  themseWes  before  him,  and 
Corboe  involnntarily  bent  her  knee  in  tender- 
ing him  the  garland.  Oswald  was  so  over- 
vidmed  at  the  sight,  that  he  could  no  longer 
■pport  this  scene,  nor  the  pnblic  homage  of 
)n  bek>Ted ;  but  drew  her  away  with  him. 
She  wept,  and  thanked  the  good  inhabitanto  of 
ABeon,  who  followed  them  with  blessings,  as 
Oiwald,  hiding  himself  in  his  carriage,  mur- 
■nred,  **Corinne  at  my  feet!  Corinne,  in, 
viMwpath  I  ought  to  kneel!  Have  I  de-*' 
ttrred  tbis  1  Do  you  suspect  me  of  such  un*' 
wwthy  pride  ?"  "  No,  no,"  she  said ;  "  but  I 
na  SQddenly  seized  with  the  respect  a  wo- 
■u  always  feels  for  him  she  loves.  To  us, 
iaieed,  is  external  deference  most  directed ; 
Wt  in  truth,  in  nature,  it  is  the  woman  who 
.Rveres  the  being  capable  of  defending  her." 
I  "Tea,  I  will  be  thy  defender,  to  the  last 
^  of  my  life !"  he  answered.  *'  Heaven 
W  By  witnesst  sach  a  genius  shall  not  in  vain 
Mk  refuge  in  the  harbor  of  my  love!"' 
"Aka!"  she  sighed,  **  that  love  is  all  I  need  ; 
ttd  what  promise  can  secure  it  to  me  ?  No 
■ttter.  I  feel  that  you  love  me  now  better 
^  ever :  let  us  not  disturb  this  return  of 
tftctioD."  "Return!"  interrupted  Oswald. 
'*Ieanoot  retract  the  expression  ;  but  let  us 
M  aeek  to  explain  it ;"  and  she  made  a  gen- 
de  aign  for  Nelvil  to  be  silent. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Foi  two  dayu  they  proceeded  on  the  shore 
tf  the  Adriatic :  but  this  sea,  on  the  Romag- 
lui  nde,  has  not  the  effect  of  the  ocean,  nor 
crea  of  the  Mediterranean.  The  high  road 
*iad8  close  to  its  waves,  and  grass  grows  on 
ilihaaks :  it  is  not  thus  that  we  would  repre- 
Kit  the  mighty  realm  of  tempests.  At  Rimini 
^  Cesena,  yon  quit  the  classic  scenes  of 
^ry ;  their  latest  remembrancer  is  the  Ru- 
^,  which  Csesar  passed,  to  become  the  lord 
if  Rome.  Not  far  from  hence  is  the  republic 
tfSt.  Marino,  the  last  weak  vestige  of  liberty, 
hiaides  the  spot  on  which  was  resolved  the 


destmction  of  the  world^s  chief  republic.  By 
degrees,  you  now  advance  towards  a  country 
very  opposite  in  aspect  to  the  Papal  state. 
Bologna,  Lombardy,  the  environs  of  Ferran 
and  Kovigo,  are  remarkable  for  beauty  and 
cultivation— how  unlike  the  poetic  barrenness 
and  decay  that  announce  an  approach  to  Rome, 
and  tell  of  the  terrible  events  that  have  oc- 
curred there ! 

You  then  quit  what  Sabran  calls  "black 
pines,  the  summer's  mourning,  but  the  winter's 
bravery,"  and  the  conical  cypresses  that  re- 
mind one  of  obelisks,  mountains,  and  the  sea. 
Nature,  like  the  traveller,  now  parts  from  the 
southern  rays.  At  first,  the  oranges  are  found 
no  longer  in  the  open  air,— they  are  succeeded 
by  olives,  whose  pale  and  tender  foliage  might 
suit  the  bowers  of  the  Elysian  fields.  Further 
on,  even  the  olive  disappears; 

On  entering  Bologna's  smfling  plain,  the 
vines  garland  the  elmiB  together,  and  the  whole 
land  is  decked  as  for  a  festival.  Corinne  was 
sensible  of  the  contrast  between  her  present 
state  of  mind  and  the  resplendent  scene  she 
now  beheld.  "Ah,  Oswald,"  she  sighed, 
*'  ought  nature  to  spread  such  images  of  hap- 
piness before  two  friends  perhaps  about  to 
lose  each  other?"  "No,  Corinne!  nerer! 
each  day  I  feel  less  able  to  resign  thee :  that 
untiring  gentleness  unites  the  charm  of  habit 
with  the  love  I  bear  thee.  One  lives  as  con- 
tentedly with  you  as  if  you  were  not  the  finest 
genius  in  the  world,  or,  rather,  because  you 
are  so ;  for  real  superiority  confers  a  perfect 
goodness,  that  makes  one's  peace  with  one's 
self  and  all  the  world.  What  angry  thoughts 
can  live  in  such  a  presence  1"  They  arrived 
at  Ferrara,  one  of  the  saddest  towns  in  Italy, 
vast  and  deserted.  The  few  inhabitants  found 
there,  at  distant  intervals,  loiter  on  slowly,  as 
if  secure  of  time  for  all  they  have  to  do.  It 
is  hard  to  conceive  this  the  scene  of  that  gay 
court  sung  both  by  Tasso  and  Ariosto;  yet 
still  are  shown  their  manuscripts,  with  that 
also  of  the  Pastor  Fido.  Ariosto  knew  how 
to  live  at  ease  here,  amid  courtiers  ;  but  the 
dungeon  is  yet  to  be  seen  wherein  they  dared 
confine  Tasso  as  a  maniac.  It  is  sad  to  read 
the  various  letters  which  he  wrote  aakinff  the 
death  it  was  so  long  ere  he  obtained.  Tasso 
was  so  peculiarly  organized,  that  his  talent 
became  its  owner's  formidable  foe .  His  genius 
dissected  his  own  heart.  He  could  not  so 
have  read  the  secrets  of  the  soul  if  he  had 
felt  less  sorrow.  Tfu  man  who  has  not  suffer- 
ed, says  a  prophet,  what  does  he  know  ?  In 
seme  respects,  Corinne  resembled  him.  She 
was  more  cheerful  and  more  versatile,  but  her 
imagination  required  extreme  government ;  for 
assuaging  any  grief,  it  lent  each  pang  fresh 
power.      NelvU  deceived  himself  if  he  be- 
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lieved  her  briUiMit  Realties  eoold  gire  her 
aeana  of  happiness  apart  frum  her  affectione. 
V\rhen  genias  U  united  with  true  feeling,  oar 
talents  multiply  oar  woes.  We  analyse,  we 
make  discoveries,  and,  the  hearths  urn  of  tean 
t>einjp^  ezhaustless,  the  more  we  think  the  mor^ 
we  fed. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Tbst  embarked  for  Venice  on  the  Brenta. 
At  each  side  they  beheld  its  palaces,  grand 
but  dilapidated,  like  all  Italian  magnificence. 
They  are  too  vdldly  ornamented  to  remind  us 
of  the  antique  :  Venetian  architecture  betrays 
a  commerce  with  the  East :  there  is  a  blending 
of  the  Gothic  and  Moresco  which  takes  the  eye, 
thouffh  it  offends  the  taste.  The  poplar,  regu- 
lar almost  as  architecture  itself,  borders  the 
canals.  The  sky's  bright  blue  seto  off  the 
splendid  Terdure  of  the  country,  which  owes 
its  green  to  the  abundant  waters.  Nature 
seems  to  wear  these  two  colors  in  mere  co- 
quetry ;  and  the  vague  beauty  of  the  south  is 
found  no  more.  Venice  astonishes  more  than 
it  pleases  at  first  sight :  it  looks  like  a  city 
under  water ;  and  it  requires  reflection  to  ad- 
mire the  genius  which  disputed  this  space 
with  the  sea.  Naples  is  budt  like  an  amphi- 
theatre, but,  Venice  being  flat,  its  steeples  ap- 
pear like  the  masts  of  a  yessel,  immoyably 
anchored.  In  entering  the  city,  one  takes 
leave  of  vegetation ;  one  sees  not  even  a  fly 
there :  all  animals  are  banished ;  man  alone 
remains  to  battle  with  the  waves.  In  a  city 
whose  streets  are  all  canals,  the  silence  is  pro- 
found— the  dash  of  oars  its  only  interruption. 
You  cannot  fancy  yourself  in  the  countiy,  for 
you  see  no  trees ;  nor  in  a  town,  for  you  hear 
no  bustle ;  nor  even  on  board  ship,  for  you  make 
no  way ;  but  in  a  place  which  storms  would 
convert  into  a  prison, — for  there  are  times 
when  you  cannot  leave  the  city,  nor  even  your 
own  house. 

Many  men  in  Venice  never  went  from  one 
quarter  to  another, — never  beheld  St.  Mark's, 
—a  horse  or  a  tree  were  actual  miracles  to 
them.  The  black  gondolas  glide  along  like 
biers  or  cradles,  the  last  and  the  first  abode  of 
human  kind.  At  night,  their  dark  color  ren- 
ders them  invisible,  and  they  are  only  traced 
bjT  the  glimmer  of  the  lights  they  carry — one 
might  call  them  phantoms,  guided  by  feint 
stars.  In  this  alK>de  all  is  mysterious — the 
government,  the  habits,  love  itself.    Doubt- 


less the  heart  and  reason  find  moeh  food  when 
they  can  penetrate  this  secrecy,  but  stiangsn 
always  feel  the  first  impression  waifd\Bxly  sad. 
^Corinne,  who  was  a  believer  m  presenil. 
ments,  and  now  made  presages  of  everything, 
said  to  Nelvil,  "  Is  not  the  melancholy-  that  I 
feel  on  entering  this  place  a  proof  that  a 
great  misfortune  will  be&Il  me  hereV 
she  said  this,  she  heard  three  reports  of  can- 
non, from  one  of  the  islands  of  the  Lagnne : 
she  started,  and  inquired  the  cause  of  a  gon- 
doiier.  "  It  is  a  woman  taking  the  veii,''  he 
said,  ^  at  one  of  those  convents  in  the  midst 
of  the  sea.  The  custom  here  is,  that  the  mo- 
ment such  vow  is  uttered,  the  female  throws 
the  flowers  she  wore  during  the  ceremony 
behind  her,  as  a  sign  of  her  resigning  the 
world,  and  the  cannon  you  have  just  heard 
announce  this  event."  Corinne  shuddered. 
Oswald  felt  her  hand  grow  cold  in  his,  and 
saw  a  death-like  pallor  overspread  her  faee. 
'^  My  life !"  he  cned,  "  why  give  this  impor- 
tance  to  so  simple  a  chance!"  "It  is  not 
simple,"  she  replied.  "  I,  too,  have  thrown 
the  flowers  of  youth  behind  me."  "How! 
when  I  love  thee  more  than  ever  1  when  mv 
whole  soul  is  thine?"  "  The  thunders  of  war,^' 
she  continued,  "  elsewhere  devoted  to  victory  | 
or  death,  here  celebrate  the  obscure  sacrifice 
of  a  maiden— an  innocent  employment  for  the 
arms  that  shake  the  world  with  terror — a  so-  i 
lemn  message  from  a  resigned  woman  to  those 
of  her  sisters  who  still  contend  with  fate." 


CHAPTER  VIH. 

Ths  power  of  ihe  Venetian  government, 
during  its  latter  years,  has  almost  entirely 
consisted  in  the  empire  of  habit  and  imagina- 
tion. It  once  was  formidably  daring,  it  hu 
become  lenient  and  timorous  :  hate  of  its  past 
potency  is  easily  revived,  and  easily  subdued, 
by  the  thought  that  its  might  is  over.  The 
aristocracy  woo  the  favor  of  the  people,  and 
yet  by  a  kind  of  despotism,  since  they  rather 
anrase  than  enlighten  them;  an  agreeable 
state  enough,  while  the  tfommon  herd  are 
afforded  no  pleasures  that  can  brutify  their 
minds,  while  the  government  watches  (>ver  its 
subjects  like  a  sultan  over  his  harem,  forbid- 
ding them  to  meddle  with  politics,  or  presume 
to  rorm  any  judgment  of  existing  authorilies, 
but  allowing  them  sufficient  diversion,  and  not 
a  little  glory.  The  spoils  of  Constantinople 
enrich  the  churches ;  the  standards  of  Cyprni 
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aadCindii  float  over  the  Piuza ;  the  Corio- 

thiao  hones  delight  the  eye ;  and  the  winged 

iiofl  of  St.  Mark's  ai^^ears  the  type  of  fame. 

Tbe  aitQation  of  the  city  rendering  apioulture 

ui  the  chue  impossible,  nothinff  is  left  for 

the  Fefietiaos  bot  dissipation.    Their  dialect 

it  soft  tnd  light  as  a  lephyr.     One  can  hardly 

cflncdTe  how  the  people  who  resisted  the 

league  of  Cambray  should  speak  so  flexible  a 

toBgoe :  it  is  charming  while  expressive  of 

ifTaeefol  pleaaantry,  but  suits   not   graver 

llthflinea;    verses    on   death,    for    instance, 

t:  Inathed  in  these  delicate  and  almost  infantine 

,|ieeeata,  sound  more  like  the  descriptions  of 

I  poetic  &ble. 

I  The  Venetians  are  the  most  intelligent  men 
|;  IB  Italy ;  they  think  more  deeply,  thongh  with 
ilesa  ardent  fancies  than  their  sonthem  coun- 
I'tijnea;  yet,  for  the  most  part,  the  women, 
jtlioQgh  yeiy  agreeable,  have  acquired  a  senti- 
lOeatality  of  language,  which,  without  re- 
|fitiaioii)g  their  mor^s,  merely  lends  their 
||  gallaotiy  an  air  of  affectation.    There  is  more 

I  vanity,  as  there  is  more  society,  here,  than  in 
,^^re8tof  Itafy.  ^  Where  applause  is  quick 
M  freqaeot,  conceit  calculates  all  debts  in- 

ttaataoeooaly ;  knows  what  success  is  owed, 

II  ud  claims  its  due,  without  giving  a  minute's 
jifndit*  StiD,  much  originality  may  be  found 
;  ayenice.  Ladies  of  the  highest  rank  receive 
I  viaia  in  the  cqfesj  and  this  strange  confusion 

pceyeots  their  Molom  becoming  ue  arenas  of 
'^'ipu  love.  There  yet  remain  here  some 
^^  Qsages  that  evince  a  respect  for  their 
r^^ithera,  and  a  certain  youth  of  heart  which 
^  not  of  the  raat,  nor  shrinks  from  melting 
inollections.  The  sight  of  the  city  itself  is 
mja  aofficient  to  awaken  a  host  of  memo- 
Ott.  The  Piazza  is  crowded  with  blue  tents, 
"*^  which  rest  Turks,  Greeks,  and  Ar- 
i^^niaoa,  who  sometimes  also  loll  carelessly 
|Bopea  boats,  with  stands  of  flowers  at  their 
^'  St.  Bfark's,  too,  looks  rather  like  a 
*i^  than  a  Christian  temple ;  and  its  vi- 
^  S^ves  a  true  idea  of  the  oriental  indo- 
«||ce  with  which  life  is  spent  here,  in  drinking 
■vrbet,  and  smoking  perfumed  pipes. 
J^  snd  women  of  quality  never  leave  their 
*|^N8,  except  in  black  mantles ;  often  black 
I^Jas,  for  the  mtem  of  equality  at  Venice 
^^luAfly  confined  to  externals,  are  winged 
**■§  by  rowers  clad  in  white,  with  rose-color 
^^  as  if  holiday  array  were  abandoned  to 
J  volgar,  while  the  nobility  kept  up  a  vow 
*  perpetual  mourning.  In  most  European 
^'^.^^iters  are  oUiged  carefully  to  avoid 
wfietiDg  the  daily  routine ;  for  our  customs, 
•fea  ia  luxury,  are  rarely  poetic ;  but  in  Ve- 
*|^  nothing  appears  coarse ;  the  canals,  the 
r^  make  pictures  of  the  commonest  events 


On  the  quay  of  the  gafieys  yen  eonstaatly 
encounter  puppet-shows,  mountebanks,  and 
story-tellers ;  tne  last  are  worthy  of  remark. 
It  is  usual]]|r  some  episode  from  Tasso  or 
Ariosto,  which  they  relate  in  prose,  to  the 
great  admiration  of  their  hearers,  who  sit 
round  the  speaker  half-dad,  and  motionless 
with  curiosity;  from  time  to  time  thev  pur- 
chase glasses  of  water,  as  wine  is  bought 
elsewhere,  and  this  refreshment  is  all  they 
take  for  hours,  so  strongly  are  their  mindbs 
interested.  The  narrator  uses  the  most  aoi- 
mating  gestures ;  his  voice  is  raised ;  he  frets 
hunself;  he  grows  pathetic;  and  yet  one 
seos,  all  the  while,  that  at  heart  he  is  p^ectly 
unmoved.  One  might  say  to  him,  as  did 
Sappho  to  the  Circean  nymph,  who,  in  perfect 
sobriety,  was  assuming  fury, — *'  Bacclunte — 
who  art  not  drunk'^what  wouldst  thou  with 
me  V^  Yet  the  lively  pantomime  of  the  south 
does  not  appear  quite  artificial :  it  is  a  singu- 
lar habit  handed  down  from  the  Romans,  and 
springing  from  a  quick,  brilliant  and  poetic 
disposition. 

A  people  so  enslaved  by  pleasure  may  soon 
be  alarmed  by  the  dream  of  power  in  which 
the  Venetian  government  is  veiled.  Never 
are  soldiers  seen  there.  If  even  a  drummer 
appears  in  their  comedies  they  are  all  asto- 
nishment; yet  a  state  inquisitor  needs  but 
show  himself  to  restore  order  among  thirty 
thousand  people,  assembled  for  a  public  Ute. 
It  were  well  if  this  influence  was  derived  from 
a  respect  for  the  laws ;  but  it  is  fortified  by 
terror  of  the  secret  means  which  may  still  be 
used  to  preserve  the  peace.  The  prisom  are 
in  the  very  palace  of  the  Doige,  above  and 
below  his  apartments.  The  Lion's  Mouth, 
into  which  all  denunciations  are  thrown,  is 
also  here ;  the  hall  of  trial  is  hung  with  black, 
and  makes  judgment  appear  anticipating  con- 
demnation. The  Bridge  of  Sighs  leads  from 
the  palace  to  the  state  prison.  In  passing  the 
canal  how  ofl  were  heard  the  cries  of  *'  Jus- 
tice !*'  *'  Mercy !"  in  voices  that  could  be  no 
longer  recognized !  When  a  state  criminal 
was  sentenced,  a  bark  removed  him  in  the 
night,  by  a  little  gate  that  opens  on  the  water ; 
he  was  taken  some  distance  from  the  city,  to 
a  part  of  the  Lagune  where  fishing  is  prohi- 
bited, and  there  drowned :  thus  secrecy  is 
perpetuated,  even  after  death,  not  leaving  the 
unhappy  wretch  a  hope  that  his  remains  may 
ii^orm  those  who  loved  him  that  he  suffered, 
and  is  no  more.  When  Lord  Nelvil  and  Co- 
rinne  visited  Venice,  these  executions  had  not 
taken  place  for  nearly  a  century,  but  sufficient 
mystery  still  existed;  and  though  Oswald 
was  the  last  man  to  interfere  with  the  politics 
of  foreign  lands,  he  felt  oppressed  by  this  ar- 
bitrary power,  from  which  there  vras  no  ap- 


124 


CORINNE;  OR,  ITALY. 


peal,  tbat  Memed  to  hMng  over  every  head  in 
Yenioe. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

"  You  mast  not,"  said  Corinne,  "  ^ve  way 
merely  to  the  |[loomy  impressions  wMch  these 
silent  proeeedmgs  hsTe  created ;  yoa  onght 
also  to  observe  the  great  qualities  of  this 
senate,  whioh  makes  Venice  a  repnblio  for 
nobles,  and  formerly  inspired  that  aristocratic 
grandeur,  the  result  of  freedom,  even  though 
concentrated  in  the  few.  You  will  find  them 
severe  on  one  another;  at  least  establishing, 
in  their  own  breasts,  the  rights  and  virtues 
that  should  belong  to  all.  Yon  will  see  them 
as  paternal  towards  their  subjects  as  they  can 
be,  while  merely  considering  that  class  of  men 
with  reference  to  physical  prosperity.  Yon 
will  detect  a  great  pnde  in  the  country  which 
is  their  property,  and  an  art  of  endearing  it 
even  to  the  people,  whom  they  allow  so  few 
actual  possessions  there.'* 

Corinne  and  Oswald  visited  the  hall  whera 
the  great  council  was  assembled.  It  is  hnnd 
with  portraits  of  the  Doges :  on  the  spac? 
which  would  have  been  occupied  by  that  or 
Faliero,  who  was  beheaded  as  a  traitor,  is 
painted  a  black  curtain,  whereon  is  written^ 
the  date  and  manner  of  his  death.*  The  re- 1 
gal  magnificence  of  the  other  pictures  adds  to' 
the  effect  of  this  ghastly  pall.  There  is  also 
a  representation  of  the  I^st  Judgment ;  ano- 
ther of  the  powerful  emperor,  Frederic  Bar- 
barossa,  humbling  himself  to  the  Venetian 
senate.  It  was  a  fine  idea  thus  to  unite  all 
that^can  exalt  pride  upon  earth,  and  bend  it 
before  Heaven. 

They  proceeded  to  the  arsenal :  before  its 
gates  are  two  Grecian  lions,  brought  from 
Athens,  to  become  the  guardians  of  Venetian 
power.  Motionless  guardians,  that  defend  but 
what  they  respect.  This  repository  is  full  of 
marine  trophies.  The  famous  ceremony  of 
the  doge's  marriage  with  the  Adriatic,  in  fact, 
aU  the  institutions,  here  attest  their  gratitude 
to  the  sea :  in  this  respect  they  resemble  the 
English,  and  Nelvil  stroagly  felt  the  similarity. 
Corinne  now  led  him  to  the  tower  called  the 
Steeple  of  St.  Mark's,  though  some  paces 
from  the  church.  Thencfe  is  seen  the  whole 
city  of  the  waves,  and  the  huge  embankment 


*  No  date  )■  Men.  The  Imcrfption  If  limply  thto:  "Hic 
kiT  Locue  Mauxi  Falibto  dbcartati  peo  cBumii- 
BUi."->A]ii.  Ed. 


which  defends  it  from  inundation.  The 
of  Istria  and  Dalmatia  are  in  the  distance. 
**  Behind  the  clouds,  on  this  side,  lies  Greece," 
said  Corinne  :  ^^  is  not  that  thought  enough  to 
stir  the  heart  1  There  still  are  men  of  lively, 
ardent  characters,  victims  to  hte ;  yet  destined, 
perhaps,  some  day,  to  resuscitate  the  ashes  of 
their  sires.  It  is  always  something  for  a  land 
to  have  been  great :  its  natives  at  least  binsh 
beneath  degradation ;  while,  in  a  country 
never  consecrated  to  fiune,  the  inhabitants  do 
not  even  suspect  that  there  can  be  a  nobler 
destiny  than  the  obscure  servility  bequeathed 
to  them  by  their  fathers.  That  Ihilmatia, 
whose  shores  we  distinguish  from  here,"  con- 
tinued Corinne,  ^  which  was  of  yore  occupied 
by  so  warlike  a  race,  still  preserves  something 
of  the  savage  eharacter.  Its  natives  are  so 
little  aware  of  the  changes  wrought  by  fifteen 
centuries,  that  they  still  deem  the  Romans 
*  all  powerful ;'  yet  they  betray  more  modem 
knowledge  by  calling  the  English  '  the  war- 
riors of  the  sea,'  b^ause  you  have  so  often 
landed  in  their  ports ;  but  they  know  nothing 
about  the  rest  of  the  world .  I  love  all  realms 
where,  in  the  manners,  customs,  language, 
something  original  is  left.  Civilized  life  is  so 
monotonous ;  you  know  its  secrets  in  so  short 
a  time  ;  I  have  already  lived  \ong  enough  for 
that."  "  Living  with  you,"  said  Nelvil, "  can 
we  ever  behold  the  end  of  new  thoughts  and 
sensational"  **God  grant  that  such  may 
prove  exhaustless !"  she  replied.  **  But  let 
us  give  one  moment  more  to  Dalmatia,"  con- 
tinued Corinne ;  '*  when  we  descend  from  this 
height  we  shall  still  see  the  uncertain  lines 
which  mark  that  land,  as  indistinctly  as  a  ten- 
der recollection  in  the  memory  of  man. 
There  are  improvisatores  among  the  Dalma- 
tians as  among  the  savages ;  they  were  found, 
too,  with  the  Grecians,  and  almost  always  ex- 
ist where  there  is  much  imagination,  and  little 
vanity.  Natural  talent  turns  rather  to  epi- 
gram, in  countries  where  a  fear  of  ridicule 
makes  every  man  anxious  to  be  the  first  who 
secures  that  weapon ;  but  people  thrown  much 
with  Nature  feel  a  reverence  for  her  that 
greatly  nurtures  fancy.  '  Caverns  are  8acre<V 
say  the  Dalmatians,  doubtless  thus  express 
ing  an  indefinite  terror  of  the  old  earth's  s^ 
crets.  Their  poetry.  Southerns  though  the 
be,  resembles  Ossian's ;  but  there  are  on^ 
%wo  ways  of  feeling  the  charms  of  naturt 
Men  either  animate  or  deify  them,  as  did  Ui 
ancients,  beneath  a  thousand  brilliant  shapei 
or,  like  the  Scottish  bards,  yield  to  the  melai 
choly  fear  inspired  by  the  unknown.  Sincef 
met  you,  Oswald,  this  last  manner  has  please 
me.  Formerly  I  had  vivacious  hope  enou^ 
to  prefer  a  fearless  enjoyment  of  smiling  id 
agery."    "  It  is  I,  then,"  said  Nelvil,  »'  wl 
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lraT6  wiUiered  the  &ir  idMl,  to  whioh  I  owec 
die  richest  pleiMuas.  of  my  life. "    '*  No,  toi 
lie  not  ia  fiudt,  but  my  own  paesion.     Taleni 
leqoires  internal  freedom,  euch  as  true  lovei 
deitrojs."    "  Ah !  if  you  meao  that  your  ge- 
m  may  lose  its  Yoioe,  and  your  heart  speak 

bit  for  me ^    He  eould  not  proceed,  th^ 

vor(U  jrromiBed  more  to  his  mind  than  he 
hti  utter.  Corinne  guessed  this,  and  would 
Bot  aniwer,  lest  she  should  disturb  the  delight-* 
fid  eootioo  she  expeneooed.  She  felt  her-  / 
idf  beloTed,  and,  used  to  living  in  a  country 
ilwre  men  sacrifice  all  for  love,  she  was^. 
euilj  peisaaded  that  Nelvil  could  not  leave' 
In.  At  oDce  ardent  and  indolent,  she  en- 
joyed the  moments  as  they  came,  and  deemed 
linger  past  which  was  no  longer  at  hand.! , 
She  iif  ed  as  many  others  do,  who  have  been 
I*g  menaced  by  the  same  misfortnne,  and 
iUd[  it  will  never  happen,  merely  because  it 
b  not  done  so  yet. 


The  air  of  Venice,  and  the  life  led  there, 
is  sLQgularly  calculated  for  lulling  the  mind 
into  security  :  the  very  boats,  peacefully  rock- 
ing to  and  fro,  induce  a  langmd  reverie ;  now 
and  then  a  ffondolier  on  the  Rialto  sings  a 
stanza  from  Tasso;  one  of  his  fellows  an- 
swers him,  by  the  next  verse,  from  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  canal.  The  very  antique  mu- 
sic they  employ  is  like  church  psalmody,  and 
monotonous  enough  when  near :  but,  on  the 
evening  breeze,  it  floats  over  the  waters  l^ke 
the  last  beams  of  the  sun ;  and,  aided  by  the 
sentiment  it  expresses,  in  such  a  scene,  it 
cannot  be  heard  without  a  gentle  pensiveness. 
Oswald  and  Corinne  passed  whole  hours  upon 
the  waters,  reclining  side  by  side ;  sometimes 
a  word  was  uttered,  but  not  often ;  holding 
each  other's  hands,  they  yielded  themselves 
in  silence  to  the  formless  dreams  inspired  by 
love  and  nature. 


BOOK     XVI. 

PARTING      AND      AB8ENCX. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Ai  aooB  as  Corinne's  arrival  was  known  in 
J^^  it  excited  the  greatest  curiosity. 
2*tt  Bhe  went  to  a  eafi  in  the  piazza  of  St. 
'^  ita  galleries  were  crowded,  for  a  mo- 
M'sgiimpse  at  her ;  and  all  classes  of  so- 
^  nbght  her  with  eager  haste.  She  had 
J»  loved  to  produce  this  effect  wherever 
*  «Ptjeared,  and  naturally  confessed  that 
*wntion  had  many  charms  for  her.  Genius 
^■fina  this  thirst  for  fame  :  there  is  no  bless- 
*|udeaired  by  those  to  whom  Heaven  gave 
w  Beaoa  of  winning  it.  Yet  in  her  present 
"^en  she  dreaded  everything  in  oppositiooi 
^  the  domestic  habits  so  dear  to  Nelvil.    / 

^^oe  was  blind  to  her  own  welfare,  in 
"^^  herself  to  a  man  likely  rather  to  re- 
^  than  to  excite  her  talents ;  but  it  is  easy 
■•'^ceive  why  a  woman,  occupied  by  litera- 
2^  aad  the  arU,  shoul^  love  llie  tastes  that. 
yw*l  from  her  own.  v  One  is  so  often  weary 
■ooe^aaelf,  that  a  resemblance  of  that  self 
^•^  never  tempt  affection,  which  requires 
^^'iiDony^  of  sentiment,  but  a  contrast  of 
■''cter  ;^nany  sympathies,  but  not  unva- 
^  coogeoiality.     Nelvil   was    supremely 


blessed  with  this  double  charm.  His  gentle 
ease  and  prncions  manner  could  never  sate, 
because  his  liability  to  clouds  and  storms  kept 
up  a  constant  interest.  Althouffh  the  depth 
and  extent  of  his  acquirements  ntted  him  for 
any  life,  his  political  opinions  and  military  bias 
inclined  him  rather  to  a  career  of  arms  than 
one  of  letters.  He  thought  that  action  was 
always  more  poetical  than  poetry  itself.  He 
was  superior  to  the  success  of  his  own  mind, 
and  spoke  of  it  with  much  indifference.  Co- 
rinne strove  to  please  him  by  imitating  this 
carelessness  of  literary  glory ;  in  order  to 
grow  more  like  the  retiring  females  for  whom 
English  womanhood  offers  the  best  model. 
Yet  the  homage  she  received  at  Venice  gave 
Oswald  none  but  agreeable  sensations.  T^ere 
'  was  so  much  cordial  good  breeding  in  the  re- 
'  ception  she  inet  with,  the  Venetians  expressed 
the  pleasure  her  conversation  afford^  them 
""■i  ^ith  such  vivacity,  that  Oswald  felt  proud  of 
y^  vbeing  dear  to  one  so  universally  admired. 
He  was  no  longer  jealous  of  her  celebrity, 
certain  that  she  prized  him  far  aljove  it ;  and 
his  own  love  increased  by  every  tribute  she 
elicited.  He  forgot  England,  and  revelled  in 
the  Italian  heedlessness  of  days  to  come. 
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Corinne  perceived  this  cbange ;  ftnd  her  im- 
pmdent  heart  welcomed  it,  as  if  it  was  to  last 
for  ever. 

Italian  is  the  only  tongne  whose  dialects 
are  almost  languages  of  themselves.  In  that 
of  each  state  m>oks  might  be  written  distinct 
from  the  standard  Italian,  though  only  the 
Neapolitan,  Sicilian,  and  Venetian  dialects 
have  yet  the  honor  of  being  acknowledged ; 
and  that  of  Venice  as  the  most  original,  most 
charming  of  all.  Corinne  pronounced  it 
charmingly,  and  the  manner  in  which  she 
snng  some  lively  barcaroles  proved  that  she 
could  act  comedy  as  well  as  tragedy.  She 
was  pressed  to  take  a  part  in  an  opera 
which  some  of  her  new  friends  intended  play- 
ing the  next  week.  Since  she  had  loved 
Oswald  she  concealed  this  talent  from  him, 
not  feeling  sufficient  peace  of  mind  for  its 
exercise,  or,  at  other  times,  fearing  that  any^ 
outbreak  of  high  spirits  might  be  followed  by 
misfortune;  but  now,  with  unwonted  confi- 
dence, she  consented,  as  he,  too,  joined  in  the 
request;  and  it  was  agreed  that  she  should 
perform  in  a  piece,  like  most  of  Gozzi*B,  com- 
posed of  the  most  diverting  fairy  extrava- 
gances. (38.)  Trufialdin  and  Pantaloon,  in 
these  burlesques,  often  jostle  the  greatest 
monarchs  of  the  earth.  The  marvellous  fur- 
nishes them  with  jests,  which,  from  their  very 
order,  cannot  approach  to  low  vulgarity.  The 
Child  of  the  Ait,  or  Semiramis  in  her  Youth, 
is  a  coquette,  endowed  by  the  celestials  and 
infemals  to  subjugate  the  world;  bred  in  a 
desert,  like  a  savage,  cunning  as  a  sorceress, 
and  imperious  as  a  queen,  she  unites  natural 
wildness  with  premeditated  grace,  and  a  war- 
rior^s  courage  with  the  ftivolity  of  a  woman. 
The  character  demands  a  fund  of  fancifnl 
drollery,  which  but  the  inspiration  of  a  moment 
can  bring  to  light.  ^ 


CHAPTER  n. 


Fate  sometimes  has  its  own  strange  cruel 
raort,  repulsing  our  presuming  familiarity. 
Oft,  when  we  yield  to  nope,  calculate  on  suc- 
cess, and  trifle  with  our  destiny,  the  sable 
thread  is  blending  with  its  tissue,  and  the  weird 
sisters  dash  down  the  airy  fabrics  we  have 
reared. 

It  was  on  the  17th  of  November  that  Co- 
rinne arose  enchanted  with  the  anticipation  of 
the  evening  performance.  For  the  first  act 
she  chose  a  very  picturesque  costume.    Her 


hair,  though  dishevelled,  was  arranged  wiA  ta 
evident  design  of  pleasing;  her  light  fantaalie 
garb  gave  her  noble  form  a  most  misehieT- 
ously  attractive  air.  She  reached  the  palace 
where  she  was  to  play.  Every  one  but! 
Oswald  had  arrived.  She  deferred  the  per- 
formance as  long  as  possible,  and  began  to  be 
uneasy  at  his  absence ;  when  she  came  on  the 
stage,  however,  she  perceived  him,  though  he 
Lbat  in  a  remote  part  of  the  hall,  and  the  pain 
'\)f  having  waited  redoubled  her  joy.  She  wu 
as  inspired  by  gaiety  as  she  ha!d  been  at  the 
Capitol  by  enthusiasm.  This  drama  blends 
song  with  speech,  and  even  gives  opportuni- 
ties for  extempore  dialogue,  of  which  Corinne 
availed  herself  to  render  the  scene  more  ani- 
mated. She  sang  the  buffa  airs  with  peculiar 
elegance.  Her  gestures  were  at  once  comic 
^nd  dignified.  She  extorted  laughter  without 
ceasing  to  be  imposing.  Her  talents,  like  her 
part,  queened  it  over  actors  and  spectatois, 
pleasantly  bantering  both  parties.  Ah !  who 
would  not  have  wept  over  such  a  sight,  could 
they  have  known  that  this  bright  armor  but 
drew  down  the  lightning,  that  this  triumphant 
mirth  would  soon  give  place  to  bitter  desola- 
tion 1  The  applause  was  so  continual,  lO 
judicious,  that  the  rapture  of  the  audience  in* 
footed  Corinne  with  that  kind  of  delirium 
which  pours  a  lethe  over  the  past,  and  bids 
the  future  seem  unclouded.  Oswald  had 
seen  her  represent  the  deepest  wo,  at  a  time 
when  he  still  hoped  to  make  her  happy ;  he 
now  beheld  her  breathing  stainless  ioy,  just 
as  he  had  received  tidings  that  might  prove 
fatal  to  them  both.  Oft  did  he  wish  to  take 
her  from  this  scene  of  rash  happiness,  yet  felt 
a  sad  pleasure  in  once  more  beholding  that 
lovely  countenance  bedecked  in  smiles, 
nt  At  the  conclusion  <^  tHb  piece  she  appeared 
\^  arrayed  as  an  Amazonian  queen,  commanding 
^  men,  almost  the  elements,  by  that  reliance  oi 
her  charms  which  beauty  may  preserve,'  oft- 
less  she  loves ;  then,  then,  no  gift  of  natart 
or  of  fortune  can  re-assure  her  spirit.  M 
this  crowned  coquette,  this  fairy  queen,  mlia* 
culously  blending  anger  with  wit,  careless* 
ness  with  ambition,  and  conceit  with  despol> 
ism,  seemed  to  rule  over  fate  as  over  hearts; 
and  when  she  ascended  her  throne  she  exactd 
the  submission  of  her  subjects  with  a  smile 
arch  as  it  was  arrogant.  This  was,  perhajpa 
the  moment  of  her  life,  from  which  boUi'  gm 
and  fear  seemed  farthest  banished ;  when  sud 
denlv  she  saw  her  lover  bow  his  face  on  hil 
hands  to  hide  his  tears.  She  trembled,  ani 
the  curtain  had  not  quite  fallen,  when,  leavin|{ 
her  already  hated  throne,  she  rushed  into  tfa( 
next  apartment.  Thither  he  followed  her 
and  when  she  marked  his  paleness,  she  wa 
seised  with  such  alarm,  that  she  was  forced  ti 
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knafpiBtttliewBn  for  rapport.  «<  Oswald,'' 
ifae  nid,  *«my  God!  what  has  happened t" 
"Iffliifttfltart  for  Engtand  to-Dight,^'  he  said, 
ftcgetting  that  he  oa^t  not  thus  to  have  ex- 
jwed  her  feelings.  "  No,  no !"  she  cried, 
'dJBgisg  to  him  distractedly;  ''you  cannot 
'phi^ge  me  into  such  despair.  How  have  I 
JwSeditt  or—or— you  mean  that  yoa  will 
tab  me  with  yon  V*    "  Let  ns  leave  this  cruel 


i^^neeed  to  her,  answering  at  random; 'her 
pit  and  look  so  changed,  Utat  erery  one  he- 
wed her  struck  with  sudden  illness. 


CHAPTER  in. 

Whir  they  were  in  the  gondola,  Corinne, 
•ftl  with  anguish,  said  to  Lord  Nelvil,— ' 
^^hat  Tou  hare  made  me  feel  is  worse  than 
^ :  be  generous :   throw  me  into  these 


mo  go  to  England  with  you.**  **  My  lettei 
also  tell  me,"  answered  he,  *'  that  reports  coe 
oeming  us  are  already  in  the  papers  there 
that  your  identity  is  suspected;  and  you 
family,  excited  by  Lady  Edgarmond,  refus 
to  meet  or  own  you.  Giro  me  time  to  recor 
cile  them,  to  enforce  your  rights  with  you 
step-mother  ;  for  if  I  take  you  thither,  an 
leare  you,  ere  your  name  be  cleared,  you  wi 
d,"  he  said :  ^  come  with  me,  Corinne.*'  ^ndure  all  the  severe  opinions  which  I  sha 
followed  him,  not  understanding  auf^ht    not  be  near  to  answer."    '*  Then  you  refua 

me  everything !"  she  saidi  and  sunk  insensibl 
to  the  earth,  her  forehead  receiving  a  woon 
in  the  fall.  Oswald  shrieked  at  the  sight 
Th^r^ina  entered  in  extreme  alarm,  and  n 
stored  her  mistress  to  animation ;  but  whe 
Corinne  perceived,  in  an  opposite  mirror,  he 
own  pale  and  disfigured  face, — "  Oswald,"  sfa 
sighed,  '*  it  was  not  thus  I  looked  Uie  day  yo 
met  me  first.  I  wore  the  crown  of  hope  an 
fame,  now  blood  and  dust  are  on  my  brow 
yet  it  is  not  for  yon  to  despise  the  state  t 
.which  you  have  reduced  me.  Others  may,- 
ibut  you  cannot — ^you  ought  to  pity  me  fc 
loving  thus, — ^you  must." 

**Stay,"  he  cried,  ''this  is  too  much; 
and  siting  for  Th^r^ina  to  retire,  he  too 


'Wen,  well,  at  least  let 


iwes,  that  I  may  lose  the  sense  which  mad-^  Corinne  in  his  arms,  saying, — "  Do  what  tho 
^  me.  Oswald,  be  brave  :  I  have  seen,  wilt  with  me.  I  must  submit  to  the  decree 
J^  do  things  that  required  more  courage."  of  Heaven.  I  cannot  abandon  you  in  thi 
"Hold, bold!"  he  cried,  "if  you  would  not     "  '     '  ...    - 

jwe  me  to  suicide.  Hear  me,  when  we 
m  reached  your  house,  and  then  pronounce 
Ijljt&te.  Id  the  name  of  Heaven  be  calm." 
^^  was  such  misery  in  his  accents  that 
|«  was  silent;  but  trembled  so  violently, 
jw  the  coold  hardly  walk  up  the  stairs  to 
"f  apvtoient  There  she  tore  off  her  oma- 
peate  m  dismay ;  and  as  Lord  Nelvil  saw  her 
ft  Ab  state,  a  few  mcHuents  since  so  brilliant, 
■jaak  upon  a  seat  in  tears.  "  Am  I  a  bar- 
■ntt  V  he  cried.  "  Corinne !  Just  Heaven ! 
2»i«M!  do  you  not  think  me  sol"  "  No," 
••aaid,  "no,  I  cannot.  Have  you  not  still 
■•  look  which  every  day  gives  me  fresh 
•■uorti  Oswald,  you  whose  presence  was 
■*e  a  ray  from  heaven— can  it  be  that  I 
•■'you  1— that  I  dare  not  lift  my  eyes  towards ,i 
}*>Mhat  I  must  fall  before  you  as  before^ 
^wndcier?  Ob,  Oswald!  Oswald!"  and 
■ethtew  herself  at  his  feet  in  supplication. 
JI^W  do  I  see,"  he  exclaimed,  raising  her 
pwienily,  "  would  you  dishonor  mel  Well, 
*^  ao.  My  regiment  embarks  in  a  month. 
•■aye  jsat  received  the  intelligence.  I  will 
l^ju,  if  you  betray  this  all-commanding 
|*(  bot  I  shall  not  survive  my  shame." 
^*  aak  you  not  to  stay,"  she  said ;  "  but  what 
•a  ean  I  do  by  following  you  t"  **  We  go 
^the  West  In^ea,  and  no  officer  is  allowed 
^takshis  wifer**    ''WaIV  ««ii.  »«  iMuit  Iai 


of  Heaven. 

distress,  nor  lead  you  to  England  before 
have  secured  you  against  the  insults  of  the 
haughty  woman,  f  will  stay  with  thee, 
cannot  depart."  These  words  recalled  Co 
rinne  to  herself,  yet  overwhelmed  her  wit! 
despair.  She  felt  the  tecessi^  that  weighei 
upon  her,  and,  with  her  head  reclined,  re 
mained  long  silent.  "  Dearest ! "  said  Oswald 
"  let  me  hear  thy  voice.  I  have  no  other  sup 
port — no  other  guide  now."  "  No,"  replie 
Corinne,  "  you  must  leave  me,"  and  a  flood  o 
tears  evinced  her  comparative  resignation 
"  My  love,"  said  Nelvil,  "  I  call  to  witnes 
this  portrait  of  my  father,  and  you  best  kno^ 
whether  his  name  is  sacred  to  me.  I  swea 
to  it  that  my  life  is  in  thy  power,  if  needful  t( 
thy  happiness.  At  my  return  from  the  island 
I  will  see  if  I  cannot  restore  thee  to  thy  dui 
rank  in  thy  father's  country.  If  I  fail,  I  wil 
return  to  Italy,  and  live  or  die  at  thy  feet.^ 
/'  But  the  dangers  you  are  about  to  brave,' 
she  rejoined.  "  Fear  not,  I  shall  escape ;  oi 
if  I  perish,  unknown  as  I  am,  my  memor 
will  survive  in  thy  heart;  and  when  thoi 
hearest  my  name,  thou  ma^est  say,  perhapi 
with  tearful  eyes,  *  I  knew  him  once — ^bo  love< 
me  !'  "  "  Ah,  leave  me !"  she  cried  j  "  yoi 
are  deceived  by  my  apparent  calm ;  to-mor 
row,  when  the  son  rises,  and  I  tell  myself, ' '. 
shall  see  him  no  more,'  the  thought  may  kil 
me ;  happy  if  it  does."    "  Why,  Corinne,  d( 
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j^ou  fear;  is  my  solemn  promise  nothing? 
Can  your  heart  doubt  it  t"  "  No,  I  respect — 
too  much  not  to  believe  yon  :  it  would  cost  me 
more  to  abjure  my  admiration  than  my  love. 
I  look  on  you  as  an  angelic  being, — ^the  purest, 
noblest  that  ever  shone  on  earth.  It  is  not 
alone  your  grace  that  captivates  me,  but  the 
idea  that  so  many  virtues  never  before  united 
in  one  object,  and  that  your  heavenly  look  .was 
only  given  to  express  them  all.  Far  be  it 
from  me,  then,  to  doubt  your  word.  I  should 
fly  from  the  human  face  for  ever  if  Lord  Nel- 
vU  could  deceive  ;  but  absence  has  so  many 

perils,  and   that  dreaded  word    adieu *' 

"  Never,"  interrupted  he,  "  never  can  Oswald 
bid  you  a  last  adieu — save  from  his  death 
bed !"  and  he  uttered  this  with  such  emotioiii^. 
that  Corinne,  terrified  for  his  health,  strove  to 


restrain  her  feelings — ^her  feelings  which  werd"  *you  do  that  she  will  condemn  my  character 


so  much  more  to  be  pitied 

They  then  began  to  concert  means  of  writ- 
ing, and  to  speak  of  the  certainty  of  reioining 
each  other.  A  year  was  the  term  fixed.  Os- 
wald sincerely  believed  thkt  the  expedition 
would  not  be  longer  away.  Some  time  was 
left  them  still,  and  Corinne  trusted  to  regain 
her  strength ;  but  when  Oswald  told  her  that 
the  gondola  would  come  for  him  at  three  inj 
the  morning,  and  she  saw,  by  her  dial,  thaV 
the  hour  was  not  far  distant,  she  trembled  as 
if  she  were  approaching  the  stake.  Her  lover 
had  every  instant  less  resolution  ;  and  Corinne, 
who  had  never  seen  his  mastery  over  himself 
thus  lost,  was  heart-broken  at  the  sight  of  his 
great  anguish.  She  consoled  him,  though  she 
must  have  been  a  thowand  times  the  most^ 
unhappy  of  the  two.  ^^ 

'* Listen!"  she  said:  "when  yon  are  in 
Londoa,  fickle  gallants  will  tell  you  that  love 
promises  bind  not  your  honor;  that  every 
Englishman  has  liked  some  Italian  on  his 
travels,  and  forgotten  her  on  his  return ;  that 
a  few  pleasant  months  ought  to  involve  neither 
the  giver  nor  the  receiver ;  that  at  your  age 
the  color  of  your  life  cannot  depend  upon  the 
temporary  fascinations  of  a  foreigner.  Now 
this  will  seem  right  in  the  way  of  the  world ; 
but  will  yon,  who  know  the  heart  of  which 
you  made  yourself  the  lord,  find  excuses  in 
these  sophisms  for  inflicting  a  mortal  wound  1 
Will  barnarous  jests  from  men  of  the  day  pre- 
vent your  hand's  tremblinff  as  it  drives  the 
poniard  through  this  breast  1"  "  Hush,"  saia 
Oswald  :  '*  you  know  it  is  not  your  grief  alone' 
restrains  me,  it  is  my  own ;  but  where  could 
I  find  a  bliss  like  that  which  I  have  owed  to 
you  1  Who,  in  the  universe,  can  understand 
me  as  you  do?  Corinne,  you  are  the  only 
woman  who  can  feel  or  inspire  true  love,  that 
harmonious  intelligence  of  hearts  and  souls, 
which  I  shall  never  enjoy  except  with  you. 


Tou  know  that  I  am  not  fickle ;  I  look  on  aU 
things  seriously ;  is  it  then  against  yon  oidy 
that  I  should  belie  iny  nature  1" 

"  No,"  answered  uorinne ;  "  yon  would  not 
treat  my  fond  sincerity  with  scorn :  it  is  not 
you,  Oswald,  who  could  remain  insensible  to 
my  despair ;  but  to  you  my  step*mother  will 
say  all  that  can  sully  my  past  life.  Spare  me 
the  task  of  telling  you  beforehand  her  pitiless 
remarks.  Far  from  what  talents  I  may  boast 
disarming  her,  they  are  my  greatest  errors  in 
her  eyes.  She  cannot  feel  their  charm,  she 
only  sees  their  danger:  whatever  is  unlike 
the  destiny  she  herself  chose  seems  useless, 
if  not  culfMible.  The  poetry  of  the  heart  ap- 
pears to  her  but  an  impertinence,  which  usurps 
the  right  of  depreciating  eonunon  sense.  It 
is  in  the  name  of  virtues  I  respect  as  much  as 


and  fate.  Oswald,  she  will  call  me  unworthy 
of  you."  **And  how  should  I  hear  that!" 
interrupted  he ;  ''  what  virtues  dare  she  rate 
above  yonr  generosity,  your  frankness  1  No, 
heavenly  creature !  be  common  minds  judged 
by  common  rules ;  but  shame  befall  the  being 
you  have  loved  who  does  not  more  revere  than 
even  adore  you.  Peerless  in  love  and  truth, 
Corinne !  my  firmness  fails ;  if  you  sostain 
me  not  I  can  never  fly.  It  is  from  you  I  must 
receive  the  power  to  pain  you."  "Well," 
said  Corinne,  "  there  are  some  seconds  yet  ere 
I  must  recommend  myself  to  God,  and  beg  he 
will  enable  me  to  hear  the  hour  of  your  de- 
parture strike.  Oh,  Oswald,  we  love  each 
other  with  deep  tenderness.  I  have  entn»ted 
you  with  all  my  secrets;  the  facts  are  no- 
thing— but  the  most  private  feelings  of  my 
heart,  you  know  them  all.  I  have  not  a  thought 
that  is  not  wedded  to  thee :  if  I  write  ao^ht 
in  which  my  soul  expands,  thou  art  my  in* 
spiration.  1  address  myself  to  thee,  aa  I  shall 
my  latest  sigh.  What,  then,  is  my  asylum  if 
thou  leavest  me  ?  The  arts  will  retrace  thine 
image,  music  thy  voice  ;  Genius,  which  for* 
merly  entranced  my  spirit,  is  nothing  now  but 
love,  and  unshared  with  thee  must  perish. 

**  Oh,  God !"  she  added,  raising  her  eyes  to 
heaven,  '<  deign  but  to  hear  me !  Thoa  art 
not  merciless  to  our  noblest  sorrows:  take 
back  my  life  when  he  has  ceased  to  love  :  take 
that  life  which  will  then  be  only  sufifering; 
take  the  wretched  remnant  of  an  existence 
which  can  then  aflford  me  naught  but  sufifering. 
He  carries  with  him  all  my  highest,  tenderest 
feelings :  if  he  permits  the  fire  shrined  in  his 
breast  to  be  extmguished,  wherever  I  may  be, 
my  life,  too,  will  be  quenched.  Great  Grod ! 
thou  didst  not  frame  me  to  outlive  my  better 
self,  and  what  should  I  become  in  ceasing  to 
esteem  him  ?  He  ought  to  love  me  ever — I 
feel  he  ought — my  afifection  should  conuoaad 
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Ub.    Oh!  heayenlj  Fkther!  death  or  his 

As  the  concluded  thk  prayer  she  turned  to 
OsviM,  and  beheld  him  prostrated  before  her 
la  itroog  conTdsions :  he  repelled  her  cares, 
IS  if  his  reason  were  entirely  lost.  Corinne 
geatlj  pressed  his  hand,  repeating  to  him  all 
he  lad  nid  to  her,  assuring  him  that  she  re- 
iied  on  his  return.  Her  words  somewhat 
4«iBpOBed  him;  jet  the  nearer  the  hour  of 
Mpiration  drew  the  more  impossible  it  seemed 
to  pirt.  "Why,"  he  said,  "should  we  not 
g3  to  the  altar  and  at  once  take  our  eternal 
«atbr'  All  the  firmness,  all  the  pride  o£Le 
Coriime  reTived  at  these  words.     Oswald  hanf  8( 


far  too  wretched  to  exist  without  it.  Wh 
she  arose,  she  held  forth  her  hand  to  Neh 
saying, — ^"'Now  I  can  bid  you  farewell- 
moment  more,  and,  perhaps,  1  could  not.  M 
God  protect  your  steps,  and  mine, — for  I  mu 
need  his  care ! -'  Oswald  flung  himself  on 
more  into  her  arms,  trembling  and  pale  li 
one  prepared  for  torture,  and  left  the  rooi 
where,  perhaps,  for  the  last  time,  he  h 
loved,  and  felt  himself  beloyed,  as  few  ha 
erer  been,  or  ever  can  be. 

When  he  disappeared,  a  horrid  palpitatit 

attacked  Corinne ;  she  could   not   breathi 

very  thing  she  beheld  looked  unreal ;  objec 

seemed  vanishing  from  her  sight ;  the  chat 


loU  her  that  a  woman^s  grief  once  before  sub*^  .her  tottering  as  from  a  shock  of  earthquak 


|M  him,  but  his  love  had  chilled  with  every 

ifiee  he  made.     After  a  moment's  silence, 

replied, — *'  No,  you  must  see  your  coun- 

aod  your  friends  before   you  adopt  thisi 

Nation.    I  owe  it  now,  my  lord,  to  the' 

p  of  parting,  and  I  will  not  accept  it." 

took  her  hand.     "  At  least,"  he  said,  "  I 

iKtr  again  my  faith  is  bound  to  this  ring ; 

fUe  you  preserve  it,  never  shall  another  at- 

^  a  right  over  my  actions ;  if  you  at  last 

i^  me,  and  send  it  back — "    "  Cease,"  she 

iKerposed,  "  cease  to  talk  of  a  fear  you  never 

te;  I  cannot  be  the  first  to  break  our  sacred 

i^aod  almost  blush  to  assure  you  of  what 

1*1  bat  too  well  know  already." 

Keanwhile  the  time  advanced.      Corinne 

BKd  pile  at  every  sound.     Nelvil  remained 

^spoeehless  grief  beside  her ;  at  last  a  light 

^Biaied  through  the  window,  and  the  black, 

cuie-like  gondola  stopped  before  the  door. 

^ne  uttered  a  scream  of  terror,  and  fell 

■^Qswald^s  arms,  crying,  "They  are  here 

*-*&a— leave  me— all  is  over !"    "  Oh  God, 

^iDy father!"  he  exclaimed;  "what  do  ye 

^  ttof  me  1"     He  embraced  and  wept  over 

_^  beloved,  who  continued, — "Go!  it  must 

fc  done-go !"     «  Let  me  call  Th^r^sina,"  he 

^;  "I  cannot  leave    you    thus    alone." 

^hoc !"  she  repeated ;  "  shall  I  not  be  alone 

■  jofl return  ?"     "I  cannot  quit  this  room  ?. 

'h  impossible,^  he  articulated,  with  despera* 

I'Well,"  said  Corinne;  "then  it  is  I 

^  -  give  the  signal.     I  will  open  the  door ; 

*  vhea  I  have  done  so,  spare  me  a  few 

Jrt instants."     "Yes,  yes,"  he  murmured, 

K  OS  be  still  together,  though  these  cruel 

*fc«B  are  ecen  worse  than  absence."   They 

^lieaid  the  boatmen  calling  up  Lord  Nel- 

k  Krvants ;  one  of  whom  soon  tapped  at 

ioor,  inform iog  him  that  all  was  ready, — 

M  is  ready,"   echoed  Corinne,  and  knelt 

'  his  father's  portrait.     Doubtless  her 

^  life  then  passed  in  review  before  her ; 

exaggerated  every  fault,  and  feared  her- 

onworthy  of  Divine  compassion,  though 


For  a  quarter  of  an  hour  she  heard  the  se 
vants  completing  the  preparations  for  th 
journey.  He  was  still  near ;  she  might  y 
Again  behold  him,  speak  to  him  once  mor< 
but  sSe  would  not  trust  herself.  Oswald  It 
almost  senseless  in  the  gondola :  at  last 
rowed  away  ;  and  at  that  moment  Corinne  fit 
forth  to  recall  him ;  but  Th^r^sina  stoppi 
her.  A  heavy  rain  was  falling,  and  a  hi| 
wind  arose  :  the  house  was  now,  indeed,  shal 
en  like  a  ship  at  sea,  and  Oswald  had 
cross  the  Lagan e  fn  such  weather !  Corini 
descended,  purposing  to  follow  him,  at  lea 
till  he  should  land  in  safety ;  but  it  was  i 
dark  that  not  a  single  gondola  was  plying 
she  walked,  in  dreadful  agitation,  the  narro 
pavement  that  divides  the  houses  from  tl 
water.  The  storm  increased  :  she  called'  u] 
on  the  boatmen,  who  mistook  her  cries  f 
those  of  some  poor  creature  drowning, — ^y 
no  one  dared  approach,  the  waves  oC  the  grai 
canal  had  swollen  so  formidably.  Corini 
remained  till  daybreak  in  this  state ;  mea: 
while  the  tempest  ceased.  One  of  the  go! 
doliers  brought  word  from  Oswald  that  he  h^ 
crossed  securely.  That  moment  was  almo 
a  happy  one  ;  and  it  was  some  hours  ere  tl 
unfortunate  Corinne  again  felt  the  full  weig 
of  absence,  and  entered  upon  those  long,  m 
days  which  anxiety  and  grief  were  hencefor 
alone  to  occupy. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

DuRiiro  the  first  part  of  his  journey,  0 
wald  was  frequently  on  the  point  of  returninj 
but  the  motives  for  perseverance  vanquish* 
this  desire.  We  make  a  solemn  step  towari 
the  limits  of  Lovers  empire,  when  we  ha< 
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once  disobeyed  him — ^the  dream  of  his  resist- 
lessness  is  over.  On  spproachiDg  England, 
all  Oswald's  homefelt  recollections  returned. 
The  year  he  had  passed  abroad  had  no  cod« 
nection  with  any  other  era  of  his  life.  A^ 
glorious  apparition  had  charmed  his  fancy, 
but  could  i>ot  change  the  tastes,  the  opinions, 
of  which  his  existence  had  been,  till  then, 
composed.  He  regained  AuTwe//*;  and  though 
regret  prevented  his  yet  feeling  any  delight, 
his  thoughts  began  to  steady  from  the  Italian 
intoxication  which  had  unsettled  them.  Na 
sooner  had  he  landed  than  his  mind  was  struck 
with  the  ease,  the  order,  the  wealth,  and  in- 
dustry he  looked  on ;  the  habits  and  inclina- 
tions to  which  he  was  bom  waked  with  more 
force  than  ever. 

In  a  land  where  men  have  so  much  dignity, 
and  women  so  much  virtue,  where  domestic 
peace  is  the  basis  of  public  welfare,  Oswald 
could  but  remember  Italy  to  pity  her.  Here 
he  saw  the  stamp  of  human  reason  upon  all 
things ;  while  there  he  had  found,  in  social 
life  as  in  public  institutions,  nothing  but  coo- 
fusion,  weakness,  and  ignorance.'  Painting 
and  poetry  gave  place  in  his  heart  to  freedom 
and  to  morals ;  and,  much  as  he  loved  Co- 
rinne,  he  gently  blamed  her  for  wearying  of  a 
race  so  wise,  so  noble.  Had  he  \e{i  her  ima- 
ginative land  for  one  of  bare  frivolity,  he 
would  have  pined  for  it  still ;  but  now  he  ex- 
changed the  vague  yearnings  after  romantic' 
rapture,  for  pride  in  the  truest  blessings — se- 
curity and  independence.  He  returned  to  a 
career  that  suits  man's  mind — action  that  has 
an  aim!  Reverie  may  be  the  heritage  of 
women,  weak  and  resigned  from  their  birth ; 
but  man  would  win  what  he  desires :  his 
courage  exasperates  him  against  his  fate,  un- 
less he  can  direct  it  by  his  will. 

In  London,  Oswald  met  his  early  friends  : 
he  heard  that  language  so  condensed  in  power, 
that  it  seems  to  imply  more  thoughts  than  it 
expresses.  Again  he  saw  those  serious  coun- 
tenances that  landle  or  that  melt  so  suddenly, 
when  deep  affections  triumph  over  their  habit 
of  reserve.  He  once  more  tasted  the  plea- 
sure of  making  discoveries  in  hearts  which 
reveal  themselves  by  degrees  to  the  observant 
eye.  In  fine,  he  felt  himself  in  his  own  land, 
and  those  who  have  never  left  it  know  not  by 
how  many  links  it  is  endeared  to  them.  The 
image  of  Corinne  mingled  with  all  these  im- 
pressions :  and  the  more  reluctant  he  felt  to 
leave  his  country,  the  more  he  wished  to 
marry,  and  6x  himself  in  Scotland  with  her. 
He  was  even  impatient  to  embark  that  he 
might  return  the  sooner ;  but  the  expedition 
was  suspended,  though  still  liable  to  be  or- 
dered abroad  immediately.  No  officer,  there- 
fore, oould  dispose  of  his  time  even  for  a  fort- 


night. Lord  Nelvil  doablT  felt  his  aepBiatioD 
from  Corinne,  having  neither  leisure  nor  lib* 
erty  to  form  any  decided  plan.  He  passed 
six  weeks  in  London,  fretted  by  every  mo- 
ment  thus  lost  to  her.  Finally,  he  resolved 
to  beguile  his  impatience  by  a  short  visit  to 
Northumberland,  with  the  view  to  influence 
Lady  Edgarmond  to  recognize  the  daughter 
of  her  late  lord,  contradict  the  report  of  her 
death,  and  correct  the  unfavorable  insinuations 
of  the  papers ;  for  he  longed  to  tender  her 
rank  and  respect  'so  thoroughly  her  due. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Oswald  reflected  with  emotion  that  he  was 
about  to  behold  the  scene  in  which  Corinne 
had  passed  so  many  years.  He  felt  embar- 
rassed by  the  necessity  of  informing  Lady 
Edgarmond  that  he  could  not  make  Lucy  hia 
wife.  The  north  of  England,  too,  remiiided 
him  of  Scotland,  and  the  memory  of  his  fa- 
ther was  never  absent  from  his  mind. 

When  he  reached  Lady  Edgarmond^s 
estate,  he  was  struck  by  the  good  taste  which 
pervaded  its  grounds  ;  and,  as  the  mistress  of 
the  mansion  was  not  ready  to  receive  him,  he 
walked  awhile  in  the  park  :  through  its  foliage 
he  beheld  a  youthful  and  elegant  figure  read- 
ing with  much  attention*  A  beautiful  fair 
curl,  escaping  from  her  bonnet,  told  him  that 
this  was  Lucy,  whom  three  years  had  im- 
proved from  child  to  woman.  He  approached 
her,  bowed,  and  forgetting  where  he  was, 
would  have  imprinted  a  respectful  kiss  upon 
her  hand,  after  the  Italian  mode ;  but  the 
young  lady  drew  back,  and,  blushing  as  she 
courtesied,  replied,  **  I  will  inform  my  mother, 
sir,  that  you  desire  to  see  her.*'  She  with- 
drew, and  Nelvil  remained  awed  by  the  mod- 
est air  of  that  angelic  face.  Lucy  had  just 
entered  her  sixteenth  year  ;  her  features  were 
extremely  delicate ;  she  had  a  little  outgrown 
her  strength,  as  might  be  judged  by  her  gait 
and  mutable  comj^xion.  Her  blue  eyes 
were  so  downcast,  that  her  countenance  owed 
its  chief  attraction  to  those  rapid  changes  of 
color,  which  alone  betrayed  her  feelings.  Os- 
wald, since  he  had  dwelt  in  the  south,  had 
never  beheld  this  species  of  expression.  He 
reproached  himself  for  having  accosted  her 
with  such  familiarity  ;  and,  as  he  followed  her 
to  the  Castle,  mused  on  the  perfect  innocence 
of  a  girl  who  had  never  left  her  mother,  nor 
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fidtfloe  emotion  stronger  than  filial  tender- 

Lady  Edgarmond  was  alone  when  she  re- 
eeired  bim.  He  had  seen  her  twice,  some 
years  before,  without  any  particular  notice  ; 
bot  DOW  he  obserred  her  carefully,  comparing 
her  with  the  descriptions  of  Corione.  He 
foand  them  correct  in  many  respects ;  yet  he  i 
thought  that  he  detected  more  sensibility  thair, 
ihe  had  done,  not  being  accustomed,  like  him- 
wlf,  to  guess  what  such  self-regulated  physi- 
ogDOiaies  conceal.  His  first  anxiety  was  on 
Pmaae*s  account,  and  he  begaii  the  conver- 
ation  by  praising  Italy.  '*  It  is  an  amusing 
reeidence  for  men,"  returned  Lady  Edgar- 

d ;  "  but  I  should  be  very  sorry  if  any 
Topnan,  in  whom  I  felt  an  interest,  could  long 
he  pleased  with  it."  "  And  yet,"  continued 
Onrald,  already  hurt  by  this  insinuation,  '*  I 
fmiod  there  the  meet  distinguished  woman  I 
erer  met."  "  Probably,  as  to  mental  attain- 
ments; but  an  honorable  man  seeks  other 
qualities  in  the  companion  of  his  life."  "  And 
he  woald  find  them !"  he  said  warmly :  he 
ttigbt  have  made  his  meaning  clear  at  once, 

I  hat  that  Lucy  entered,  and  said  a  few  words 
SfUt  to  her  mother,  who  replied  aloud,  *'  No, 
isy  dear,  yon  cannot  go  to  your  cousin^s  to- 
vy.  Lord  Nelvil  dines  here."  Lucy  blushed, 
leated  herself  beside  her  mother,  and  took  up 
her  embroidery,  from  which  she  never  raised 
Wr  eyes,  nor  did  she  niter  a  syllable. 

Nelvil  was  almost  angry :  it  was  most  pro- 
^le  that  Lucy  knew  there  had  been  some 
i^.  of  their  union  :  he  remembered  all  Co- 
liai^  had  said  on  the  probable  efiects  of  the 
i^ere  edacation  Lady  Edgarmond  would 
pH  her  daughter.  In  England  young  girls 
tte  uoally  more  at  liberty  than  married  wo- 
ven: reason  and  morality  alike  favor  their 
Vnvileges ;  but  Lady  Edgarmond  would  have 
hd  all  females  thus  rigorously  secluded, 
f^nald  could  not,  before  Lucy,  explain  his 
ttentioos  relative  to  Corinne ;  and  Lady  Ed- 
pmofid  kept  up  a  discourse  on  other  subjects, 
*ah  a  firm  and  simple  good  sense,  that  ex- 
tvted  his  deference.  He  would  have  com- 
^  her  strict  ofnnions,  but  he  felt  that  if  he 
*Kd  one  word  in  a  dififerent  acceptation  from 
^  own,  she  would  form  an  opinion  which 
Mhiog  could  eflface ;  and  he  hesitated  at  this 
flit  step,  so  irreparable  with  a  person  who 
will  make  no  individual  exceptions,  but  judges 
crerything  by  fixed  and  general  rules.  Din- 
ift  was  announced ;  and  Lucy  offered  her 
*na  to  Lady  EMgarmond.  Oswald  then  first 
^iieovered  that  bis  hostess  walked  with  great 
fifieulty.  "  I  am  suffering,"  she  said,  **  from 
a  painful,  perhaps  a  fatal  ailment."  Lucy 
tanied  peJe ;  and  her  mother  resumed,  with  a 
■ore  gentle  eheorfolness,  ''My  daughter's 


attention  has  once  saved  my  life,  and  may 
preserve  it  long."  Lucy  bent  her  head,  and 
when  she  raised  it,  her  lashes  were  still  wet 
with  tears ;  yet  she  dared  not  even  take  her 
mother's  hand  :  all  had  passed  at  the  bottom 
of  her  heart ;  and  she  was  only  conscious  of 
a  stranger's  presence,  from  the  necessity  of 
concealing  her  agitation.  Oswald  deeply  felt 
this  restraint  of  hers,  and  his  mind,  so  lately 
thrilled  by  passionate  eloquence,  refreshed 
itself  by  contemplating  so  chastely  simple  a 
picture.  Lucy  seemed  enveloped  in  some 
immaculate  veil,  that  sweetly  baffled  his  spe- 
culations. During  dinner  she  spared  her  mo- 
ther from  all  fatigue — serving  everything  her- 
self; and  Nelvil  only  heard  her  voice  when 
she  offered  to  help  him  ;  but  these  common- 
place courtesies  were  performed  with  such 
enchanting  grace,  that  he  asked  himself  bow 
it  was  possible  for  such  slight  actions  to  be- 
tray 80  much  soul.  "One  must  have,"  he 
said  to  himself,  "  either  the  genius  of  Corinne, 
that  surpasses  all  one  could  .imagine,  or  this^ 
pure  unconscious  mystery,  whichleaves  every 
man  free  to  suppose  whatever  virtue  he  pre- 
fers." 

The  mother  and  daughter  rose  from  table : 
he  would  have  followed  them ;  but  her  Lady- 
ship adhered  so  scrupulously  to  old  customs, 
that  she  begged  he  would  wait  till  they  sent 
to  let  him  know  the  tea  was  ready.  He  joined 
them  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Most  part  of 
the  evening  passed  without  his  having  one 
opportunity  of  speaking  to  Lady  Edgarmond 
as  he  designed.  He  was  about  to  depart  for 
the  town,  purposing  to  return  on  the  morrow, 
when  his  hostess  offered  him  a  room  in  the 
castle.  He  accepted  it  without  deliberation ; 
but  repented  his  readiness,  on  perceiving  that 
1 '  it  seemed  to  be  taken  as  a  proof  of  his  incli- 
nation towards  Lucy.  This  was  but  an  addi- 
tional motive  for  his  renewing  the  conversa- 
tion respecting  Corinne.  Lady  Edgarmond 
proposed  a  turn  in  the  garden.  Oswald  offered 
her  his  arm :  she  looked  at  him  steadfastly, 
and  then  said,  "  I  will  take  it :  I  thank  you." 
Lucy  resigned  her  parent  to  Nelvil,  but  timidly 
whispered,  "Pray,  my  lord,  walk  slowly!" 
He  started  at  this  first  private  intelligence 
with  her :  those  pitying  tones  were  just  such 
as  he  might  have  expected  from  a  being  above 
all  earthly  passions.  He  did  not  think  his 
sense  of  such  a  moment  any  (reason  to  Co- 
rinne. Thev  returned  for  evening  prayer,  at 
which  her  ladyship  always  assembled  her 
household  in  the  great  hall.  Most  of  them 
were  very  infirm,  havinj^  served  the  fathers 
of  Lord  and  Lady  Edgarmond.  Oswald  was 
thus  reminded  of  his  paternal  home.  Every 
one  knelt,  except  Lady  Edgarmond,  who, 
prevented  by  her   lameness,  listened   with 
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folded  hands  and  downcast  eyes  in  reverent 
silence.  Lucy  was  on  her  knees  beside  her 
parent :  it  was  her  duty  to  read  the  seryice ; 
a  chapter  of  the  Gospel,  followed  by  a  prayer 
adapted  to  domestic  country  life,  composed  by 
her  mother :  its  somewhat  austere  expressions 
added  to  the  efTect  of  the  closing  wonls  which 
Lucy  pronounced  in  a  trembling  voice. 

After  blessing  the  king  and  country,  the 
servants  and  the  kindred  of  this  family,  was 
the  following—-"  Grant  also,  O  God !  that  the 
young  daughter  of  this  house  may  live  and 
die  with  soul  unsullied  by  a  single  thought  or 
feeling  that  conforms  not  with  her  duty ;  and 
that  her  mother,  who  must  soon  return  to  thee 
for  judgment,  may  have  some  claim  on  pardon 
for  her  faults,  in  the  virtues  of  her  only 
child!" 

Lucy  said  this  prayer  daily ;  but  now  Os- 
wald's presence  so  affected  her,  that  tears, 
which  she  strove  to  conceal,  flowed  down  her 
cheeks.  He  was  touched  with  respectful 
tenderness,  as  he  gazed  on  the  almost  infant- 
ine face,  that  looked  as  if  it  still  remembered 
having  dwelt  in  heaven.  Its  beauty,  thusj 
surrounded  by  age  and  decrepitude,  was  air 
image  of  divine  commiseration.  He  reflected 
on  her  lonely  life,  deprived  of  all  the  plea- 
sures, all  the  flatteries,  due  to  her  youth  and 
charms  :  his  soul  melted  towards  her.  The 
mother  of  Lucy,  too,  he  found  a  person  more 
severe  to  herself  than  to  others.  The  limits 
of  her  mind  might  rather  be  attributed  to  the 
strength  of  her  principles  than  to  any  natural 
deficiencies:  the  asperity  of  her  character 
was  acquired  from  repressed  impulses ;  and, 
as  Corinne  had  said,  her  afl^ection  for  her  child 
gained  force  from  this  extreme  control  of  all 
otmrs. 

By  ten  in  the  evening  all  was  silent  through- 
out the  castle,  and  Oswald  left  to  muse  over 
his  few  last  hours  :  he  owned  not  to  himself 
that  Lucy  had  made  an  impression  on  his 
heart ;  perhaps,  as  yet,  this  was  not  the  ease ; 
but  in  spite  of  the  thousand  attractions  Co- 
rinne offered  to  his  fancy,  there  was  one  class 
of  ideas,  which  could  harmonize  only  with 
Lucy.  Images  of  domestic  felicity  associated 
better  with  a  retreat  in  Northumberland  than 
with  a  coronation  at  the  Capitol :  in  fine,  he 
remembered  which  of  these  sisters  his  father, 
had  selected  for  him :  but  he  loved  Corinne, 
was  beloved  by  her,  had  given  her  his  faith, 
and  therefore  persisted  in  his  intention  of  con- 
fiding this  to  Lady  Edgarmonil  on  the  morrow. 
He  fell  asleep  thinking  of  Italy,  but  still  the 
form  of  Lucy  flitted  lightly  before  him.  He 
awoke :  when  he  slept  again,  the  same  dream 
returned  ;  at  last  this  ethereal  shape  seemed 
flying  from  him,  he  strove  to  detain  her,  and 
started  op^  as  she  disappeared,  fearing  her 


lost  to  him.    The  day  had  broken,  and  he  left 
his  room  to  enjoy  a  morning  walk. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

The  sun. had  just  risen.  Oswald  supposed 
that  no  one  was  yet  stirring,  till  he  perceived 
Lucy  upon  the  balcony  already  engaged  in 
drawing.  Her  hair,  not  yet  fastened,  was 
waving  in  the  gale :  she  looked  so  like  his 
dream,  that  for  a  moment  he  started,  as  if  he 
had  beheld  a  spirit,  but  he  immediately  after 
felt  ashamed  at  having  been  so  affected  by 
such  a  natural  circumstance.  He  remained 
for  some  time  before  the  balcony,  but  she  did 
not  perceive  him.  As  he  pursued  his  walk, 
he  wished  more  than  ever  for  the  presence 
that  would  have  dissipated  these  half-formed 
impressions.  Lucy  was  an  enigma,  which 
Corinne^s  genius  could  have  solved ;  without 
her  aid,  it  took  a  thousand  changeful  forms  in 
his  mind's  eye.  He  re-entered  the  drawinff- 
room,  and  found  Lucy  placing  her  morning^s 
work  in  a  little  brown  frame,  facing  her  mo- 
ther's tea-table.  It  was  a  white  rose,  on  its 
leafy  stalk,  finished  to  perfection.  "You 
draw,  then  V  he  said.  "No,  my  lord,"  she 
answered  ;  "  I  merely  copy  the  easiest  flowers 
I  can  find  :  there  is  no  master  near  us :  the 
little  I  ever  learnt  I  owe  to  a  sister  who  used 
to  give  me  lessons."  She  sighed.  "  And 
what  is  become  of  her?"  asked  Oswald. 
"  She  is  dead ;  but  I  shall  always  regret  her.*^ 
He  found  that  she,  too,  had  been  deceived ; 
but  her  confession  of  regret  evinced  so  amia- 
ble a  disposition,  that  he  felt  more  pleased, 
more  affected,  than  before.  Lucy  was  about 
to  retire,  remembering  that  she  was  alone 
with  Lord  Nelvil,  when  Lady  Edgarmond 
joined  them.  She  looked  on  her  daughter 
with  surprise  and  displeasure,  and  motioned  i 
her  to  withdraw.  This  first  informed  Oswald, 
that  Lucy  had  done  something  very  eztraor-  I 
dinary,  in  remaining  a  few  minutes  with  him 
out  of  her  mothers  presence;  and  he  was 
as  much  gratified  as  he  would  have  been  by/ 
a  decided  mark  of  preference  under  othet 
auspices. 

Lady  Eklgarmond  took  her  seat,  and  dis- 
missed the  servants  who  had  supported  her 
to  the  sofa.  She  was  pale,  and  her  lips 
trembled  as  she  offered  a  cup  of  tea  to  Lord 
Nelvil.  These  symptoms  increased  his  own 
embarrassment ;  yet,  animated  by  zeal  for  her 
he  loved,  he  began,   "  Lady  £dgarmond«   I 
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kT6  often  in  Italy  seen  a  female  paTticnlarly 
mteicsdog  to  yoo/'  "  I  cannot  believe  it," 
sho  aoBwered,  drily  :  "  no  one  there  interests 
me."  ''I  shoold  think  that  the  daughter  of} 
jooT  husband  had  some  claim  on  your  affei 
tioo."  *'  If  the  daughter  of  my  husband 
indifferent  to  her  duties  and  reputation,  though 
I  aorely  cannot  wish  her  any  ill,  I  shall  be 
jm  glad  to  hear  no  more  of  her.'^  "  But," 
aud  Oswald,  quickly,  *^  if  the  woman  your 
LidTship  deserts  is  celebrated  by  the  world 
for  her  great  and  varied  talents,  will  you  for 
erer  thus  disdain  her  t"  *'  Not  the  less,  sir, 
for  the  abilities  that  wean  her  from  her  right- 
fill  ooeapations.  There  are  plenty  of  actresses, 
utisu,  and  musicians,  to  amuse  society:  in 
oor  rank,  a  woman's  only  becoming  station  is 
tint  which  devotes  her  to  her  husband  and 
children.'*  **  Madam,"  returned  Oswald, 
**raeh  talents  cannot  exist  without  an  elevated 
efauaeter  and  a  generous  heart :  do  you  cen- 
nre  them  for  extending  the  mind,  and  giving 
t  more  vast,  more  general  influence  to  virtue 
ittelf  t"  **  Virtue !"  she  repeated,  with  a  hit- 
ler smile ;  ^  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  the 
word,  80  applied.  Tho  virtue  of  a  young  wo- 
lun,  who  flies  from  her  father's  home,  esta- 
blidies  herself  in  Italy,  leads  the  most  inde- 
pendent life,  receiving  all  kinds  of  homage,  to 
tty  no  worse,  setting  an  example  pernicious 
to  others  as  to  herself,  abandoning  her  rank, 

her  &mily ,  her  name ^    "  Madam,"  inter- 

npted  Oswald,  *'  she  sacrificed  her  name  to 
70a,  and  to  your  daughter,  whom  she  feared 
to  injnre."  "  She  knew  that  she  dishonored 
it,  then,"  replied  the  step-mother.  "  This  is 
too  much,"  said  Oswald,  violently  :  "  Corinne 
Bdgannond  will  soon  be  Lady  Nelvil,  and  we 
M  then  see  if  you  blush  to  acknowledge  the 
^ghter  of  your  lord.  You  confound  with 
tlto  volgar  herd  a  being  gifted  like  no  other 
vomau — an  angel  of  goodness,  tender  and 
tnud  at  heart,  as  she  is  sublime  of  soul.  She 
tty  have  had  her  faults,  if  that  innate  supe- 
noiitythat  could  not  conform  with  common 
nlea  be  one,  but  a  single  deed  or  word  of  hers 
■ight  well  efface  them  all.  She  will  more 
Itooor  the  man  she  chooses  to  protect  her  than 
coold  the  empress  of  a  world."  **  It  may  be. 
By  Lord,"  said  Lady  Edgarmond,  making  an 
effort  to  restrain  her  feelings,  "  that  you  will 
Winze  me  as  narrow-minded  ;*  but  nothing 
TOO  can  say  will  change  me.  I  understand 
Immorality,  an  exact  observance  of  established/ 
nles,  beyond  which,  fine  qualities  misapplied 
fifcaerve,  at  best,  but  pity."  "The  world 
I  wonid  have  been  very  sterile,  my  Lady,"  said 
Oswald,  '*  had  it  always  thought  as  you  do  of 
genias  and  enthusiasm  :  human  nature  would 
late  become  a  thing  of  mere  formalities.  But, 
Bot  to  continue  this  fruitless  discussion,  I  will 


only  ask,  if  you  mean  to  acknowledge  your 
step-daughter,  when  she  is  my  wifet" 
"Still  less  on  that  account,"  answered  her 
Ladyship :  "  I  owe  your  father's  memory  my 
exertions  to  prevent  so  fatal  an  union,  if  I 
can."  "  My  father !"  repeated  Nelvil,  always 
agitated  by  that  name.  "  Are  you  ignorant," 
she  continued,  "  that  he  refused  her  hand  for 
you  ere  she  bad  committed  any  actual  fault, 
foreseeing,  with  the  perfect  sagacity  that  so 
characterized  him,  what  she  would  one  day 
become  t"  "  How,  madam !  what  more  know 
you  of  this  1"  "  Your  father's  letter  to  Lord 
ISdgarmond  on  the  subject,"  interrupted  the 
lady,  "  is  in  the  hands  of  his  old  friend,  Mr. 
Dickson.  I  sent  it  to  him,  when  I  heard  of 
your  connection  with  this  Corinne,  that  you 
might  read  it  on  your  return :  it  would  not 
have  become  me  to  retain  it." 

Oswald,  after  a  few  moments'  silence,  re- 
sumed : — ^**  I  ask  your  Ladyship  but  for  an  aot 
"of  justice,  due  to  vourself,  that  is,  to  receive 
your  husband's  daughter  as  she  deserves." 
"  I  shall  not,  in  any  way,  my  Lord,  contribute 
to  your  misery.  If  her  present  nameless  and 
unmatronized  existence  be  an  obstacle  to  your 
marrying  her,  God,  and  your  father,  forbid 
that  I  should  remove  it !"  "  Madam,"  he  ex- 
claimed, "her  misfortunes  are  but  added 
chains  that  bind  me  to  her."  "  Well,"  re^ 
plied  Lady  Edgarmond,  with  an  impetuosity 
to  which  she  would  not  have  given  way  had 
not  her  own  child  been  thus  deprived  of  a 
suitable  husband,  "  well,  render  yourselves 
wretched,  then !  for  she  will  be  so  too :  she 
hates  this  country,  and  never  will  comply 
with  its  manners :  this  is  no  theatre  for  the 
versatile  talents  you  so  prize,  and  which  ren- 
der her  so  fastidious.  She  will  carry  you 
back  to  Italy  :  you  will  forswear  your  friends 
and  native  land,  for  a  foreigner  attractive  I 
confess,  but  one  who  could  forget  you,  if  you 
wished  it.  For  there  is  nothing  more  change- 
ful than  those  flighty  spirits :  deep  griefs  were 
made  for  the  women  you  deem  so  common- 
place, those  who  live  but  for  their  homes  and 
families."  This  was,  perhaps,  the  first  time 
in  her  life  that  Lady  £dgarmond  had  spoken 
on  impulse :  it  shook  her  weakened  nerves ; 
and,  as  she  ceased,  she  sunk  back,  half  faint- 
ing.    Oswald  ran^  loudly  for  help. 

Lucy  ran  in  alarmed,  hastened  to  revive 
her  parent,  and  cast  on  Nelvil  an  uneasy  look 
that  seemed  to  say,  "  Is  it  you  who  have  ma% 
my  mother  so  ill  V  He  felt  this  deeply,  and 
strove  to  atone  by  attentions  to  Lady  Edgar- 
mond ;  but  she  repulsed  him  coldly,  blushing 
to  think  that  she  had  not  respected  her  own 
pride  in  her  daughter  by  betraying  this  anxiety 
to  secure  her  a  reluctant  bridegroom.  She 
bade  Lucy  leave  them ;  and  then  said,  calmly, 
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"My  Lord,at  all  events,  IbegUtttyoa  will  con- 
sider yourself  free.  My  daughter  is  so  young, 
that  she  is  in  no  way  concerned  in  Che  project 
formed  by  your  father  and  myself;  but  that 
being  changed,  it  would  be  an  indecorum  for 
me  to  receive  you  until  sl^  is  married."  Nel- 
Til  bowed.  **  I  will  content  myself,  then,"  he 
said,  "  with  writing  to  you  on  the  fate  of  a 
person  whom  I  can  never  desert."  **You 
are  the  master  of  your  conduct,"  concluded 
Lady  Edgarmond,  in  a  smothered  voice  ;  and 
Oswald  departed.  "^ 

In  riding  down  the  avenue,  he  perceived,  at 
a  distance,  the  elegant  figure  of  young  Lucy. 
He  checked  his  horse  to  look  on  her  once 
more,  and  it  appeared  that  she  took  the  same 
direction  with  himself.  The  high  road  passed 
before  a  summer-house,  at  the  end  of  the  park ; 
he  saw  her  enter  it,  and  went  by  with  some 
reluctance,  unable  to  discern  her  ;  he  fre- 
quently turned  his  head,  and,  at  a  point  from 
which  the  road  was  best  commanded,  observed 
a  slight  movement  among  the  trees.  He 
stopped;  it  ceased:  uncertain  whether  he 
had  guessed  correctly,  he  proceeded,  then 
abruptly  rode  back  with  the  speed  of  light- 
ning, as  if  he  had  dropped  something  by  the 
way ;  there,  indeed,  he  saw  her,  on  the  edge 
of  the  bank,  and  bowed  respectfully  :  she 
drew  down  her  veil,  and  hastily  concealed 
herself  in  the  thicket,  forgetting  that  she  thoa 
tacitly  avowed  the  motive  which  had  brought 
her  there.  The  poor  child  had  never  felt  so 
guilty  in  her  life,  as  in  this  desire  to  see  Lord 
Nelvil  as  he  passed ;  and  far  from  thinking  of 
simply  returning  his  salute,  she  feared  that 
she  must  have  lost  his  good  opinion  by  having 
been  so  forward.  Oswald  felt  flattered  by 
this  blameless  and  timorous  sincerity.  "  No 
one,"  thought  he,  "  could  be  more  candid  than 
Corinne ;  but  then,  no  one  better  knew  her- 
self or  others.  Lucy  has  all  to  learn.  Yet 
this  charm  of  the  day,  could  it  suffice  for  a 
life  ?  this  pfetty  ignorance  cannot  endure ; 
and  since  we  mnst  penetrate  the  secrets  of 
our  own  hearts  at  last,  is  not  the  candor  which 
survives  such  examination  worth  more  than 
that  which  precedes  itV*  This  comparison, 
he  believed,  was  but  an  amusement  to  his 
mind,  which  could  never  occupy  it  more 
gravely. 


CHAPTER  VIL 

Oswald  proceeded  to  Scotland.    The  effect 
of  Lucy^s  presence,  and  the  sentiment  he  still 


/eh  for  Corinne,  alike  gave  place  to  the 
(  lions  that  were  awakened  by  the  ught  of 
scenes  where  he  had  dwelt  with  his  &ther. 
He  upbraided  himself  with  the  dissipations  in 
which  he  had  spent  the  last  year ;  fearii^ 
that  he  was  no  longer  worthy  to  re-enter  the 
abode  he  now  wished  he  had  never  quitted. 
Alas!  after  the  loss  of  life's  dearest. object, 
how  can  we  be  content  with  ourselves,  unless 
in  perfect  retirement!  We  cannot  mix  in 
society  without,  in  some  way,  neglecting  oar 
worship  of  the  dead.  In  vain  their  memory 
reigns  in  the  hearths  core ;  we  lend  ourselves 
to  the  activity  of  the  living,  which  banishee 
the  thought  of  death  as  painml  and  unavailing. 
If  solitude  prolongs  not  our  regrets,  life,  as  it 
is,  calls  back  the  most  feeling  minds«  renews 
their  interests,  their  passions.  This  imperi- 
ous necessity  is  one  of  the  sad  conditions  of 
human  nature ;  and,  although  decreed  by  Pro- 
vidence— ^that  man  may  support  the  idea  of 
death,  both  for  himself  and  others, — ^yet  oAen, 
in  the  midst  of  our  enjoyments,  we  feel  re- 
morse at  being  still  capable  of  them,  and 
seem  to  hear  a  resigned,  affecting  voice  ask- 
ing us,  "  Have  you,  whom  I  so  loved,  for- 
gotten me!"  Oswald  felt  not  now  the  des- 
pair he  had  suffered  on  his  first  return  home 
after  his  father's  death,  hut  a  melancholy, 
deepened  by  his  perceiving  that  time  had 
accustomed  every  one  else  to  the  loss  he  still 
deplored.  The  servants  no  longer  thought  it 
'their  duty  to  speak  of  their  late  lord;  his 
place  in  the  rank  of  life  was  filled ;  c^dren 
grow  up  as  substitutes  for  their  sires.  Os- 
wald shut  himself  in  his  father's  room,  for 
lonely  meditation.  ''Oh,  human  destiny!" 
he  sighed,  ''what  would'st  thou  havet  so 
much  life  perish  I  so  many  thoughts  expire  1 
No,  no !  my  only  friend  hears  me,  yet  sees 
ray  tears,  is  present,— our  immortal  spirits 
still  commune.  Oh,  God !  be  thou  my  guide. 
Those  iron  souls,  that  seem  immovable  as  na- 
ture's rocks,  know  not  the  vacillations  and 
repentance  of  the  sensitive,  the  conscientious, 
who  cannot  take  one  step  without  the  fear  of 
strayiuff  from  the  right.  They  seek  the  guid- 
ance of  duty,  but  duty's  self  would  vanish 
from  their  eyes,  if  the  divinity  reveal  not  the 
truth  in  their  hearts." 

In  the  evening  Oswald  roved  through  the 
favorite  walks  of  his  father.  Who  Ium  not 
hoped,  in  the  ardor  of  his  prayers,  that  the 
one  dear  shade  would  reappear,  and  miracles 
be  wrought  by  the  force  of  love  ?  Vain  trust  I 
beyond  the  tomb  we  can  see  nothing.  These 
endless  uncertainties  occupy  not  the  vulgar, 
but  the  nobler  the  mind  the  more  incontroUa* 
bly  is  it  involved  in  speculation.  While  Os* 
wald  wandered  thus  absorbed,  he  did,  indeed, 
behold  a  venerable  man  slowly  advancing  to* 
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im.  Saeh  a  sight,  st«ich  a  time  and 
plaee,  took  a  strong  effect ;  but  he  soon  re- 
eognwed  his  father's  friend,  Mr.  Dickson,  and 
with  aa  aflfeotion  whieh  he  never  felt  for  him 
befim. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

This  gentleman  in  no  way  equalled  the  pa- 
rent of  Oswald,  bat  he  was  with  him  at  bis 
death ;  and  having  been  born  in  the  same  year, 
he  seemed  to  linger  behind  bat  to  carry  Lord 
NeWil  some  tidings  of  his  son.  Oswald  of- 
fered him  his  arm  as  they  went  np  stairs ;  andx 
felt  a  pleasure  in  paying  attention  to  age,  how- 
ever little  resembling  that  of  his  father.  Mr. 
Dickson  remember^  Oswald's  birth,  and 
hesitated  not  to  speak  Ids  mind  on  all  that 
concerned  his  young  friend,  strongly  repri-|^ 
manding  his  connection  with  Corinne ;  but  his^ 
weak  arguments  would  have  gained  less  as- 
ceadencj  over  Oawald's  mind  than  those  of 
Lady  Edgarmond,  had  he  not  handed  him  the 
letter  to  which  she  alluded.  This  letter  was 
written  by  Lord  Nelvil  to  Lord  Edgarmond, 
when  he  wished  to  prevent  the  intended  mar- 
liage  between  his  son  and  Corinne,  then  Miss 
Edgarmond.  It  was  dated  in  1791,  during 
Otwald^s  first  visit  to  France.  With  much 
agitation  he  read  as  follows : — 

**  Will  you  forgive  me,  my  dear  friend,  if  I 
l^opose  a  change  of  plan  in  the  union  of  our 
finulies  1  My  son  is  more  than  a  year  young- 
er than  your  eldest  daughter ;  will  it  not  be 
better,  therefore,  to  make  choice  of  your  se- 
cond daughter  Lucy,  who  is  twelve  years 
yonnger  than  her  sister  t  I  might  confine 
inyself  to  the  subject  of  age ;  but,  as  I  knew 
idsB  Edgarmond's  when  first  I  named  my 
wishes,  I  should  deem  myself  wanting  in  con- 
fidence, if  I  did  not  tell  you  my  true  reasons 
fiyr  desirinff  that  this  marriage  may  not  take 
place,  yfe  have  known  each  other  for  twenty 
years,  and  may  speak  frankly  of  our  children, 
especially  while  they  are  young  enough  to  be 
unproved  by  our  opinions.  Your  daughter  is 
a  charming  girl,  but  I  seem  to  be  gazing  on 
one  of  those  Grecian  beaaties  who,  of  old, 
enchanted  and  subdued  the  world.  Do  not  b^ 
offended  by  this  comparison.  She  can  haVlf 
received  from  you  none  but  the  purest  princi^ 
pies ;  yet  she  certainly  loves  to  produce  an 
sifect,  and  create  a  sensation ;  she  has  more 
genius  than  self-love :  such  talents  as  hers 


'ti 


necessarily  engender  a  taste  for  display  ;  a 
I  know  no  theatre  that  could  suffice  the  act! 
ty  of  a  spirit  whose  impetuous  fancy,  and  i 
dent  feekngs,  break  out  in  each  word  s 
utters.  She  would  inevitably  wean  my  s 
from  England ;  for  such  a  woman  could  i 
be  happy  here :  Italy  alone  can  content  hi 
She  must  have  that  free  life  which  is  guid 
but  by  fantasy :  our  domestic  country  hab 
must  thwart  her  every  taste.  A  man  born 
this  happy  land  ought  to  be  in  all  things  Ei 
lish,  and  fulfil  the  duties  to  which  he  is  so  fi 
tunately  called.  In  countries  whose  politic 
institutions  give  men  such  honorable  opporl 
nities  for  public  action,  the  women  shoi 
bloom  in  the  shade :  can  you  expect  so  d 
tinguished  a  person  as  your  daughter  to 
satisfied  with  such  a  lot  ?  Take  my  advic 
Marry  her  in  Italy :  her  religion  and  maum 
suit  that  country.  If  my  son  should  wed  h 
I  am  sure  it  would  be  from  love,  for  no  o 
can  be  more  engaging :  to  please  her,  he  woi 
endeavor  to  introduce  foreign  customs  ii 
'  is  establishmeiPi,  and  would  soon  lose  his  i 
tiooal  character,  those  prejudices,  if  you  plea 
to  call  them  so,  which  unite  us  with  each  othi 
and  render  us  a  body  free  but  indissoluble, 
which  can  only  be  broken  up  by  the  death 
its  last  member.  My  son  could  not  be  cc 
tented  where  his  wife  was  unhappy:  he 
sensitive,  even  to  weakness ;  and  his  ezpatr 
tion,  if  I  lived  to  see  it,  would  render  me  m< 
miserable  ;  not  merely  as  deprived  of  my  si 
but  as  knowinff  him  lost  to  the  glory  of  sei 
ing  his  native  land. 

*'  Is  it  worthy  a  son  of  our  mountains 
drag  on  a  useless  life  amid  the  pleasures 
Italy  f  A  Scottish  cidsbeo  of  his  own  wi 
if  not  of  some  other  man^s !  Neither  t 
guide  nor  the  prop  of  his  family !  I  even  i 
joice  that  Oswald  is  now  in  France,  and  si 
unknown  to  a  lady  whose  empire  over  h 
would  be  too  great.  I  dare  conjure  you,  i 
dear  friend,  should  I  die  before  his  marria^ 
do  not  let  him  meet  your  eldest  daughter  un 
liucy  be  of  an  age  to  fix  his  afiections.  I 
him  learn  my  wishes,  if  requisite.  I  know 
will  respect  them — the  more  if  I  should  th 
be  removed  from  this  life.  Give  all  your  i 
tention,  I  entreat  you,  to  his  union  with  Luc 
Child  as  she  is,  her  features,  look,  and  voii 
all  express  the  most  endearing  modesty.  S 
will  be  a  true  Englishwoman,  and  may  cc 
stitute  the  happiness  of  my  boy.  If  I  do  i 
live  to  witness  their  felicity,  1  shall  exult  o^ 
it  in  heaven ;  and  when  we  re-unite  there,  i 
dear  friend,  our  prayers  and  benedictions  v 
protect  our  children  still. 

"  Ever  yours,        "  Nblvil." 

AAer  reading  this,  Oswald  remained  sile 
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md  left  Mr.  Dickson  time  to  oontiDae  bit  long 

liacourse  without  interruption.  He  admired 
.he  judgment  of  his  friend,  who,  nevertheless, 
le  said,  was  far  from  anticipating  the  repre- 
lenaible  life  Miss  Edgarmond  had  since  led  : 
I  marriage  between  Oswald  and  herself  now,y 
le  added,  would  be  an  eternal  insult  to  Lord 
^felvil^s  memory ;  who,  it  appeared,  during 
lis  son's  fatal  residence  in  France,  had  passed 
I  whole  summer  at  Lady  Edgarmond*s,  so- 
Acing  himself  by  superintending  the  education 
)f  his  favorite  Lucy.  In  fact,  without  either 
irtifice  or  forbeaijince,  Mr.  Dickson  attacked 


the  heart  of  Oswald  through  all  the  aTeoves 
of  sensibility.  Thns  everything  oonspired 
against  the  absent  Corinne,  who  had  no  means, 
save  letters,  for  reviving,  from  time  to  time, 
the  tenderness  of  Oswald.  She  haA  to  con* 
tend  with  his  love  of  country,  his  filial  re* 
morsor  the  concerted  efforts  and  ezhorutions 
jpf  his  friends,  in  favor  of  resolotions  natoial 
and  so  easir  to  adopt,  as  they  led  him  towards 
a  budding  beauty,  whose  every  charm  seemed 
to  harmonize  with  the  calm,  pure  hopes  of  s 
domestic  lot. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

CoRiNNB,  meanwhile,  had  settled  in  a  villa 
on  the  Brenta :  she  could  not  quit  the  scenes 
in  which  she  had  last  met  Oswald — and  also 
hoped  that  she  should  here  receive  her  letters 
earlier  than  at  Rome.  Prince  Castel  Forte 
had  written,  begging  leave  to  visit  her ;  but 
she  refused.  The  friendship  existing  between 
them  commanded  mutual  confidence ;  and  had' 
he  striven  to  detach  her  from  her  love, — ^haa 
he  told  her  what  she  so  often  told  herself, — 
that  absence  must  decrease  Nelvirs  attach* 
ment,  one  inconsiderate  word  would  haye 
been  a  dagger  to  her  heart.  She  wished  to 
see  no  one.  But  it  is  not  easy  to  live  alone, 
while  the  soul  is  ardent,  and  its  situation  un- 
fortunate. \  The  employments  of  solitude  re- 
quire peace  of  mind  :  if  that  be  lost,  forced 
gaiety,  however  troublesome,  is  more  service- 
able than  meditation.  If  we  could  trace  mad- 
ness to  its  source,  we  should  surely  find  that 
it  originated  in  the  power  of  one  single  thought, 
which  excluded  all  mental  variety.  Corinne's 
imagination  consumed  herself,  unless  diverted 
by  external  excitement. 

What  a  life  now  succeeded  that  which  she 
had  led  for  nearly  a  year !  scarce  a  day  had 

Eased  that  Oswald  did  not  spend  with  her. 
e  followed  her  every  movement,  eager]^ 
caught  each  word  that  she   uttered.      Hi% 


i  speotive  characters.  His  soothing  attentions, 
his  fond  looks  were  a  constant  source  of  en- 
joyment to  her ;  when  the  least  inquietude  dis- 
turbed her,  Oswald  would  take  her  hand  is 
his,  press  it  to  his  heart,  and  peace,  ay,  more 
than  peace — a  vague,  delicious  hope,  woald 
spring  up  in  the  bosom  of  Corinne.  Now  all 
was  barren  without  and  gloomy  within  her. 
The  only  interesting  event  was  the  arrival  of 
a  letter  from  him ;  and  the  irregularity  of  the 
post,  during  winter,  every  day  tormented  her 
with  expectations,  often  disappointed.  Each 
morning  she  walked  on  the  banks  of  the  ca- 
nal, now  covered  bv  large-leaved  water  lilies, 
watching  for  the  black  gondola,  which  she 
had  learned  to  distinguish  afar  off.  How  did 
her  heart  beat,  as  she  perceived  it !  Some- 
times the  messenger  would  answer,  ^'  No  let- 
ters for  you,  madame,"  and  carelessly  proceed 
to  other  matters,  as  if  nothing  were  so  simple 
as  to  have  no  letters :  another  time  he  would 
say,  *'  Yes,  madame,  here  are  some."  She 
ran  over  them  all  with  a  trembling  hand  :  if 
the  well-known  characters  of  Oswald  met  not 
her  eye,  the  day  was  terrible,  the  night  sleep- 
less, the  morrow  redoubled  her  anxiety  and 
suspense.  "  Surely,*  she  thought,  **  he  might 
write  more  frequently ;"  and  her  next  letter 
'reproached  his  silence.  He  justified  himself; 
but  his  style  had  already  lost  some  of  its  ten- 
derness :   instead  of  expressing  his  own  so- 


mated  not  less  by  the  points  of  difference 
than  those  of  resemblance  between  their  re- 


mind excited  hers ;  their  intercourse  was  ani-  Uicitude,  it  seemed  but  attempting  to  dissipate 


hers.     This  change  did  not  escape  her  :  day 
and  night  would  she  reperuse  a  particular 
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new  inteipTetation  on^  ^dtered ;  he  would  not  communicate  to  her  al 


wUoh  to  build  a  few  days'  compoeiue.  This 
mio  shstlered  her  nerves :  she  became  su- 
pfiisUtioDS.  Constantly  ooeapied  by  the  same 
fetr,  we  may  draw  presages  nrom  eyenrthing. 
Om  day  in  every  week  she  went  to  Venice, 
for  tbe  piurp4ise  of  receiving  her  letters  -some 
hmn  earlier :  this  merely  varied  the  tortures 
of  waiting ;  and  in  a  short  time  she  conceived 
M  great  a  horror  for  every  object  she  enconn- 
tered  on  her  way,  as  if  they  had  been  the 
ipeetres  of  her  own  thoughts,  re-appearing 
dotlied  in  the  most  dreadful  aspects.  Once, 
(ae&teriDg  the  church  of  St.  Mark,  she  re- 
■embered  how,  on  her  arrival  in  Venice,  the 
Mea  had  occurred  to  her  that  perhaps,  ere  she 
departed,  Oswald  would  lead  her  thither  to 
eaU  ber  his  in  sight  of  heaven.  She  gave 
ny  once  more  to  this  illusion ;  saw  him  ap- 


gu,  then  playing,  and  the  lights  that  shone 
throvgh  the  aisle,  gave  life  to  her  yision  ;  and 
fee  a  moment  she  felt  not  the  cruel  void  of 
but  suddenly  a  dreary  murmur  sue- 
tteded— she  turned,  and  beheld  a  bier  brought 


that  was  passing  in  his  mind,  but  he  could  m 
longer  express  himself  with  the  same  free 
dom.  His  letters  were  brief,  or  filled  witJ 
subjects  remote  from  his  future  prospects 
Any  one,  save  Corinne,  would  have  guesses 
all ;  but  passion  rendered  her  at  once  quid 
sighted  and  credulous.  In  such  a  state  wi 
see  nothing  in  a  natural  manner ;  but  diecove 
what  is  concealed,  while  blind  to  that  whici 
should  seem  clearest.  We  cannot  brook  th< 
idea  of  suffering  so  much  without  some  ex 
traordinary  cause ;  we  wilKnot  confess  t 
ourselves  that  such  despair  may  be  producer 
by  the  simplest  circumstances. 

Though  Oswald  pitied  her,  and  blame< 
himself,  his  correspondence  betrayed  an  irri 
tation  which  it  did  not  Explain;  wildly  re 
preaching  her  for  what  he.endured,  as  if  sh< 


Froteh  the  altar  ;  heard  him  vow  before  his  had  not  been  far  the  most  junfortunate.  Thi 
God  to  love  her  for  ever ;  they  knelt  together,^  4one  depived  her  of  all  mastery  over  hersell 
lad  ahe  received  the  nuptial  crown.    The  or-  ^  Her  mind  was  disordered  by  the  most  fata 


images  :  she  could  not  belief%«that  the  beinj 
capable  of  writing  with^uch  abrupt  and  heart 
less  bitterness  was  the  same  Oswald  she  hat 
known  so  generous,  so  tender.  She  felt  ; 
resistless  desire  to  see  and  speak  with  hin 


iilo  the  ehnreh.  -  She  staggered ;  her  sight  ^nce  more.  *'  Let  me  hear  him  tell  me,"  sh 
ibnoetfiuled ;  and  from  that  moment  she  feluFcried,  "  that  it  is  he  who  thus  mercUessl; 
mnioced  that  her  love  for  Oswald  woulir  stabs  her  whose  least  pain  once  so  strongl; 
had  her  but  to  the  grave.  affected  him ;  let  him  say  so,  and  I  submit 

but  some  infernal  power  seems  to  inspire  thi 
language ;  it  is  not  Oswald  who  writes  thu 
to  me.  They  have  slandered  me  to  him 
some  treachery  must  be  exerted,  or  I  coul* 
not  be  used  thus.'* 

One  day  Corinne  adopted  the  resolution  o 

going  to  Scotland,  if  we  may  so  call  the  im 

CHAPTER  II.  pulse  of  an  imperious  grief,  which  would  fai 

alter  its  present  situation  at  all  hazards.  Sh 
I<OBn  NsLTiL  was  now  the  most  unhappy,  dared  not  write  nor  s^ak  to  any  one  on  thi 
lad  ineaolnte  of  men.  He  must  either  brealr  -Subject,  still  flattering  herself  that  some  foi 
tbe  heart  of  Corinne,  or  outrage  the  memory^  tonate  chance  would  prevent  her  acting  on 
of  Ilia  &tber.  Cruel  alternative  !  to  escape  plan  which,  nevertheless,  soothed  her  imasi 
vluehhe  called  on  death  a  thousand  times  a  .  nation,  and  forced  her  to  look  forward.  T 
At  last  he  once  more  resorted  to  his/  read  was  now  impossible :  music  thrilled  he 
procrastination,  telling  himself  thatj  to  agony  ;  and  the  charms  of  nature  induce 
k  woold  go  to  Venice,  since  he  could  not  re-\  a  reverie  that  redoubled  her  distress.  Thi 
>olve  to  write  Corinne  the  truth,  and  make    creature,  once  so  animated,  now  passed  whol 


ber  his  judge  ;  but  then  he  daily  expected 
tbat  his  regiment  would  embark.  He  veas 
^  from  tUl  engagement  with  Lucy.  He  be-/ 
fiered  it  his  duty  not  to  marry  Corinne ;  bof 
h  what  other  way  could  '1ft  pass  his  life  with, 
ber?  Could  he  desert  his  country  ?  or  bring' 
ber  to  it,  and  ruin  her  fair  name  for  ever  % 
He  resolved  to  hide  from  her  the  obstacles 
*bieh  he  had  encountered  from  .her  stepmo- 


days  in  motionless  silence.  Her  interna 
pangs  were  but  betrayed  by  a  mortal  paleness 
her  eyes  were  frequently  fixed  upon  her  watcl 
though  she  knew  not  why  she  should  vi^is 
one  hour  to  succeed  another,  since  not  one  c 
them  could  bring  her  aught,  save  restlea 
nights  and  despairing  days. 

One  evening  she  was  informed  that  a  fc 
;fiale  was  earnestly  requesting  to  see  her 


^1  because  he  still  hoped  ultimately  to  sur-  /she  consented  ;  and  the  woman  entered  he 

•oont  them.  presence  dressed  in  black,  and  veiled,  to  cor 

Meanwhile  the  tone  of  his  letters  was  much    ceal  as  much  as  possible,  a  face  deformed  b 
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the  most  frightful  mabuly.  Thas  wronged  by 
nature,  she  eonsoled  herself  by  eolleeting 
alms  for  the  poor ;  demanding  them  nobly, 
and  with  an  affecting  confidence  of  success. 
Coxinne  gare  her  a  lar^ e  sum,  entreating  her 
prayers  in  return.  This  poor  bemg  who  was 
resigned  to  her  own  fate,  was  astonished  to 
behold  a  person  so  lorely,  young,  rich,  and 
celebrated,  a  prey  to  sorrow.  "Would  to 
God,  madam !"  she  cried,  "  yon  were  as  calm 
as  I !"  What  an  address  from  such  an  object 
to  the  most  brilliant  woman  in  Italy,  thus 
sunk  down  in  despair ! 

Alas !  the  power  of  Iotc  is  too  vast  in  souls 
like  hers.  Happy  are  they  who  consecrate 
to  heaven  the  sentiments  no  earthly  ties  can 
merit.  That  time  was  not  yet  come  for  poor 
Corinne;  she  still  deceived  herself;  still 
sought  for  bliss  ;  she  prayed,  indeed,  but  not 
submissively.  Her  peerless  talents,  the  glory 
they  had  won,  gave  her  too  great  an  interest 
in  herself.  It  is  only  by  detaching  our  hearts 
from  all  that  is  in  the  world  that  we  can  re- 
nounce the  thing  we  love.  Every  other  sac- 
rifice must  precede  this :  life  may  be  long  a 
desert  ere  the  fire  that  made  it  so  is 
quenched. 

At  last,  in  the  midst  of  this  sad  indecision, 
Corinne  received  a  letter  from  Oswald,  telling 
her  that  his  regiment  would  embark  in  six 
weeks,  and  that,  as  its  colonel,  he  could  not 
profit  by  this  delay  to  visit  Venice,  without 
injuring  his  reputation.  There  was  but  just 
time  for  Corinne  to  reach  England,  ere  he 
must  leave  it,  perhaps  for  ever.    This  thought 


What  woman  has  a  right  to  '*  east  the  ftrst 
stone"  at  the  unfortunate  sister,  who  justifies 
not  her  fault,  hopes  for  no  pleasure,  but  flies 
fsom  one  misfortune  to  another,  as  if  driven 
oit  by  persecuting  spirits  t 

Her  letter  to  Castel  Forte  thus  concludes : 
"Adieu,  my  faithful  protector!  Adieu,  my 
friends  in  Rome !  with  whom  I  passed  such 
joyous,  easy  days.  It  is  done— all  is  over. 
Fate  has  stricken  me.  I  feel  the  wound  is 
mortal.  I  struggle  still,  but  soon  shall  fall. 
I  must  see  him  again.  I  am  not  answerable 
for  myself.  A  storm  is  in  my  breast  such  as 
I  cannot  govern ;  but  I  draw  near  the  term 
at  which  all  will  cease.  This  is  the  last  act 
of  my  history :  it  will  end  in  penitence  and 
death.  Oh,  wild  confusion  of  the  human 
heart !  Even  now,  while  I  am  obeying  the 
will  of  passion,  I  see  the  shades  of  evening  in 
the  distance,  I  bear  a  voice  divine  that  whis- 
pers me, — *  Still  these  fond  agitations,  hapless 
wretch !  the  abode  of  endless  rest  awaits  thee.' 
0  God !  grant  me  the  presence  of  mine  Os- 


wald onoe  more,  but  one  last  monent !  The 
veiy  memory  of  his  featmres  now  is  daikeoed 
by  despair;  but  is  there  not  something  hea- 
venly in  his  look  %  Did  not  the  air  beoome 
more  pure,  more  brilliant,  as  he  approached! 
You,  my  friend,  have  seen  him  with  me,  have 
witnessed  his  kind  cares,  and  the  respect  with 
which  he  inspired  others  for  the  woman  of  his 
choice.  How  can  I  live  without  him  1  Par- 
don my  ingratitude :  ought  I  thos  to  requite 
thy  disinterested  constancy!  But  I  am  no 
longer  worthy  any  blessing;  and  miffht  pass 
for  insane,  had  I  not  still  the  miserable  con- 
sciousness of  my  own  madness.  Farewell, 
then— yes,  fiurewelir' 


CHAPTER  m. 

How  mnok  to  be  pitied  is  the  feeling,  deli- 
cate woman,  who  coouiits  a  great  impmdenes 
for  a  man  whose  love  she  knows  inferior  to 
her  own !    She  has  none  but  herself  to  sup- 
port her.     If  she  had  risked  repose  and  cha- 
racter to  do  some  signal  service  for  her  idol, 
she  may  be  envied.     Sweet  is  the  self-devotion 
that  braves  all  danger  to  save  a  life  that  is 
dear  to  us,  or  solace  the  distress  which  rends 
a  heart  responsive  to  our  own.    But  thus  to 
travel  unknown  lands,  to  arrive  without  being 
decided  her ;  she  was  not  ignorant  of  her  own/  'expected,  to  blush  before  the  one  beloved  for 
rashness ;  she  judged  herMlf  more  severely   the  unasked  proof  thus  given  of  bis  power, — 
than  any  one  else  could.     Pity  her,  then  r  painful  degradation !    What  would  it  be  if  we  I 


thus  involved  the  happiness  of  others  t  Co- 
rinne was  free.  She  sacrificcKi  but  her  own  ^ 
peace  and  glory.  Her  conduct  was  irrational,  | 
imprudent  indeed,  but  it  could  overcloud  no 
destiny  save  her  own ;  her  passion  was  fatal  I 
to  herself  alone.  | 

On  landing  in  England,  Corinne  learnt  from 
the  papers  that  Lonl  Nelvil's  departure  wss ! 
fttill  delaved.  She  saw  no  society  in  London  \ 
except  the  family  of  a  banker,  to  whom  she 
had  been  recommended  under  a  fictitious  name. 
He  was  interested  in  her  at  first  sight,  and 
enjoined  his  wife  and  daughter  to  pay  her  all 
the  attentions  in  their  power.  She  fell  dan- 
gerously ill  on  arriving,  and,  for  a  fortnight, 
her  new  friends  watched  over  her  with  the 
most  tender  care.  She  heard  that  Lord  Nel- 
vil  was  in  Scotland,  but  must  shortly  rejoia 
his  regiment  in  London.  She  knew  not  ho# 
to  announce  herself,  as  she  had  not  written  t* 
him  respecdng  her  intentions — ^indeed  OswslA 
had  received  no  letter  from  her  for  thre^ 
He  mentally  accused  her  of  infidel* 
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ily,ttif  helnid  anyriglit  toeompUiii.    Onf  CHAPTER  lY. 

MRtnni  to  town,  he  fiiat  went  to  hiAasents, 
wbefB  he  hoped  to  find  lettere  from  Italy :  L  Tnn  buiker'e  fiuaulTt  who  were  for  erer 
time  were  none ;  and,  aa  he  was  mnaing  ovef^  atadying  how  to  prore  their  friendahip,  preaaed 
'"''"'  Corinne  to  aee  Mra.  Siddona  perform  laabeUa, 

in  the  Fatal  Marriage,  one  of  the  characters 
in  which  that  prreat  actreas  beat  displayed  her 
admirable  gemaa.  Corinne  refused  foT*'aome 
time :  at  laat  she  remembered  that  Lord  Nel- 
Yil  had  often  compared  her  manner  of  recita- 
tion with  that  of  Mrs.  Siddons;  she  was 
therefore  anxious  to  see  her,  and,  thickly 
veiled,  went  to  a  small  box,  whence  she  could 
aee  all,  herself  unseen.  She  knew  not  if  Os- 
wald was  in  London,  but  feared  to  be  recog- 

r J?**®^  ^y  *"y  ®'*®  ^**®  might  have  met  her  in 

iietn.    "lam  wron|r,"  hesaid, ''to  wishshe^rftaly.     The  commanding  beauty  and  deep 


tlussilenee,  he  eneenntered  Mr.  Edgarmond, 

who  aaked  him  for  news  of  Corinne.    "  I  hear 

Mthing  of  her,"  he  replied,  irritably.    "  That 

I  can  easily  understand,"  added  Edgarmond : 

||  "tbese  Italians  always  forget  a  foreigner,  onee 

i{  out  of  sight :  oae  ongfat  nerer  to  heed  it :  they 

,  wogld  be  too  ddig^fol  if  they  united  constan- 

ijejrwith  genius:  it  is  but  fair  that  our  own 

vooien  should  have  some  advantage!"    He 

Breezed  Oswald's  hand  as  he  said  this,  and 

ij  took  leave,  as  he  was  iost  starting  for  Wales ; 

I  lot  his  few  words  had  pierced  their  hearer's 


iboold  regret  me,  smce  I  cannot  constitute 
her  happiness :  but  so  soon  to  forget !  This 
\^t»  the  past  as  well  as  the  fbture." 

Despite  his  father's  will,  he  had  resolved 
Bot  to  see  Lucy  more ;  and  even  scorned  him- 
•eif  for  the  impression  she  had  made  on  him. 
Coodeomed  as  he  was  to  defeat  the  hopes  of 
Cotiiioe,  he  felt  that,  at  least,  he  ought  to 


pveerre  lus  heart's  faith  inviolately  hers :  no  \  ^produced  are  more  immediate-— for  thus  would 


gorged  him  to  forfeit  that.  He  renewed 
^  solieitations  in  her  cause,  by  letters  to 
^J  Edgarmond,  who  did  not  even  deign  to 
Mover  them :  meanwhile  Mr.  Dickson  assured 
^  that  the  only  way  of  melting  her  to  his 
viohes  would  be^marrving  her  daughter ;  for 
^  feared  Corinne  might  frustrate  Uiis  union, 
if  ihe  resumed  her  name,  and  was  received  by 
^  feauly.  Fate  had  hitherto  spared  Corinne 
1^  pug  of  suspecting  Oswald's  interest  in 
^  uter.  Never  was  she  herself  more  wor- 
^J  of  him  than  at  this  period  of  their  separa- 
^*  The  candid,  honest-hearted  people  by 
dte  was  surrounded  in  her  illness,  had 
lireD  her  a  ainoere  taste  for  English  habitA 
^  naaners.  The  few  persons  she  saw  were\ 
>B|thiDg  but  distinguished,  yet  possessed  re- 
Jl^ble  strength  and  correctness  of  mind. 
wT  affection  for  her  wajs  less  professing 
WB  that  to  which  she  had  been  accustomed, 
^  erioced  with  every  opportunity  by  fresh 
|Md  offices.  The  austerity  of  Lady  Edgar- 
^^  the  tedium  of  a  small  country  town,j 
*d  cnieUy  misled  her  aa  to  the  kindness,  the 
^  nobility  to  be  found  in  the  country  she 
w  abaodoned :  unluckily  she  now  became 
'^t^died  to  it  nnder  circumstances  that  it 
^^  have  been  better  for  her  own  peace  had 
*8oerer  been  untaught  her  dislike. 


L 


sensibility  of  the  heroine  so  riveted  her  atten- 
tion, that,  during  the  earliest  acts,  her  eyes 
were  never  turned  from  the  stage. 

English  declamation  is  better  caloulated 
than  any  other  to  touch  the  soul,  especially 
when  such  fine  talents  give  it  all  its  power  and 
originality.  It  is  less  artificial,  less  conven- 
;iional,  than  that  of  France.    The  impressions 


true  despair  express  itself:  the  plots  and  ver- 
sification of  English  dramas  too  are  less  re- 
mote from  real  life,  and  their  effect  more 
heart-rending.  It  requirea  far  higher  genius 
to  become  a  great  actor  in  France,  so  little 
liberty  being  left  to  individual  manner,  so 
much  influence  attached  to  general  rules  (33) ; 
but  in  England  you  may  risk  anything,  if  in- 
spired by  nature.  The  long  groana  that  ap- 
pear ridiculous  if  described,  make  those  shud- 
der who  hear  them.  Mra.  Siddons,  the  most 
nobly  mannered  woman  who  ever  adorned  a 
theatre,  lost  none  of  her  dignity  by  prostrating 
ifaerself  on  the  earth.  There  is  no  action  but 
may  become  graceful,  if  prompted  by  an  im- 
pulse, which  rises  from  the  depths  of  the 
breast,  and  lords  it  over  the  mind  which  con- 
ceives it,  still  more  than  over  its  witnesses. 
Various  nations  have  their  different  styles  of 
tragic  actine,  but  the  expression  of  grief  is 
understood  mm  one  end  of  the  world  to  the 
other ;  and,  from  the  savage  to  the  king,  there 
is  some  similarity  between  all  men  whHe  they 
are  really  suffering. 

Between  the  fourth  and  fifth  acta,  Corinne 
observed  that  all  eyea  were  turned  towards  a 
box,  in  which  she  beheld  Lady  Edgarmond 
and  her  daughter :  she  could  not  doubt  that  it 
was  Lucy,  much  as  the  last  seven  years  had 
embellished  her  form.  The  death  of  a  rich 
relation  had  obliged  Lady  Edgarmond  to  visit 
London,  and  settle  the  suocession  of  his  for- 
tune. Lucy  was  full  dressed ;  and  it  was 
long  since  so  beauteous  a  girl  had  been  seen, 
even  in  England,  where  the  women  are  so 
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loTely.  Corinne  felt  a  melanoholy  sarprise : 
she  thought  it  impossible  for  Oswald  to  reus^ 
that  coantenance.  On  comparing  herself  whb 
her  sister  she  was  so  conscious  of  her  own 
inferiority,  that  she  exaggerated  (if  snch  ex- 
aggeration be  possible)  the  charm  of  that  fair 
complexion,  those  golden  curls,  and  innocent 
blue  eyes — that  image  of  life's  spring !  She 
felt  almost  degraded  in  setting  her  own  mental 
acquirements  in  competition  with  gifts  thus 
lavished  by  Heaven  itself. 

Suddenly,  in  an  opposite  box,  she  perceived 
Lord  Nelvil,  whose  gaxe  was  fixed  on  Lucy. 
What  a  moment  for  Corinne !  She  once  more 
beheld  that  face,  for  which  she  so  long  search- 
ed her  memory  every  instant,  as  if  the  image 
could  ever  be  effaced— she  beheld  it  again — 
absorbed  by  the  beauty  of  another.  Oswald 
could  not  have  suspected  the  presence  of  Co- 
rinne ;  but  if  his  eyes  had  even  wandered  to- 
wards her,  she  might,  from  snch  a  chance, 
have  drawn  a  happr  omen.  Mrs.  Siddons  re- 
appeared, and  Lord  Nelvil  looked  but  on  her. 
Oorinne  breathed  again,  trusting  that  mere 
curiosity  had  drawn  his  glance  towards  Lucy. 
The  tragedy  became  every  moment  more  aP"  r 
footing ;  and  the  fair  girl  was  bathed  in  tears/ 
which  she  strove  to  conceal,  by  retiring  to  the 
back  of  her  box.  Nelvil  noticed  this  with 
increased  interest.  At  last  the  dreadful  in- 
stant came  when  Isabella,  laughing  at  the 
fruitless  efforto  of  those  who  would  restrain 
her,  stabs  herself  to  the  heart.  That  despair- 
ing laugh  is  the  most  difficult  and  powerful 
effect  which  tragic  acting  can  produce ;  its 
bitter  irony  moves  one  to  more  than  tears. 
How  terrible  must  be  the  suffering  that  inspires 
so  barbarous  a  joy,  and,  in  the  sight  of  our 
own  blood,  feels  the  ferocious  pleasure  that  no 
one  might  experience  when  taking  full  revenge 
upon  some  savage  foe.  It  was  evident  that 
Lucy's  agitation  had  alarmed  her  mother,  who 
turned  anxiously  towards  her.  Oswald  rose, 
as  if  he  would  have  flown  to  them ;  but  he 
soon  reseated  himself,  and  Corinne  felt  some 
relief;  yet  she  sighed, — ^•'My  sister  Lucy, 
once  so  dear  to  me,  has  a  feeling  heart ;  why 
should  I  then  wish  to  deprive  her  of  a  blessing 
she  may  enjoy  without  impediment,  without 
any  sacrifice  on  Oswald's  part  V 

When  the  play  concluded,  Corinne  stayed 
until  the  parties  who  were  leaving  the  hous^ 
had  gone,  that  she  might  avoid  recognition  : 
she  concealed  herself  near  the  door  of  her 
box,  where  she  could  see  what  passed  near 
her.  As  soon  as  Lucy  came  out,  a  crowd 
assembled  to  look  on  her ;  and  exclamations 
in  praise  of  her  beauty  were  heard  from  all 
sides,  which  greatly  embarrassed  her :  the  in- 
firm Lady  Edgarmond  was  ill  able  to  brave 
the  throng,  in  spite  of  the  cares  of  her  child,  and 


the  politeness  shovm  them  both;  but  they 
knew  no  one,  therefore  no  gentleman  danil 
accost  them.  Lord .  Nelvil,  seeing  their  situa- 
tion, hastened  to  offer  each  an  arm.  Locy« 
blushing  and  downcast,  availed  herself  of  this 
attention.  They  passed  dose  by  Corinne; 
Oswald  little  suspected  that  his  poor  friend 
was  witnessing  a  sight  so  painlul  to  her :  for 
he  enjoyed  the  pride  of  thus  escorting  one  of 
the  handsomest  girls  in  England  through  the 
numerous  admirers  who  followed  her  steps. 


CHAPTER  V. 

CoRiNiis  returned  to  her  dwelling  in  eruel 
disquiet ;  not  knowing  what  steps  to  take,  how 
to  apprise  Nelvil  of  her  arrival,  nor  what  to 
say  in  defence  of  her  motives ;  for  eveiy  in- 
stant decreased  her  confidence  in  his  love :  it 
seemed  sometimes  as  if  it  were  some  stranger 
that  she  sought,  some  passionately  beloved 
stranger,  who  could  not  even  recognise  her. 
She  sent  to  his  house  the  next  evening,  and 
was  informed  that  he  had  gone  to  Lady  Ed- 
garmond's ;  the  same  answer  was  brought  her 
on  the  following  day,  with  tidings  that  her 
ladyship  was  ill,  and  would  return  to  North- 
umberland on  her  recovery.  Corinne  waited 
for  her  removal  ere  she  let  Oswald  know  she  | 
was  in  England.  Every  evening  she  walked 
by  her  step-mother's  residence,  and  saw  his 
carriage  at  its  door.  An  inexpressible  oppres- 
sion seized  on  her  heart ;  yet  she  daily  per- 
severed, and  daily  received  the  same  shock. 
She  erred,  however,  in  supposing  that  Oswald 
was  there  as  the  suitor  of  Lucy. 

As  he  led  Lady  Edgarmond  to  her  carriage, 
after  the  play,  she  told  him  that  Corinne  was 
concerned  in  the  will  of  their  late  kinsman ; 
and  begged  that  he  would  write  to  Italy  on 
the  arrangements  made  in  this  affair.     As 
Oswald  promised  to  call,  he  fancied  he  felt  the 
hand  of  Lucy  tremble.     Corinne's  silence  per* 
soaded  him  that  he  was  no  longer  dear  to  her ; 
and  the  emotion  of  this  young  girl  gave  him 
the  idea  that  she  was  interested  in  lum.     Tet 
he  thought  not  of  breaking  bis  promise  to  Ci 
rinne :  the  ring  she  held  was  a  pledge  that  ll 
would  never  marry  another  without  her  cd 
sent.     He  sought  her  step-mother  next  da) 
merely  on  her  account ;  but  Lady  Edgarmoii 
was  so  ill,  and  her  daughter  so  uneasy  at  fin^ 
ing  herself  in  London  without  another  rell 
tive  near  her,  without  even  knowing  to  whi 
physician  she  should  apply,  that,  in  duty  I 
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the  friends  of  hie  &ther,  Oswald  felt  he  01 
to  devote  his  time  to  their  service. 

The  cold^  proud  Lady  Edgarmood  had  neTer 
softened  so  much  as  she  did  now ;  lettin§f  him 
Ttsit  her  every  day  witfaoat  his  having  said  a 
word  that  conld  he  construed  into  a  proposal 
for  her  daughter,  whose  beauty,  rank,  and  for- 
tune, rendered  her  one  of  the  first  matches  in 
England.  Since  her  appearance  in  public, 
her  address  had  been  eagerly  inquired,  and  her 
door  besieged  by  the  most  distinguished  per- 
sons in  the  kingdom;  yet  her  mother  weot 
nowhere, — ^received  no  one  but  Lord  NeWilA 
Could  he  avoid  feeling  flattered  by  this  silent 
and  delicate  generosity,  which  trusted  him 
without  cooditions,  without  complaint?  yet 
every  time  he  went  did  he  fear  that  his  pre- 
sence would  be  iuterpreted  into  an  engage- 
ment. He  would  have  ceased  to  go  thither 
as  soon  as  Corinne^s  business  was  settled :  but 
that  Lady  Edgarmond  underwent  a  relapse, 
more  dangerous  than  her  first  attack ;  and  had 
she  died,  Lucy  would  have  had  no  friend  be- 
side her  but  himself.  She  had  never  breathei' 
a  word  that  could  assure  him  of  her  prefer 
eoee ;  yet  he  fancied  he  detected  it  in  the 
light  but  sudden  changes  of  her  cheek,  the 
abrupt  fall  of  her  lashes,  and  the  rapidity  of 
her  breathing.  He  studied  her  young  heart 
with  tender  interest ;  and  her  reserve  left  him 
always  uncertain  as  to  the  nature  of  her  sen- 
timents. The  highest  eloquence  of  passion 
cannot  entirely  satisfy  the  fancy :  we  desire 
something  beyond  it;  and  not  finding  thai 
must  either  cool  or  sate ;  while  the  faiut  light 
which  we  perceive  through  clouds,  long  keeps 
oar  curiosity  in.  suspense,  and  seems  to  pro- 
mise a  whole  future  of  new  discoveries  :  this 
expectation  is  never  gratified:  for  when  we 
know  what  all  this  mystery  hid,  its  charm  is 
gone,  and  we  awake  to  regret  the  candid  im- 
pulses of  a  more  animated  character.  How 
then  can  we  prolong  the  hearths  enchantment, 
since  doubt  and  confidence,  rapture  and  mise-^ 
ry,  alike  destroy  it  in  the  end  ?  These  hea- 
venly joys  belong  not  to  ooc-iate  :  they  never 
cross  our  path,  save  to  renikind  us  of  our  im- 
mortal oriffin  and  hopes.       • 

Lady  Edgarmond  was  better;  and  talked 
of  departing,  in  two  days,  for  her  estate  in 
Scotland,  near  that  of  Lord  Nelvil,  whither 
he  had  purposed  going  before  the  embarkation 
of  his  regiment :  she  anticipated  his  proposing 
to  accompany  her,  but  he  said  nothing.  Lucy 
gaxed  on  him  in  silence  for  a  moment,  then 
hastily  rose,  and  went  to  the  window:  on 
some  pretext  Nelvil  shortly  followed  her,  and 
fancied  that  her  lids  were  wet  with  tears :  he 
sighed,  and  the  forgetfulness  of  which  he  had 
accused  Corinne  returning  to  his  memory,  he 
asked  himself  whether  &is  young  creature 


\xighi^  ^migfat 


not  prove  more  capable  of  constant 
love  !  He  wished  to  atone  for  the  pain  hi 
had  inflicted.  It  is  delightful  to  rekindle 
smiles  on  a  countenance  so  nearly  infantine, 
Grief  is  out  of  place,  where  even  reflectioi 
has  yet  left  no  trace.  There  was  to  be  a  re< 
view  in  Hyde  Park  on  the  morrow  :  he  there- 
fore entreated  Lady  Edgarmond  to  drive. there 
with  her  daughter,  and  afterwards  permit  hii 
riding  on  horseback  with  Lucy  beside  her  car- 
riage. Miss  Edgarmond  had  said  that  she 
was  fond  of  this  exercise,  and  looked  at  hei 
mother  with  appealing  submission:  after  a 
little  deliberation,  the  invalid  held  out  hei 
wasted  hand  to  Oswald,  saying, — ^**If  you 
request  it,  my  lord,  I  consent.^'  These  wordc 
so  alarmed  him,  that  he  would  have  abandoned 
his  own  proposal ;  but  that  Lucy,  with  a  viva- 
city she  had  never  before  betrayed,  took  hei 
mother^  hand,  and  kissed  it  gratefully.  He 
had  not  the  courage  to  deprive  an  innocenl 
being,  who  led  so  lonely  a  life,  of  an  amuse- 
ment she  so  much  desired. 


re  > 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Foa  a  fortnight  Corinne  had  endured  the 
severest  anxiety  ;  every  morning  she  hesitat- 
ed whether  she  should  write  to  Oswald  ;  ev- 
ery evening  she  had  the  inexpressible  grief  of 
knowing  that  he  was  with  Lucy.  Her  suffer- 
ings nuMle  her  daily  more  timid  :  she  blushed 
to  think  that  he  might  not  approve  the  step 
she  had  taken.  *'  Perhaps,"  she  often  said, 
**a]l  thought  of  Italy  is  banished  from  his 
breast :  he  no  longer  needs  in  woman  a  gifted 
^ind  or  an  impassioned  heart ;  all  that  can 
please  him  now  is  the  angelic  beauty  of  six- 
teen, the  fresh  and  diffident  sool  that  conse- 
crates to  him  its  first  emotions." 

Her  imagination  was  so  stricken  with  the 
advantages  of  her  young  sister  that  she  was 
abashed,  disarmed,  depreciatingly  discouraged 
with  herself.  Though  not  yet  eight-and- 
twenty,  she  had  already  reached  that  era 
when  women  sadly  distrust  their  power  to 
please.  Her  pride  and  jealousy  contending, 
made  her  defer  from  day  to  day  the  dreaded 
yet  desired  moment  of  her  meeting  with  Os- 
wald. She  learned  that  his  regiment  would 
be  reviewed,  and  resolved  on  l^ing  present. 
She  thought  it  probable  that  Lucy  would  be 
there :  if  so,  she  would  trust  her  own  eyes 
to  judge  the  state  of  Nelvirs  heart.  At  first 
she  thought  of  dressing  herself  with  care, 
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went  up  to  Lady  Edgumoiid,  and  showed 
her  a  very  genUe  hone,  which  his  senraBli 
had  brought  thither  for  Lucj  :  her  mother 
consented,  and  bade  him  be  very  earefol  of 
her.  He  dismounted,  and,  hat  in  hand,  con- 
versed through  the  carriage  door  with  so  feel- 
ing an  expression,  that  Corinne  could  attri* 
bate  this  regard  for  the  mother  to  nothing  less 
than  an  attachment  for  the  daughter.  Lucy 
left  the  carriage :  a  riding  habit  ohaimingly 
defined  the  elegant  outline  of  her  figure :  she 
wore  a  black  hat  with  white  plumes, — her 
fair  silken  locks  floating  airily  about  her  smil- 
ing face.  Oswald  placed  his  hand  as  her 
step :  she  had  expected  this  service  from  a 
domestic,  and  blushed  at  receiving  it  from 
him ;  but  he  insisted,  and,  at  last,  she  set  her 
little  foot  in  his  hand,  then  sprang  so  lightly 
The  band  played  piecei^  to  her  saddle,  that  she  seemed  one  of  Siose 
bold  and  sweet,  whiclr  ^sylphid  shapes  which  fancy  paints  in  colon 
" '"         ~  delicate.     She  started  at  a  rapid  pace. 


and  suddenly  appearing  before  him;  hot  at 
her  toilet,  her  blaek  iMur,  h^  skin  slightly 
embrowned  by  the  Italian  sunlher  prominent 
features,  all  discouraged  her.  She  remem- 
bered the  ethereal  aspect  of  her  sister ;  and, 
throwing  aside  her  rich  array,  assumed  a  black 
Venetian  garb,  covered  her  head  and  figure 
with  the  mantle  worn  in  that  country,  andS 
threw  herself  into  a  coach.  In  Hyde  Park^ 
she  found  groups  of  gentlemen,  attired  with 
simple  elegance,  escorting  their  fair  and  mo- 
dest ladiei.  The  virtues  proper  to  each  sex 
seemed  thus  to  meet. 

Scarcely  was  she  there  ere  she  beheld  Os- 
wald at  the  head  of  his  corps  :  its  men  looked 
up  to  him  with  confidence  and  respect.  The 
uniform  lent  him  a  more  imposing  air  than 
usual,  and  he  reined  his  charger  with  perfectly 

graceful  dexterity.     '" 

of  music  at  once 

seemed  nobly  enjoining  the  sacrifice  of  life  :' 
among  them  '*  God  save  the  King,"  so  dear 
to  £nglish  hearts ;  and  Corinne  exclaimed, 
"  Respected  land  !  which  ought  to  be  my  own ! 
why  did  I  ever  leave  thee  1  What  matters 
more  or  less  of  personal  fame,  amid  so  much 
true  merit  t  and  what  glory  could  equal  that 
of  being  called  Lord  Nelvil^s  worthy  wife  1" 

The  martial  instruments  recalled  to  het 
mind  the  perils  he  must  brave  so  soon.  Un<< 
seen  by  him  she  gazed  through  her-  tears, 
sighing,  "  Oh,  may  he  live,  though  it  be  not 
for  me  !  My  God  !  it  is  Oswald  only  I  im- 
plore thee  to  preserve  !**  At  this  moment. 
Lady  Edgarmond's  carriage  drove  up.  Nel- 
vii  bowed  respectfully,  and  lowered  the  point 
of  his  sword.  No  one  who  looked  on  Lucy 
but  admired  her :  Oswald's  glances  pierced 
the  heart  of  Corinne :  she  knew  their  mean- 
ing well,  for  such  had  once  been  bent  on  heX 
The  horses  he  had  provided  for  Lady  Edgar^ 
mond  passed  to  and  fro  with  exquisite  speed, 
while  the  equipage  of  Corinne  was  drawn 
after  these  flyinff  coursers  almost  as  slowly 
as  a  hearse.  **  It  was  not  thus,"  she  thought, 
'*  that  I  approached  the  Capitol :  no ;  he  hat^ 
dashed  me  from  my  car  of  triumph  into  an' 
abyss  of  nusery.  I  love  him,  and  the  joys  of 
life  are  lost.  I  love  him,  and  the  gifts  of  na- 
ture fade.  Pardon  him,  oh,  my  God !  when 
I  am  gone."  Oswald  was  now  close  to  her 
vehicle.  The  Italian  dress  caught  his  eye, 
and  he  rode  round,  in  hopes  of  beholding  the 
face  of  this  unknown.  Her  heart  beat  vio- 
lently ;  and  all  her  fear  was  that  she  should 
faint  and  be  discovered ;  but  she  restrained 
her  feelings;  and  Lord  Nelvil  relinquished 
the  idea  which  had  seized  him.  When  the 
review  was  over,  to  avoid  again  attracting  his 
attention,  she  alighted,  and  retired  behind  the 
trees,  so  as  not  to  be  observed.    Oswald  then 


so  deiicate.  She  started  at  a 
Oswald  followed,  never  losing  sight  of  her : 
once  the  horse  made  a  false  step  :  he  instantly 
checked  it,  examining  the  bit  and  bridle  with* 
the  most  kind  solicitude.  Shortly  afterwards 
he  conjectured  that  she  had  lost  her  conmiaod 
of  the  animal.  Oswald  turned  pale  as  death, 
spurring  his  own  steed  to  an  incredible  fleet- 
ness ;  in  a  second  he  overtook  that  of  Lucy» 
leaped  from  his  seat,  and  threw  himself  be- 
fore her.  She  shuddered  in  her  turn  lest  she 
should  harm  him ;  but  with  one  arm  he  seiaed 
her  rein,  supporting  her  with  the  other,  while 
in  dismounting  she  gently  leaned  against  him. 
What  more  needml  Corinne  to  convinee  her 
of  Oswald's  love  for  Lucy  ?  Did  she  not  see 
all  the  signs  of  interest  which  formerly  he 
lavished  on  herself?  Nay,  to  her  eternal  do* 
spair,  did  she  not  read  in  his  eyes  a  more  re- 
vering deference  than  he  had  ever  shown  to 
her  t  Twice  she  drew  the  ring  from  her  fin- 
ger,  and  was  ready  to  break  through  the 
crowd,  that  she  might  throw  it  at  hie  feet : 
the  hope  of  dying  in  this  effort  encouraged 
her  resolution  ;  but  where  is  the  woman,  even 
bom  beneath  a  sonthern  sky,  who  does  not 
tremble  at  attracting  the  attention  of  a  crowd  % 
She  was  returning  to  her  coach ;  and,  as  she 
crossed  a  somewhat  deserted  walk,  Oswald 
again  noticed  the  black  figure  be  before  had 
seen ;  and  it  now  made  a  stronger  impression 
on  him  than  at  first :  he  attributed  his  emo- 
tion to  remorse,  at  having,  for  the  first  timet 
felt  his  heart  faithless  to  the  image  of  Co- 
rinne ;  and  when  he  returned  home  he  took 
the  resolution  of  starting  for  Scotland,  as  his 
regiment  was  not  to  embark  for  some  time. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 


Fuai  tbis  moment  COTinne's  reason  was 
a&eted,  and  her  strength  decayed.  She  be- 
£u  I  letter  to  Lord  Nelvil,  fall  of  bitter  np- 
bnidings,  and  then  tore  it  np.  **  What  avail 
Rptiuhesr'  she  thought:  *' could  Ioto  heJf 
|i  the  most  pore,  moat  generous  of  our  senti- 
Dents,  if  it  were  not  wholly  free  !  Another 
&ce,  another  roice,  command  the  secret  of 
Ui besrt :  all  is  said  that  can  be  said.*'  She 
WgtB  a  new  letter,  depicting  the  monotony 
ieveuldfiod  in  an  anion  with  Lucy ;  essayed 
to  prove  that  without  a  perfect  harmony  of 
m  aod  mind  no  happiness  could  last ;  but 
ihe  destroyed  this  paper  more  hastily  than 
fte  other.  "If  he  already  knows  not  my 
jpinions,  I  cannot  teach  him  now,"  she  said  ^ 
keodes,  ought  I  to  speak  thus  of  my  sister  1 
|iiie  80  greatly  my  inferior  as  I  think  ?  and, 
I  ahe  be,  is  it  for  me,  who,  like  a  mother, 
|w«ed  her  in  childhood  to  my  heart  to  point 
M  her  deficiencies  ?  no,  no !  we  must  not 
"» Talae  our  own  inclinations  above  all 
This  life,  full  as  it  is  of  wishes,  must 


aids,  she  most  see  him  asain ;  and  the  nei 
day  ahe  departed  for  ScoUand. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


fi 


Erb  quitting  London,  Nelvil  affain  cal]e< 
on  his  agents ;  and,  on  finding  no  letter  fron 
Corinne,  bitterly  asked  himself  if  he  ought  U 
giro  up  the  certainty  of  permanent  domestii 
peace  for  one  who  no  longer  rememberei 
him.  Yet  he  decided  on  writing  once  more 
o  inquire  the  cause  of  this  silence,  and  assure 
her,  that,  till  she  sent  back  his  ring,  he  wouK 
noYcr  be  the  hnsband  of  another.    He  com 

{>leted  his  journey  in  a  very  gloomy  mood 
oving  Lucy  almost  unconsciously,  for  he  had 
as  yet,  scarcely  heard  her  speak  twenXj 
words — ^yet  regretting  Corrinne,  and  the  cir 
cumstanoes  which  separated  him  from  her 

by  fits  yielding  to  the  innocent  beauty  of  th< 

an  end:  and  even  before  death  comes, /one,  and  retracing  the  brilliant  grace  am 

-.u« i. —  . ii!_L ,*i  subUme  eloquence  of  the  other.     Had  he  bu 

known  that  Corinne  loved  him  better 


|N|H>tioo  may  wean  us  from  its  selfishness.'^ 
*»  more  she  resumed  her  pen,  to  tell  but 
Jjw mieery ;  yet,  in  expressing  it,  she  felt 
•"  pity  for  herself,  that  her  tears  flowed 
"tt  erery  word.  "  No,"  she  said  again,  "  I 
^  send  this  :  if  he  resisted  it,  1  should 
■jcjttBi ;  if  he  yielded,  how  know  I  but  it 
JJ^  fce  by  a  sacrifice,  after  which  he  would 
•  ™ted  by  th6  memory  of  another  ?  I 
■<  Ijetter  see  him,  speak  with  him,  and  re- 
■»  bi«  ring.*'  She  folded  it  in  paper,  on 
•W»  ihe  only  wrote,  "  You  are  free ;"  and, 
*^  it  in  her  bosom,  awaited  the  evening 
■•^  could  approach.  In  open  day  she 
w  have  blushed  before  ail  she  met ;  and 
W  die  songht  to  anticipate  the  moment  of 
^^  to  Lady  Edgarmond.  At  six  o'clock, 
|*^we,  she  set  forth,  trembling  like  a  con- 
^ed  aimina],— we  so  much  fear  those  we 
jji  wbcn  once  our  confidence  is  lost.  The 
9^  of  a  passionate  afiection  is,  in  the  eyes 
**J&ia,  either  her  surest  protector  or  most 
*Med  master.  Corinne  stopped  her  equi- 
^  U.  Lord  Nelvil's  door,  and  in  a  hesitating 
"■«  taked  the  porter  if  he  was  at  home : 
•the man  replied,—" My  Lord  set  out  for 
•wand  half  an  hour  ago,  madame."  This 
P%cooe  pressed  heavily  on  her  heart  : 
•jnd  ahruttk  from  Uie  thought  of  meeting 
*4  but  her  soul  had  surmounted  that  in- 
Jjjjible  emotion.  The  effort  was  made : 
jWie?ed  herself  about  to  hear  his  voice, 
*  low  mast  take  some  new  resolution  ere 
veovld  regain  it :  wait  some  days  longer, 
■  Sloop  to  one  step  more.    Yet,  at  all  has-  I 


thai 

ever,  and  had  quitted  everything  to  follow 
him,  he  would  never  have  seen  Lucy  more 
but  he  believed  himself  forgotten,  and  told  hii 
heart  that  a  cool  manner  might  oft  concea! 
deep  feelings.  He  was  deceived.  Impas- 
sioned spirits  must  betray  themselves  a  thou< 
sand  ways :  that  which  can  always  be  con- 
trolled must  needs  be  weak. 

Another  event  added  to  his  interest  ir 
Lucy.  In  returning  to  his  estate,  he  passed 
so  near  her  mother's  that  curiosity  urged 
him  to  visit  it.  He  asked  to  be  shown  the 
room  in  which  Miss  Edgarmond  usually  stu- 
died :  it  was  filled  by  remembrances  of  the 
time  his  father  had  passed  there  during  hia 
own  absence  in  France.  On  the  spot  where, 
a  few  months  before  bis  death,  the  late  liord 
Nelvil  had  given  her  lessons,  Lucy  had 
erected  a  marble  pedestal,  on  which  wae 
ffraven,  "  To  the  memory  of  my  second 
father."  A  book  lay  on  the  table.  Oswald 
opened  it,  and  found  a  collection  of  his  father's 
thoughts,  who,  in  the  first  pa^e,  had  written, 
"  To  her  who  has  solaced  me  in  my  sorrows ; 
the  maid  whose  angelic  soul  will  constitute 
the  glory  and  happiness  of  her  husband." 
With  what  emotion  Oswald  read  these  lines  I 
in  which  the  opinion  of  the  revered  dead  was 
so  warmly  expressed.  He  interpreted  Lucy'a 
silence  on  this  subject  into  a  delicacy  which 
feared  to  extort  his  vows  by  any  idea  of  duty. 
"  It  was  she,  then,"  he  cried,  "  who  softened 
the  pangs  I  dealt  him ;  and  shall  I  desert  hei 
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while  her  mother  is  djing,  and  she  has  no 
comforter  hot  myself?  Ah,  Corinne!  bril- 
liant and  admired  as  thou  art,  thou  dost  not, 
like  Lucy,  stand  in  need  of  one  devoted 
friend!"  Alas!  she  was  no  longer  brilliant, 
no  longer  admired,  that  Corinne  who  was 
wandering  from  town  to  town,  without  even 
gaining  sight  of  the  being  for  whom  she  had 
lost  all,  and  whom  she  had  not  the  strength  to 
avoid.  She  was  taken  ill  at  an  inn  half-way 
between  London  and  Edinburgh,  and,  in  spite 
of  all  her  efforts,  was  unable  to  continue  her 
journey.  She  often  thought,  during  her  long 
nights  of  suffering,  that  if  she  died  there  none 
but  Tber^ina  would  know  the  name  to  be 
inscribed  upon  her  tomb.  What  a  changed 
fate  for  the  woman  who  could  not  leave  her 
house  in  Italy  .without  being  followed  by  a 
host  of  worshippers !  Why  should  one  single 
feeling  thus  despoil  a  whole  life?  After  a 
week  of  intense  agony,  she  resumed  her  route : 
so  many  painful  fears  mingled  with  the  hope 
of  seeing  Oswald,  that  her  expectation  was 
but  a  sad  anxiety.  She  designed  to  rest  a 
few  hours  on  her  father's  land,  where  his 
tomb  had  been  erected,  never  having  been 
there  since ;  indeed,  she  only  spent  one  month 
on  this  estate  with  Lord  Edgarmond,  the  hap- 
piest portion  of  her  stay  in  England.  These 
recollections  inspired  her  with  a  wish  to  revisit 
their  scene.  She  knew  not  that  her  step- 
mother was  there  already. 

Some  miles  from  the  house,  Corinne  per- 
ceived that  a  carriage  had  been  overturned. 
She  stopped  her  own,  and  saw  an  old  gentle- 
man extricated  from  that  which  had  broken 
down,  much  alarmed  by  the  shock.  Corinne 
hurried  to  his  assistance,  and  offered  him  a 
share  of  her  conveyance  to  the  neighboring 
town  :  he  accepted  it  gratefully,  announcing 
himself  as  Mr.  Dickson :  she  remembered 
that  Nelvil  had  often  mentioned  that  name, 
and  directed  the  conversation  to  the  only  sub- 
ject which  interested  her  in  life.  Mr.  Dick- 
son was  the  most  communicative  man  in  the 
world  ;  and,  ignorant  who  his  companion  was, 
believed  her  an  English  lady,  with  no  private 
interest  in  the  questions  she  asked,  therefore 
told  her  all  he  knew  most  minutely :  her  atten- 
tions had  conciliated  him ;  and,  in  return,  he 
trusted  that  his  confidence  might  entertain 
her.  He  described  how  he  had  informed 
Lord  Nelvil  of  his  parent's  wishes,  and  re- 
peated an  extract  from  the  late  lord's  letter, 
often  .exclaiming,  "His  father  expressly  for- 
bade Oswald's  marriage  with  this  Italian, — 
and  they  cannot  brave  his  will  without  insult- 
ing his  memory."  Mr.  Dickson  added,  that 
Oswald  loved  Lucy,  was  beloved  by  her ;  that 
her  mother  strongly  desired  their  union,  but 
that  this  foreign  engagement  prevented  iiJ 


"How!"  said  Corinne,  striving  to  disguise 
her  agitation:  "do  you  think  that  the  sole 
barrier  to  his  happiness  with  Miss  Edgar- 
mond!" "I  am  sure  of  it,"  he  answered, 
delighted  at  her  inquiries.  "  It  is  but  three 
days  since  Lord  Nelvil  said  to  me,  *  If  I  were 
free,  I  would  marry  Lucy.'  "  "  If  he  were 
free !"  sighed  Corinne.  At  that  moment  the 
carriage  stopped  at  the  hotel  to  which  she 
had  promised  Mr.  Dickson  her  escort.  He 
thanked  her,  and  begged  to  know  where  he 
might  see  her  again.  She  wrunff  his  hand, 
without  power  to  speak,  and  left  him.  Late 
as  it  was,  she  resolved  that  evening  to  visit 
the  grave  of  her  father.  The  disorder  of  her 
mind  rendered  this  sacred  pilgrimage  more 
necessary  than  ever. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Ladt  Edgarmond  had  been  two  days  on 
her  estate,  where,  that  night,  she  had  invited 
all  her  neighbors  and  tenants ;  and  there  was 
Oswald  with  Lucy,  when  Corinne  arrived. 
She  saw  many  carriages  in  the  avenue ;  and 
alighted  on  the  spot  where  her  father  had 
once  treated  her  with  such  tenderness.  What 
a  contrast  between  those  days,  when  she  had 
thought  herself  so  unfortunate,  and  her  pre- 
sent situation !  Thus  are  we  punished  for  our 
fancied  woes,  by  real  calamities,  which  bat 
too  well  teach  us  what  true  sorrow  means. 
Corinne  bade  her  servant  ask  the  cause  of  aU 
this  light  and  bustle.  A  domestic  replied, 
"  Lady  Edgarmond  gives  a  ball  to-night ; 
which  my  master.  Lord  Nelvil,  has  opened 
with  the  heiress."  Corinne  shuddered;  but 
a  painful  curiosity  prompted  her  to  approach 
the  place  where  so  much  misery  threatened 
her;  and  motioning  for  her  people  to  with- 
draw, she  entered  the  open  gates  alone :  the 
obscnrity  permitted  her  to  walk  the  park  un- 
seen. It  was  ten  o'clock.  Oswald  had  been 
Lucy's  partner  in  those  English  coantry 
dances,  which  they  recommence  Are  or  six 
times  in  the  evening, — ^the.  same  gentleman 
always  dancing  with  the  same  lady,  and  the 
greatest  gravity  sometimes  reigning  over  this 
party  of  pleasure.  Lucy  danced  nobly,  but 
without  vivacity.  The  feeling  which  absorbed 
her  added  to  her  natural  seriousness :  as  the 
whole  county  was  inquisitive  to  know  whether 
she  loved  Oswald,  the  unusually  observant 
looks  she  met  prevented  her  ever  raising  her 
eyes  to  his  ;   and  her  embarrassment  was 
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sBch,  tkt  she  «oiild  scarcely  hear  or  see  any- 
thiog,  'Bob  deepiv  afiected  him  ai  first ;  but 
u  it  defer  Yaried,  he  soon  began  to  weary  a 
little ;  sod  compared  this  long  range  of  men 
ud  women,  aad.  their  monotonous  music,  with 
tbeaaiinated  airs  and  graceful  dances  of  Italy. 
Tbete  reflections  plunged  him  into  a  reyerie ; 
aad  Coriane  might  yet  have  tasted  some  mo- 


ments of  happiness  could  she  have  guessed  ^  What  a  confusion  of  softness  aad  of  dread 
his  thoughts;  but,  liko  a  stranger  on  her  pa^  There  are  impressions  of  such  force,  that  oc 
teroal  soil,  aloae,  though  so  near  the  man  sire    poor  feeble  nature  is  terrified  at  itself,  whii 


;  bad  hoped  to  call  her  husband,  she  roved  at 
I  huard  through  the  dark  walks  of  the  grounds 
ihe  ooce  might  hare  deemed  her  own.  The 
evth  seemed  failing  beneath  her  feet ;  and* 
the  fever  of  despair  alone  supplied  her  with 
stieogth :  perhaps  she  might  meet  Oswald  in 
the  garden,  she  thought,  though  scarce  know- 
iflg  what  she  now  desired. 

The  mansion  was  bcilt  on  an  eminence  ;  a 
hver  ran  at  its  base ;  there  were  many  trees 
OQ  one  bank ;  the  other  was  formed  of  rocks, 
covered  with  briars.  Corinne  drew  near  the 
viter,  whose  murmur  blended  with  the  dbtant 
Bvic :  the  gay  lamps  were  reflected  on  its 
luiaee;  while  the  pale  light  of  the  moon 
liwe  irradiated  the  wilds  on  the  opposite  side. 
She  thought  of  Hamlet,  in  which  a  spectre 
stnders  round  the  festal  palace,  x^tia  »*<7|i, 
ttd  this  forsaken  woman  might  have  found 
ttwnal  obliTion.  "  To-morrow,"  she  cried, 
rvfaen  be  strays  here  with  a  band  of  joyous 
^dt,  if  his  triumphant  steps  encountered 
the  remains  of  her  who  was  once  so  dear  to 
hia,  would  he  not  suffer  something  like  what 
I  hear  now  ?  would  not  his  grief  avenge  me  t 
Jtt,  no,  no !  it  is  not  vengeance  1  would  seek 
ii  death,  only  repose.**  Silently  she  cootem- 
Fkted  this  stream,  flowing  in  rapid  regularity : 
^  nature !  better  ordered  than  the  human 
joal.  She  remembered  the  day  on  which 
lelvil  had  saved  the  drowning  man.  *^  How  . 
[Qod  be  was  then  !*'  she  wept  forth,  ^and  may 
>e  still :  why  blame  him  for  my  woes  ?  he 
■>7  not  guess  them — perhaps  if  he  could  see 
•f— -"  She  determined,  in  the  midst  of 
dtt  fete,  to  demand  a  moment's  interview  with 
I^  Nelvil ;  and  walked  towards  the  house, 
*n|er  the  impulse  of  a  newly-adopted  decision  , 
*^h  succeeds  to  long  uncertainty ;  but,  as  hi 
^  t]^roached  it,  such  a  tremor  seized  her/  Ic 
1^  she  was  obliged  to  sit  down  on  a  stone 
•ench  which  faced  the  windows.  The  throng 
<if  nntics,  assembled  to  look  in  upon  the  dan- 
^  prevented  her  being  seen.  .  Oswald,  at 
1^  SMnnent,  came  to  a  balcony,  to  breathe 
Ji  fresh  evening  air.  Some  roses  that  grew 
pn  reminded  him  of  Corinne's  favorite  per-  ^i 
>BM,aod  be  started.  This  long  entertainmen)/'  ] 
him,  accustomed  as  he  had  been  to  her 
taste  and  intelligence ;  and  he  felt  that 


JO 


it  was  only  in  domestic  life  he  could  fin 
pleasure  with  such  a  companion  as  Lucy.  A 
that  in  the  least  degree  belonged  to  the  worl 
of  poetry  and  the  fine  arts  bade  him  regn 
Coriane.  While  he  was  in  this  mood,  a  fSellov 
guest  joined  him,  and  bis  adorer  once  moi 
heard  him  speak.  What  inexplicable  senss 
tions  are  awakened  by  the  voice  we  love 


we  experience  them. 

*^  DonH  you  think  this  a  charming  ball  1 
asked  .the  gentleman.  "Tes,*'  returned  Oi 
wald,  abstractedly^  *'  yes,  indeed  !*^  and  fa 
sighed.  Tliat  sigh,  that  melancholy  tout 
thrilled  Corinne's  heart  with  joy.  She  thougl 
herself  secure  of  regaining  his,  of  again  bein 
understood  by  him,  and  rose,  precipitately,  t 
bid  a  servant  call  Lord  Nelvil :  had  she  obeye 
her  inclination,  how  different  had  been  tfa 
destiny  of  both!  But  at  that  instant  Luc 
came  to  the  window ;  and  seeing  through  th 
darkness  of  tbr  garden  a  female  simply  drei 
in  white,  h'-.r  curiosity  was  kindled.  Sfa 
leant  for^drd,  and  aaaed  attentively,  believin 
that  s^3  recognized  the  features  of  her  siste 
v^.,  she  thought,  had  been  for  seven  yeai 
dead.  The  terror  this  sight  caused  her  wa 
so  great  that  she  fainted.  Every  one  hastene 
to  her  aid :  Corinne  could  find  no  servant  1 
bear  her  message,  and  withdrew  into  deepi 
shade,  to  avoid  remark.  ^ 

Lucy  dared  not  disclose  what  had  alarme 
her ;  but  as  her  mother  had,  from  infancy,  i^ 
stilled  into  her  mind  the  strongest  sense  < 
devotion,  she  was  persuaded  that  the  imag 
of  her  sister  had  appeared,  gliding  before  h( 
to  their  father's  tomb,  as  if  to  reproach  he 
for  holding  a  fi^te  in  that  scene  ere  she  ha 
^ilfilled  her  saered  duty  to  his  honored  dust 
as  soon  as  she  was  secure  from  observatioi 
she  left  the  ball.  Corinne,  astonished  at  sei 
ing  her  alone  in  the  garden,  imagined  thi 
Oswald  soon  would  follow  her,  and  that  pei 
haps  he  had  besought  a  private  meeting  t 
obtain  her  leave  for  naming  his  suit  to  he 
mother.  This  thought  kept  her  motionless 
)}\ii  she  saw  that  Lucy  bent  her  steps  toward 
a  small  grove,  which,  she  well  knew,  mui 
lead  to  Lord  Edgarmond's  grave ;  and,  ac 
cusing  herself  of  not  having  earlier  born 
thither  her  own  regrets,  followed  her  sister  i 
some  distance,  unseen.  She  soon  perceive 
the  black  sarcophagus  raised  over  the  remain 
of  their  parent.  Filial  tenderness  overpoM 
ered  her:  she  supported  herself  against 
tree.  Lucy  also  paused,  and  bent  her  hea 
respectfully.  Corinne  was  ready  to  explai 
herself,  and,  in  their  father's  name,  deman 
her  rank  and  her  betrothed ;  but  the  fair  gii 


146 


CORINNE;  OR,  ITALY. 


made  a  few  hurried  steps  towards  the  tomb, 
and  the  Tictim^s  courage  failed. 

There  is  such  timidity,  even  in  the  most 
impetuous  female  heart,  that  a  trifle  will  re- 
strain, as  a  trifle  can  excite  it.  Lucy  knelt, 
remoTed  the  garland  which  had  bound  her 
hair,  and  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven  with  an 
angelic  appeal :  her  face  was  softly  illumined 


render  her  worthy  the  esteem  of  OtwM!^ 
"Yes,"  whispered  Corinne,  "kind  fa^ier, 
grant  her  prayer,  and  give  your  other  child  a 
peaceful  grave !"  Thus  solemnly  concluding 
the  greatest  effort  of  which  her  sonl  was  ca- 
pable, she  took  from  her  breast  the  paper 
which  contained  Oswald's  ring,  and  rapidly 
withdrew.      She  felt  that  in  sending  thiB, 


by  the  moonbeams,  and  Corinne's  heart  meltedj  without  letting  him  know  where  she  was,  she 
with  the  purest  generosity.  She  contemplatetjr  i^hould  break  all  their  ties,  and  yield  him  to 
the  chaste  and  pious  expression  of  that  almost  ner  sister.  In  the  presence  of  that  tomb,  she 
childish  visage,  and  remembered  how  she  had  had  been  more  conscious  than  ever  of  the 
watched  over  it  in  infancy :  her  own  youth  obstacles  which  separated  them :  her  ovn 
was  waning,  while  Lucy  had  before  her  a  long  father,  as  well  as  Oswald's,  seemed  to  con- 
futurity,  that  ought  not  to  be  troubled  by  any .  demn  their  love.  Lucy  appeared  deserving 
recollections  which  she  might  shame  at  con-l  of  him ;  and  CorinneYat  least  for  the  moment. 


fessing,  either  before  the  world  or  to  her  own 
conscience.  "  If  I  accost  her,"  thought  Co- 
rinne, "that  soul,  so  peaceful  now,  will  be 
disturbed,  perhaps  for  ever.  I  have  already 
borne  so  much,  that  I  can  suffer  on  ;  but  the 
innocent  Lucy  would  pass,  in  a  moment,  from 
perfect  calm  to  the  most  cruel  agitation.  Can 
I,  who  have  lulled  her  to  sleep  on  my  bosom, 
hurl  her  into  the  ocean  of  grief  1"  Love  still 
combated  this  disinterested  elevation  of  mind, 
when  Lucy  said  aloud,  "  Pray  for  me,  O  my 
father!"  Corinne  sank  on  her  knees,  and 
mutually  besought  a  paternal  benediction  on 
them  both,  with  tears  more  stainless  than  those 
of  love.  Lucy  audibly  continued,  "  Dear  sis- 
ter, intercede  for  me  in  heaven !  Friend  of 
my  child^iood,  protect  me  now !"  How  Co- 
rinne*8  oosom  yearned  towards  her,  as  Lucy, 
^ith  added  fervor,  resumed, — "  Pardon  me, 
father,  a  brief  forgetfulness,  caused  by  the 
sentiment  yourself  commanded !  I  am  not, 
sure,  to  blame  for  loving  him  you  chose  to  be 
my  husband.     Achieve  your  work !    Inspire 


fluttering  heart  shall  not  betray  its  secret. 
Oh,  my  God !  My  father,  console  your  child ! 


was  proud  to  sacriflc^erself,  that  he  might 
live  at  peace  with  his  country,  his  family,  and 
his  own  heart.  The  music  which  she  heard 
from  the  house  sustained  her  firmness:  she 
saw  an  old  blind  man,  seated  at  the  foot  of  a 
tree  to  listen,  and  begged  he  would  present 
her  letter  to  one  of  the  servants ;  thus  she 
escaped  the  risk  of  Oswald's  discovering  who 
had  brought  it ;  for  no  one  could  have  seen 
her  give  the  letter  without  being  assured  that 
it  contained  the  fate  of  her  whole  life.  Hei 
looks,  her  shaking  hand,  her  hollow  voice, 
bespoke  one  of  those  awful  moments,  when 
destiny  overrules  us,  and*  we  act  but  as  the 
slaves  of  that  fatality  which  so  long  pursued 
us.  Corinne  watched  the  old  man,  Ted  by  his 
faithful  dog,  give  her  letter  to  a  servant  ef 
Nelvil's,  who,  by  chanee,  was  carrying  others 
into  the  house.  All  things  conspired  to  ban- 
ish her  last  hope :  she  made  a  few  steps  to- 
wards the  gate,  turning  her  head  to  mark  the 
servant's  entrance.  When  she  no  longer  saw 
him — ^when  she  was  on  the  high  road,  the 


him  to  select  me  as  the  partn^  of  his  life !    h  Jights  and  music  lost,  a  death-like  damp  ross 
shall  never  be  happjt,  save  wiii  him ;  but  my^  So  her  brow,  a  chill  ran  through  her  frame ; 


she  tottered  on,  but  nature  refused  the  task, 
and  she  fell  senseless  by  the  way. 


BOOK     XVIII. 

THE      SOJOURN      AT      FLORENCE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Couirr  d'Erpeuil  having  passed  some  time 
in  Switzerland,  wearied  of  nature  'mid  the 
AJpsy  as  he  had  tired  of  the  arts  at  Rome,  and 


suddenly  resolved  to  visit  England.  He  had 
heard  that  he  would  find  much  depth  of  thon|[ht 
there,  and  woke  one  morning  to  the  conviction 
of  that  being  the  very  thing  he  wished  to  meet. 
This  third  search  after  pleasure  had  succeeded 
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00  better  than  its  predecessors,  but  his  regard 
for  NeWil  sparred  him  on ;  and  he  assured 
iumself,  another  morning,  that  friendship  was. 
the  greatest  bliss  on  earth ;  therefore  he  went 
to  Scotland.  Not  seeing  Oswald  at  his  home, 
bat  learning  that  he  had  gone  to  Lady  Edgar- 
mond's,  the  Count  leaped  on  his  horse  to  fol- 
low; so  much  did  he  belieye  that  he  longed^ 
to  meet  him.  As  he  rode  quickly  on,  he  saw^ 
a  female  extended  motionless  upon  the  road, 
and  instantly  dismounted  to  assist  her.  What 
was  his  horror,  at  recognizing  through  their 
mortal  paleness,  the  features  of  Corinne! 
With  the  liveliest  sympathy  he  helped  his 
•errant  to  arrange  some  branches  as  a  litter, 
intending  to  convey  her  to  Lady  Edgarmond^s, 
when  Theresina,  who  till  now  had  remained 
ia  her  mistresses  carriage,  alarmed  at  her  ab* 
seoce,  and,  certain  that  no  one  but  Lord  Nel- 
Til  coald  have  reduced  her  lady  to  this  state, 
begged  that  she  might  be  borne  to  the  neigh- 
boring town.  The  Count  followed  her ;  and 
for  eight  days,  daring  which  she  suffered  all 
the  delirium  of  fever,  be  never  left  her.  Thus« 
it  was  the  frivolous  man  who  proved  faithfnl, 
whfle  the  man  of  sentiment  was  breaking  her 
beart.  This  contrast  struck  Corinne  when 
she  recovered  her  senses,  and  she  thanked 
d'Erieail  with  great  feeling:  he  replied  by 
atriring  to  console  her,  more  capable  of  nobl^ 
Ktions  than  of  serious  conversation.  Corinne^ 
finnd  him  useful,  but  could  not  make  him  her 
frienL  She  strove  to  recall  her  reason,  and 
tfaiok  over  what  had  passed ;  but  it  was  long 
ere  the  could  remember  all  she  had  done,  and 
fivm  what  motive.  Then,  perhaps,  she  thought 
ber  sacrifice  too  great ;  and  hoped,  at  least,  to^ 
bid  Lord  Nelvil  a  last  adieu,  ere  she  left  Eng- 
•  '    ul- 


ISw^t 


had;  bot  the  day  after  she  regained  her  faci 
tua  ehance  threw  a  newspaper  in  her  way, 
vhich  contained  the  followmg  paragraph :-« 

''Lady  Edgarmond  has  lately  learned  that 
JKr  step-daughter,  who  she  believed  had  died 
ia  Italy,  is  still  enjoying  great  literary  cele- 
ry at  Rome  under  the  name  of  Corinne. 
Her  ladyship,  much  to  her  own  honor,  ac- 
bowiedges  the  fair  poet,  and  is  desirous  of 
ibaring  with  her  the  fortune  left  by  Lord  Ed- 
Sarmond*s  brother,  who  died  in  India.  The 
marriage  contract  was  yesterday  signed  be- 
tween his  lordship's  youngest  daughter  (the 
only  child  of  his  widow)  and  Lord  Nelvil,  who, 
OB  Sunday  next,  leads  Miss  Lucy  Edgarmond 
to  the  altar.'* 

Unfortunately  Corinne  lost  not  her  con- 
>eioii8aess  after  reading  this  announcement ; 
>  sadden  change  took  place  within  her ;  all 
,  the  mterests  of  life  were  lost,  she  felt  like  oni 
condemned  to  death,  who  had  not  known,  til 
M,  when  her  sentence  would  be  executed ; 
and  froni  litis  moment  the  resignation  of  de- 
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spair  was  the  only  sensation  of  her  breast 
/iD'Erfeuil  entered  her  room,  and,  finding  her 
'  even  paler  than  while  in  her  swoon,  anxiously 
asked  her  the  news.  She  replied  gravely, 
"  I  am  no  longer  ill ;  to-morrow  is  the  Sab- 
bath ;  I  will  go  to  Plymouth,  and  embark  for 
Italy."  "  I  shall  accompany  you,"  he  ardent- 
ly returned.  *^  Pve  nothing  to  detain  me  here, 
and  shall  be  charmed  at  travelling  with  you.'' 
**  How  truly  good  you  are !"  she  said :  "  we 
ought  not  to  judge  from  appearances. "  Then, 
after  checking  herself,  added,  "  I  accept  your 
guidance  to  the  seaport,  because  I  am  not  sure 
of  my  own ;  but,  once  on  board,  the  ship  will 
bear  me  on,  no  matter  in  what  state  I  may 
be."  She  signed  for  him  to  leave  her,  and 
wept  long  before  her  God,  begging  him  to 
support  her  beneath  this  sorrow.  Nothing 
was  left  of  the  impetuous  Corinne.  The  ac- 
tive powers  of  her  life  were  all  exhausted ; 
and  this  annihilation,  for  which  she  could 
scarcely  account,  restored  her  composure. 
Grief  had  subdued  her.     Sooner  or  later  the 

ost  rebellious  heads  must  bow  to  the  same 
yoke. 

*'It  is  to-day!"  sighed  Corinne,  as  she 
arose,  "  it  is  to-day !"  and  descended  to  her 
carriage.  On  Sunday,  Corinne  left  Scotland 
with  the  Count  d'ErfeuO.  He  questioned  hnr, 
''but  she  could  not  reply.  They  passed  a 
^church:  she  asked  his  leave  to  enter  for  a 
moment;  then,  kneeling  before  tlie  altar, 
prayed  for  Oswald  and  for  Luc]k:  but  when 
she  would  have  risen  she  staggered,  and  could 
not  take  one  step  without  the  support  of  The- 
pesina  and  the  Count,  who  had  followed  her. 
All  present  made  way  for  her,  with  every 
demonstration  of  pity.  **  I  look  very  mise- 
rable, then  V  she  said  :  "  the  young  and  love- 
ly, at  this  hour,  are  leaving  such  a  scene  in 
triumph." 

The  Count  scarcely  understood  these  words. 
Kind  as  he  was,  and  much  as  he  loved  Co- 
rinne, he  soon  wearied  of  her  sadness,  and 
strove  to  draw  her  from  it,  as  if  we  had  only 
to  say  we  will  forget  all  the  woes  of  life,  and 
do  so.  Sometimes  he  cried,  "  I  told  you  how 
it  would  be."  Strange  mode  of  comforting; 
but  such  is  the  satisfaction  which  vanity  tastes 
at  the  expense  of  misfortune.  Corinne  fruit- 
lessly strove  to  conceal  her  sufferings;  for 
we  are  ashamed  of  strong  affections  in  the 
presence  of  the  light-minded,  and  bashful  in 
all  feelings  that  must  be  explained  ere  com- 
prehended— ^those  secrets  of  the  heart  that 
can  only  be  consoled  by  those  who  can  divine 
fthem.  Corinne  was  displeased  with  herself, 
as  not  sufficiently  grateful  for  the  Count's  de- 
votion to  her  service ;  but  in  his  looks,  his 
words,  his  accents,  there  was  so  much  which 
wandered  in  search  of  amusement,  that  she 
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"as  often  on  the  point  of  forgetting  his  gene- 
>a8  actions,  as  he  did  himself.  It  is  doubt- 
«8  very  magnanimons  to  set  small  price  on 
ar  own  good  deeds,  but  that  indifference,  so 
dmirable  in  itself,  may  be  carried  to  an  ex- 
'eme  which  approaches  an  unfeeling  levity. 

Corinne,  daring  her  delirium,  had  betrayed 
early  all  her  secrets — ^the  papers  had  since 
pprised  d^Erfeuil  of  the  rest.  He  often 
ished  to  talk  of  what  he  called  her  '*  affairs,"*^ 
lit  that  word  alone  sufficed  to  freeze  her  con- 
dence ;  and  she  entreated  him  to  spare  her 
le  pain  of  breathing  Lord  Nelyirs  name.  In 
&rting  with  the  Count,  Corinne  knew  not  how 
i  express  herself;  for  she  was  at  once  glad 
»  anticipate  being  alone,  and  srieyed  to  lose 

man  who  had  behaved  so  well  towards  her. 
be  strove  to  thank  him,  but  he  begged  her 
)  naturally  not  to  speak  of  it,  that  she  obeyed  ; 
barging  him  to  inform  Lady  Edgarmond  that/ 
be  refused  the  legacy  of  her  uncle ;  and  to  do 
>,  as  if  she  had  sent  this  message  from  Italy ; 
>r  she  did  not  wish  her  step-mother  to  know 
tie  had  been  in  England.  ''Nor  NelvilV 
Bked  the  Count.  '*  You  may  tell  him  soon, 
es,  very  soon ;  my  friends  in  Rome  will  let 
ou  know  when.'^  ''  Take  care  of  your  health, 
t  least,"  he  added :  "  don't  you  know  that  I 
m  uneasy  about  you  1"  "  Keaily  !'*  she  ex- 
laimed,  smiling.  "  Not  without  cause,  I  be- 
eve."  Ue  offered  her  his  arm  to  the  vessel : 
t  that  moment  she  turned  towards  England, 
he  countrr  she  must  never  more  behold, 
rhere  dwelt  the  sole  object  of  her  love  and 
Tief,  and  her  eyes  filled  with  the  first  tears 
he  had  shed  in  d'ErfeniFs  presence.  **  Love- 
r  Corinne  !'*  he  said,  *'  forget  that  ingrate ! 
bink  of  the  friends  so  tenderly  attached  to 
oil,  and  recollect  your  advantages  with  plea- 
are."  She  withdrew  her  hand  from  him, 
ad  stepped  back  some  paces  ;  then  blaming 
leraelf  for  this  reproof,  gently  returned  to  bid 
im  adieu  :  bat  he,  having  perceived  nothing 
f  what  passed  in  her  mind,  got  into  the  boat 
nth  her ;  recommended  her  earnestly  to  the 
laptain's  care ;  busied  himself  most  endear- 
Dgly  on  all  the  details  that  could  render  her 
tassage  agreeable ;  and,  when  rowed  ashore, 
raved  his  handkerchief  to  the  ship  as  long 
M  he  could  be  seen.  Corinne  returned  his 
ialute.  Alas !  was  this  the  friend  on  whose 
attentions  she  ou^ht  to  have  been  thrown  1 

Light  feelings  last  long  :  they  are  not  bound 
lo  tight  that  they  can  break.  They  are  ob- 
icured  or  brought  to  light  by  circumstances, 
irhile  deep  affections  fly,  never  to  return  ;  and 
n  their  places  leave  naught  but  cureless 
vounds. 


'     SOI 


CHAPTER  n. 

A  rxvoRABLK  breeze  bore  Corinne  to  Lego 
horn  in  less  than  a  month.  Sh<$  suffered  from 
fever  the  whole  time ;  and  her  debility  was 
such,  that  grief  of  mind  mingling  with  the 
pain  of  illness,  all  her  sensations  were  con- 
fused. She  hesitated,  on  landing,  whether 
she  should  proceed  to  Rome,  or  no  ;  but  though 
her  beet  friends  awaited  her,  she  felt  an  insur- 
mountable repugnance  to  living  in  the  scenes 
where  she  had  known  Oswald.  She  thought 
of  that  door  throngh  which  he  came  to  her 
twice  every  day ;  and  the  prospect  of  being 
there  without  him  was  too  dreary.  She  de- 
cided on  going  to  Florence  ;  and,  as  she  be- 
lieved  that  her  life  could  not  long  resist  her 
^orrows,  she  thus  intended  to  detach  herself 
y  degrees  from  the  world,  by  living  alone, 
*ar  from  those  who  loved  her,  far  from  th& 
city  that  witnessed  her  success,  whose  inhabit- 
ants would  strive  to  re-animate  her  mind, 
and  expect  her  to  appear  what  she  had  been, 
while  her  discouraged  heart  found  every  effort 
odious. 

In  crossing  fertile  Tuscany,  and  approach- 
ing flower-perfumed  Florence,  Corinne  felt 
but  an  added  sadness.  How  dreadful  the  de- 
spair which  such  skies  fail  to  calm !  Ond 
must  feel  either  love  or  religion,  in  order  to 
appreciate  nature ;  and  she  had  lost  the  first 
of  earthly  blessings,  without  having  yet  re-, 
covered  the  peace  which  piety  alone  can  af* 
ford  the  unfortunate.  Tuscany,  a  well-culti- 
vated, smiling  land,  strikes  not  the  imagina- 
tion as  do  the  environs  of  Rome  and  Naples. 
The  primitive  institutions  of  its  early  inhabit- 
ants have  been  so  efl^ed,  that  there  scarcely 
remains  one  vestige  of  them;  but.aootber 
species  of  historic  beauty  exists  in  their 
stead, — cities  that  bear  the  impress  of  the 
middle  ages.  At  Sienna,  the  public  square 
wherein  the  people  assembled,  the  balcony 
from  which  their  magistrate  harangued  them* 
must  catch  the  least  reflecting  eye,  as  proofs 
that  there  once  flourished  a  democratic  gov- 
ernment. It  is  a  real  pleasure  to  hear  the 
Tuscans,  even  of  the  lowest  classes,  speak  : 
their  fanciful  phrases  give  one  an  idea  of  that 
Athenian  Greek,  which  sounded  like  a  per- 
f^tual  melody.  It  is  a  strange  sensatioa  to 
believe  one's  self  amid  a  people  all  equally 
educated,  all  elegant ;  such  is  the  illueioa 
which,  for  a  moment,  the  purity  of  their  lan- 
guage creates. 

The  sight  of  Florence  recalls  its  history^ 
previous  to  the  Medicean  sway.  The  pelaoes 
of  its  best  families  are  built  like  fortreeaes  : 
without,  are  still  seen  the  iron  rings  to  which 
the  standards  of  each  party  were  attached. 
All  things  seem  to  have  been  more  arranged 
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ibr  the  sopport  of  individntl  powers,  than  for 
Iheir  anion  in  a  common  cause.  The  city  ap- 
pears formed  for  civil  war.  There  are  tow- 
ers attached  to  the  Hall  of  Justice,  whence 
the  approach  of  the  enemy  could  be  discerned. 
8och  were  the  feuds  between  certain  houses, 
that  you  find  dwellings  inconveniently  con- 
•tmcied,  because  their  lords  would  not  let 
them  extend  to  the  grmmd  on  which  that  of 
tome  foe  had  been  razed.  Here  the  Pazzi 
conspired  against  the  De  Medici ;  there  the 
Goelfs  assassinated  the  Ghibellines.  The 
narks  of  struggling  rivalry  are  everywhere 
visible,  though  but  in  senseless  stones.  No- 
thing is  now  left  for  any  pretenders  but  an  in- 
f  lorious  state,  not  worth  disputing.  The  lifd^ 
led  in  Florence  has  become  singularly  mo-  ^ 
DotoDOus ;  its  natives  walk  every  afternoon 
on  the  banks  of  the  Arno,  and  every  evening 
Ssk  one  another  if  tbey  have  been  there. 
Corinoe  took  her  residence  at  a  little  distance 
from  the  town ;  and  let  Prince  Castel  Forte 
know  this,  in  the  only  letter  she  had  strength 
to  write  :  snch  was  her  horror  of  all  habitual 
actions,  that  even  the  fati<]^ue  of  giving  the 
•tightest  order  redoubled  her  distress.  She 
sometimes  passed  her  day  in  complete  in- 
setiYity,  retired  to  her  pillow,  rose  again, 
Spened  a  book,  without  the  power  to  comnre- 
bend  a  line  of  it.     Oft  did  she  remain  whole 

I  boiiTS  at  her  window  ;  then  would  walk  rap- 
idly in  her  garden,  cull  its  flowers,  and  seek 
to  deaden  her  senses  in  their  perfume ;  but 
the  consciousness  of  life  pursued  her,  like  an 
unrelenting  ghost :  she  strove  in  vain  to  calm 
the  doTOuring  faculty  of  thought,  which  no 
longer  presented  her  with  varied  images,  but 
one  lone  idea,  armed  with  ^  thousand  stings, 
that  pierced  her  heart. 


CHAPTER  in. 

Ah  hour  passed  in  St.  Peter's  had  been/ 
wont  to  compose  her  :  and  Corinne  hoped  to 
find  the  same  effect  from  visitins  the  churches 
of  &ir  Florence.  She  walked  beneath  the 
fine  trees  on  the  river's  bank,  in  a  lovely  eve 
(^  Jnne.  Roses  embalmed  the  air,  and  every 
&ce  expressed  the  general  felicity  from  which 
she  felt  herself  excluded  ;  yet  she  unenvy ingly 
hiessed  her  God  for  his  kind  care  of  man. 
"  I  am  an  exception  to  the  universal  order," 
she  said ;  "  there  is  happiness  for  every  one 
but  me :  this  power  of  suffering,  beneath 
which  I  die,  is  then  peculiar  to  myself.    My 


God !  why  was  I  selected  for  snch  a  doon 
May  I  not  say,  like  thy  Divine  Son,  *  Fathc 
let  this  cup  be  taken  from  me  V  " 

The  active  air  of  the  inhabitants  astonish 
her  :  since  she  had  lost  all  interest  in  life  si 
knew  not  why  others  seemed  occupied  ;  ai 
slowly  pacing  the  large  stone  pavements 
Florence,  she  forgot  where  she  had  design* 
to  go.  At  last,  she  found  herself  before  ti 
far-famed  gate  of  brass,  sculptured  by  Gl 
berti  for  the  font  of  St.  John  s,  which  stan 
beside  the  cathedral.  For  some  time  she  e 
amined  this  stupendous  work  ;  where,  wrong 
in  bronze,  the  divers  nations,  though  of  n 
nute  proportions,  are  distinctly  marked  I 
their  varied  physiognomies ;  all  of  which  e 
press  some  thought  of  their  artist.  '*  Wh 
patience,"  cried  Corinne ;  '^  what  respect  f 
posterity  !  yet  how  few  scrutinize  these  doo 
through  which  they  daily  pass,  in  heedlea 
ness,  ignorance,  or  disdain !  How  difficult 
it  to  escape  oblivion !  how  vast  the  power 
death !" 

In  this  cathedral  was  Julian  de  Medici  s 
sassinated.  Not  far  thence,  in  the  church 
St.  Lorenzo,  is  shown  the  marble  chapel,  e 
riched  with  precious  stones,  where  rise  t] 
tombs  of  that  high  family,  and  Michael  A 
gelo's  statues  of  Julian  and  Lorenzo :  tl 
latter,  meditating  vengeance  on  the  murder 
his  brother,  deserves  the  honor  of  having  he< 
called  *  la  pensee  de  Michel  Angela  P  At  t] 
feet  of  these  figures  are  Aurora  and  Nigt 
The  awaking  of  the  one  is  admirable ;  st 
more  so  is  the  other's  sleep.  A  poet  cho 
it  for  his  theme,  and  concluded  by  say  in 
*'  Sound  as  is  her  slumber,  she  lives  :  if  y 
believe  not,  wake  her,  she  will  speak."  A 
gelo,  who  cultivated  letters  (without  whi 
imagination  of  all  kinds  must  soon  deca] 
replied : — 

**  Grato  m*6  11  Bono  e  plu  reater  d*y  siuno. 
Ilentre  che  II  danno  e  la  vergagna  dura. 
Nod  veder,  non  wnUr  m*i  f  rao  ventara ; 
Pero  uon  mi  destar,  dch  parla  baaso !" 

"  It  is  well  for  me  to  sleep,  still  better  to 
ftone  ;  while  shame  and  injustice  last : — i 
to  see,  not  to  hear,  is  a  great  blessing ;  thei 
fore  disturb  me  not !  speak  low !" 

This  great  man  was  the  only  comparative 
modern  sculptor  who  neither  gave  the  hum 
figure  the  beauty  of  the  antique  nor  the  affect 
air  of  our  own  day.  You  see  the  grave  ener, 
of  the  middle  ages,  its  perseverance,  its  p£ 
sions,  but  no  ideal  beauty.  He  was  the  geni 
of  his  own  school ;  and  imitated  no  one,  i 
even  the  ancients.  His  tomb  is  the  chur 
of  Santa  Croce.  At  his  desire  it  faces  a  wj 
dow  whence  may  be  seen  the  dome  built 
Filippo  Brnnelleschi ;  as  if  his  ashes  woi 
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)tiT,  eyen  beneath  the  marble,  at  the  sight  of 
I  cupola  copied  from  that  of  St.  Peter^s. 
Santa  Croce  contains  some  of  the  most  illus- 
trioas  dead  in  Europe.  Galileo,  persecuted 
by  man,  for  havingr  discoyered  the  secrets  of 
the  sky  : — Machiavel,  who  revealed  the  arts 
of  crime  rather  as  an  observer  than  an  actor  ; 
yet  whose  lessons  are  more  available  to  the 
oppressors  than  the  oppressed  : — Aretino,  who 
consecrated  his  days  to  mirth,  and  found  no- 
thing serious  in  life  except  its  end  : — Boccac- 
cio, whose  laughing  fancy  resisted  the  united 
scourges  of  civil  war  and  plague  : — a  picture 
in  honor  of  Dante,  showing  that  the  Floren- 
tines, who  permitted  him  to  perish  in  exile, 
were  not  the  less  vain  of  his  glory  (34) ;  with 
many  other  worthy  names,  and  some  cele- 
brated in  their  own  day,  but  echoing  less 
forcibly  from  age  to  age,  so  that  their  sound 
is  now  almost  unheard.  (36.) 

This  church,  adorned  with  noble  recollec- 
tions, rekindled  the  enthusiasm  of  Corinne, 
which  the  living  had  repressed.  The  silent 
presence  of  the  great  revived,  for  a  moment, 
that  emulation  which  once  she  felt  for  fame. 
She  stepped  more  steadfastly,  and  thQ  high 
thoughts  of  other  days  arose  within  her  breast. 
Some  young  priests  came  slowly  down  the 
aisle,  chanting  in  subdued  tones:  she  asked 
the  meaning  of  this  ceremony.  "We  are 
praying  for  our  dead,''  said  one  of  them. 
"  Right,"  thought  Cormne ;  "  your  dead !  well 
ma^  you  boast  them ;  they  are  the  only  noble 
relics  left  ye.  Ah !  why  then,  Oswald,  have 
you  stifled  all  the  gifU  lieaven  granted  mc, 
with  which  I  ought  to  excite  the  sympathy  of 
kindred  minds  1  Oh,  God !"  she  added,  smk- 
ing  on  her  knees,  "  it  is  not  in  vanity  I  dare 
entreat  thee  to  give  me  back  my  talents; 
doubtless  the  lowly  saints  who  lived  and  died 
for  thee  alone  are  greatest  in  thy  sight ;  but 
there  are  different  careers  for  mortals :  genius, 
which  illustrates  our  noblest  virtues,  devotes 
itself  to  generous  humanity  and  truth,  may 
trust  to  be  received  into  some  outer  heaven. ' 
She  cast  her  eyes  to  earth,  and,  on  the  stone 
where  she  had  knelt,  read  this  inscription, — 

**  Alona  I  roie,  alona  I  rank,  and  Vm  alone  e'en  here." 

"Ah!"  cried  Corinne,  "that  is  mine  an- 
swer. What  should  embolden  me  to  toilt 
what  pride  can  I  ever  feel  1  who  would  parti- 
cipate in  my  success,  or  interest  himself  in 
my  defeats  t  Oh,  I  should  need  his  look  for 
my  reward!"  Another  epitaph  fixed  her 
attention,  that  of  a  youth  who  says, — 

*'  ntjr  me  noc  if  yoa  can  guea  how  many  panfi  the 
gimve  hath  ipared  me." 

How  did  these  words  wean  her  from  life! 


amid  the  tamult  of  a  city,  this  church  opened 
to  teach  mankind  the  best  of  secrets,  if  they 
would  learn :  but  no ;  they  pass  it  by,  and  an 
incredible  forgetfulness  of  death  keeps  the 
world  alive. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

The  spring  of  feieling  which  had  consoled 
Corinne  for  a  few  moments,  led  her  next 
morning  to  the  gallery  :  she  hoped  to  recover 
her  taste,  and  draw  some  pleasure  from  her 
former  pursuits.  The  fine  arts  are  still  re- 
publican in  Florence.  The  pictures  and  sta- 
tues are  shown  at  all  hours,  with  the  greatest 
ease.  Well-informed  men,  paid  by  Sxe  gov- 
ernment, like  public  functionaries,  explain  all 
these  chefs-d'auvres.  This  lingering  respect 
for  talent  has  ever  pervaded  Italy,  particularly 
Florence,  where  the  Medici  extorted  pardon 
for  their  power  over  human  actions,  by  the 
free  scope  they  left  for  human  minds.  The 
common  people  love  the  arts,  and  blend  this 
taste  with  their  devotion,  which  is  more  regu- 
lar in  Tuscany  than  in  any  other  Italian  state ; 
but  they  frequently  confound  mythologic  fig- 
ures with  Scripture  history.  One  of  the 
guides  used  to  show  a  Minerva  as  Judith,  and 
an  Apollo  as  David;  adding,  when  he  ex- 
plained a  bas-relieft  which  represented  the 
fall  of  Troy,  that  "Cassandra  was  a  good 
Christian." 

Many  days  vaky  be  passed  in  the  gallery 
ere  half  its  beauties  are  known.  Corinne 
went  from  one  to  the  other,  mortified  at  her 
own  indifference  and  abstraction.  The  calm 
dignity  which  shines  through  the  deep  grief 
of  Niobe,  however,  recalled  her  attention. 
In  such  a  case,  the  countenance  of  a  living 
mother  would,  doubtless,  be  more  agitated; 
but  the  ideal  arts  preserve  beauty  even  in 
despair ;  and  what  affects  us  most  in  works 
of  genius,  is  not  grief's  self,  but  the  soul's 
power  o'er  grief.  Not  far  from  this  is  a  head 
of  the  dying  Alexander.  These  two  coun- 
tenances afford  rich  material  for  thought. 
The  conqueror  looks  astonished  and  indignant 
at  not  having  achieved  a  victory  even  over 
nature.  The  anguish  of  maternal  love  is 
depicted  on  all  the  traits  of  Niobe:  sho 
presses  her  daughter  to  her  heart  with  the 
most  touching  ignorance  :  her  fine  face  bear* 
ing  the  stamp  of  that  fatality  which  left  the 
ancients  no  resource,  even  in  reli^on.  Niobe 
lifts  her  eyes  to  heaven,  but  without  hope; 
for  the  gods  themselves  are  her  enemies. 
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Ob  hn  zetom  home,  Corioae  ttrore  to  re- 
fleet  on  what  she  had  seen,  and  retrace  her 
impressioDs,  as  she  had  formerly  done;  bat 
ber  mental  disiraction  was  uncontrollable. 
How  far  was  she  now  from  the  power  of  im- 
prorisstion!  In  vain  she  sought  for  words, 
or  wrote  unmeaning  onee,  that  dismayed  her 
on  perusal,  as  would  the  mvings  of  delirium. 
Incapable  of  turning  her  thoughts  from  her 
owQ  situation,  she  then  stroye  to  describe  it ; 
bat  DO  loDger  could  she  command  those  uni- 
Tenal  sentiments  that  find  echoes  in  all 
bearts.  Hers  were  now  but  long  unyaried 
miliiigs,  like  the  cry  of  the  night  bird  ;  her 
expresaioos  were  too  impetuous,  too  unveiled, 
—they  were  those  of  misery,  not  of  talent. 
To  write  well,  we  require  to  feel  truly,  but 
not  heart-breakinglj.  The  best  melancholy 
poc^  is  that  inspired  by  a  kind  of  rapture, 
which  stiU  tells  of  mental  strength  and  enjoy- 
ment. Real  grief  is  a  foe  to  intellectual  fer- 
tility: it  produces  a  gloomy  agitation,  that 
incvasantly  returns  to  the  same  point,  like  the 
knight  who,  pursued  by  an  eyil  genius,  sought 
a  thousand  roods  for  escape,  yet  always  found 
himself  at  the  spot  from  whence  he  started. 

The  state  of  Corinne's  health  completed  the 
eoofosioo  of  her  mind.  The  following  are  a 
few  of  the  reflections  she  wrote,  while  making 
a  frnitless  effort  to  become  capable  of  a  con- 
leeted  work. 


CHAPTER  V. 


nUGMKKTS   OF   THE    THOUGHTS    OF    CORINNK. 

**  Mr  talent  exists  no  longer.  I  regret  its 
W  It  would  haye  consoled  me  to  know 
that  my  name  would  once  more  reach  his  ears 
ioTeated  whh  some  glory :  that  on  reading 
Mmething  which  I  had  written,  a  sympathy 
with  me  might  yet  again  be  awakened  in  his 

^  It  was  folly  in  me  to  hope  that  after  re- 
toning  to  his  own  country,  and  entering  into 
those  ^ibita  of  life  which  are  peculiar  to  it, 
be  would  still  retain  the  ideas  and  the  feelings 
which  could  alone  re-unite  us.  There  is  so 
mneh  to  be  said  against  such  a  being  as  I  am, 
ao  much  to  which  no  other  reply  can  be  made 
but  that  I  haye  talent — ^that  I  have  a  soul. 
Bnt  what  reply  is  that  for  the  generality  of 
meoV 

''They  are  wrong,  howeyer,  in  dreading 


soperioritr  of  intellect  and  of  soul.  This  su- 
periority has  a  most  favorable  influence  on  the 
character;  for  extent  of  knowledge  renders 
us  very  indulgent,  and  great  depth  of  feeling 
inspires  great  goodness  of  heart." 

"  Ah !  how  is  it,  that  two  beings  who  have 
confided  to  each  other  their  inmost  thoughts, 
who  have  talked  together  of  God,  ot  the  im- 
mortality of  the  soul,  of  suflfering ; — how  is  it 
that  they  have  suddenly  become  strangers  to 
each  other  1  What  an  inexplicable  mystery 
is  love  !  How  admirable,  or  how  worthless ! 
Religious  as  the  faith  of  the  martyr,  or  coldei 
than  the  most  simple  friendship !  Does  thia 
most  involuntary  of  all  our  emotions  come 
from  heaven  or  from  earth  1  Ought  we  to  submit 
to  it,  or  combat  against  it  ?  Ah  !  what  storms 
break  in  the  depths  of  the  heart !" 

"  Talent  should  be  a  resource.  When  Do- 
menichino  was  imprisoned  in  a  convent,  he 
painted  glorious  pictures  on  its  walls,  and  lefl 
chefs  d*CBuvres  to  mark  where  he  had  been. 
But  he  suffered  from  external  causes.  The 
malady  was  not  in  the  soul.  When  it  is  there, 
no  effort  is  possible,  for  the  spring  of  all  ex- 
ertion is  gone.'* 

"  Sometimes  I  look  upon  myself  as  a  stran- 
ger might  do,  and  an  emotion  of  pity  comes 
over  me.  I  was  once  spiritual,  true,  affec- 
tionate, generous,  full  of  sensibility.  Why 
have  all  these  qualities  been  turned  into  in> 
struments  of  suffering  1  Is  the  world  indeed 
so  cruel  1  Must  traits  like  these  only  expose 
us  to  evil  instead  of  giving  us  strength  to  re- 
sist it." 

**  I  was  born  with  some  talent ;  but,  cele< 
brated  as  I  may  be,  I  shall  die  without  having 
given  the  world  an  idea  of  what  I  might  have 
been.  Had  I  but  been  happy — had  not  the 
fever  of  the  heart  devoured  me,  I  should  have 
contemplated  from  a  high  point  of  view  the 
destiny  of  man.  I  should  have  discovered 
hidden  relations  which  he  bears  with  the  pre- 
sent and  the  future  world  ;  but  now — the  hand 
of  sorrow  presses  heavily  upon  me.  How 
can  I  think  freely  when  I  feel  its  stifling 
grasp  at  every  breath  I  draw  V 

**  Why  was  he  not  tempted  to  render  happy 
one  whom  he  alone  could  understand,  one  who 
spoke  to  him  only  from  the  bottom  of  hei 
heart?  Ah!  separation  is  a  light  thing  for 
the  woman  who  loves  at  hazard ;  but  for  hex 
who  must  admire  the  bein^  that  she  loves, 
whose  judgment  is  penetrating  although  hei 
imagination  may  be  fervid,  there  is  for  hei 
but  one  object  in  the  universe." 

**  I  had  learnt  of  life  from  the  poets.  It  is 
not  as  they  have  painted  it.  There  is  some- 
thing arid  in  the  reality  which  we  attempt  in 
vain  to  change." 

'*  When  I  call  to  mind  my  successes,  I  ex- 
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an  angel,  bat  an  an^l  widi  a  flaming^  sword, 
which  has  canMined  me.  He  whom  we  love 
is  the  avenger  of  the  faults  we  have  commit- 
ted on  earth.  The  divinity  delegates  to  him 
his  retributory  power.'' 

**  It  is  not  first  love  that  ia  ineffaceable ;  we 
love  then  because  onr  affections  crave  an  ob- 
ject.   But  when,  after  we  have  known  life, 
^nd  our  judgment  is  matured  ;  we  meet  at 
^  ^  last  the  mind  and  the  heart  which  we  have  till 

starry  spheres,  we  feel  no  other  want  than  tr  then  sou^t  for  in  vain, — ^imagination  is  lost 

love  and  to  be  worthy  of  being  loved.     But 

society — society!     How  hard  it  renders  the 

heart,  how  frivolous  the  mind !     How  it  makes 

us  live  for  what  others  may  say  of  us !  If  men 

could  but  once  meet  one  another,  freed  from 


perience  a  feeling  of  irritation.  Why  was  I 
called  charming  if  I  was  not  to  be  loved  1 
Why  was  1  inspired  with  confidence,  to  make 
it  only  the  more  terrible  to  be  deceived  1 
Will  he  find  in  another  more  sensibility — more 
tenderness  than  in  me  1  No !  he  will  find 
less,  and  he  will  be  satisfied.  He  will  find 
himself  at  peace  with  society — society  with 
its  heartless  joys  and  sorrows."  lai 

"  In  the  presence  of  the  sun  and  of  thejHa 


in  reality,  and  reason  itself  aggravates  onr 

sufiferings." 
*'  What  folly,  will  most  persons  say,  it  is  to 

die  for  love  ;  as  if  there  were  not  a  thousand 

other  modes  of  happiness !    Enthusiasm  of 

that  influence  which  each  is  subject  to  from  river^  kind  is  ridiculous  to  those  who  do  not 
the  rest,  what  a  pure  air  would  be  breathed^  \eel  it.  Poetry,  disinterestedness,  love,  rdi- 
over  the  soul !     What  new  ideas,  what  new    gion,  all  have  the  same  origin,  and  there  are 


sentiments  would  refresh  it !" 

"Nature  herself  is  cruel.  Those  looks 
which  once  had  a  charm  are  fast  fading.  In 
vain  shall  I  then  experience  the  most  tender 
emotions.  The  dimmed  eye  will  no  longer 
express  the  feelings  of  the  soul,  will  no  longer 
melt  with  my  prayers." 

"  There  is  an  anguish  within  me,  which  I 
shall  never  express,  not  even  in  writing.    Ii^he  most  difficult  person  in  the  world, 
have  not  the  strength  to  do  it.     Love  only, 
can  sound  those  abysses." 

*'  How  men  are  privileged,  that  they  can  go 
to  war,  brave  death,  give  themselves  to  the 
enthusiasm  of  honor  and  of  danger!  But 
there  is  no  relief,  from  without,  for  woman. 
Her  existence,  motionless  under  the  visitation 
of  sorrow,  is  a  long  and  slow  torture." 

"  Sometimes,  when  I  hear  music,  it  recalls 
the  talents  which  I  once  had — the  lyre — ^the 
dance — ^the  improvisation.  I  then  feel  a  de- 
sire to  escape  from  suffering,  and  to  taste  of 
joy  once  more.  But  soon  an  inward  feeling 
makes  me  shrink  back.  I  should  seem  like  a 
shade  that  would  still  linger  upon  earth,  after 
the  rays  of  morning  and  the  approach  of  the 
living  warn  it  to  disappear." 

"  Lregret  that  I  am  no  longer  alive  to  the  at- 
tractions which  the  world  offers.  They  did  me 
good.  The  reflections  of  solitude  carried  me 
too  far,  and  my  talent  gained  by  the  variety  of 
mv  impressions.  Now,  there  is  something  fix- 
ed in  my  looks,  as  in  my  thoughts.  Gaiety, 
grace,  imagination, — whither  have  ye  fled ! 
Oh ! ,  that  1  could  once  more,  if  but  for  a  mo- 
ment, taste  the  blessing  of  hope!  '  But  it  is 


men  to  whom  all  those  sentiments  are  but  so 
many  different  forms  of  madness.  To  sneh, 
everything  is  folly  which  reaches  beyond  the 
care  for  their  individual  existence." 

"  My  chief  misery  is  in  the  reflection  that 
he  alone  understood  my  character,  and  per- 
haps he  will  one  day  learn  that  I  alone  can 
appreciate  him.    I  am  at  once  the  easiest  and 
•~    '  •      The 


jj  Wjiety  of  all  good  beings  is  agreeable  to  me 
/|  tor  a  time,  but  for  an  intimacy, — a  fixed  aflfec- 
tion,  there  could  be  no  other  than  Oswald  for 
me  in  the  world.  Imagination,  talent,  sensi- 
bility, what  a  union !  Where  else  can  it  be 
found  ?  And  he,  the  cruel,  nossessed  of  all 
these  qualities,  or  at  least  aU  their  charms.'* 
"  What  can  I  have  to  say  to  others  1  To 
whom  shall  I  speak  1  What  object,  what  in- 
terest is  left  me  ?  The  most  cruel  griefs  and 
the  most  delicious  joys  have  been  mine. 
What  can  I  now  fear, — what  can  I  now  hope ! 
The  pale  future  is  to  me  naught  but  the  spec- 
tre of  the  past." 

**  Ah !  why  are  happy  situations  so  transi- 
tory? Is  suffering  the  order  of  nature  1 
Pain  is  to  the  body  a  transitory  convulsion, 
but  it  is  an  habitual  state  of  the  soul. 

Mi  1  nuir  altro  ekepimito  gl 


*'  Evefything  in  life  to  tnuuritory  Imt  grief.** 

PSTEAECA.. 

^*  Another  life !  another  life !  There  is  my 
hope.  But  such  is  the  power  which  t||e  pre- 
sent exerts  over  us,  that  when  we  look  fbr- 


too  late.  The  desert  is  inexorable.  Tha  .ward  to  a  future  world  we  count  on  the  emo- 
drop  of  water,  and  the  river,  are  dried  up ;  j  tions  which  have  occupied  us  here.  In  the 
and  the  happiness  of  day  is  as  difficult  as  tha|^  ^mythologies  of  the  north,  the  shades  of  the 
of  life  itself."  liuntsman   are    represented  as  pursuing  the 

"  He  has  wronced  me  deeply.  Yet  when  shades  of  the  stags  athwart  the  clouds.  But 
I  compare  him  with  other  men,  how  artificial,  why  talk  we  of  shades  ?  Where  is  reality  1 
narrow,  worthless  they  seem,  while  he  is  like    There  is  nothing  real  but  suffering.     That 
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gntefiti  for  this  proof  of  frieiMiship,  and  yu 
ariiamed  that  she  could  not  requite  it,  even  ti^ 
Mjch  conyereation  as  of  jore  :  now  she  was 
silent  and  abstracted ;  her  failing  health  robbed 
her  of  all  the  strength  required,  even  for  & 
momentary  triumph  orer  her  absorbing  griefs. 
€tU  tie  yresent  time  ancient : — that  immor*  j  ^hat  interest,  which  the  heart's  courtesy  in- 
taKty  interests  me  no  longer^     But  I  do  nop  1^>ires,  ^e  could  still  at  times  evince;  but  her 


aisns  hMs  hiMtSij  to  the  pfouuse  which  it 

^I  dresm  cootinoally  of  immortality, — not 
of  that  which  man  can  give,— not  of  the 
pniae  of  those  coming  generations,  who,  ac- 
oording  to  the  expression  of  Dante,  are  to 


bdieve  in  the  annihilation  of  the  soul.     No, 
my  (xod,  I  do  not  believe  that.    It  is  for  thee, 
11  that  heart  which  a  mortal  has  rejected, — ^if 
iboD  wilt  deign  to  receive  such  a  sacrifice.'' 

'*  I  feel  that  I  have  not  kng  to  live,  and  the 
thought  spreads  a  calm  over  my  soul.  'Tis 
•veet  to  sink  thus  slowly  away, — ^to  feel  the 
sense  of  pain  gxodnally  exhausting  itself." 


I    '^  I  do  not  know  why  it  is  that  under  the%  ^taneous  impulses  are  paralysed.     Therefore  a 


iBlliction  of  suffering  we  are  more  susceptible/ 
of  soperstitioa  than  of  piety.     I  seem  to  see 

''I  an  omen  in  everything  that  happens.     Ah ! 

j'  bow  sweet  a  thmg  is  devotion  to  the  happy ! 

I  What  gratitude  to  the  Supreme  Being  must 

I  the  wife  of  Oswald  experience !" 

'  "  Doubtless  it  is  the  tendency  of  grief  (o  re- 
Ime  the  character.  We  connect  in  imagina- 
turn  our  sufferings  with  our  faults.  T( 
Qor  own  eyes,  at  least,  a  visible  bond  seems 
to  Tuute  them.     But  this  salutary  effect  has  a 

.  lioiit.    It  will  not  be  till  I  haTe  summoned 

t\  away  every  resource  that  I  shall  be  able  to 

{|KeQie 

n  *TraiiquiIIo  varco 

A  pla  tnnqaillm  vita.* 


*  A  ttanqail  p«nB|e  lo  a  life  mora  tnuiqiU].' " 

"When  I  shall  be   whoUy  prostrated  byu, 
;  nebesB,  a  calm  will  spread  over  my  heart.  ^^ 
ij  There  \b  much  innocence  in  the  thought  of  a  p^ 
'  bein^  who  is  about  to  die,  and  I  welcome  the 
I  feelings  which  that  situation  inspires." 
J  J^Ioexpticable  enigma    of  life, — ^passion ! 
Neither  suffenn|^  nor  genius  can  penetrate 
1  ii8  mystery  : — ^will  it  be  revealed  unto  prayer  1 
'!  Periiaps  the  most  simple  thought  would  ex-^ 
I  piain  all.    Perhaps  we  have  a  thousand  times 
approached  it  in  our  reveries.'  But  the  last 
^  IB  impossible,  and  our  vain  efforts  do  but 
^^  the  soul.     It  is  time  that^nine  should 
fairest. 

'FcibxmS  al  fin  il  cor  che  baizo  tanto.** 

SippeliU  Pini^mentt**^ 


CHAPTER  VI. 

li    PuRGi  Castbl  Fobte  quitted  Rome,  to 
i<  fix  himself  near  Corinne.     She  felt  most 


L 


*t1ut]M«rt  whidi  beat  ao  qaick,  at  laat  to  atfll. 


desire  to  please  was  lost  for  ever^  Unhappy 
love  freezes  all  our  affections  :  our  own  souls 
grow  inexplicable  to  us.  More  than  we  gain- 
ed while  we  were  happy  we  lose  by  the  re- 
verse. That  added  life  which  made  us  enjoy 
nature  lent  an  enchantment  to  our  intercourse 
with  society ;  hot  the  heart's  vast  hope  once 
lost,  existence  is  impoverished,  and  all  spon- 


thousand  duties  command  women,  and  men 
still  more,  to  respect  and  fear  the  passion  they 
awaken,  since  it  may  devastate  the  mind  as 
well  as  the  heart. 

Prince  Castel  Forte  endeavored  to  lead 
Corinne  to  the  topics  which  formerly  inter- 
ested her.  But  he  might  speak  for  some 
I- Mninutes  to  Corinne  without  a  reply,  because 
'qi^she  neither  understood  nor  even  heard  him. 
When  she  did,  her  answers  had  none  of  that 
glowing  animation  once  so  remarkable  ;  they 
merely  dragged  on  a  dialogue  for  a  few  se- 
condsy  and  then  she  relapsed  into  silence. 
Sometimes,  after  an  effort  like  this,  she 
would  smile  in  pity  of  herself,  and  beg  par^ 
don  of  her  friend  for  the  wanderings  which 
she  could  not  control. 

He  ventured  at  one  time  to  talk  of  Oswald, 
^and  thought  that  she  took  a  bitter  pleasure  in 
the  subject ;  but  it  left  her  so  shaken  that  she 
was  obliged  to  interdict  it.  Castel  Forte  was 
a  susceptible  being ;  but  not  even  the  most 
magnanimous  of  men  knows  how  to  console 
the  woman  he  has  loved  under  the  pangs  thus 
'inflicted  by  another.  Some  little  self-love  on 
t^is  side,  unites  with  timidity  on  hers,  in  pre- 
venting perfect  confidence.  Besides,  what 
would  it  avail  ?  It  can  only  be  of  service  to 
such  wounds  as  would  cure  themselves  with- 
out it. 

The  amiable  prince  used  the  utmost  man- 
agement in  the  choice  of  his  topics.  She 
would  thank  him,  by  pressing  his  hand,  and 
once,  after  a  walk  on  the  banks  of  the  Amo, 
she  began  some  sally  of  gaiety  with  her  ac- 
customed grace :  he  gazed  and  listened  u» 
glad  surprise  ;  but  she  abruptly  broke  off,  and 
rushed  from  the  room  in  tears.  On  returning,, 
she  said  gently,  "  Pardon  me,  my  generous 
friend ;  I  would  fain  make  myself  agreeable ; 
it  will  not  be  :  bear  with  me  as  I  am."  What 
most  distressed  him,  was  the  shock  her  con- 
stitution had  received  :  no  immediate  danger 
threatened  her,  yet  it  was  impossible  that  she 
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sottld  liye  long,  niileas  she  regmined  some 
rigor.  If  she  endeavored  to  speak  on  aoght 
that  concerned  the  soul,  her  wan  tremor  was 
painful  to  behold  :  and  he  stroye  to  divert  her 
from  this  strain. 

At  this  time  the  prince  received  a  letter 
brom  Lord  Nelvil,  replete  with  professions, 
which  would  have  deeply  affected  Corinne x^ 
be  deliberated  for  hours  together  on  the  proJL 
priety  of  showing  it  to  her ;  but  anticipatiy 
the  violence  of  its  efiects  on  one  so  feeble,  ne 
forbore.  Even  while  he  was  thus  deliberat- 
ing, another  letter  reached  him,  announcing 
his  Lordship's  departure  for  America.  Cas- 
tel  Forte  then  decided  on  saying  nothing  to 
Corinne.  Perhaps  he  erred:  one  of  her 
greatest   griefs   was   Nelvil's  silence;   she 


scarce  dared  own  it  to  herself;  but  tliMgli 
for  ever  separated  from  him,  one  recoUectioii, 
one  regret,  would  have  been  very  preeions  to 
her :  as  it  was,  he  gave  her,  she  thought, 
no  opportunity  of  hearing  his  name,  left  her 
no  opportunity  for  breathmg  it.  The  sorrow, 
of  which  no  one  speaks  to  us,  which  gains  no 
changes  from  time,  cuts  deeper  than  reiterated 
blows :  the  good  prince  followed  the  usual 
onaxim,  which  bids  us  do  our  utmost  towards 
leaching  a  mourner  to  forget :  but  there  is  no 
oblivion  for  the  imaginative :  it  were  better  to 
keep  alive  their  memories,  weary  them  of 
their  tears,  exhaust  their  sighs,  and  force 
them  back  upon  themselves,  that  they  may  le- 
concentrate  their  own  powers. 


BOOK    XIX. 
Oswald's    return    to    italy. 


'      CHAPTER  L  .     Lady  Edgarmond  detected  his  distress.  The 

I  fatal  malady  beneath  which  she  labored  in- 

LsT  us  now  return  to  the  events  which  oc-  |  creased  her  ardent  interest  in  her  daughter. 

curred  in  Scotland,  after  the  sad  fete  at  whicbx-She  knew  the  poor  child's  heart,  and  feared 

Corinne  made  her  self-sacrifice.     Lord  Nel-/  that  she  had  compromised  her  happiness  for 

vil's  servant  carried  his  letters  to  the  ball^    ever ;  therefore  she  seldom  lost  sight  of  Nel- 


room.  Oswald  retired  to  read  them.  He 
opened  several  which  his  agent  had  sent  from 
London,  little  guessing  that  among  them  was 
one  which  would  decide  his  fate ;  but  when  he 
beheld  the  writing  of  Corinne,  and  saw  the  ring, 
the  words, — "  You  are  free !" — ^he  felt  at  once 
the  most  cruel  grief  and  violent  irritation.  He 
had  not  heard  from  her  for  two  months j  and  now 
her  silence  was  broken  by  this  laconic  decision. 
He  remembered  what  Lady  Edgarmond  had 
said   of    her    instability,   and   entered   into 


tim  of  an  inconstant  woman  :  perplexity  and 
despair  beset  him ;  but  over  them  both  tower- 
ed a  feeling  of  pride  proinpting  him  to  rise 
superior  to  his  wronger.  This  boasted  pride 
rarely  exists  unless  self-love  predominates 
over  affection.     Had  Nelvil  now  valued  Co- 


vil,  but  read  his  secrets  with  that  discernment 
which  is  deemed  pecuUar  to  our  sex,  but  which 
belongs  solelj  to  the  unremitted  attention 
which  a  real  mterest  teaches  us.  On  the  pre- 
text of  transferring  Corinne's  inheritance,  she 
besought  Lord  Nelvil's  company  next  morn- 
ing, and  shortly  discovered  his  dissatisfoctioo 
with  Corinne ;  she  flattered  his  resentment  by 
the  prospect  of  a  noble  vengeance,  offering  to 
recognize  her  husband's  daughter.  The  sud- 
den change  amazed  him ;  yet  though  its  coo- 
all  the  stepdame's  feelings  against  her ;  for  dition  vras  unexplained,  he  comprehended  it ; 
he  still  loved  enough  to  be  unjust,  forgetting'  Juid,  in  one  of  those  moments  at  which  we  act 
how  long  he  had  renounced  the  idea  of  mar- ,  \iiore  quickly  than  we  can  think,  demanded 
rying  her,  how  much  Lucy  had  pleased  him ;  Lucy's  hand.  Her  mother,  scarce  able  to 
he  looked  on  himself  as  the  blameless  vie-    restrain  her  joy,  so  as  not  to  aajyes  too  hasti- 


ly, consented :  and  he  left  her  presence,  bound 
by  an  engagement,  which,  when  he  entered  it, 
he  had  not  dreamt  of  undertaking. 

While  Lady  Edgarmond  prepared  Lucy  to 
receive  him,  he  {Niced  the  garden  in  violent 
^tation,  telling  himself  that  she  had  merely 


rinne  as  m  their  days  at  Rome  and  Naples  ^  qileased  him  b^ause  he  knew  little  of  her, 
not  all  his  '*  wrongs  supposed"  could  have  and  that  it  was  madness  to  found  the  happi- 
torn  her  from  his  heart.  |  ness  of  his  life  on  the  charm  of  a  mystery  that 
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■ml  iaeTttably  be  diasipated.  He  then  rt^  greater  onr  experience.  Lucy  was  all  hope ; 
bleed  his  letters  to  Corinne,  too  plainly  show-  childhood  still  mingled  with  her  youth,  anc 
ii;  his  imemal  struggles.  ^*  She's  right !"  blended  joy  with  lore.  In  leaving  the  charcl 
he  aghed :  ^ I  haye  not  the  courage  fit  to. phe  leaned  timidl^r  on  Oswald's  arm,  as  if  t( 
nake  her  blest:  but  yet  it  should  have  coST  assure  herself  of  his  protection :  he  looked  oi 


her  more  to  lose  me — that  cold  brief  iim 
jet  vho  knows  but  her  tears  might  have  fallen 
flok!"  His  own  burst  forth  in  spite  of  him. 
Ilese  rereries  hurried  him  on  unconsciously 
w  hif  that  he  was  long  sought  in  rain  by  the 
lemBt  sent  to  tell  him,  that  Lady  Edffarmond 
desired  his  return.  Astonished  at  his  own 
luk  of  eagerness,  he  obeyed. 

On  re-entering  the  drawing-room,  he  found 
Loey  kneeling,  her  head  reclined  on  the  bo- 
som of  her  parent,  with  a  most  touching  grace. 
As  she  heard  his  footsteps,  she  raised  her 
flowing  eyes,  and,  extending  her  hand  to  him. 


■id  simply,  "  My  Lord,  I  know  you  will  not  [  to  him,  when  unlucky  incidents  disturbed  thi 

union  commenced  under  these  favorable  aus 
pices. 


Kpante  me  from  my  mother."  This  inno^' 
ceot  manner  of  announcing  hei  consent  much 
aterested  Oswald,  who,  sinking  on  his  knees, 
bnoaght  Lady  Edgarmond's  permission  to 
impriat  on  that  blushing  forehead  the  first 
ras  which  had  ever  awakened  more  than 
dtOdlike  emotions  in  the  breast  whose  beauty 
las  enehanted  him  than  did  its  celestial  mo- 

the  days  which  preceded  that  chosen  for 
their  marriage  were  spent  in  the  needful  ar- 
HBgements.     Lucy  spoke  more  than  usual; 
hat  all  she  said  was  so  nobly  natural,  that  Os- 
wald loved  and  approved  her  every  word,  and 
yet  he  felt  a  void  beside  her.    Their  conver- 
*a>uo  consisted  but  of  questions  and  answers ; 
Lihe  neither  started  nor  prolonged  any  subject : 
J»H  went  well,  but  without  that  exhaustless 
VVaoinntion  with  which  it  is  so  difficult  for  those 
[  [vho  have  once  enjoyed  it  to  dispense.    Lord 
Nelril  thought  of  Corinne ;  but,  as  he  no  longer 
ttud  her  named,  fioped  that  her  image  would 
ttiast  become  merely  an  object  of  his  vague 
wpct. 

when  Lucy  learnt  from  her  mother  that 
Kr  sister  still  lived  in  Italy,  she  much  wished 
to  talk  of  her  with  Oswald,  but  Lady  Edgar- 
*pDd  forbade ;  and  the  girl,  habitually  sub- 
*i«BTe,  asked  not  the  reason  of  this  prohibi- 
[tta.  On  the  morning  of  his  marriage  the 
Mess  Corinne  haunted  Nelvil  fea)rful^ ;  but 
he  addressed  his  father^s  spirit,  confessing  that 
"^tt  to  win  his  heavenly  benediction  his  son 
•ceomplished  thus  his  will  on  earth.    Re-as- 


^  thoughts  to  wander  from  her.  A  descend- 
Jg  angel  could  not  have  chosen  a  face  more 
« thin  hers  to  give  mortality  a  dream  of  hea- 
'Wily  virtue.  At  the  altar,  Lady  Edgarmond 
^  even  more  agitated  than  her  daughter ;  for 
m  iapoitaat  steps  alarm  us  the  more  the 


her  tenderly,  as  if  he  felt  at  the  bottom  of  hi: 
heart,  a  foe  who  menaced  her  repose,  and  fron 
whom  he  had  promised  to  defend  her.  Lad} 
Edgarmond,  on  their  return,  said  to  her  son 
in-law, — "  My  mind  is  easy :  I  have  confidec 
to  you  the  happiness  of  my  daughter;  am 
have  BO  short  a  time  to  Uve,  that  it  is  a  comfor 
for  me  to  think  my  ^lace  will  be  so  well  sup 
plied."  Lord  Nelvil  was  much  affected  b] 
these  words,  and  anxiously  mused  on  the  du 
ties  they  imposed.  A  few  days  elapsed 
Lucy  had  begun  to  meet  her  husband's  ey< 
with  confidence,  and  make  her  mind  knowi 


CHAPTER  II. 

Mr.  Dickson  paid  his  respects  td  the  youn| 
couple,  apologising  for  not  having  been  pre 
sent  at  their  marriage.  He  had  been  ill,  h< 
said,  from  the  effects  of  a  fall,  though  kindlj 
assisted  by  the  most  charming  woman  in  th< 
world.  Oswald,  at  this  moment,  was  playing 
at  battledore  with  Lucy,  who  was  very  grace 
ful  at  this  exercise.  Her  bridegroom  gaze( 
on  her,  and  listened  not  to  Mr.  Dickson,  wh( 
at  last  called  to  him  from  the  other  end  of  th< 
room.  "  My  Lord,  the  fair  unknown,  whi 
came  to  my  aid,  had  certainly  heard  mud 
about  you,  for  she  asked  me  many  question! 
concerning  your  fate."  "  Who  do  you  mean  V 
said  Nelvil,  continuing  his  game.  '*  A  love 
ly  creature,  niy  Lord,  although  she  lookec 
changed  by  suffering,  and  could  not  speak  o 
you  without  emotion."  These  words  attract 
ed  Oswald's  attention ;  but  Lucy,  perfectly  un 
concerned,  joined  her  mother,  who  had  jus 
sent  for  her.  Lord  Nelvil  now  asked  Mr 
Dickson  what  lady  it  was  who  had  thus  spokei 
of  him.     **  I  know  not,"  he  replied :  "  her  ac- 


1^  by  these  meditations,  he  sought  hisy  cent  proved  her  English,  though  I  have  rarelj 
Wt  reproaching  himself  for  having  allowedf  ^  found  a  person  of  address  so  obii^g  anc 


easy  among  our  countrywomen.  She  took  tu, 
much  care  of  a  poor  old  man  like  me  as  if  she 
had  been  my  own  child:  while  I  was  beside 
her,  I  did  not  feel  my  bruises ;  but,  my  deai 
Oswald,  have  you  been  faithless  here  as  weL 
as  in  Italy  t    My  beauteons  benefactress  trem' 
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bled  and  turned  pale  at  naming  yon/*  "  Just 
heaven!**  exclaimed  Nelvil,  "yon  said  an  Eng- 
lishwoman 1"  "Oh  yes :  you  know  foreign- 
ers never  pronounce  our  language  without  a 
certain  intonation."  "  And  her  face  1" — "  The 
most  expressive  I  ever  saw,  though  fearfully 
pale  and  thin."  This  description  suited  not 
the  brilliant  Corinoe ;  yet  misht  she  not  have 
suffered  much,  if  in  £nglana,  and  unable  to 
find  the  being  she  sought  1  This  dread  fell 
suddenly  on  Oswald,  who  continued  his  ques- 
tions with  extreme  uneasiness.  Mr.  Dickson 
replied  that  the  lady  conversed  with  an  ele- 
gance which  he  had  never  before  met,  that 
the  gentlest  kindness  spoke  from  her  sad  and 
languid  eyes.  "  Did  you  notice  their  color  V* 
asked  Oswald.  "  Magnificently  dark !"  The 
inquirer  trembled.  **  Was  her  conversation 
animated  V  "  No,"  continued  Mr.  Dickson, 
"  from  time  to  time  she  interrogated,  or  an- 


Mr.  Dickson  as  to  what  she  wished  said  to 
her  son-in-law.  In  effect,  on  a  second  inter- 
view, the  old  gentleman  only  increased  the 
anxiety  it  was  too  late  to  remove.  Oswald 
now  asked  his  servant  if  all  the  letters  sent 
him  within  the  last  three  weeks  had  come  by 
post.  The  man  "  believed  they  had,"  and  was 
leaving  the  room;  but,  turning  back,  added, 
"  I  remember  that,  on  the  ball  night,  a  blind 


none  such :  could  you  find  this  man  t"  "  Yes, 
my  Lord,  directly  :  he  lives  in  the  viUage." 
"  Go,  bring  him  to  me  ?"  said  Nelvil ;  and  un- 
able to  wait  patiently,  walked  out  to  meet  him 
at  the  end  of  the  avenae. 

**  So,  my  friend,"  he  said,  "  you  brought  a 
letter  here  for  me,  on  the  evening  of  the  ball ; 
who  gave  it  to  you  1"  "  My  Lord,  ye  see  I'm 
blind ;  how  could  I  know  !**    **  Do  you  think 


continued,  ^  I  was  sitting  under  a  tree  when 
she  gave  me  the  message,  and  wished  to  do  it 
quick,  but  could  scarce  raise  myself,  being  so 
old  now :  well,  after  giving  me  more  silvei 
than  I'd  had  for  long  before,  she  lent  me  faei 
hand,  poor  thing!  it  trembled  just  as  you^. 
Lordship's  does  thb  minute."  "  Enough !^' 
sighed  Nelvil.  "  Here,  my  good  friend, 
she  gave  vou  money,  let  me  do  so  too :  gO| 
and  pray  K>r  us  both !"    He  withdrew. 

From  this  moment  a  terrible  agitation  prey* 
ed  on  his  mind :  he  made  a  thousand  uselesi 
inquiries,  unable  to  conceive  the  possibility  on 
Corione's  having  been  in  Scotland  without 
seeking  him.  He  formed  various  conjectores, 
as  to  her  motives ;  and,  in  spite  of  aU  his  en- 
deavors to  conceal  it,  this  afiliction  was  evi- 
dent to  Lady  Edgarmond,  nay,  even  to  Lucy. 
All  was  constraint  and  silence.  At  this  time 
Oswald  wrote  first  to  Castel  Forte.     Had 


swered  me,  in  a  few  words,  but  what  she  did' ^oiinne  read  that  letter,  it  would  much  have 
say  was  delightful."    He  would  have  pro-       '^ 
ceeded,  but  Lady  Nelvil,  with  her  mother, 
rejoined  them;  and  Oswald  hastily  retired, 
hoping  soon  again  to  find  Mr.  Dickson  alone. 
Struck  by  his  sadness.  Lady  Edgarmond 
sent  Lucy  away,  that  she  might  inquire  its 
cause.     Her  guest  simply  repeated  what  had 
passed  :  terrified  at  anticipating  the  despair  of 
Oswald,  if  he  were  assured  Corinne  had  fol 


SoAened  her  resentment. 

Count  d'Erfeuil  joined  the  Nelvils  ere  the 
Prince's  reply  arrived.  He  aaid  no  more  of 
Corinne  than  was  necessary,  yet  felt  rexed  at 
their  not  perceiving  that  he  had  an  important 
secret  in  his  power,  though  too  discreet  to  be- 
tray it.  His  insinuations  at  first  took  no  ef- 
fect upon  Oswald ;  but,  when  he  detected  that 
they  referred  to  Corinne,  he  was  all  curiosity. 


lowed  him  to  Scotland ;  foreseeing,  too,  that>  ^he  Count  having  brought  him  to  this,  de- 
he  would  resume  this  topic,  she  instructed    tended  his  own  trust  pretty  bravely ;  at  last. 


however,  his  friend  drew  forth  the  whole 
truth.  It  was  a  pleasure  for  d'Erfeuil  to  re- 
late how  grateful  Corinne  had  felt,  and  in 
what  a  wretched  state  he  had  found  her :  he 
ran  on,  without  observing  how  he  agonised 
Lord  Nelvil :  his  only  thought  was  that  of  be* 
ing  hero  of  his  own  story ;  when  he  ceased,  he 
was  much  afflicted  at  the  mischief  he  had  done. 
Oswald  had  commanded  himself  till  then,  but 


man  gave  me  one  for  your  Lordship.     I  sup-Nj^isuddenly  became  distracted  with  regret ;  ao- 
posed  it  a  petition  for  charity."    **  I  receiye^^used  himself  as  the  most  barbarous  and  un- 


grateful of  men ;  dwelt  on  Corinne's  devoted 
tenderness;  her  generosity  at  the  very  mo- 
ment when  she  believed  him  most  culpable. 
He  contrasted  this  with  the  heartless  fickle* 
ness  by  which  he  had  requited  her ;  incessant- 
ly repeating  that  no  one  ever  loved  him  as  she 
did ;  and  ihat  he  should  in  some  way  be  ulti- 
mately punished  for  his  cruelty.  He  would 
have  set  forth  to  see  her,  if  only  for  a  day,  an 


it  was  a  female V*  "  Yes,  my  Lord !  for  she  hour;  but  Rome  and  Florence  were  alr^y 
had  a  sweet  voice,  though  indeed  it  was  almosA  occupied  by  the  French ;  his  regiment  was 
stifled  with  weeping."  "And  what  did  sheVabout  to  embark ;  he  could  not  forfeit  his  own 
say  to  youl"    "Oh,  sir,  she  said,  *  Good  Wionor,  nor  break  the  heart  of  his  wife ;  indeed. 


old  man,  give  this  to  Oswald's  servant,'  and 
there  stopped,  but  soon  she  added,  *  I  mean 
Lord  Nelvil's.' "  "  Ah,  Corinne  1"  exclaimed 
Oswald,  and  grew  so  faint  that  he  was  forced 
to  support  himself  on  the  old  man's  arm,  who 


no  faults  he  might  now  commit  could  repair 
the  past;  they  would  but  add  to  the  misery  he 
had  occasioned.  The  only  hope  that  cauned 
him  was  derived  from  the  dangers  he  was 
about  to  brave. 


CORINNE ;  OR,  ITALY. 


15 


In  till*  m^od  he  -wrote  sgaiii  to  Castel  Forte , 


she  striyen  to  oalmher ;  bat  she  too  intolerantl 


whose  replies  represented  Corinne  as  sad,  but  ^Dathematised  all  seotiments  that  deviated  froi 
resigned:  his  pride  in  her  softened  rather  Xhe  line  of  duty ;  nor  dreamt  of  tenderly  lea^ 
than  exaggerated  the  troth.     Oswald  belieTed/  ing  a  wanderer  back,  thinking  that  the  only  wa 


that  he  ought  not  to  torture  her  by  his  regrets, 
after  having  so  wronged  her  by  hie  love, — and 
left  Britain  with  a  sense  of  remorse  whieh 
nearly  rendered  life  insupportable* 


CHAPTER  III. 


LocT  was  afflicted  hj  his  departure;  yet 
his  recent  gloom  had  so  increased  her  natural 

timidity,  that  she  had  never  found  courage  to^^and  he  oould  breathe  with 
eonfide  in  him  her  hopes  of  becoming  a  mov^ 
ther;  but  left  it  to  Lady  Edgarmond  to  send 
these  tidings  after  him.     Kelvil,  unable  to 
gnees  what  passed  in  hid  wife's  heart,  had 
thoQght  her  farewell  cold ;  compared  her  silent^  ^arm  correspondence  of  his  wife.  When  he  r< 


submission  with  the  eloquence  of  Corinne,  and' 
hesitated  not  to  believe  that  Lucy  loved  him  but 
feebly ;  yet,  during  his  absence,  scarcely  could 
eren  the  birth  ol  their  daughter  divert  her 
mind  from  his  perils.  Another  grief  was 
added  to  all  this. 

D'Erfeuil  spent  a  year  in  Scotland,  strong- 
ly persuaded  that  he  had  not  revealed  the  se- 
cret of  Corinne's  sojourn  there ;  but  he  said  so 
mnch  that  implied  it,  and  found  such  difficulty, 
when  conrersation  flagged,  in  avoiding  the 
theme  most  interesting  to  Lady  Nelvil,  that  she 
at  last  learnt  the  whole  truth.  Innocent  as  she 
was,  it  required  even  less  art  than  she  possessed 
to  draw  d'Erfeuil  out  upon  a  favorite  subject. 
Lady  Edgmrmond  was  too  ill  to  be  present  at 
these  conversations ;  bat  when  she  questioned 
her  daughter  on  the  melancholy  she  detected, 
Lucy  told  all.  Her  mother  spoke  very  se- 
Terely  on  Corinne^s  pursuit  of  Osvrald.  Lucy 
was  flJtemalely  jealous  of  her  sister,  and  in- 


to whom  he  had  been  so  dear.  She  oould  not 
help  trembling  for  her  own  peace,  with  a  man 
who  had  thus  wrecked  that  of  another.  She 
had  ever  cherished  a  grateful  recollection  of  her 
early  instructress,  which  now  blended  with 
sympathy :  ftir  from  feeling  flattered  with  Os- 
wald's sacrifice,  she  was  tormented  by  the  idea 
that  he  had  chosen  her  merely  because  her  posi- 


that  of  Corinne.  She  remembered  his  hesitation 
before  marriage,  his  sadness  so  soon  after,  and 
everjrthing  confirmed  the  cruel  belief  that  her 
hosband  loved  her  not.  Lady  Edgarmond  might 
hnve  been  of  great  aenriceto  her  daughter,  had 


to  awake  conscience  was  by  Showing  resent 
ment.  She  was  mortified  that  so  lovely 
woman  should  be  so  ill  appreciated ;  and  a| 
gravated  Lucy's  fears,  in  order  to  excite  hi 
pride.  Lady  Nelvil,  more  gentle  and  ei 
lightened  than  her  mother,  could  not  rigoroni 
ly  follow  such  advice ;  yet  her  letters  to  0< 
wald  were  always  far  colder  than  her  hear 
Meanwhile  be  was  distinguishing  himself  n< 
bly,  exposing  his  life,  not  merely  in  honorabl 
enthusiasm,  but  in  a  positive  love  of  peri 
He  appeared  most  gay  when  most  actively  en 
ployed,  and  would  blush  with  pleasure  whe 
the  tumult  of  battle  commenced .  At  such  mi 
meats  a  weight  seemed  lifted  from  his  hear 

The  popi 
larity  he  enjoyed  among  his  fellow  soldiei 
animated  the  existence  it  could  not  render  ha] 
py,  and  almost  blinded  him  as  to  the  past  ar 
the  future.     He  grew  accustomed  to  the  luk< 


membered  her,  it  was  as  a  being  worthy  of  h 
protection,  and  whose  mind  he  ought  to  spai 
from  all  deeply  serious  thoughts.  But  i 
those  splendid  tropic  ni^ts,  that  gave  i 
grand  an  idea  of  nature  and  its  Author,  tl 
image  of  Corinne  was  often  with  him ;  whc 
both  war  and  climate  menaced  his  life  eac 
hour,  he  thought  himself  less  guilty  since  deal 
was  so  near.  At  the  approach  of  eternity,  \i 
forgive  our  enemies,  and  in  the  same  situatic 
we  have  more  indulgence  for  ourselves,  h 
thought  but  of  the  tears  which  his  death  woui 
cause  Corinne,  not  upon  those  his  errors  hi 
/extorted.  It  was  natural  he  should  think  mo 
'of  her;  they  had  so  often  talked  of  immo 
tality,  and  sounded  erery  depth  of  solen 
feeling :  he  laneied  that  he  still  conversed  wii 
her,  while  occupied  by  the  great  thoughts  tl 
spectacles  of  war  invariably  suggest.  It  wi 
to  Corinne  he  spoke  in  solitude,  although  1 
knew  that  she  must  sadly  blame  him.    Spi 


digoant  against  her  husband,  for  deserting  one^of  absence,  distance,  time,  and  every  ohang 

they  seemed  to  understand  each  other  still. 
f  At  last  his  regiment  was  ordered  bom 
The  monotony  of  shipboard  pleased  him  lei 
than  had  the  stir  of  aims.  External  excit 
ment  supplied  some  of  the  imaginative  joi 
he  owed  to  his  intercourse  with  Corinn 
He  had  not  yet  attempted  to  live  calmly  wit! 
...«i-u^  .«.^  w..w»^..  ..wc  »«,.«.. J  .ir^^^»«w  ««..  ^»ww  kOut  her.  The  proofs  of  devotion  his  soldie 
tton  in  the  world  was  more  lulvantageoos  thanj  gave  him  somewhat  beguiled  the  voyage ;  b 


even  that  interest  failed  on  their  landing 
England. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 
Neltil  had  now  to  renew  his  acquaintance 


wider  sense  than  that  of  Lady  Edgarmond : 
tracing  it  to  its  source,  he  found  toat  it  mifht 
perfectly  accord  with  natural  inclination,  u- 


irith  his  own  family,  after  four  years'  separa'j ,  stead  of  requiring  perpetual  combats  and  .__ 

Ion.     He  arrived  at  Lady  Edgarmond^s  castln  rifices.    Virtue,  he  thought,  far  from  rendering 

3  Northumberland.    Lucy  presented  her  chilcT  life  a  torture,  contributes  to  the  duration  of  its 


irith  as  much  diffidence  as  if  she  had  deemed 
erself  guilty.  Her  imagination  had  been  so 
ccupied  by  her  sister,  during  the  period  of 
er  maternal  expectations,  that  little  Juliet 
isplayed  the  dark  eyes  and  hair  of  Corinne. 
ler  4ther,  in  wild  agitation,  pressed  her  to 
is  heart ;  and  from  that  instant  Lucy  could 
ot  take  unqualified  delight  in  his  affection  £u: 
is  daughter.  The  young  wife  was  now  nearim 
weniy.  Her  beauty  had  attained  a  dignity! 
rhich  inspired  NeWil  with  respect.  Lad^ 
Sdgarmond  was  too  infirm  to  leave  her  bed ; 
et,  although  her  iUness  tried  her  temper,  she 
eceived  her  son-in-law  with  satisfaction ;  hav- 
&g  feared  that  she  should  die  in  his  absence, 
nd  leave  her  daughter  alone  upon  the  world. 
Oswald,  so  long  accustomed  to  a  military  ca- 
3er,  found  it  very  difficult  to  remain  nearly] 
U  day  in  the  chamber  of  an  invalid,  who  r^f 
eived  no  one  but  himself  and  wife.  Lucy 
early  loved  her  lord ;  but,  believing  her  affeo- 
on  unprized,  concealed  what  she  knew  of  his 
Eission  for  Corinne,  and  became  more  silent 
lan  ever.  Mild  as  she  was,  her  mother  had 
>  influenced  her,  that  when  Oswald  hinted  at 
le  added  charm  she  would  gain  by  a  little 
ntmation,  she  received  this  but  as  a  proof  that 
e  still  preferred  her  sister,  and  was  too  hurt 


happiness,  and  may  be  oonsidered  as  &  sort  of 
prescience  granted  **  to  man  alone  beneath  the 
heaven." 

Sometimes,  in  explaining  those  ideas,  he 
yielded  to  the  pleasure  of  using  the  expres- 
sions of  Corinne.  Lady  Edgarmond  discov- 
ered much  ill-humor  when  he  allowed  himself 
to  think  and  speak  in  this  manner.  New  doc- 
trines ever  displease  the  old.  They  like  to 
fancy  that  the  world  has  been  losing  wisdom, 
instead  of  gaining  it,  since  they  were  young. 
Lucy's  heart  instmctively  detected  the  echoes 
of  her  sister's  voice  in  the  sentiments  Oswald 
breathed  with  so  much  ardor.  She  would 
cast  down  her  eyes  to  hide  this  conseionsness  : 
her  husband,  utterly  unaware  of  it,  attributed 
her  apparent  insensibility  to  want  of  compre- 
hension ;  and  not  knowing  where  to  seek  con- 
geniality, sunk  into  despondence.  He  wrote 
to  Castel  Forte  for  news  of  Corinne ;  but  the 
war  prevented  the  letter's  arrival.  His  health 
suffered  from  the  cold  of  England;  and  the 
physicians  assured  him  that  his  chest  would 
be  again  attacked,  if  he  did  not  pass  the  win- 
ter in  Italy.  He  told  this  to  his  wife  and 
mother,  adding,  that  the  war  between  France 
and  England  must  at  present  prevent  his  tour. 

^ , "And  when  peace  is  concluded,"  said  Lady 

profit  by  it :  he  could  not  speak  of  the  fine^ '  Edgarmond,  "  I  should  hope,  my  Lord,  that 


rts  without  occasioning  her  a  sadness  that' 
^pressed  his  enthusiasm.  Had  she  been  bet- 
\t  taught,  she  would  have  treasured  up  his 
ightest  word,  that  she  might  study  how  to 
lease  him.  Lady  Edgarmond  evinced  a 
rowing  distaste  for  all  deviations  from  her 
&bitual  routine :  her  nerves  shrunk  from  eve- 
r  sound.  She  would  have  reduced  life  to  a 
ate  of  stagnation,  as  if  the  less  to  regret  its 
iss :  but,  as  few  like  to  confess  their  personal 
iotives  for  certain  opinions,  she  supported 
9rs  on  the  general  principles  of  exaggerated 
lorality;  and  disenchanted  life,  by  making 
ns  of  its  least  amusements,— 4>y  opposing 
»me  duty  to  every  employment  which  would 
ive  made  to-day  differ  from  yesterday  or  to- 
lOrrow.  Lucy,  duteous  as  she  was,  had  so 
iuch  flexibility  of  mind  that  she  would  have 
lined  her  husband  in  gently  reasoning  with 
kis  exacting  austerity,  had  she  not  been  per- 
laded  Uiat  it  was  adopted  merely  to  discoun* 
inance  Oswald's  Italian  predilections.  "  Yoih 
ust  struggle  most  perseveringly,"  would  her 
other  say,  "  against  any  return  of  that  dan- 
srotis  infatuation."  Lord  Nelvil  had  a  great 
iverence  for  duty ;  but  he  understood  it  in  a 


you  would  not  think  of  returning  to  Itedy." 
"  If  his  health  depends  on  it,"  ventured  Lucy, 
"  he  could  not  do  better."  Oswald  expressed 
much  gratitude  for  heir  kindness.  Alas !  his 
thanks  but  assured  her  of  his  love  for  another. 
War  ceased  ;  and  every  time  Oswald  com- 
plained, Lucy's  heart  was  divided  between  her 
dread  of  his  departure  for  Italy,  and  her  fond- 
ness, which  over-rated  his  indisposition.  He 
attributed  her  doubt  of  the  necessity  for  this 
voyage  to  selfishness :  thus  each  wounded  the 
other's  feelings,  because  neither  dared  confess 
their  own.  All  these  interests  were  soon  ab* 
sorbed  in  the  state  of  Lady  Edgarmond,  who 
was  now  speechless,  and  could  only  express 
herself  by  tears,  or  by  the  manner  in  which 
she  pressed  their  hands.  Lucy  was  in  de- 
spair. Oswald  set  up  every  night  with  her. 
It  was  now  December ;  and  these  cares  were 
highly  injurious  to  him,  though  they  seemed 
much  to  gratify  the  sufferer,  whose  faults  dis* 
appeared  just  as  her  agonies  would  have  ex- 
cused them.  The  approach  of  death  stills  all 
the  tumults  of  soul  from  which  most  of  oar 
errors  proceed.  On  her  last  night  she  joined 
the  hands  of  Oswald  and  Lucy,  pressed  them 
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to  her  heart,  and  raiaed  her  eyes  to  heaTen ; 
no  longer  deploring  the  yoiee  which  could  have 
added  nothing  to  the  impreBsiyenese  of  that 
!  wtioD,— -that  look.  In  a  few  seconds  she  ex- 
pirei. 

Lord  NeWil,  who  had  supported  himself 
widi  great  effort,  for  her  sake,  now  became 
daogerooslj  ill,  and  poor  Lucy's  distress  was 
ihos  redoubled.  In  his  delirium,  he  often 
Buned  Corinne,  and  Italy,  sighing,  *'  Oh,  for 
tiie  WQthem  sun !  it  is  so  cold  in  the  norths 
hat:  I  shall  never  be  warm  again.**  \yhei^ 
jjlo  recovered  his  senses  he  was  surprised  at 
jibdmg  that  Lucy  had  prepared  everything 
Ilk  his  voyage :  she  merely  repeated  the  ad- 
llTice  of  his  physicians,  adding,  "  If  you  will 
permit  it,  I  shall  accompany  you;  and  our 
ebiid  oQght  not  to  be  parted  from  her  parents." 
"No,  no,  we  will  not  part,"  he  answered; 
"bat  if  this  journey  would  pain  you,  I  re- 
Monce  it."  ^  That  will  not  pain  me,"  she 
replied.  Oswald  took  her  hand,  and  gazed 
iD^unngly  on  her :  she  would  have  explained 
lerself ;  but  the  memory  of  her  mother's  ad- . 
Tiee  never  to  betray  a  sign  of  jealousy,  rei^ 
pnred  her,  and  she  added, — "  You  must  be ' 
nre,  my  Lord,  that  my  first  object  is  the  re- 
MabUahment  of  your  health."  '*  You  have  a 
sMer  in  Itady,"  continued  he.  **  I  know  it : 
hkn  joo  any  tidings  of  her  1"  *'  Never  since 
1  left  for  America."  "  Well,  my  Lord,  we 
U  learn  all  in  Italy."  **  Are  you  then  in- 
teieited  in  her  still?"  "Yes;  I  have  not 
^gotten  the  tenderness  she  showed  my  ohild- 
M.**  ''We  ought  not  to  forget,"  sighed 
Nehil;  and  both  again  were  silent.  Oswald 
Wd  too  much  delicacy  to  desire  a  renewal 
^  fimner  ties  with  Corinne ;  but  he  thought 
^  it  would  be  sweet  to  die  in  Italy,  after 
noeiTing  her  pardon  and  adieu.  He  little 
^ed  that  his  delirium  had  betrayed  him, 
inidid  injustice  to  the  mind  of  his  wife ;  be- 
^>n  it  bad  rather  shown  him  the  opinion  of 
^ikn  than  what  she  felt  herself,  he  believed 
jkkred  him  as  much  as  she  could  love,  but 
■bew  nothing  of  her  sensibility ;  at  preseiy 
W  pride  disguised  it ;  but,  had  she  been  per- 
■etlj  happy,  she  would  have  thought  it  im* 

K^  to  avow  a  passionate  aJSection  even  for 
own  husband ;  capable  as  she  was  of  it, 
^^citiott  convinced  her  that  it  would  be  imt 


CHAPTER  V. 

Oswald,  disliking  all  recollections  of  France, 
crossed  it  very  hastily.  Lucy  evinced  neither 
wish  nor  will  of  any  kind,  but  left  it  for  him 
to  decide  everything.  They  reached  the 
base  of  the  mountains  that  separate  Dauphin^ 
from  Savoy,  and  ascended  the  Pas  des  EcheU 
let  on  foot :  this  road  is  dug  in  the  rocks ;  its 
entrance  resembles  a  deep  cavern ;  it  is  dark 
throughout,  even  in  the  brightestdays  of  sum- 
mer. As  yet  they  found  no  snow ;  but  autumn, 
the  season  of  decay,  was  herself  fast  fading. 
The  road  was  covered  with  dead  leaves,  borne 
to  these  regions  on  the  gale,  from  the  distant 
trees.  Thus  they  saw  the  wreck  of  nature, 
without  beholding  any  promise  of  her  revival. 
The  sight  of  the  mountains  charmed  Lord 
Nelvil.  While  we  live  among  plains,  the 
earth  seems  only  made  to  bear  and  nourish 
man ;  but  in  picturesque  countries  we  see  the 
impress  of  their  Creator's  power  and  genius. 
Yet  man  is  everywhere  at  home  with  nature : 
the  roads  he  fraines  ascend  the  steep,  or  iathom 
the  abyss ;  nothing  is  inaccessible  to  him,  save 
the  great  mystery  of  his  own  being. 

In  Morienne  the  winter  was  more  rigorously 
felt  at  every  step :  one  might  fancy  one's  self 
wending  north^x^urd,  in  approaching  Mont  Ce- 
nis.  Lucy,  who  had  never  travelled  before, 
was  alarmed  at  finding  the  ice  rendered  the 
horses'  pace  unsteady  :  she  hid  her  fears,  but 
reproached  herself  for  having  brought  her 
little  one  with  her;  often  doubting  whether 
the  resolve  to  do  so  had  been  truly  moral,  or 
ddjiwh  ether  the  hope  of  growing  dearer  to  Os- 
oij  wald,  by  constantly  associating  her  image  with 
that  of  her  beloved  child,  had  not  deadened 
her  to  the  risks  Juliet  would  thus  incur.  Lucy 
was  apt  to  perplex  her  mind  with  secret  scru-  i 
pies  of  conscience ;  the  more  virtuous  we  are,  ^ 
the  more  this  kind  of  fastidiousness  increases :  | 
she  had  no  resource,  save  in  her  long  and 
sUent  prayers,  which  somewhat  tranquillized 
her  spirit.  The  landscaiie  now  took  a  more 
te4lfic  character;  the  snow  fell  heavily  on 
ground  already  covered  with  it.  They  seem* 
ed  entering  the  Hell  of  Ice  described  by  Dante. 
From  the  foot  of  the  precipices  to  the  mount- 
ain tops  all  varieties  were  concealed.  The 
pines,  now  clothed  in  white,  were  mirrored  in 


Kgof  anything  else. 
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Modest  to  profess  this  feeling;  but  nothin^^^the  water  like  spectral  trees.     Oswald  and 
fheeonki  teach  her  to  take  pleasure  in  speak-^  \  Lucy  gazed  in  silence :  speech  would  have 


seemed  presumptuous :  nature  was  frozen  into 
dumbness,  and  they  remained  mute  like  her. 
Suddenly  they  perceived,  on  an  immense  ex- 
tent of  snow,  a  long  file  of  darkly  clad  figures 
carrying  a  bier  towards  a  church.  These 
priests,  the  only  living  beinss  who  broke  this 
desert  solitude,  preserved  their  wonted  pace. 
The  thought  of  death  lent  it  a  gravity  which 


160 


CORINNB ;  OR,  ITALY. 


not  eyen  the  UeaknesB  of  the  air  tempted 
them  to  forget.  Here  was  the  mourning  of 
nature  and  of  man  for  vegetable  and  for  hu- 
man Ufe.  No  color  was  left,— «that  black  and 
that  white,  thus  united,  struck  the  soul  with 
awe.  "  What  a  sad  omen !"  sighed  Lady 
Nelvil.  "  Lucy,"  interrupted  Oswald,  •*  trust 
me,  it  is  not  for  you."  *'  Alas !"  he  thought, 
"  it  was  not  beneath  such  auspices  that  I  travel- 
led with  Corinne.  Where  is  she  now  1  may 
not  these  gloomy  objects  be  but  warnings  of 
what  I  am  to  suffer  V  Lucy's  nerves  were 
shaken  by  the  terrors  of  her  journey.  This 
kind  of  fear  is  almost  unknown  to  an  intrepid 
man ;  and  she  mistook  for  carelessness  of  her, 
Oswald's  ignorance  of  such  alarm's  possible 
existence.  The  common  people,  who  have 
no  better  exercise  for  fancy,  love  to  exagge- 
rate all  hazards,  and  delight  in  the  effect  they 
thus  produce  on  their  superiors.  The  inn- 
keepers, every  winter,  tell  their  guests  wild 
tales  of  "  le  MotU,"  as  if  it  were  an  immova- 
ble monster,  guarding  the  vales  that  lead  to 
the  land  of  promise.  They  watch  the  weather 
for  formidable  symptoms,  and  beg  all  foreign- 
ers to  avoid  crossing  Mont  Cenis  during  la 
tourmente.  This  is  a  wind  announced  by  a 
white  cloud,  spread  like  a  sheet  in  the  air, 
and  by  degrees  covering  the  whole  horizon. 

Lucy  had  ffained  all  possible  information, 
unknown  to  Nelvil,  who  was  too  much  occu- 
pied by  the  sensation  of  returning  to  Italy  to 
think  on  these  reports.  The  possible  end  and 
aim  of  his  pilgrimage  agitated  his  wife  still 
more  than  did  the  journey  itself,  and  she  judg- 
ed everything  unfavorably.  In  the  morning 
of  their  ascent,  several  peasants  beset  her 
with  forebodings ;  those  hired  to  carry  her  up 
the  mountain,  however,  assured  her  there  was 
nothing  to  apprehend  :  she  looked  at  Nelvil, 
and  saw  that  he  laughed  at  these  predictions : 
therefore,  piqued  by  his  security,  she  professed 
herself  ready  to  depart.  He  knew  not  how 
much  this  resolution  cost  her,  but  mounted  a 
horse  and  followed  the  litter  which  bore  his 
wife  and  child.  The  wav  was  easy,  till  liey 
were  about  the  centre  of  the  flat  which  pre- 
cedes the  descent,  when  a  violent  hurricane 
arose.  Drills  of  snow  blinded  Lucy's  bear- 
ers, and  often  hid  Oswald  from  her  view.  The 
religious  men  who  devote  their  lives  to  succor 
travellers  on  the  Alps  began  to  ring  their  alarm 
bell;  yet,  though  this  sound  proclaimed  the 
neighborhood  of  benevolent  pity,  ito  rapid  and 
heavy  repetition  seemed  more  expressive  of 
dismay  than  assistance. 

Lucy  hoped  that  Oswald  would  propose 
passing  the  night  at  this  monastery ;  but,  as 
she  said  nothing,  he  thought  it  best  to  hasten 
on,  while  daylight  lasted.  Luc;^'s  bearers  in- 
quired, with  some  uneasiness,  if  she  wished 


them  to  desoend*  **Tas,"  she  said,  ^'sioca 
my  lord  does  not  oppose  it."  She  erred  in 
thus  suppressing  her  feelings :  the  presence  of 
her  child  would  have  excused  them ;  but,  while 
we  love  one  by  whom  we  cannot  deem  our- 
selves beloved,  each  instant  brings  its  owH 
sense  of  humiliation.  Oswald  remained  on 
horseback,  though  that  was  the  least  safe 
method  of  descent,  but  he  believed  himself 
thus  secure  against  losing  sight  of  his  wife 
and  child.  From  the  summit  Lucy  looked 
down  on  the  abrupt  road  which  she  wduld 
have  taken  for  a  precipice,  had  not  steeps  still 
more  perpendicular  been  close  at  hand.  She 
pressed  her  child  to  her  heajt  with  strong 
emotion.  Oswdd  observed  this,  and  quitting 
his  saddle,  joined  the  men  who  carried  her 
litter.  The  grateful  zeal  with  which  he  did 
this  filled  her  eyes  with  tears ;  but,  at  that  in- 
stant, the  whirlwind  rose  so  furiously  that  ber 
bearers  fell  on  their  knees,  exclaiming,  ^'  Oh 
God,  protect  us !"  Lucy  regained  her  cour- 
age ;  and,  raising  herself,  held  Juliet  towards 
lird  Nelvil.  "  Take  your  child,  my  love !" 
she  said.  Oswald  received  it,  answering, 
"  And  you  too— come,  I  can  carry  ye  both !" 
"  No,"  she  said, "  only  save  her  r  **  Save !" 
he  repeated :  *'  is  there  any  danger  ?  Unhap- 
py wretches — ^why  did  you  not  tell  us?" 
''They  did,"  interrapted  Lucy.  ^And  ^oa 
concealed  it  from  roe  %  How  have  I  merited 
this  cruel  reserve  1"  He  wrapped  his  cloak 
round  Juliet,  and  cast  down  his  eyes  in  deep 
disquietude ;  but  Heaven  most  mercifully  ap- 
peased the  storm,  and  lent  a  ray  which  showed 
them  the  fertile  plains  of  Piedmont.  In  an- 
other hour  they  arrived  unharmed  at  Nova^ 
laiso,  the  first  Italian  town  after  crossing  Mont 
Cenis. 

On  entering  the  inn  Lucy  embraced  her 
child,  and  returned  fervent  thanks  to  God. 
Oswald  leaned  pensively  near  the  fire,  aod,^ 
when  she  arose,  held  out  his  hand  to  her,  aav-i 
ing,  "  You  were  alarmed  then,  my  lova  I**' 
"Yes,  dear."  "Why  would  you  go  on1»i 
"  You  seemed  impatieilt  to  proceed."  "  DoJ 
yon  not  know  that,  above  all  things,  I  dreadl 
exposing  you  to  pain  or  danger  V  "  It  is  fm\ 
Juliet  that  they  are  to  be  dreaded,"  taking  thm 
little  one  on  her  lap  to  warm  it,  and  twistiBgi 
round  her  finaers  the  beautiful  Uaek  curls  tbat^ 
the  snow  had  matted  on  that  lair  brow.  The. 
mother  and  child  formed  so  chaiming  a  pic- 
ture, that  Oswald  gazed  on  them  with  tender 
admiration;  but  Lucy's  silence  discouraged 
the  feeling  which  might  else  have  led  to  a  mu- 
tual understanding.  They  arrived  at  Turin, 
where  the  season  was  unusually  severe.  The 
vast  apartments  of  Italy  were  destined  to  re- 
ceive the  sun.  Their  freshness  in  summer  is 
most  welcome ;  but,  in  the  depth  of  winteri 
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ibeyaeem  eheerleas  deserts;  and  their  pos- 
aessors  feel  Uke  pigmies  in  the  abode  of  giants. 
The  death  of  Alfieri  had  just  occasioned  a 
geneial  monmiDg  among  his  proud  country- 
HMD.  NeWii  no  longer  recognized  the  gaiety 
wmBTlj  so  dear  to  him.  The  abeence  of  her 
he  loved  disenchanted  both  nature  and  art : 
be  sought  intelligence  of  her,  and  learnt  that 
fi»r  Syc  years  she  had  published  nothing,  hot 
Ived  in  seclusion  at  Florence.  He  resolved 
m  going  thither ;  not  to  remain,  and  thus  vio- 
kte  the  affection  he  owed  to  Lucy,  but  to  tell 
Corinne  bow  ignorant  he  had  been  of  her  resi- 
dence in  Scotland.  In  crossing  Lombardy  he 
aghed,  **How  beautiful  this  was,  when  all 
those  elms  were  in  full  leaf,  with  vines  linking  i. 
tiKm  together  !'^  "  How  beautiful  it  was, '^ 
thought  Lucy,  *'  while  Corinne  shared  it  with 
i|s>ii !"  A  humid  fog,  such  as  oft  arises  in  so 
sen  watered  a  land,  obscured  their  view  of 
uie  country.  During  the  night  they  heard  the 
nfelttge  of  southern  rain  fall  on,  nay,  through 
|4e  roof^  as  if  water  were  pursuing  them  with 
Lu  the  avidity  of  fire.  Lucy  sought  in  vain 
kt  the  charm  of  Italy :  it  seemed  that  every- 
ff  conspired  to  veil  it  in  gloom  for  Oswald 
Md  herself. 


CHAPTER  VL 

Sisci  Lord  Nelvil  had  been  in  England  he 
kd  BOft  spoken  a  word  of  the  language ;  it 
flvea  made  him  ill  to  hear  it.  On  the  evening 
f|f  his  arrival  at  Milan  he  heard  a  tap  at  the 
r,  which  was  followed  by  the  entrance  of  a 
vhooe  dark  and  prominent  features  would 
been  expressive  if  animated  by  natural 
they  wore  an  unvaryingly  gra- 
style,  and  a  look  that  strove  to  be  poetical. 
tood  at  the  door,  improvising  verses  in, 
of  the  group  before  him,  but  such  air 
bave  suited  any  other  husband,  wife,  or 
Just  as  truly ;  and  so  exaggerated,  that 
peaker  seemed  to  think  poetry  ought  to 
so  connection  with  truth.  Oswald  per- 
thMl  he  was  a  Roman ;  yet,  harmonious 
the  sounds  he  uttered,  the  vehemence 
I  declamation  seemed  but  to  indicate  more 
iy  the  unmeaning  insipidity  of  all  he  said. 
I  could  be  more  painful  to  Oswald  than 
the  Roman  tongue  thus  spoken,  for  the 
le  after  so  long  an  interval,  to  see  his 
memories  travestied,  and  feel  his  me- 
[y  reaewed  by  an  object  so  ridiculous. 
all  this,  and  would  have  dis- 
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missed  the  improvisators ;  but  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  make  him  hear  her :  he  paced  the  cham- 
ber all  gesture  and  exclamation,  heedless  of 
the  disgust  he  dealt  his  hearers,  proceeding 
like  a  machine  that  could  not  stop  till  after  a 
certain  moment.  At  last  that  time  arrived, 
and  Luc^  bade  him  depart. 

''Poetic  language,"  said  Oswald,  '*is  so 
easily  parodied  here,  that  it  ought  to  be  for- 
bidden all  save  those  who  are  worthy  to  em- 
ploy it."    "  True,"  observed  Lucy,  perhaps  a 
little  too  pointedly  :  ''  it  is  very  disagreeable  to 
be  reminded  of  what  you  admire,  by  such  a  ' 
burlesque  as  we  have  just  endured."    **  Not 
80,"  he  answered ;  '*  the  contrast  only  makes 
iae  more  deeply  feel  the  power  of  genius. 
This  same  language,  which  may  be  so  mise- 
rably degraded,  became  celestial  poetry  from 
the  lips  of  Corinne — t/aur  sister.^*    Lucy  felt 
overwhelmed :  he  had  not  pronounced  that 
name  to  her  before ;  the  addition  of  your  sister  ; 
sounded  as  if  conveying  a  reproach.     She  ' 
was  half  suffocated ;  and  had  she  given  way  ' 
to  her  tears,  this  moment  might  have  proved 
the  sweetest  in  her  life ;  but  she  restrained  . 
them,  and  the  embarrassment  between  herself 
and  husband  became  more  painful  than  before. 
On  the  next  day  the  sun  broke  forth,  like  an 
exile  returning  to  his  own  land.    They  avail- 
ed themselves  of  his  brightness  to  visit  Milan 
Cathedral,  the  chef-cTauvre  of  Gothic  archi-  , 
tecture  :  it  is  built  in  the  form  of  a  cross, —  '■ 
fair  image  of  suffering  in  the  midst  of  wealth 
and  enjoyment.     Lofly  as  it  is,  the  ornaments  | 
are  as  elaborate  as  those  lavished  on  some  ! 
minute  object  of  admiration.     What  time  and 
patience  must  it  have  cost !    This  persever- 
ance towards  the  same  aim  is  transmitted  from 
age  to  age,  and  the  human  race,  stable  at  least 
in  thought,  can  leave  us  proofs  of  this,  imper- 
ishable almost  as  thought  itself.     A  gothic 
building  engenders  true  religion :  it  has  been 
said  that  the  popes  have  consecrated  more 
wealth  to  the  building  of  modern  temples  than 
devotion  to  the  memory  of  old  churches.   The 
light,  falling  through  colored  glass,  the  singu- 
lar forms  of  the  architecture,  unite  to  give  a 
silent  image  of  that  infinite  mystery  which 
the  soul  forever  feels,  and  never  comprehends. 

Lord  and  Lady  Nelvil  left  Milan  when  the 
earth  was  covered  with  snow.  This  is  a  sad- 
der sight  in  Italy  than  elsewhere,  because  it 
is  unusual :  the  natives  lament  bad  weather  as 
a  public  calamity.  Oswald  was  vain  of  his 
favorite  country,  and  angry  that  it  would  not 
smile  its  best  for  Lucy.  They  passed  through 
Placenta,  Parma,  and  Modena.  The  churches 
and  palaces  of  each  are  too  vast,  m  proportion 
to  the  number  and  fortunes  of  the  inhabitants : 
one  would  say  that  these  towns  were  prepar- 
ed for  the  reception  of  some  great  personages, 
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who  as  yet  had  but  sent  some  of  their  retinue 
forward.  On  the  morning  of  their  reaching 
Taro,  the  floods  were  thundering  from  the 
Alps  and  Appenines,  with  such  frightful  ra- 
pidity, that  their  roar  scarce  announced  them 
ere  they  came.  Bridges  are  hardly  practica* 
ble  over  rivers  that  so  often  rise  above  the 
level  of  the  plain.  Oswald  and  Lucy  found 
their  course  suddenly  checked.  All  boats  had 
been  washed  away  by  the  current ;  and  they 
were  obliged  to  wait  till  the  Italians,  who 
never  hurry  themselves,  chose  to  bring  them 
back.  The  fog  confounded  the  water  with 
the  sky ;  and  the  whole  spectacle  rather  re^ 
sembled  the  description  of  Stvz,  than  the 
bounteous  streams  lent  to  refresh  the  burning 
south.  Lucy,  trembling  lest  the  intense  cold 
should  hurt  her  child,  bore  it  into  a  fisher's 
hut,  in  the  centre  of  which  a  fire  had  been 
kindled,  as  is  done  in  Russia. 

"  Where  is  your  lovely  Italy  ?"  she  asked 
Oswald,  with  a  smile.  *' I  know  not  when  I 
shall  regain  her,"  he  answered,  sadly.  Ap- 
proaching Parma,  and  all  the  cities  on  that 
road,  they  perceived  from  far  the  flat-terraced 
roofs  that  gave  Italy  so  original  an  air. 
Churches  and  spires  stand  forth  boldly  amid 
these  buildings ;  and,  after  seeing  tliem,  the 
northern  pointed  roofs,  so  constructed  to  per- 
mit the  snow  to  slide  off,  create  a  very  un- 
pleasant sensation.  Parma  still  preserves 
some  fine  pictures  by  Correegio.  Oswald 
took  Lucy  to  a  church  which  boasts  ^fresco 
of  his.  La  Madonna  delia  Scdla :  while  he 
drew  the  curtain  from  before  it,  Lucy  raised 
Juliet  in  her  arms,  that  she  might  better  see 
the  picture ;  and  b^  chance  their  attitude  was 
nearly  the  same  with  that  of  the  Virgin  and 
Child.  Lucy  had  so  much  of  the  modest 
grace  which  Correggio  loved  to  paint,  that 
Oswald  looked  from  the  ideal  to  the  real  with 
surprise.  As  she  noticed  this  her  eyes  fell, 
and  the  resemblance  became  still  more  strong. 
Correffgio  is,  perhaps,  the  only  painter  who 
knew  how  to  give  downcast  eyes  an  expres- 
sion affecting  as  those  raised  to  heaven.  The 
veil  he  throws  over  such  losks,  far  from  de- 
creasing their  thoughtful  tenderness,  lends  it 
the  added  charm  of  heavenly  mystery.  The 
Madonna  is  almost  detached  from  the  wall. 
A  breath  might  blow  its  hues  away ;  this  fear 
gives  it  a  melancloly  interest :  its  adorers  oft 
return  to  bid  such  fleeting  beauty  a  fond  fare- 
well. As  they  left  the  church,  Oswald  raid 
to  Lucy,  *'A  little  while  and  that  picture 
will  be  no  more !  but  its  model  is  mine  own 
for  ever.*'    These  soft  words  touched  her 


blest,  she  dreaded  ta  disturb  that  moment's 
peace,  in  an  attempt  to  render  it  more  durable. 
Thus  always  she  found  reasons  for  her  silence, 
hoping  that  time,  resignation,  and  gentleness, 
might  bring  at  last  the  happy  day  which  wot^ 
disperse  her  apprehensions.  ^ 


if  he  coidd  not  trust  her  tenderness ;  but, 
as  when  he  spoke  coldly,  her  pride  forbade 
complaint,  so  when  his  language  made  her 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Lord  Nblyil'b  health  improved,  yet  cruel 
anxiety  still  agitated  his  heart.  He  con- 
stantly sought  tidings  of  Corinne,  but  every- 
where heard  the  same  report  as  at  Turin— 
namely,  that  nothing  was  known  of  her,  since 
she  saw  no  one  and  wrote  no  longer.  It  was 
not  thus  that  the  name  of  Corinne  was  for- 
merly announced !  Could  the  man  who  had 
destroyed  her  peace  and  fame  forgive  him- 
self? 

Travellers  drawing  near  Bologna  are  at- 
tracted by  two  very  high  towers ;  the  one^ 
however,  leans  so  obliquely  m  to  create  a 
sensation  of  alarm ;  vaixdy  is  it  said  to  have 
been  built  so,  and  to  have  lasted  thus  for  cen- 
turies ;  its  aspect  is  irresistibly  oppressive. 
Bologna  boasts  a  great  number  of  highly-in- 
formed men :  but  the  common  people  are  dis- 
agreeable. Lucy  listened  for  the  melodioos 
lulian  of  which  she  had  been  told ;  but  the 
Bolognese  dialect  painfully  disappointed  her. 
Nottung  more  harsh  can  exist  in  the  north. 
They  arrived  at  the  height  of  the  Carnival, 
and  heard,  both  day  and  night,  cries  of  joy 
that  sounded  li|ce  those  of  rage.  A  popula- 
tion like  that  of  the  Lazzaroni  eat  and  sleep 
beneath  the  numerous  arcades  that  border  the 
streets  :  daring  winter  they  carry  a  little  fire 
in  an  earthen  vessel.  In  cold  weather  no 
nightly  music  is  heard  in  Italy  :  it  is  replaced 
in  Bologna  by  a  clamor  truly  alarmine  to  for- 
eigners. The  manners  of  the  populace  are 
much  more  gross  in  some  few  southern  states 
than  can  be  found  elsewhere.  In-door  life 
perfects  social  order:  the  heat  that  per- 
mits people  to  live  thus  in  public  engen- 
ders many  savage  habits  (36).  Lord  and 
Lady  Nelvil  could  not  walk  forth  without  be- 
ing assailed  by  beggars,  the  scourge  uf  Italy. 
As  they  passed  the  prisons,  whose  barred 
windows  look  upon  the  street,  the  captives 


demanded  alms  with  immoderate  laughter, 
heart :  she  pressed  his  hand,  about  to  ask  himi  ^"  It  is  not  thus,"  said  Lucy,  "  that  our  people 


ehow  themselves  the  fellow-citizens  of  their 
betters.  Oh,  Oswald!  can  such  a  country 
please  you !"    '*  Heaven  forbid,"  he  replied, 
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<*  Utti  I  sbodd  ever  forg^  my  own !  but  when 
yon  have  paased  the  Appeninea  you  will  hear 
the  TuBcaas, — ^meet  intellectual  and  animated 
beings,  who,  I  hope,  will  render  yon  leas  se- 


Vllians,  indeed,  must  be  judged  according 
to  eircomstances.  Sometimes  the  evil  that^Ci 
haik  been  spoken  of  them  seems  but  true  ;  at 
others,  most  unjust.  Ail  that  has  previously 
kea  described  of  their  governments  and  reli- 
gioo  proTes  that  much  may  be  asserted  a^inst 
tbem  generally,  yet  that  many  private  virtues 
are  to  be  found  amongst  them.  The  iudivid- 
lais  chance  throws  on  the  acquaintance  of  our 
tnveUera  decide  the  notions  of  our  whole 
ace :  sach  judgment,  of  course,  can  find  no 
bisis  in  the  institutions,  manners,  or  public 


spirit  of  the  country.  Oswald  and  Lucy  vis- 
ited the  collections  of  pictures  that  enrich  Bo- 
logna. Among  them  was  Bomenichino's  Si- 
byl; before  which  Nelvil  unconsciously  lin- 
gered so  long,  that  his  wife  at  last  dared  ask 
him,  if  this  beauty  said  more  to  his  heart  than 
Correggio^s  Madonna  had  done.  He  under- 
stood, and  was  amazed  at  so  significant  an 
appeal :  after  gazing  on  her  for  some  time,  he 
replied,  "  The  Sibyl  utters  oracles  no  more  : 
her  beauty,  like  her  genius,  is  gone  ;  but  the 
angelic  features  I  admired  in  Correggio  have 
lost  none  of  their  charms ;  and  the  unbappv 
wretch  who  so  much  wronged  the  one  wiU 
never  betray  the  other."  He  left  the  place 
to  conceal  his  agitation. 


BOOK     XX. 

CONCLUSION. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Atm  what  had  passed  in  the  gallery  of 
Bologna,  Oswald,  for  the  first  time,  compre< 
hnded  that  Lucy  was  aware  of  his  affectioi^ 
bt  her  sister,  and  deemed  that  her  coolness 
aig^  have  sprung  from  secret  disquietude  : 
yet  now  he  feared  an  explanation  as  much  as 
•he  Ind  done.  She  would  have  told  him  all 
kd  he  required  it ;  but  it  would  have  cost  him 
ISO  much  to  speak  of  Corinne,  just  as  he  was 
about  to  rejoin  her,  especially  with  one  whose 
daraeter  he  so  imperfectly  knew.  They 
emsed  the  Appenmes,  and  regained  the 
mreet  climate  of  Italy.  The  sea  breeze,  so 
^ving  in  summer,  now  spread  a  gentle  heat. 
Tke  tiuf  was  green,  the  autumn  hardly  over, 
•ad  yet  the  spring  already  peeping  forth. 
The  markets  teem^  with  oranges  and  pome- 
gnaates.  The  Tuscan  tongue  was  audible ; 
sod  aU  Oswald^s  dearest  memories  revived, 
lloagh  now  unmixed  with  hope.  The  mild 
air  of  the  sooth  acted  also  upon  Lucy^s  feel- 
ings, she  would  have  been  more  confiding, 
U  he  encouraged  her,  but  they  were  both 
lestrained  by  an  equal  timidity,  mutually  sus- 
fieiovs  of  each  other's  feelings,  and  not  daring 
t>  eoonnimin^te  the  thoughts  which  they  en- 
tertained. Ead  Corinne  heen  in  the  situation 
of  either,  she  would  soon  have  learned  the 
other's  eeeret ;  but  the  more  congenial  they 


were,  in  natural  reserve,  the  less  easy  was  it 
for  them  to  break  the  restraint  which  kept 
their  hearts  asunder. 


CHAPTER  n. 

As  soon  as  theyarrived  in  Florence,  Ne!v& 
wrote  to  Castel  Torte ;  and  in  a  few  minutes 
the  Prince  came  to  him.  It  was  some  time 
ere  either  spoke ;  at  last  Nelvil  asked  for 
Corinne.  ''X  have  none  but  sad  news  for 
you,"  said  her  friend :  '*  she  grows  vreaker 
every  day ;  sees  no  one  but  myself,  and  can 
scarce  attempt  any  occupation  ;  yet  I  tbiak 
she  has  been  calmer  since  we  learnt  you  were 
in  Italy ;  thoagh  I  cannot  disguise  from  you, 
that  at  first  her  emotions  on  that  intelligence 
caused  her  a  relapse  of  fever.  She  has  not 
told  me  her  intentions,  for  I  carefully  avoid 
your  name."  "  Have  the  goodness.  Prince," 
said  Oswald,  "  to  give  her  the  letter  I  wrote 
you  nearly  five  years  since ;  it  contained  a 
detail  of  all  the  circumstances  that  prevented 
my  hearing  of  her  journey  to  Scotland  before' 
I  married.    When  she  has  read  it,  ask  her  to 
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nth  her,  I 
to  meii 


receive  me.    I  long  to  justify  myself  with 
f  possible.     Her  esteem  is  essential 
though  I  no  longer  pretend  to  mote, 
vill  obey  your  desires,  my  Lord,**  said  Castel 
Porte,  ^'  and  wish  that  I  may  in  any  way  be  of 
jervice.'* 

Lady  Nehil  now  entered  the  room.  Os- 
^d  made  her  known  to  his  friend.  She 
net  him  coldly.  He  gazed  on  her  with  much 
Lttention,  sighed,  thought  of  Corinne,  an(i(^ 


^elyil  is  very  beautiful,"  said  the  Prince  : ' 
'  so  fresh  and  young !  Alas !  my  poor  friend 
s  no  longer  so ;  yet  forget  not,  my  Lord,  that 
ihe  was  a  brilliant  creature  when  you  saw 
ler  first."  "Forget,"  exclaimed  Oswald: 
^  no,  nor  ever  forgive  myself."  He  could  ut- 
er  no  more,  and  for  the  rest  of  the  day  was 
floomily  silent.  Lucy  sought  not  to  disturb 
lim ;  her  forbearance  was  unlucky  ;  for  be 
inly  thought,  "  Had  Corinne  beheld  me  sad, 
he  would  have  striven  to  console  me."  The 
text  morning  his  anxiety  early  led  him  to 
:;astel  Forte.  "Well!"  he  cried,  "what 
ays  she  1"  "  That  she  will  not  see  you," 
nsweredthe  Prince.  "And  her  motives  1" 
'  I  found  her  yesterday,  in  spite  her  weakness, 
lacing  the  room  all  agitation,  her  paleness 
ometimes  giving  way  to  a  vivid  blush,  that 
Bided  as  suddenly  as  it  rose.  I  told  her  your 
equest :  after  some  instants'  silence,  she  said 
-if  you  exact  from  me  her  own  words, — 
That  man  has  done  me  too  much  wrong  al- 
eady.  The  foe  who  should  have  thrown  mks 
fUo  prison,  banished  and  proscribed  me,  would 
ot  have  torn  my  heart  as  he  has,  J  have 
uffered  more  than  woman  ever  suffered — al- 
tmate  fondness  and  indignatum,  making 
hought  a  perpetual  torture.  Oswald  should 
emember  that  I  ones  told  him  it  would  cost 
te  more  to  renounce  my  admiration  than  my 
we.  He  has  despoiled  the  object  of  my 
forship ;  he  has  deceived  me,  voluntary  or 
woluntary — it  is  no  matter ;  he  is  not  what 

believed  him.  He  sported  for  nearly  a  year 
fiih  my  affectum;  and,  when  he  ought  to 
ave  defended  me,  when  his  actions  should 
ave  proved  he  had  a  heart,  how  did  he  treat 
IS  t  Ckm  he  boast  of  having  made  one  gen- 
rous  sacrifice ?  No!  he  is  happy  now, pos- 
essing  all  the  advantages  best  appreciated  by 
he  world.  I  am  dying ;  let  him  leave  me  in 
eaceV' 

"  These  words  are  very  harsh,"  sighed  Os- 
raid.  "She  is  changed  by  suffering,"  ad- 
litted  Castel  Forte ;  "  yet  I  have  often  found 
ler  so'  charitable,  that,  let  me  own,  she  has 
iefended  you  against  me."  "  You  think  me 
Lopardooable  then  1"  "If  you  permit  me  to 
ay  so.  The  injuries  we  mar  do  women  hurt 
tot  us  in  public  opinion.    The  fragile  idol  of 


to-day  may  be  broken  to-morrow,  without* 
finding  one  protector ;  for  that  very  reason  do 
I  respect  the  sex,  whose  moral  welfare  can 
find  its  safoty  but  in  our  bosoms.  A  mocat 
stab  is  punished  by  the  law  ;  but  breakiMp 
tender  heart  is  a  theme  for  jest.  I  wouImK 
give  murder  by  the  poniard  soonest."  "Be- 
lieve  me,"  cried  Nelvil,  "  I,  too,  have  been 
wretched, — ^that  is  my  sole  extenuation ;  but 
formerly  she  would  have  listened  to  it,  now  it 


ook  leave.    Oswald  foUowed  him.    "  la^yjl  avails  me  nothing ;  yet  I  will  write  to  her 
.T  ,  ..  .  L        .., «  __.j  .i^_  T»_.  I  still  believe,  in  spite  of  all  that  parts  us,  she 

may  yet  understand  roe."  "  I  will  bear  your 
letter,  my  Lord  ;  but  I  entreat  you  temper  it 
well;  you  guess  not  what  you  are  to  her. 
Years  can  but  deepen  an  impression,  when  no 
new  one  has  divided  its  empire.  Would  yon 
know  in  what  state  she  is  in  at  present  t  A 
fantasy,  from  which  my  prayers  could  not 
divert  her,  will  give  yon  an  idea  of  it." 
He  opened  the  door  of  another  room ;  and 
Nelvil  first  beheld  a  portrait  of  Corinne  as 
she  appeared  in  Juliet,  on  the  night,  of  all 
others,  when  he  felt  most  enamored  of  her. 
The  confidence  of  happiness  breathed  from 
each  feature.  The  memories  of  that  fesud 
time  came  back  on  Oswald's  heart;  but 
as  he  yielded  to  them,  the  prince  took  his 
hand,  drew  aside  a  crape  from  another  picture, 
and  showed  him  Corinne  painted  that  same 
year,  in  the  black  dress,  snch  as  she  had 
never  abandoned  since  her  return  from  Eng- 
land. Her  lost  lover  recollected  the  figure 
which  had  passed  him  in  the  Park :  but  above 
all  was  he  struck  with  the  total  change  in 
her  appearance.  The  long  black  lashes  veil- 
ed her  lanffuid  eyes,  and  threw  a  shadow  over 
the  tintles?  cheek :  beneath  was  written  this 
line,  from  the  pastor  Fido, — 


«  A  peon  ri  poo  dir,  *  Quetla  At  ran  !*  *■ 

*0esieelycaaw«Bow  ny,  *  Thii  wm  •  lote !' ** 

"How!"  cried  Lord  Nelvil;  "looks  she 
like  this  ?"  "  Within  the  last  fortnight  still 
worse,"  returned  the  Prince :  and  Oswald 
rushed  from  him  as  if  distracted. 


CHAPTER  in. 

Tbb  unhappy  man  shut  himself  in  his  room. 
At  the  dinner  hour,  Lucy,  leading  Juliet  by 
the  hand,  tapped  genljy  at  his  door :  he  open- 
ed it,  saying,  "  Think  not  the  worse  of  me. 
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Bf  dnr,  far  begnng  Uiat  I  may  be  left  to  my- 
Mf  to-day."  WB  wife  raised  her  child  in 
htt  unf,  and  retired  without  a  word.  He 
looked  at  the  letter  he  bad  written  to 


jinr  JooJted  at  the  letter  be  bad  written  to    you  would  forgive  m< 
Hfane,  and,  bursting  into  tears,  exclaimed,  ^oppose  to  this  years 
^Bl  I,  then,  make  poor  Lucy  wretched^  'such  as  my  ingratitude 
Wn  What  is  my  life  worth,  if  it  serves  but   — a  thousand  coroplici 


What  is  my  life  worth,  if  it  serves  but 
to  ittder  all  who  love  me  miserable  V* 

Umi  FROM  IiORO  MBLV1L  TO  CORINlfl. 

"Were  you  not  the  most  generous  of  hu- 
MB  beings,  what  could  I  say  to  you,  who 
■fht  weigh  me  so  low  by  your  reproaches, 
«  rtill  lower  by  your  griefs  1  I  hsive  done 
«eli  iU  to  her  I  loved,  that  I  almost  believe 
■fidf  a  monster.  Am  I,  Corinne  ?  I  suf->ei 
kt  m  moeh,  that  I  cannot  think  myself  aifl  fc 
Mer  barbarian !  You  know,  when  first  I  met 
M,  I  was  a  prey  to  despair,  that  nearly 
Jit  me  to  the  grave  :  I  sought  not  happi- 
Kn,  but  struggled  long  against  your  attrac- 
hs;  even  wIwd  it  triumphed,  presentiments 
i  miifoitone  lingered  still.  Sometimes  I  be- 
kred  yon  desti^  by  my  father  to  make  me 
I  nore  feel  myself  as  well  beloved  as  I 
been  by  him  ;  then  again  did  I  fear  that  I 
vntebeying  hie  will,  in  marrying  a  for- 
iip^i  and  departing  from  the  line  of  my  du 


and  the  sorrow  I  had  dealt  you,  my  life  has 
been  a  perpetual  pain.  I  sought  for  death, 
certain  that  when  yon  heard  I  was  no  more, 
you  would  forgive  me.  Doubtless  you  can 
oppose  to  this  years  of  Adelit^  and  regret, 


felt  a  right  to 


^liBow;  but  I  thought  mine  the  on)/ 
'^'MW :  I  deemed  you  would  forget  me.    1 
<teny  that  Lucy  is  worthy  of  a  still 
.    utacbment  than  I  could  give  heri^ 
'Uieellearnt  your  voyage  to  England, 


ill  merits;  yet  think 
— a  thousand  complicated  circumstances  in- 
vade the  constancy  of  man.  Imagine,  if  pos- 
sible, that  I  have  neither  given  nor  received 
felicity ;  that  my  heart  has  been  lonely  since 
I  leil  you,  scarce  daring  even  to  commune 
with  itself;  that  the  mother  of  my  child,  who 
has  so  many  titles  to  my  love,  is  a  stranger  to 
my  history  and  feelings ;  in  truth,  that  my  ha- 
bitual sadness  has  reduced  me  to  the  state 
from  which  your  cares,  Corinne,  once  eztri* 
cated  roe.  If  1  have  returned  to  Italy,  not 
for  my  health  (you  cannot  suspect  me  of  any 
love  for  life),  but  to  bid  you  fareweU,  can  you 
refuse  to  see  me  but  once  more  I  I  wish  it, 
because  I  think  it  would  benefit  you ;  my  own 
sufiferiogs  less  prompt  this  desire.  What  use 
were  it  that  I  am  miserable,  that  a  dreadful 
weight  presses  upon  my  heart,  if  I  came 
hither  without  obtaining  pardon  from  you  ?  I 
ought  to  be  unhappy,  and  am  sure  of  being 
so  ;  but  I  feel  certain  that  you  would  be  so- 
laced, if  you  could  think  upon  me  as  your 
friend,  and  read,  in  Oswald*s  looks  and  accents. 


lid  my  situation  in  life.     On  my  return-^  ^ow  dear  you  are  to  the  criminal  whose  fiite 


JK^  England  this  sentiment  prevailed,  sanc< 
wd  as  it  was  by  parental  autho: 
M  Mill  lived  I  should  have 
•J"^  it;  but  the  dead 
^Inevoeable  command 
>)ci>i  poesesses  a  touchmg  and  a 
bee. 

"Onee  more  surrounded  by  the  ties  of 
•OMliy,  I  met  your  sister,  selected  for  me  by 
^  lire,  and  so  well  according  with  my  wish 
*  I  regular,  a  quiet  life.  My  weakness  of 
'■neter  makes  me  dread  some  kinds  of  agi- 
2J^  My  mind  is  easily  seduced  by  new 
■ptt ;  but  my  sick  soul  shrinks  from  resolves 
wt  interfere  with  its  original  habits  or  affec- 
J"Jj  Yet,  Corinne,  had  I  known  you  were 
■  Ei^laad,  that  proof  of  tenderness  wouI4 
■jc  decided  me.  Ah !  wherefore  vaunt  I 
*bu  I  isoold  have  done  1  Should  we  have 
jf*  eontftnt !  Am  I  capable  of  being  so ! 
*^  1  ever  have  chosen  any  one  fate,  with- 

*LS1!  ^^^  *^®'  *®™®  ^^^^^  * 
Wbeo  you  restored  my  liberty  I  fell  into 

« eonunoD  error,  telling  myself  that  so  su-    both  ;  destiny  struck  two  hearts,  devoting  one 

H^  t  woman  might  easily  be  estranged    ^o  crime  ;  and  that  one,  Corinne,  may  not  be 

r*  n».    Corinne,  I  have  wounded  your  ^be  least  pitiable.*' 


is  far  more  altered  than  his  heart 

'*  I  respect  the  ties  I  have  formed,  and  love 
your  sister ;  but  the  human  breast,  wild  and 
dead  cannot  hear  us,  and  ^consistent  as  it  is,  can  reconcile  that  affec- 
nand  of  those  now  pow-'  tion  with  what  I  feel  for  you.     I  have  nothing 
sacred    to  say  for  myself  that  can  be  written ;  aU 
I  might  explain  would  but  condemn  me  ;  yet 
if  you  saw  me  prostrate  before  you,  through 
all  my  faults  and  duties,  you  would  perceive 
what  you  are  to  me  still,  andjthat  conv^raa- 
tion  would  leave  a  blame  for  bodr.-    Our  hqaJtli 
is  failing :  Heaven  may  not  accord  us  length 
of  days.     Let  then  whichever  may  be  des- 
tined to  precede  the  other,  feel  regretted  by 
the  dear  friend  left  behind.    The  innocent 
.alone  deserve  such  joy ;  but  may,  it  not  be 
^  granted  to  the  guilty  \ 

**  Corinne,  sublime  soul !  you  who  can  read 
all  hearts,  guess  what  I  cannot  add,  and  com- 
prehend me,  as  you  used  to  do.  Let  me  but 
see  you  ;  let  my  pallid  lips  touch  your  weak 
hand  !  It  was  not  I  alone  who  wrought  this 
ruin.    No ;  the  same  sentiment  consumed  us 


ANSWKR  or  coancirE. 


"  If  I  required  but  to  see  and  pardon  you,  I 
could  not  for  an  instant  refuse.    Why  is  it 
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that  I  do  not  feel  resentment,  althongh  the 

rngs  yon  hare  caused  me  are  so  dreadful  ? 
muM  still  lore  you,  since  I  do  not  kate. 
Religion  alone  would  not  disarm  me  thus. 
There  hare  heen  moments  when  my  reason 
has  lefl  me;  others  far  sweeter,  when  I 
hoped  to  die  before  the  day  could  end ;  and 
some  in  which  I  hare  doubted  even  yirtue : 
you  were  to  me  its  image  here  below  :  there 
was  no  guide  for  either  my  thoughts  or  feel- 
ings, when  the  same  blow  struck  both  my  ad- 
miration and  my  love.  What  would  have 
become  of  me  without  Heaven *s  help  ?  Eve; 
rything  in  this  world  was  poisoned  by  your 
image  :  one  sole  asylum  was  left,  and  God 
received  me.  My  strength  decays,  but  not 
that  supporting  enthusiasm.  I  joy  to  think 
that  the  best  aim  in  life  is  to  become  worthy 
of  eternity :  our  bliss,  oar  bane,  alike  tend  to 
this  purpose ;  and  you  were  chosen  to  uproot 
the  too  strong  hold  I  had  on  earth. 

**  Yet  when  I  heard  of  your  arrival  in  Italy, 
when  I  saw  your  hand-writing,  learnt  that 
you  were  but  on  the  other  side  of  the  river,  a 
fearful  tumult  rose  within  me :  incessantly 
was  I  obliged  to  tell  myself,  *  My  sister  is  his 
wife.'  To  see  you  again  appeared  felicity : 
I  will  not  deny  that  my  heart,  inebriated 
afresh,  preferred  these  indefinite  raptures  to 
an  age  of  calm !  but  Providence  has  not  aban- 
doned me  in  this  peril.  Are  you  not  the  hus- 
band of  another  ?  What,  then,  have  I  to  say 
to  you  ?  Is  it  for  me  to  die  in  your  arms  1 
What  would  my  conscience  suffer,  if  I  made 
no  sacrifice  1  if  I  permitted  myself  anothe* 
hour  with  you  ?  I  can  only  appear  before  my 
God  with  anything  like  confidence  by  re- 
nouncing it.  This  resolution  may  appease 
my  soul.  Such  happiness  as  I  felt  while  you 
loved  me,  is  not  in  harmony  with  our  mortal 
state  ;  it  agitates  us,  because  we  feel  its  fleet- 
ness :  but  religious  meditation,  that  aims  at 
self-improvement,  and  refers  every  cause  to 
duty,  is  a  state  of  peace ;  and  I  know  not 
what  ravages  the  mere  sound  of  your  voice 
would  make  on  the  repose  I  believe  I  have 
regained.  It  has  much  afflicted  me  to  learn 
that  your  health  is  impaired.  Alas !  it  is  not 
I  who  can  watoh  over  it ;  but  it  is  I  who  suffer 
with  you.  May  God  bless  and  prolong  your 
days,  my  lord  !  Be  happy,  but  be  so  through 
piety.  A  secret  conmiunity  with  the  Djk'iQity 
gives  as  in  ourselves  the  power  of  colliding 
to  a  Being  who  consoles  us :  it  makes  two 
friends  of  one  spirit.  Do  you  still  seek  for 
what  the  world  calls  happiness  1  Where  will 
vou  find  more  than  my  tenderness  would  have 
bestowed  ?  Know  you  that  in  the  deserts  of 
the  New  World  I  should  have  blest  my  lot, 
had  you  permitted  me  to  follow  you  t    I  could 
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before  you  as  a  heavenly  being,  had  yon  bat 
loved  me  truly.  What  have  you  done  with 
so  much  futh  f  You  have  changed  it  into  an 
affliction  peerless  as  itself.  Outrage  mQ 
then,  by  one  hope  of  happiness,  ex<  ' 
prayer ;  let  our  thoughts  meet  in  heavi  _, 

*'  Yet  when  I  feel  myself  about  to  die, 
haps  I  will  be  taken  somewhere  when 
may  behold  you  pass.  Assuredly  when  my 
failing  ejes  can  see  no  other  object,  your 
image  will  be  with  me  ;  but  might  not  a  re- 
^nt  review  of  your  features  render  it  more 
distinct  1  Deities  of  old  were  never  present 
at  the  hour  of  death,  I  would  forbid  you  mine ; 
bat  that  I  wish  this  recent  impression  traced 

on  my  sinking  soul. Oswald,  Oswald  ! 

what  have  I  said !  behold  how  weak  I  am, 
when  abandoned  to  your  recollection ! 

"  Why  has  not  Lucy  sought  me  !  Though 
she  is  your  wife,  she  is  still  my  sister.  I 
have  some  kind  and  even  generous  things  to 
tell  her.  And  your  child — why  have  they 
not  brought  her  to  me  ?  I  ought  not  to  meet 
you ;  but  those  about  you  are  my  family.  Do 
they  disown  me  still  ?  or  fear  they  that  poor  {[ 
little  Juliet  would  be  scared  at  seeing  me  ? 
Ghost  as  I  look,  I  yet  could  smile  upon  your 
daughter.  Adieu,  my  lord,  adieu !  Remem- 
ber that  I.might  call  you  brother,  as  my  sis- 
ter*s  spouse.  At  least  you  will  mourn  for  me 
externally,  and,  as  a  kinsman,  follow  my  re- 
mains to  Rome.  Let  them  be  borne  along 
the  road  where  my  triumphal  car  once  pass- 
ed ;  and  ^use  upon  the  spot  where  you  re- 
stored my  crown.  Yet  no,  I  am  wrong,  Os- 
wald :  I  would  exact  nothing  that  could  afflict 
you ;  only  one  tear,  and  sometimes  a  fund 
look  towards  the  heaven  where  I  shall  soon 
await  you." 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Many  days  elapsed  ere  Oswald  oould  re- 
gain his  composure  :  he  avoided  the  presence 
of  his  wife,  and  passed  whole  hours  on  the 
banks  of  the  river  that  flowed  by  the  house  of 
Corinne;  often  tempted  to  plunge  amid  its 
waves,  that  they  might  bear  his  body  to  the 
abode  he  never  must  enter  living.  Amaaed 
as  he  was  at  Corinne's  wish  to  see  her  sister, 
he  longed  to  gratify  it ;  yet  how  introduce  the 
subject  ?  He  saw  that  Lucy  was  hurt  by  his 
distress,  and  hoped  that  she  would  question 
him;  but  she  forbore,  merely  expressing  a 
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begged  a  brief  delay,  and  Lucy,  with  eold 
dignity,  was  silent. 

Oswald,  at  least,  could  secure  Corinne  the 
presence  of  his  little  daughter,  and  'secretly 
bade  the  nurse  take  Juliet  to  her.     He  met 

m  on  their  return,  and  asked  the  child  how 
le  enjoyed  her  visit.  She  replied  by  an 
talian  phrase,  and  with  an  accent  so  resem- 
ling  Corinne^s,  that  her  father  started. 
"Who  taught  you  that,  dear?"  he  asked. 
"  The  lady,"  she  replied.  '*  And  how  did  she 
behave  to  you !"  "  Oh,  she  kissed  me,  and 
cried;  I  don't  know  why;  but  it  made  her 
worse,  for  she  looks  very  ill,  papa."  "  Do 
you  like  this  Uidy,  my  child  t"  *'  That  I  do. 
I'll  go  to  her  every  day.  She  has  promised 
to  teach  me  all  she  knows :  and  says  that 
she  wishes  me  to  resemble  Corinne :  who  is 
that,  father  1  the  lady  did  not  tell  me."  Lord 
Nelvil  could  not  answer :  he  withdrew  to 
conceal  his  agitation,  but  bade  the  nurse  take 
Juliet  daily  to  Corinne.  Perhaps  he  erred  in 
disposing  of  his  child  without  her  mother's 
consent ;  but  in  a  few  days  the  young  pupil's 
progress  was  astonishing:  her  masters  for 
Italian  and  music  were  all  amazed. 

Nothing  had  ever  pained  Lucy  more  than 
her  sister  8  influence  over  J'Uliet's  education. 
The  child  informed  her  that,  ill  as  the  lady 
seemed,  she  took  great  pains  with  her. 
Lucy's  heart  would  have  melted,  could  she 
have  seen  all  this  anything  but  a  design  to 
win  Nelvil  back.  She  was  divided  between 
the  natural  wish  of  being  sole  directress  for 
her  daughter,  and  self-reproach  at  the  idea  of 


She  retired.  Oswald  would  have  folloi 
her,  but  was  refused.  At  the  dinner  houi 
was  told  that  she  had  been  out  for  some  ti 
not  saying  where.  He  was  fearfully  alan 
at  her  absence  ;  but  she  shortly  returned,  vi 
a  calm  and  gentle  air,  such  as  he  little 
pected.  He  would  now  have  confided  in  1 
and  gained  her  pardon  by  sincerity,  Imt  i 
replied,  '*  Explanation,  indeed,  is  needful 
us  both ;  yet,  my  dear  lord^  permit  me  stil 
defer  it :  you  will  soon  know  my  motives 
this  request." 

Her  address,  he  perceived,  was  more  a 
mated  than  usual ;  and  every  day  ita  warm 
ita  interest,  increased.  He  could  not  und 
stand  this  change  ;  its  cause  is  soon  told, 
that  Lucy  so  long  had  hidden  in  her  hei 
escaped  in  the  brief  reproach  she  made  i 
huslMind  ;  and,  as  usually  happens  to  pers< 
who  suddenly  break  from  their  habitual  ch 
acter,  she  now  ran  into  extremes,  resolv 
to  seek  Corinne,  and  ask  her  if  she  had  det 
mined  perpetually  to  disturb  her  wed( 
peace ;  but,  as  she  arrived  at  her  sistc 
door,  her  diffidence  returned ;  nor  could  i 
have  had  courage  to  enter,  had  not  the  invaj 
who  saw  her  from  a  window,  sent  Th^^ 
to  entreat  her.  Lucy  ascended  to  the  s 
chamber,  and  all  her  anger  vanished  at  Bi[ 
of  its  occupant.  The  sisters  embraced 
tears.  Cormne  then  set  an  example  of  frai 
ness  which  it  was  impossible  for  Lucy  i 
to  follow.  Such  was  that  mind's  asoendeii 
over  every  one,  that,  in  her  presence,  neitl 
.ilissimulation  nor   constraint  could  be  p 


withholding  her  from  such  valuable  instruc-'^' served.     Her  pale  looks  and  her  weakn< 


tions.  One  day.  Oswald  came  in  as  Juliet 
was  practising  a  music  lesson.  She  held  a 
lyre  proportioned  to  her  size  ;  and  her  pretty 
arms  fell  into  Corinne's  own  attitude  so  per- 
fectly, that  he  felt  gazing  on  the  miniature 
copy  of  a  fine  picture,  with  the  added  grace 
of  childish  innocence.  He  could  not  speak, 
but  sunk,  trembling,  on  a  seat.  Juliet  then 
played  the  Scotch  air  which  he  had  heard  at 
Tivoli,  before  the  design  from  Ossian;  he 
listened  breathlessly.  Lucy,  unseen,  stole 
behind  him  :  as  Juliet  ceased,  her  father  took 
her  on  his  knee,  and  said,  '*  The  lady  on  the 
banks  of  the  Arno  taught  you  this,  did  she 
not !"  "  Yes,  papa ;  but  it  hurt  her  very 
much  :  she  was  so  iU  while  she  taught  me, 
that  I  begged  her  to  leave  off,  but  she  would 
not.  She  made  me  promise  to  play  you  that 
tune  every  year,  on  a  particular  day — I  be- 
lieve it  was  the  17th  of  November."  "  My 
God !"  cried  Oswald,  bursting  into  tears. 

Lucy  now  stepped  forward,  and  taking 
Juliet  by  thovhand,  said,  hastily,  "  My  lord,  iy 
is  too  much  to  rob  me  of  my  child's  aflectionf 
that  solace,  at  least,  is  dtie  to  my  misfortunes." 


confirmed  her  assertion,  that  she  had  not  lo 
to  live :  this  sad  truth  added  weight  to  1 
^counsels.  AH  Castel  Forte  had  told  her,  a 
*&11  she  had  guessed  from  Oswald's  lette 
proved  that  reserve  and  coldness  separat 
Lucy  and  himself  from  each  other.  She  < 
tered  very  simply  on  this  delicate  subjet 
her  perfect  knowledge  ofi  the  husband's  ch] 
acter  enabled  her  to  point  out  why  he  ] 
quired  to  find  spontaneously  in  those- he  lov 
the  confidence  which  he  could  not  solicit,  a 
to  be  received  with  cheerfulness  proportion 
to  his  own  susceptibility  of  discourageme 
She  described  her  past  self-impartiality,  ac 
speaking  of  another,  and  showed  how  agri 
able  it  must  be  for  a  man  to  find,  united  w 
moral  conduct,  that  desire  to  please  whicb 
often  inspired  by  a  wish  to  atone  for  the  h 
of  virtue. 

"  Many  women,"  said  she,  "  have  be 
beloved,  not  merely  in  spite  of,  but  for  1 
sake  of  their  very  errors ;  because  tli 
strove  to  extort  a  pardon  by  being  oyer  agr< 
able,  and  having  so  much  need  of  indulgen 
dared  impose  no  laws  on  otheis.    Therefo 
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Icar  sister,  pride  not  jownelf  in  your  per- 
fections ;  let  your  charm  consist  in  seeming 
to  forget  them;  be  Corinne  and  Lucy  in  one: 
nor  let  your  own  worth  excuse  to  yon  a  mo- 
ment's neglect  of  your  graces,  nor  your  self- 
respect  render  your  manners  repulsiTC .  Were 
your  dignity  ill  founded,  it  miffht  wound  him 
less ;  for  an  over-ezertion  of  certain  rights 
efaflls  the  heart  more  than  do  unjust  preten- 


sions.   Love  delights  in  paying  more  than  is,^  quent  in  Italy  than  elsewhere,  the  thunder 
due,  where  nothing  is  exacted."    Lucy  thank-t»  Wdded  a  sense  of  dread  to  all  this  gloom.     Os- 


ed  her  sister  with  much  tenderness  for  th^ 
interest  thus  generously  eyinced  in  her  wel- 
hxe;  and  Corinne  resumed — ^^'If  I  were 
doomed  to  liye,  I  might  not  be  capable  of  it ; 
but  now  my  only  selfish  wish  is,  tnat  Oswald 
should  find  some  traces  of  my  infiuence  in 
yon  and  in  his  child ;  nor  ever  taste  one  rap- 
ture that  reminded  him  not  of  Corinne." 
Lady  Nelvil  returned  to  her  every  day,  and, 
with  the  most  amiable  delicacy,  studied  to 
resemble  the  beinff  so  dear  to  her  lord.  His 
curiosity  increased,  as  he  remarked  the  fresh 
attractions  she  thus  acquired  :  he  knew  that 
she  must  owe  them  to  Corinne ;  yet,  Lucy 
having  promised  to  keep  the  secret  of  their 
meetings,  no  explanation  occurred.    The  suf- 


mand  this  ci  you  now."  Oswald  wse  fear- 
fully agitated,  wondering  what  subject  she 
had  chosen,  and  whether  she  would  recite 
herself:  the  bare  possibility  of  looking^on 
her  threw  him  into  extreme  confusion, 
morning  came,  and  winter  frowned  on  it 
all  the  sternness  of  the  north:  the  wi 
howled,  the  rain  beat  videntl]^  against 
windows,  and,  by  an  eccentricity  more 
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wald  could  not  speak  r.  everything  around 
him  increased  the  desolation  of  his  soul.  He 
entered  the  hall  with  Lucy :  it  was  immensely 
crowded.  In  an  obscure  recess  was  placed  a 
sofa,  whereon  Corinne  was  to  recline,  being 
too  ill  to  read  her  own  verses.  Dreading  to 
show  herself,  changed  as  she  was,  she  had 
chosen  those  means  of  seeing  Oswald  unseen. 
As  soon  as  she  knew  that  be  was  there,  she 
veiled  her  &ce,  and  was  supported  to  this 
couch;  from  time  to  time  staying  to  take 
breath,  as  if  that  short  space  had  been  a  painful 
journey :  the  last  steps  of  life  are  ever  slow 
and  difficult.  Seating  herself,  her  eyes  sought 
Oswald,  found  him,  and  involuntarUy  starting 
•up,  she  spread  her  arma;  but  instantly  feU 


ferer  proposed  yet  to  see  the  wedded  pair  back,  turning  away  her  faee,  like  Dido  when 


together,  out  not  till  she  was  assured  that  she 
had  but  a  few  moments  to  live ;  but  she  in- 
volved this  plan  in  so  much  mastery,  that 
Lucy  knew  not  in  what  manner  it  was  to  be 
accomplished. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Corinne  desired  to  bid  Nelvil  and  Italy 
such  a  farewell  as  might  recall  the  days  on 
which  her  ffenius  shone  with  full  splendor. 
A  pardonable  weakness!  Love  and  glory 
were  ever  blended  in  her  mind ;  and,  at  the 
moment  when  her  heart  was  about  to  resign 
all  earthly  ties,  she  wished  Oswald  to  feel, 
once  more,  that  it  was  the  greatest  woman  of 
her  day  he  had  det>1royed — the  woman  who 
best  knew  how  to  love  and  think — whose 
brilliant  success  he  had  obecured  in  misery 
and  death. 

She  had  no  longer  the  strength  required  by 
an  improvisatrice ;  but  in  solitude,  since  Os- 
wald's return,  had  resumed  her  zest  for  writing 
poetry  :  she,  therefore,  named  a  day  for  as- 
sembling, in  one  of  the  galleries,  all  who 
desired  to  hear  her  verses,  begging  Lucy  to 
bring  her  husband ;  adding,  "  I  feel  I  may  de- 


she  met  .£nea8  in  a  world  which  human 
passions  should  not  penetrate.  Caatel  Forta 
detained  Lord  Nelvil,  who,  now  utterly  beside 
himself,  would  have  flown  to  fall  at  her  leel : 
the  Prince  reminded  him  of  the  respect  he 
owed  Corinne  before  the  world. 

A  young  girl,  dressed  in  white,  and  crowd- 
ed with  flowers,  now  appeared  on  the  stage 
which  had  been  erected.  Her  meek  and 
peaceful  face  touchingly  contrasted  the  senti- 
ments she  viras  about  to  breathe  ;  it  was  Co- 
rinne's  taste,  which  thus  mingled  something 
sweet  with  thoughts  in  themselves  too  dreary. 
Music  nobly  and  affectingly  prepared  the  au- 
ditors. The  hapless  Oswald  could  not  tear 
his  eyes  from  Corinne ;  she  was  to  him  as  an 
apparition  that  haunts  a  night  of  fever;  it 
was  through  his  own  deep  sighs  that  he  heard 
the  death-song  of  the  swan,  which  the  wonan 
he  had  so  much  wronged,  addressed  to  his 
heart. 


THE  LA8T  SOHO  OF  COmXIIKX. 


Take  ye  my  MlcraD  fkrawcll !  O  my  Maidi, 
Already  night  is  darkening  on  my  eyea  ;— 
Bot  la  not  IieaTen  most  beantiftil  by  ntght  f 
Thottaanda  of  Man  ahine  In  the  kindling  iky. 
Which  la  an  azure  deaert  during  day. 
Thna  do  the  gathering  of  eternal  ahadea 
Si^eal  innmnerabic  thooghta,  half  leal 
In  the  fall  daylight  of  proaperitv. 
But  waken'd  la  the  voice  which  might  inatmct; 
The  Mul  retim  within  itself,  and  leeka 
To  gather  round  itaelf  ita  railing  flm. 
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Fhn  B7  Int  days  cf  Mtb,  ay  tewud  IMH 
Wm  10  do  honor  to  tho  Bomui  naine ; 
All  BMio  ot  which  tho  untied  heart  vet  boirtB. 
Tt  have  aJJoiT'd  ae  fine,  O  fcMTOiH  iMd! 
Te  banish  doc  a  woaoaB  from  the ahiine! 
T«do Boi aicrillee lanuortal  gifta 
^TopaariaKjaaiooalea.    Ye  who  itf II  yield 
^ppUaae  to  Gealoa  ia  ha  dariog  lUtafat; 

ioior  without  the  ▼anqoished, — fjononeror, 

«t  withoot  eiioll ;— Who,  firooi  eiefnlij, 

lawB  lichcalhr  aU  Ume. 

Natnie  aad  Life !  with  what  deep  eoafidence 
Tcdidtosptaeme.  Ideem*d  aU  griefaioae 
AoB  thai  we  df  d  not  Aiel,  or  thhih  eaoagh ; 
And  that  we  might,  ereii  on  thia  oor  earth, 
beforehand  taate  that  heavenly  happioeM. 
Which  ia— but  length  in  our  enthiwlaamr 
Buteeoalai^yiiiloTe. 

No,  I  i^»eDt  it  not,  dUa  gneioiia  faith; 
]«p--that  caaaed  not  the  Mtter  teara  Fve  ahed, 
Watering  the  doat  which  doth  await  bm  now. 
I  had  aocompririied  all  my  doatiny— 
I  had  been  worthy  all  the  gifta  of  Heaven, 
If  I  had  only  vow'd  my  loundtaig  lyre 
1>  eelehraie  that  gaodneea  all  divine, 


Itohoaaafe 
OrUuM^t 


_„  ,.   .    ..,_  .^,  Jiviae, 

Made  manifest  thronghoot  the  wiiveiae. 

Aad  thou,  mr  Qod !— Oh.  thoa  wilt  not  inject 
'^-  -^  ^Tg  of  the  mhid ;  for  poetry, 
)  la  religiooi,  and  the  wioga 
hat  aerve  to  draw  more  near  to  thee. 

Bdiglon  haa  aolinUta,  and  no  feonda ;« 
The  vaat,  tho  iBflnite,  and  the  eternal, 
Hcver  fiooi  her  nuy  Gentmi  aeparate. 
iBigimttloii  from  Ita  earlieat  flight, 
nm  o*er  tho  hoonda  Of  liA :  and  the  aaUtane 
b  the  itBflection  of  divinity. 

Alai !  my  God,  had  I  loved  only  thee ; 
u  I  had  ralaed  my  head  aloA  in  heaven- 
Fran  paarionate  alTectiona  ahelier'd  then, 
I  had  Bot  now  been  eniah'd  before  my  lii 
fhamoaia  had  not  displaced  my  brUliant 
yahappy  one,  if  yet  my  geniua  Uvea, 
lealy  know  it  by  my  strength  of  grief . 
Uader  the  features  of  an  enemy 
I  neogniae  tt  bow. 


Farewell,  my  birth  place !  Ihiewell,  my  own  land 
Farewell,  remembrances  of  infancy, 
FaieweU !    Ah,  what  have  ye  to  do  with  death  1 
Aad  ye.  who  hi  my  writings  may  have  found 
Feeliap^  whoae  e^o  was  within  your  aoul. 
Oh,  (Henda  of  mine— where*er  ye  be,— fhrewell ! 
uvhiBe  haa  suilerM  mpch— bat  suilfer'd  not 
a  SB  anworthy  cahstf:  aha  haa  not  loat 
At  least,  her  claim  on  pity. 

Bcaatlfal  Italy !  It  la  in  vahi 
To  pramiae  me  yoor  lovelinem ;  my  heart 
b  wen  and  wasted ;  what  can  ye  avail  1 
Woold  ye  revive  my  hopes,  to  edge  my  grielh  1 
Weald  yo  reesll  my  happinesa,  and  thoa 
Sake  me  revolt  against  my  fAe  1 

Meekly  I  do  aobmit  myself.    Oh,  ye 
Who  may  snrvive  me,— when  the  spring  istoni^ 
Member  how  I  loved  lia  lovelinem ! 
Bow  oft  I  sang  Ita  perftmies  and  lla  air. 
Ipmy  you  aometimea  to  recall  a  line 


my  aongs,— my  sooi  ia  writtcs  thefe: 
tea,  love  i    * 


Bat  fatal  Masea, 

Taaght  Biy  beat  poetry. 


When  the  designs  of  mighty  Frovidencs 
Are  work*d  in  us,  Internal  minric  marks 
The  eomhig  of  the  angel  of  the  grove : 
««t  fearful,  nor  yet  terrible,  he  spreads 
nm  white  wings ;  and,  though  cnmpass'd  by  night, 
A  thoaaaadomenateU  of  his  approach. 


If  the  wtod  manmia,  then  they  seem  to  L^ 
Bia  voice ;  and  when  night  fhlla.  the  shadows  r 
Beam  the  dark  fbldinga  of  hia  swsepiag  lobe. 
At  noon,  when  life  aeee  only  the  clear  ifty 
Feelf  only  the  bright  snn,  the  fated  one 
Whom  Death  ham  called,  opon  the  diatance  marka 
The  heavy  shade  wUeh  ia  ao  aoon  ts  ahnwd 
AU  natnie  fkom  their  eyea. 

Tooth,  hope,  emotions  of  the  heart— ye  all 
Are  now  no  mote.    Far  ftnm  me— vain  re^eta; 
If  1  can  yet  obtain  soane  falling  tears, 
If  I  can  yet  believe  myself  beloved, 
It  ia  because  I  am  about  to  die. 
Coald  I  recall  my  fleeitaig  life,— that  lifs» 
Boob  would  it  tarn  upon  me  all  ita  sttaifB. 


And  Rome !  Bome,  where  my  artiea  win  be 
Thou  who  hast  seeo  so  many  die,  forgive^ 
If,  with  a  trembling  step.  I  Join  the  ahadea, 
The  multimde  of  your  illustrious  dead ! 
Forgive  me  for  my  pity  of  myaelf. 
Feelinga.  and  noble  thouglita,  such  thoughts 
As  might  have  yielded  fruit— expire  with  me.' 
Of  all  the  powera  of  mind  which  nature  gave, 
The  power  of  suffering  luia  beeu  the  aole  one, 
Which  1  have  used  to  ita  extent. 


It  matters  not— I  do  obey.— Whatever 
May  be  the  mighty  mystery  of  demh. 
That  mystery  at  least  most  give  repose. 
Ye  do  not  answer  me,  ye  silent  tombs ! 
Mereiftil  God,  thou  dost  not  answer  me ! 
I  made  my  ch<4ee  on  earth,  and  now  my  heart 
Haa  BO  asylum.    Te  decide  for  me, 
Aad  auch  a  deathly  ia  beat.  L.  £.  L. 


Thas  ended  the  last  song  of  Corinne.  The 
hall  resounded  with  deep,  sad  marman  of  ap- 
plause. Lord  Nelvil  could  not  support  the 
violence  of  his  emotion,  hut  fell  senseless  to 
the  ground.  Corinne,  heholding  him  in  this 
condition,  would  have  flown  to  him,  but  hex 
strength  failed  as  she  attempted  to  rise.  She 
was  ^rne  home,  and  from  that  hour  no  hopes 
were  entertained  of  saving  her.  Lucy  hast- 
ened to  her,  so  afflicted  bv  her  husband^s 
grief,  that  she  threw  herself  at  her  sister^s 
feet,  imploring  her  to  admit  hitn ;  but  Corinne 
refused.  '*I  forgive  him,"  she  said,  "for 
having  broken  my  heart.  Men  know  not 
what  they  do ;  the  world  persuades  them  that 
it  is  sport  to  fill  a  heart  with  rapture,  and  then 
consign  it  to  despair ;  but  God^s  free  grace 
has  given  me  back  composure.  The  sight  oT 
Oswald  would  revive  sensations  that  m  befit 
a  death-bed.  Religion  only  possesses-  the  se- 
cret clue  through  this  terrific  labyrinth.  I 
pardon  the  being  I  so  loved,*^  she  continued, 
with  a  failing  voice ;  "  may  he  be  happy  wiih 
you  !  but  when  in  his  turn  he  is  called  on  to 
die,  then  may  he  recollect  the  poor  Corinne. 
She  will  watch  over  him,  if  Heaven  permito ; 
for  those  never  cease  to  love,  whose  love  has 
had  the  strength  to  cost  them  life.*' 

Oswald  stood  at  her  door,  sometimes  about 
to  enter,  spite  her  prohibition,  sometimes  mo- 
tionless with  sorrow.  Lucy  passed  from  one 
to  the  other,  like  an  angel  of  peace,  between 
despair  and  death.     One  evening  Corinne  ap- 
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(ST)    On  Indnlgenee.    The  ntme. 

(88)  Mr.  ElUot  saved  the  life  of  n  old  Ne«politu  In 
the  manner  auribated  to  Lord  Nelvil. 

(S9)  Tbto  name  Binat  not  be  conAued  with  that  of  Go- 
rilla, an  Italian  improTiaatrice.  The  Grecian  Corinnawaa 
f^med  for  lyric  poetry.  Pindar  himself  received  leaMoa 
from  her. 

(30)  An  old  tradition  rapports  Hie  imaginative  pr^dice 
whicn  perraaded  Corlnne  that  the  diamond  conld  forewarn 
its  wearer  of  the  giver's  treachery.  Frequent  aUnsiona 
are  made  to  this  leftead  by  Spanish  poets,  io  their  peculiar 
manner.  In  one  of  Calderoers  tragedies,  Ferdinand,  Prin<^ 
of  Portugal,  prefers  death  in  chains  before  the  crime  of 
sarrendering  to  a  Moorish  king  the  Christian  city,  which 
his  brother,  King  E4wafd,  oflers  for  his  ranaom.  The 
Moor,  enraged  at  thitf  refuaal,  subjects  the  noble  youth  to 
the  basest  ignominy.  Ferdinand,  In  reproof,  reminds  him 
that  mercy  and  generosity  are  the  truest  characterisitcs  of 
rapreme  power.  He  cites  all  that  is  royal  in  the  oniverse, 
-^the  lion,  the  dolphin,  the  eagle  amid  animals;  and  seeks 
even  amcmg  plants  and  stones  for  traits  of  natural  goodness, 
which  have  been  attributed  to  those  who  lord  it  over  the 
rest  Thus,  he  says,  the  diamond,  which  resists  the  blow 
of  steel,  resolves  itself  to  dust,  that  it  may  inform  its  mas- 
ter W  treason  threatens  him.  It  is  impossible  to  know 
wihether  this  mode  of  considering  all  nature  as  connected 
with  the  destinv  and  sentiments  at  man  is  mathematically 
correct;  but  it  k  ever  pleasing  to  imagination ;  and  poetiy, 
especially  that  of  Spain,  has  owed  it  many  great  beauties. 
Calderon  is  only  known  to  me  by  the  German  translation 
of  Wllhelm  Bchlegel ;  but  this  author,  one  of  his  own 
coantry*s  finest  poets,  has  the  art  of  trsinsporting  into  his 
native  language,  with  the  rarest  perfection,  the  noetic 
graces  of  Bpaatih,  English,  and  Italian—giving  a  lively 
idea  of  the  origtaial,  belt  what  it  may. 


(31)  M.  Dabrsnil,  a  very  skilful  French  physidaa,  fell 
ill  of  a  fotal  distemper.  His  popularity  filled  the  sick  room 
with  visitanta.  Calling  to  his  Intimate  friend,  M.  F^m^ja, 
as  eminent  a  man  aa  himself,  he  said,  *'  Bend  away  all 
these  people ;  yon  know  my  fever  is  eontagioiis ;  n 
bQ^  yourself  ought  to  be  with  me  now."  Happv  the  1 
whoever  heard  such  words!  P^m6Ja  diea  fifteen 
after  his  heart's  brother. 

(33)    Among  the  comic  Itallmi  anthon  who  hava^ 
scribed  their  country's  maaners^mnsc  be  reckoned  the 
valier  Rossi,  a  Roman,  who  singolarly  onitea  ol 
with  satire. 

(33)  Talma,  having  passed  some  years  In  London, 
blended  the  charms  or  eaich  country's  tragic  acting  with 
admirable  talent. 

(34)  After  the  deatili  of  Dante,  the  FlorentlMa,  ashamed 
of  having  pennitted  him  to  periah  fkr  ftom  his  hoase,  sent 
a  deputation  to  the  pope  for  his  remains,  interred  at  Raven- 
na. The  pope  refused;  rightly  deeming  that  the  land 
which  had  sheltered  him  in  exile  must  have  become  hia 
country,  and  deserved  not  to  be  thus  robbed  of  the  gloiy 
that  shone  aroond  his  tomb. 

(35)  Alfleri  said,  that  it  was  In  the  church  of  Santa 
Croce  he  first  felt  a  love  for  fiune.  The  epitaph  he  com- 
posed for  himself  and  the  Countess  d*Albani  is  naost  simply 
and  aflectingly  ezpresrive  of  long  and  perfect  ftiendahlpw 

(36)  It  was  announced  at  BolO|tta  that  a  solar  eclipse 
would  take  place  one  day  at  two.  The  people  flocked  to  see 
it;  and,  impatient  at  its  delay,  called  on  It  to  begin,  as  If  it 
were  an  actor,  who  kept  them  waiting.  At  last  It  com- 
menced ;  bat  as  the  cloudy  weather  prevented  Its  prododag 
any  great  ejfect,  th«y  aet  np  the  moat  violent  kUn»fi 
angiy  that  oie  spectacle  foil  m  for  ahoit  of  their  nzpecta- 
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PREFACE. 


xx/vw^w^w%^ 


I  CANNOT  forego  my  usual  opportunity  of  saying  farewell  to  my 
leaders  in  this  greeting-place,  though  I  have  only  to  acknowledge  the 
abounded  warmth  and  earnestness  of  their  sympathy  in  every  stage 
of  the  journey  which  we  have  just  concluded. 

If  any  of  them  have  felt  a  sorrow  in  one  of  the  principal  incidents 
00  which  this  fiction  turns,  I  hope  it  may  be  a  sorrow  of  that  sort 
which  endears  the  sharers  in  it,  one  to  another.  This  is  not  unselfish 
in  me.  I  may  claim  to  have  felt  it,  at  least  as  much  as  anybody  else; 
ttd  I  would  fain  be  remembered  kindly  for  my  part  in  tHe  experience. 
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Twenty-Fourth  Marckj  1S4S. 
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sprinkle  on  the  duBt*^in-t]ic  bj-path  of  hii  little 
daughter.  •  ^ 

So  he  said,  **  Florence,  you  may  go  and  look  at 
your  pretty  brother,  if  you  like,  I  due  say.  DonH 
touch  him !" 

The  child  glanced  keenly  at  the  blue  ooat  and 
stiff  white  cravat,  which,  with  a  pair  of  creaking 
boots  and  a  Tery  loud  ticking  watch,  embodied 
her  idea  of  a  father ;  but  her  eyes  returned  to 
her  mother's  fitce  immediately,  and  she  neither 
moyed  nor  anFwei^. 

Next  moment,  the  lady  had  opened  her  eyes 
and  seen  the  child ;  and  tlie  child  had  ran  towards 
her ;  and,  standing  on  tiptoe^  the  .better  to  hide 
her  face  in  li0r  embrace,  had  clung  about  her 
with  a  desperate  affection  very  much  at  variance 
with  her  years. 

^  Oh  Lord  bless  rae  i^  said  Mr.  Dombey,  rising 
testily.'  **A  Tery  ill^dvised  and  fereriah  proceed, 
ing  this,  I  am  sure.  I  had  better  ask  Doctor 
Peps  if  he  *11  have  the  goodness  to  step  up  stairs 
again,  perhaps.  I  '11  go  down.  I  'U  go  down.  I 
needn't  beg  you,"  he  added,  pausing  for  a  mo- 
ment at  the  settee  before  the  fire,  ^  to  take  parti, 
cular  care  of  this  young  gentleman,  Mrs.  -*-^" 

**  Blockitt,  Sir  7"  suggested  the  nurse,  a  sim. 
pering  piece  of  faded  gentility,  who  did  not  prei 
Bume  to  state  her  name  as  a  fact,  but  merely 
offered  it  as  a  mild  suggestion. 

**  Of  this  youne  gentleman,  Mrs.  Blockitt" 

•*  No  Sir,  indeed.  I  remember  when  Miss  Flo- 
rence  was  bom — " 

**Ay,  ay,  ay,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  bending  over 
the  basket  bedstead,  and  slightly  bending  his 
brows  at  the  same  time.  **  Miss  Florence  was  all 
very  well,  but  this  is  another  matter.  This  young 
gentleman  has  to  acoomplish  a  destiny.  A  dcs- 
tiny,  little  fellow !"  As  he  thus  apostrophized 
the  infant  he  raised  one  of  his  hands  to  his  lips, 
and  kissed  it;  then,  seeming  to  fear  that  the 
action  involved  some  compromise  of  his  dignity, 
went,  awkwardly  enough,  away. 

Doctor  Parker  Peps,  one  of  the  Court  Physi. 
cians,  and  a  man  of  immense  reputation  for  as. 
sisting  at  the  increase  of  great  families,  was 
walking  up  and  down  tlie  drawin^r-room  with  his 
hands  behind  him,  to  the  unspeakable  admiration 
of  the  family  Surgeon,  who  haA  regularly  pufibd 
the  case  for  the  last  aix  weeks,  among  all  his  pa- 
tients,  friends,  and  acquaintances,  as  one  to  which 
he  was  in  hourly  expectation,  day  and  night,  of 
being  summoned,  in  conjunction  with  Doctor 
Parker  Peps. 

••Well,  Sir,"  said  Doctor  Parker  Peps,  in  a 
round,  deep,  sonorous  voice,  mufHed  for  Uie  ooca- 
sioj*,  like  the  knocker ;  **  do  you  find  that  your 
deter  lady  is  at  all  roused  by  your  visit  ?" 
,  "Stimulatod,  as  it  were?"  said  the  family 
practitioner  faintly  ;  bowing  at  the  same  time  to 
*he  Doctor,  as  much  as  to  say  **  Excuse  my  put- 
ting  in  a  word,  but  this  is  a  valuabk;  connexion*" 

Mr.  Dombey  was  quite  discomfited  by  tbe  ques- 
tion. He  had  thought  so  little  of  the  patient, 
that  he  was  not  in  a  condition  to  answer  it.  He 
said  that  it  would  be  a  satisfaction  to  him»  if  Doc* 
tor  Parker  Peps  wou]fi  walk  up  0tun  again. 

**  Good !  We  must  not  disguise  from  joQ,  Sir," 
said  Doctor  Parker  Peps, ''  Uiat  there  is  a  want 
of  power  in  Her  Grace  the  Duchess— I  beg  your 
pardon;  I  confound  names;  I  should  say,  in 
your  amiable  lad^ .    That  there  is  a  certain  de- 


gree of  languor,  and  a  general  absence  of  elat* 
ticity,  whicli  we  would  rather«9-not — " 

"  See,"  interposed  the  family  practitioner,  with 
another  inclination  of  the  head. 

**  Quite  so,"  said  Doctor  Parker  Peps,  **  which 
we  would  rather  not  see.  It  would  appear  that 
the  system  of  Lady  Conkaby — excuse  me :  I 
sliould  say  of  Mrs.  Dombey  t  I  confuse  the  names 
of  cases — " 

**  So  very  numerous,"  -murmured  the  &mily 
practitioner — **  can't  be  expected  I'm  sure— <|uita 
wonderful  if  otherwise^Doctor  Parker  Pep^'s 
West  End  practice — " 

'*  Thank  you,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  quite  so.  It 
would  appear,  I  was  observing,  that  the  system 
of  our  patient  has  sustained  a  shock,  firom  which 
it  can  only  hope  to  rally  by  a  great  and  Strang—** 

"And  vigorous,"  murmured  the  fiunily  practi- 
tioner. 

**  Quite  so,"  assented  the  Doctor — **  and  vigcir. 
ous  effort.  Mr.  Pilkins  here,  who  from  Jiis  poai. 
tton  of  medical  adviser  in  this  family— no  one 
better  qualified  to  fUl  that  position,  I  am  sure.** 

**OhI"  murmured  the  fiunily  practitioner. 
**  *  Praise  firom  Sir  Hubert  Stanley  7' " 

"  You  are  good  enough,**  returned  Doctor  Par. 
ker  Pepe,  **  to  say  so.  Mr.  Pilkins  who,  from  his 
position,  is  best  acquainted  with  the  patient's 
constitution  in  its  normal  state  (an  aoquaintanoe 
very  valuable  to  us  in  finrming  our  opinions  on 
these  occasions),  is  of  opinion,  with  me,  that  Na. 
ture  must  be  called  upon  to  make  a  vigorona 
effort  in  this  instance ;  and  that  if  our  interesting 
friend  the  Countess  of  Dombey — I  beg  your  par* 
don ;  Mrs.  Dombey— should  not  be-*" 

**Able,"  said  the  family  practitioner. 

»  To  make  that  effort  successfiilly,"  said  Doc 
tor  Parker  Peps,  **then  a  crisis  might  aris^ 
which  we  should  both  sincerely  deplore." 

With  that,  they  stood  fi>r  a  few  seconds  kM>lt. 
ing  at  the  ground.  Then,  on  the  motion— made 
in  dumb  show-^-^f  Doctor  Parker  Peps,  they 
went  up  stairs ;  the  family  practitioner  opening 
the  room  door  for  that  distinguished  professional^ 
and  following  him  out,  with  most  obeequions 
politeness. 

To  record  of  Mr.  Dombey  that  he  was  not  in 
his  way  affected  by  this  intelligenoe,  would  be  to 
do  him  an  injustice.  He  was  nU  a  man  of 
whom  it  could  properly  be  said  that  he  was  oYor 
startled,  or  shocked ;  but  he  certainly  had  n 
sense  within  him,  that  if  his  wife  should  sickeia 
and  decay|J|g  would  be  very  sorry,  and  that  he 
would  finflKvomothing  grme  &om  among  his 
plate  and  fliiture,  and  oSicr  household  posses. 
sions,  which  was  well  worth  the  havinc',  and 
could  not  be  lost  without  sincere  regret  Though 
it  would  be  a  cool,  business-like,  gentlemanly, 
self-possessed  regret,  no  doubt 

His  meditations  on  the  subject  were  soon  in. 
terrupted,  first  bv  the  rustling  of  garments  en 
the  staircase,  and  then  by  the  sud<um  whisking 
into  the  room  of  a  lady  rather  past  the  middle 
af^  than  otherwise,  but  dressed  in  a  very  juTe- 
nilc  manner,  particularly  as  to  the  tid^itndss  of 
hsr  bioddi<}ik.whob  running  up  to  him  with  a  kind 
of  screw  m  her  fkee  and  carriage,  expressive  of 
snppresaed  emotion,  flun^  her  arms  round  him 
neck,  and  said,  in  a  chokmg  voice, 

**  My  dear  Paul !    He 's  quite  a  Dombey  !** 
'    wear  returned  her  brother—lbf  Ug, 


*Jllydi 
'Well. 


DOkBBjV  Aiiu  son; 
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I^MDliej  WM  her  brother— **  I  think  he  i$  like 
the  fitmily.    Don*t  agitate  joiirsclf,  Louisa.^ 

"it'fl  very  foolith  of  me,**  said  Louisa,  sitting 
down,  and  taking  ggt  her  .pocket-handkerchief, 
'^bnt  beV-he*8  such  a  perfect  Dombey !  /  never 
uw  anything  like  it  in  mjr  Ufe  i*' 

"Bolwhftt  is  this  about  Fanny,  herself?*'  said. 
Mr.Dombey.    ••How  is  Fanny?* 

"Mj  dear  Paul,"  rctnmed  Loaisa,  **  it's  no- 
tiinijf  whaterer.  Take  my  word,  it's  nothing 
vwever.  There  is  exhaostion,  certainly,  but 
taOang  Jike  what  I  underwent  myself|  either 
vitb  George  or  Frederick.  Ai^  effort  is  neces. 
■17.  Thaf  s  sH.  If  dear  Fanny  were  a  Dom- 
kj.'— fiat  I  dare  sa?  she*il  make  it;  I  have 
noioabt  she'll  make  it.  Knowing  it  to  be  re. 
qoiitd  of  her,  as  a  doty,  bf  course  she'll  make  it. 
Mj  de&r  Psnl,  it's  very  weak  snd  silly  of  me,  I 
h»w,  to  be  so;trembly  and  shakev  from  head  to 
^;  bot  I  sm  so  very  queer  that  1  must  ask  you 
6rt  giajB  of  wine  and  a  morsel  of  that  cake.  I 
t^ht  I  should  have  fallen  out  of  the  staircase 
viodow  as  I  came  down  firbm  seeing  dear  Fanny, 
lad  that  tiddy  ickle  sing."  These  last  words 
originated  in  a  sadden  Yirid  reminiscence  of  the 

ney  were  mioceeded  by  a  gentle  tap  at  the 

i  *w- 

I     ■Mra  Chick,**  said  a  very  bland  female  voice 
wtoide,  "how  arc  you  now,  my  dear  friend  ?" 

*  My  dear  Paul,*'  said  Louisa  in  a  low  voice, 
H  Ae  rase  from  her  seat,  •*  it's  Mi»s  Tox.  The 
^ifdM  creaturef  I  I  nevter  c<mld  have  f  ot  here 
^li^her!  Miss  Tox,  my  brother  Mr,  Dombey. 
^  ay  dMr,  my  very  particular  friend  Miss 

Tke  hdy  thus  epectaUy  presented,  was  a  long 
'Btt  figure,  wearing  such  a  faded  air  that  she 
*^nDed  not  to  have  been  made  in  what  linen- 
j"l»nf  can  "fast  colours"  orifirinally,  and  to 
'jn^  by  little  and  little,  washed  out.  But  for 
™» ■he  might  have  been  described  as  the  very 
P^Bkof^oerai  propitiation  and  politeness.  From 
'  *  fcng  habit  of  listening  admiringly  to  every- 
I  1^  that  was  said  in  her  presence,  and  looking 
'  ^  the  speakers  as  if  she  were  mentally  engaged 
^takiji^  o^  impressions  of  their  images  upon 
*(  nul,  never  to  part  with  the  same  but  with 
^  ker  head  had  quite  settled  on  one  side.  Her 
wt  bad  contracted  a  spasmodic  habit  of  rais- 
^  thcmselTes  of  their  own  accord  as  in  involun- 
^  admiratioii.  Her  eyes  were  liable  to  a  simi. 
w  d&ction.  She  bad  the  soilest  voice  that  ever 
^  heard ;  and  ber  noM,  stupendously  aquiline, 
•*  »  Uttic  knob  in  the  very  centre  or  key-stone 
« (be  bridge,  whence  it  tended  downwards  to- 
"i*^  her  &ce,  as  in  an  invincible  determination 
:  ^*jr  to  torn  np  at  anything. 
I  MiiB  To3i*s  dresii,  thoagh  perfectly  genteel  and 
P"^  had  a  oeftain  character  of  angularity  and 
•""•"•^ess.  She  was  accustomed  to  wear  odd 
^y  Ultie  flowers  in  her  bonnets  and  caps. 
^'V^gi  grasses  were  sometimes  perceived  in  her 
^f  and  it  was  observed  by  the  curious,  of  all 
'O  eoUaxa,  frills,  tuckers,  wristbands,  and  other 
Jjjwner  articles — indeed  of  everything  she  wore 
•«?di  bad  two  ends  to  it  jntended  to  unite — that 
«t  tw(^  mds  were  never  on  good  terms,  and 
7<"Ub1  quite  mset  without  a  struggle.  She  had 
^  «rticles  for  winter  wear,  as  tippets,  boas, 
^  ^aSi,  wbufi  stood  up  on  end  in  t  rampaut 


manner,  and  were  not  at  all  sleek.  She  wa4  mucl» 
given  to  the  carrving  about  of  small  b«^s  with 
snaps  to  them,  that  went  off  Uke  little  pistols 
when  they  were  shut  up ;  and  when  fulUdressed* 
she  wore  round  ber  neck  the  barrenest  of  loekcta, 
representing  a  fishy  old  eye,  with  no  approach 
to  speoulation  in  it.  These  and  other  appear, 
ances  of  a  similar  nature,  had  served  to  propa- 
gate the  opinion,  that  Miqs  Tox  was  a  lady  of 
what  is  called  a  limited  independence,  whieb  she; 
turned  to  the  best  account.  Possibly  her  mii»c. 
ing  gait  encouraged  the  belief,  and  suggested 
that  her  clipping  a  step  of  ordinary  compass  into 
two  or  three,  originated,  in  her  habit  of  making 
the  most  of  everything. 

**  I  am  sure,"  said  Miss  Tox,  with  a  prodigious 
curtsey,  **  that  to  have  the  honour  of  being  pre- 
sen  ted  to  Mr.  Dombey  is  a  distinction  which  I 
have  long  sought,  but  very  litUe  expected  at  the 
present  moment.  My  dear  Mrs.  Chick-— may  I 
say  Louisa !" 

Mrs.  Chick  look  Miss  Tox's  hand  in  hers, 
rested  the  foot  of  her  wine-glass  upon  it,  repress- 
ed a  tear,  and  said  in  a  low  voice  **  Bless  you!" 

**  My  dear  Louisa  then,"  said  Miss  Tox,  ^  my  . 
sweet  friend^  how  are  you  now  7" 

"  Beiter,"  Mrs.  Chick  returned.  "*  Take  some 
wine.  You  have  been  almost,  as  anxious  as  I 
have  been,  and  must  want  it,  I  am  sure." 

Mr.  Dombey  of  course  officiated. 

^'Miss  Tox.  Paul,"  pursued  Mrs.  Chick,  still 
retaining  her  band,  **  knowing  how  mncl^  I  have 
been  interested  in  the  anticipation  of  the  event 
of  to-day,  has  been  working  at  a  little  ^ifl  for 
Fanny,  which  I  promised  to  present  It  is  only 
a  pincushion  for  the  toilette  table,  Paul,  but  I  do 
say,  and  will  say,  and  must  say,  that  Miss  Tox 
has  very  prettily  adapted  the  sentiment  to  the  oc- 
casion. I  call  *  Welcome  little  Dombey'  Poetry, 
myself." 

*'  Is  that  the  device  ?"  inquired  her  brother. 

**  That  is  the  device,"  returned  Louisa. 

"But  do  me  the  justice  to  remember,  my  dear 
Louisa,"  said  Miss  Tox  in  a  tone  of  low  and 
earnest  entreaty,  **  that  nothing  but  the-^I  have  . 
some  difficulty  in  expressing  myself— the 'dubi- 
ousness of  the  result  would  have  induced  me  to 
take  so  great  a  liberty :  *■  Welcome,  Master  Dom- 
bey,' would  have  been  much  more  congenial  to 
my  feelings,  as  I  am  sure  you  know.  But  the 
uncertainty  attendant  on  angelic  strangers,  will, 
I  hope,  excuse  what  must  otherwise  appear  an 
unwarrantable  iiimiliarity."  Miss  Tox  mado  a 
graceful  bend  as  she  spoke,  in  favour  of  Mr. 
Dombey,  which  that  gentleman  graciously  ac- 
knowledged. Even  the  sort  of  recognition  of 
Dombey  and  Son,  conveyed  in  the  foregoing  con- 
versation, was  so  palatable  to  him,  that  his  sister,  . 
Mrs.  Chick — though  he  affected  to  consider  her 
a  weak  good-natured  person — had  perhaps  more 
influence  oveir  him  than  anybody  else. 

**  Well !"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  with  a  sweet  smile, 
••  afler  this,  I. forgive  Fanny  everything!" 

It  was  a  declaration  in  a  Christian  spirit,  and 
Mfs.  Cbiok  felt  that  it  did  her  good.  Not  that 
'she  had  anything  particular  to  forgive  in  her  sis- 
ter-in-law, nor  indeed  anything  at  KlI,exoept>faeic 
having  married  her  brother^^in  itself  a  species 
of  audacity — and  her  having,  in  the  course  of 
events,  given  birth  to  a  girl  instead  of  a  boy  \ 
which,  as  Mrs.  Chick  haid  frequently  observedi 
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wu  not  quit^  wl^at  Bh.e  had  expected  of  her,  and 
Was  not  a  pleasant  return  for  all  the  attention 
and  dittinctton  she  had  ihet  with. 

Mr.  Dombey  being  hastily  sammoned  out  of 
the  room  at  this  moment,  the  two  ladies  were 
left  alone  together.  Mist  Tox  immediately  be. 
came  spasmodic. 

**  I  knew  you  woold  admire  my  brother.  I 
told  you  so  beforehand,  my  dear  "  said  Louisa. 

Miss  Toz*s  hands  and  eyes  expressed  bow 
much. 

••  And  as  to  his  property,  my  dear !" 

••  Ah !"  said  Miss  Tox,  with  deep  feeling. 

"  Im — mense  !*' 

**  But  his  deportment,  my  dear  Louisa  !**  said 
Miss  Tox.  **  His  presence !  His  dignity !  ^o 
portrait  that  I  have  ever  seen  of  any  one  has 
been  half  so  replete  with  those  qualities.  Some- 
thing so  stately,  you  know:  so  uncomprdmising : 
so  very  wide  across  the  chest :  so  upright !  A 
pecuniary  Duke  of  York,  my  love,  and  nothing 
short  of  it!"  said  Miss  Tox.  ''That's  what  / 
should  designate  bim." 

•*  Why  my  dear  Paul !"  exclaimed  his  sister, 
as  he  returned,  '*you  Ipok  quite  pale !  There 's 
nothing  the  matter  ?*' 

**  I  am  sorry  to  say,  Louisa,  that  they  tell  me 
that  Fanny— ^' 

**  Now  my  dear  Paul,**  returned  his  sister  rising, 
••  don't  believe  it.  If  you  have  any  reliance  oh  my 
experience,  Paul,  you  may  rest  assured  that  there 
is  nothing  wanting  but  an  effort  on  Fanny*B  part 
And  that  efibrt,'*  she  continued,  taking  off  her 
bonnet,  and  adjusting  her  cap  and  gloves,  in  a 
business-like  manner,  **  she  miist  be  encouraged, 
and  really,  if  necessary,  urged  to  make.  JXow 
uy  dear  Faul,  come  up  stairs  with  mc" 

Mr.  Dombey,  who,  besides  being  generally  in- 
ilneoced  by  his  sister  for  the  reason  already  men- 
tioned, had  really  faith  in  her  as  an  experienced 
and  bustling  mja^ron,  acquiesced;  aud  followed 
her,  at  once,  to  the  sick  chamben 

The  lady  lay  upon  her  bed  as  he  had  left  her, 
clasping  her  little  daughter  to  her  breast.  The 
child  clung  close  about  her,  with  the  same  in- 
tensity as  before,  and  never  raised  her  head,  or 
moved  her  soft  cheek  from  her  mother's  face,  or 
looked  on  those  who  stood  around,  or  spoke,  or 
moved,  or  shed  a  tear. 

•*RestlrBS  without  the  litde  girl**  the  Doctor 
whispered  Mr.  Dombey.  **  We  found  it  best  to 
have  her  in  again.** 

There  was  such  a  solemn  stillness  round  the 
bed ;  and  the  two  medical  attendants  seemed  to 
look  on  the  impassive  form  with  so  much  com- 
passion and  so  little  hope,  that  Mrs.  Chick  was 
for  the  moment  diverted  from  her  purpose.  But 
presently  summoning  courage,  and  what  she 
called  presence  of  mind,  she  sat  down  by  the 
bedside,  and  said  in  the  low  precise  tone  of  one 
who  endeavours  to  awaken  a  sleeper : 

••Fanny!  Fanny!'* 


Tiiere  was  no  sonnd  in  answer  bat  the  load 
licking  of  Mi,  Dombey 's  watch  and  Doctor 
Parker  Pep's  watch,  which  seemed  in  the  silence 
to  be  running  a  race, 

••  Fanny,  my  dear,**  said  Mrs.  Chick»  with  as. 
sumed  lightness^  *•  here's  Mr.  Dombey  come  U\ 
see  you.  Won't  you  speak  to  him  7  They  wini 
to  lay  your  little  boy  —  the  baby,  Fanny,  yon 
know ;  you  have  hardly  seen  him  yet,  I  think- 
in  bed ;  but  they  can't  till  you  rouse  yourself  a 
little.  Don't  you  tiiink  it's  tisiie  you  roused 
yourself  a  little  f    Eh  ?" 

She  bent  her  ear  to  the  bed,  end,  listened :  at 
the  same  time  looking  round  at  the  bystanders^ 
and  holding  up  her  finger. 

•*  £h  7"  she  repeated,  *•  what  was  it  yoQ  mud 
Fanny  7    I  didn't  hear  you." 

No  word  or  sound  in  answer.  Mr.  Dombey's 
watch  and  Dr.  Pirker  Pep's  watch  seemed  to  be 
racing  faster. 

•*  Now,  really  Fanny  my  dear,'*  said  the  sister* 
in-law,  altering  her  position,  and  speaking  leas 
confidontly,  and  more  earnestly,  in  spile  oi  her« 
self,  *•  I  shaJl  have  to  be  quite  cross  with  you,  if 
you  don't  rouse  yourself.  It 's  necessary  for  yoa 
to  make  an  effort,  and  perhaps  a  very  fifreat  and 
painfnl  e^oft  which  yoa  are  notdU{K)sed  to  in«kie; 
but  this  is  a  world  of  effort  you  know,  Fanny, 
and  we  must  never  yield,  when. so  much  .depends 
upon  us.  Come!  Try!  I  must  really  aoold 
you  if  you  don't  !'* 

The  race  in  the  ensuing  pause  was  fierce  mad 
furiovis,  .  The  ivatcl^s  seemed  to  jostle^  and  to 
trip  each  other  up. 

••  Fanny  !*'  said  Louisa,  glancing  round,  with 
a  gathering  alarm.  **On1y  look  at  me.  Only 
open  your  eyes  to  show  n^e  that  you  hear  a^d 
understand  me ;  will  you  7  Good  Heaven,  gen* 
tlemen,  what  is  to  be  done !" 

The  two  medical  attendants  ezohanged  a  look 
across  the  hed ;  and  the  Physician,  stooping  down, 
whispered  in  the'  c{pld's  ear.  Not  having  under. 
stood  the  purport  of  his  whisper,  the  little  crea* 
ture  turned  her  perfectly  colourless  fiioe,  and  deep 
dark  eyes  towards  him ;  but  without  looeening  her 
hold  in  the  least 

The  whisper  was  repeated. 

"  Majnma !"  said  the  child. 

The  little  voice,  fiuniliar  and  nearly  loved* 
awakened  some  show  of  consciousness,  even  at 
that  ebb..  For  a  moment,  the  closed  e^e-lids 
trembled,  and  the  nostril  quivered,  and  the  ntinteet 
shadow  of  a  smile  was  seen. 

••  Mamma  !*'  cried  thft  child  ebbing  aloud.  ^Qh 
dear  Mamma !  oh  dear  Mamma.!" 

The  Doctor  gently  brushed  the  scattered  ring- 
lets of  the  child,  aside  from  the  face  and  month 
of  the  mother.  Alas  how  calm  they  lay  there; 
how  little  breath  there  was  to  stir  them! 

Thus,  clinging  fast  to  tiiat  slight  spar  within 
her  arms,  the  mother  drifted  out  upon  the  dark 
and  unknown  sea  that  roils  round  all  the  world* 


CHAPTER  IL 

IN  WHICH  TIMELY  PROVISION  IS  MADE  FOR  AN  EMERGENCY  THAT  WILL 
SOMETIMES  ARISE  IN  THE  BEST  REGULATEP  FAMILIES. 

*  I  MULL  never  cease  to  congratulate  myself,**  |  thought  what  was  in  store  for  us, — ^really  as  if  I 
nld  Mm.  Ciiick,  ^  on  having  said,  when  I  little  I  was  mspired  by  soraetbingt^that  I  forgave  poor 
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for  Fanny  eTeiything.  Whoteyer  Happens,  that 
must  always  be  a  comfort  to  me  !** 

Bf  ra^  Chick  made  thla  impresaiye  obaeryation 
in  the  drawinff-room,  after  having  descended 
thhher  Frtm  the  mspection  of  the  Mantua- Makers 
Bp-stairs,  who  were  busy  on  the  family  mouniing. 
She  delivered  it  for  the  oehoof  of  Mr.  Chick,  who 
WIS  a  sio'it  bald  gentleman,  with  a  very  large 
&ce,  and  his  hancu  continually  in  his  pockets, 
and  who  had  a  tendency  in  bia  nature  to  whistle 
and  hum  tones,  which,  sensible  of  the  indecorum 
of  such  Boonds  in  a  house  of  grlef^  he  was  at 
Mine  pains  to  repress  at  present. 

"  Don*t  you  over-exert  yourself^  Loo,"  said  Mr, 
Oiick,  '*or  you^ll  be  laid  up  with  spasroiK  X  see. 
Rifbt  tol  loor  ral!  Bless  my  soul,  I  forgot! 
We're  here  one  day  and  gone  the  next  I'* 

Mrs.  Chick  contented  liersclf  with  a  glance 
of  reproof^  and  then  proceeded  with  the  thread 
of  her  discourse. 

"I  am  sure*^  she. said,  **!  hope  this  heart- 
rending  occurrence  will  be  a  warning  to  all  of 
QB,  to  accustom  ourselves  to  rouse  ourselves,  and 
to  make  efforts  in  time  where  they  're  roc^uired 
of  Ui,  There's  a  moral  in  everything,  if  we 
would  only  ayait  ourselves  of  It  It  wiu  be  our 
own  fiialts  if  we  lose  sight  of  this  one.*'  ' 

Mr.  Chick  invaded  the  grave  silence  which 
eosoed  on  this  remark  with  the  singularly  inap. 
propriate  air  of  *A  cobbler  there  was ;'  and  check- 
iaf  himself,  in  some  confusion,  observed  that  it 
vta  ondoubtedly  our  own  faults  if  we  didn't  im- 
fnm  such  melancholy  occasions  as  the  present 

••Which  might  be  better  improved,  I  should 

flunk,  Mr.  C.,**  retorted  his  helpmate,  afler  a 
■^  pause,  **  than  by  the  introduction  either  of 
tbecQUege' hornpipe,  or  the  equally  unmeaning 
uri  onfeellng  remark  of  rumpte-iddity,  bow- 
vow.wow!" — which  Mr.  Chick  had  mdeed  in- 
doigied  in,  under  hu  breath,  and  which  Mr& 
Chick  repeated  in  a  tone  of  withering  scorn. 

*  Merely  habit,  my  dear,"  pleaded  Mr.  Chick. 
•Nonsense?   Habit !"  returned  his  wife.   "If 

TOO  're  a  rational  being,  don't  make  such  ridicu- 
Us  excuses.  Habit !  If  I  was  to  get  a  habit 
(u  yon  call  it)  of  walking  on  the  ceiling,  like 
the  flies,  I  should  hear  enough  of  it,  1  dare  say." 

It  appeared  so  probable  that  such  a  habit 
mifitt  be  attended  with  some  degree  of  notorie- 
tf,  that  Mr.  Chick  didn*t  venture  to  dispute  the 
poRtion. 

"fiow^  the  Baby,  Loo  7^  asked  Mr.  Chick, 
to  change  the  subject 

"What  Baby  do  you  mean  V*  answered  Mrs. 
^ick.  **I  am  sure  the  morning  I  have  had, 
vith  that  dining-room  down  stairs  one  mass  of 
^•biet,  no  one  in  their  senses  would  believe." 

"One  mass  of  babies!"  repeated  Mr.  Chick, 
*^Ag  with  an  alarmed  expression  about  )iim. 

*  It  would  have  occurred  to  most  men,"  said 
fc.  Chick,  **  that  poor  dear  Fanny  being  no 
B»ope,  It  bec(fmed  necessary  to  provide  a  Nurse." 

"Oh!  Ah!"  said  Mr.  Chick.  »*Toor.rul  — 
^Hfh  is  life,  I  meiLn.  I  hdpe  you  aire  suited,  my 
dear." 

Mndecd  1  am  not"  said  Mrs.  Chick;  "nor 
>"^  to  be,  so  &r  as  I  can  see.  Meanwhile,  of 
cwie,  the  child  is— " 

"Gelng  to  the  ifefj  Detlce*,"  said  Mr.  Chick. 
ttw«h«aiy,-tobesure." 

«wwniwwri,  himever,  that  he  hid  committed 


himself^  by  the  indignation  expressed  in  Mrs. 
Chiok's  countenance  at  the  idea  of  a  Dombcy 
going  there ;  and  thinking  to  atone  for  his  mis- 
conduct by  a  bright  suggestion,  be  added : 

**  Couldn't  something  temporary  be  done  with 
a  teapot?" 

If  ne  had  meant  to  bring  the  subieict  prema- 
turely to  a  close,  he  could  not  have  done  it  more 
effectually.  Afler  looking  at  him  for  some  mo- 
ments in  silent  resignation,  Mrs.  Chick  walked 
majestically  to  the  window  and  peeped  through 
the  blind,  attracted  by  the  sound  of  wheels.  Mr. 
Chick,  finding  that  his  destiny  was,  for  the  time, 
against  him,  said  no  more,  and  walked  off.  But 
it  was  not  always  thus  with  Mr.  Chick.  Ho 
was  oflen  in  the  ascendant  himself^  and  at  those 
timdi  punisued  Louisa  roundly.  In  their  matri- 
monii bickerings  tjiey  were,  upon  the  whqie,  a 
well-matched,  fairly -balanced,  give-and-take  cou- 
ple. It  would  have  been,  generally  speaking, 
very  difficid^  to  have  betted  on  the  winner.  Ojlen 
when  Mr.  Chick  seemed  beaten,  he  woiiid  sud- 
denly  make  a,  start  turn  the  tables,  clattet*  tlicm 
about  the  ears  of  Mrs.  Chick,  and  carry  all  be- 
fore him.  Being  liable  himself  to  similar  un- 
looked-for checks  from  Mrs.  Chick,  their  little 
contests  usually  possessed  a  character  of  uncer- 
tainty that  was  very  animating. 

Miss  Tox  had  arrived  on  the  wheels  jtisl  now 
alluded  to,  and  came  running  into  the  room  in  a 
breathless  condition. 

"  My  dear  Louisa,'?  said  Mis^  Tox,  "is  the 
vacancy  still  linsupp^d  ^' 

"  You  good  soul,  yoe,"  said  Mrs.  Chick. 

**  Then,  my  dear  Louisa,**  returned  MisA  Tox, 
"  I  hope  and  believe  —  but  in  one  moment,  my 
dear,  I  '11  introduce  the  party." 

Running  down  stairs  again  as  f^Lst  as  she  had 
run  up,  Miss  Tox  got  the  party  out  of  the  hac'*^*^ 
ney  coach,  and  soon  returned  with  it  un     ,  ^ 
convoy.  '«^  ^ 

It  then  appeared  that  sfie  had  used  the  ^*  m'?^ 
not  in  its  legal  or  business  acceptation,  wh  ^  * 
merely  expresses  art  individual,  bujt  as  a  ~  ^'  ,* 
of  multitude,  or  signifying  many :  for  Mist"**™!^.* 
esQorted  a  plump  rofty-cheeked  wholesome  j*^**^"  " 
faced  young  woman,  with  an  infknt  in  her^  u  a  a' 
a  younger  woihln  not  so  pTump,  bat  appl*' ..  **l  ^"' 
also,  who  led  a  plump  and  apple-faced  cr"!|^^7r 
each  hand ;  another  plump  and  also  applt""*  *!^Jf. 
boy,  who  walked  by  himself;  aiid  finrf"  ^}*^ 
plnmp  and  apple-ftced  man,  who  carried  f^^  **♦ 
arms  another  plump  and  apple-fkced  boy,  ^JI?^'\  ? 
Tie  floor,  and  admonished^"*^^' 


of  so 


h^  stood'down  on  the  \ 

a  husky  whisper,  to ""  kitch  hold  of  his  brot/°'  "® 

Johnny."  "«" 

••  My  dear  Louisa,"  said  Miss  Tox,  ••  knowing  . 
your  grieat  anxiety,  and  wishing  to  relieve  it  1  *^ 
nested  off  myself  to  the  Queen  Charlotte's  Royal  '^ 
Married  Females,  which  you  had  forgot,  and  put 
the  question,  Wad  there  anybody  there  that  they 
thought  Would  suit  ?    ^o,  they  said  there  waa 
not.    When  they  gave  me  that  answer,  I  do  as. 
sure  you,  my  dear,  I  was  almost  driven  to  despair 
on  your  account    But  it  did  so  happen,  that  one 
of  the  Royal  Married  Females,  hearing  the  in- 
quiry, reminded  the  matron  of  another  who  had 
gone  to  her  own  home,  and  who,  sM  said,  would 
in  all  likelihood  be  most  satisfacfory.    The  mo- 
ment I  heard  this,  and  had  it  corroborated  by 
the  matron  —  excellent   references  and  tmim 
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peachable  character — I  got  the  address,  my  dear, 
and  posted  off  ag^ain.** 

•*  Like  the  dear  good  Tox,  you  are  !**  said 
Loaisa. 

»*  Not  at  all,"  returned  Miss  Tox.  •*  Doni  say 
60.  Arriving  at  the  bouse  (the  cleanest  place, 
my  dear !  You  might  eat  your  dinner  on  the 
floor),  I  found  the  whole  family  sitting  at  table ; 
and  feeling  that  no  account  of  them  could  be 
half  so  comfortable  to  you  and  Mr.  Dombey  as 
the  sight  of  them  all  together,  I  brought  them 
all  i^-ay.  This  gentleman,**  said  Miss  Tox, 
pointing  out  the  apple-fiiced  man,  **  is  the  fkther. 
Will  you  have  the  goodness  to  come  a  little  for- 
ward.  Sir?** 

The  apple-iaced  man  having  sheepishly  com. 
plied  with  this  request,  stood  chuckling  and 
grinning  in  a  front  row. 

*•  This  is  his  wife,  of  course,"  said  Miss  Tox, 
singling  out  the  young  woman  with  the  baby. 
"  How  do  you  do,  Polly  T* 

^  I  *m  pretty  well  I  thank  you,  Ma*am,"  said 
Polly.  ^ 

By  way  of  bringing  ber  out  dexterously.  Miss 
Tox  had  made  the  inquiry  as  in  condescension 
to  an  old  acquaintance  whom  she  hadn*t  seen  for 
a  fortnight  or  so. 

"  I  'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Miss  Tox.  ••  The 
other  young  woman  is  her  unmarried  sister  who 
lives  with  them,  and  would  take  care  of  her  cbiU 
dren.  Her  name's  Jemima.  How  do  you  do, 
Jemima?" 

« I  *ra  pretty  well,  I  thank  you,  Ma*am,'*  re- 
turned Jemima. 

**  I  'm  very  glad  indeed  to  hear  it,"  said  Miss 

Tox.    "I  hope  you'll  keep  so.    Five  children. 

Youngest  six  weeks.    The  fine  little  boy  with 

the  blister  on  his  nose  is  the  eldest.     The  blister, 

-. I  believe,"  said  Miss  Tox,  looking  round  upon 

^^he  family,  "is    not  constitutional,  but    acci- 

"^l^J'he  apple-faced  man  was  understood  to  growl 

,  ■*nat  iron." 

..^?  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Miss  Tox,  "did 
child  J         n 

tensif  Fi^t  iron,"  he  repeated. 
f^J^«5^h.  yes,"  said  Miss  Tox.  •*  Yes !  quite  true, 
lookedgoj^  The  little  creature,  in  his  mother's 
■*®™»  ce,  smelt  a  warm  flat  iron.  You're  quite 
"  '^J  sir.  You  were  going  to  have  the  gooidness 
whispe/Ufn,  j^g^  ^jj^n  ^^  arrived  at  the  door,  thai 

^'*' Stoker,"  said  the  man. 
}***»-*  A  choker !"  said  Miss  T^ox,  quite  aghast 
look  u  Stoker^"  said  the  man;    *•  Steam  ingine." 
P*'  "Oh-h!     Yes!"  returned  Miss  Tox,  looking 
'^IhoughtfiiUv  at  him»  and  seeming  still  to  have 
but  a  very  imperfect  understanding  of  his  mean- 
ing.   "And  how  do  you  like  it.  Sir  7" 
"  Which,  Mum  ?"  said  the  man. 
"  That,"  replied  Miss  Tox.    «  Your  trade." 
"Oh!    Pretty  well.  Mum.    The  ashes  some- 
times  gets  in  here,"  touching  his  chest,  "  and 
makes  a  man  speak  gruff,  as  at  the  present  time. 
But  it  i$  ashes.  Mum,  not  crustiness." 

Miss  Tox  seemed  to  be  so  little  enlightened  by 
this  reply,  as  to  find  a  difficulty  in  pursuing  the 
subject.  But  Mrs.  Chick  relieved  her  by  enter- 
ing into  a  close  private  examination  of  PoUy,  her 
children,  her  marriage  certificate,  testimonials, 
IN»4  BO  f9rth«    FoUy  coming  out  uusgath^d  fjrom 


this  ordeal,. Mrs.  Chick  withdrew  with  hei  repoi 
to  her  brother's  room,  and  as  an  emphatic  con 
ment  on  it,  and  corroboration  of  it,  carried  th 
two  rosiest  little  Toodles  with  her.  Toodle  bcin 
the  family  name  of  .the  apple-faced  fiimily. 

Mr.  Dombey  had  remained  in  his  own  aparl 
ment  since  the  death  of  his  wifis,  absorbed  i 
visions  of  the  youth,  education,  and  de^tinatia 
of  his  babv  son.  Something  lay  at  the  bottoi 
of  his  cool  heart,  colder  and  heavier  than  its  o 
dinary  load ;  but .  it  was  more  a  sense  of  th 
child's  loss  than  his  own,  awakening  within  hir 
an  almost  angry  sorrow.  That  the  life  and  pn 
gross  on. which  he  built  such  hopes  should  I 
endangered  in  the '  outset  by  so  mean  a  want 
that  Dombey  and  Son  should  be  tottering  for 
nurse,  was  a  sore  humiliation.  And  yet,  in  hi 
pride  and  jealousy,  he  viewed  with  so  much  bi 
terness  the  thought  of  being  dependent  for  tl; 
very  first  step  towards  the  accomplishment  of  h 
soul's  desire,  on  a  hired  serving. woman  wti 
would  be  to  the  child,  for  the  time,  all  that  eve 
hig  alliance  could  have  made  his  own  wife,  thi 
in  every  new  rejection  of  a  candidate  he  felt 
secret  pleasure.  The  time  had  now  conii 
however,  when  he  could  no  longer  be  d 
vided  b^ween  these  two  sets  of  feelings,  Tl 
less  so.  as  there  seemed  to  be  no  flaw  in  the  tit 
of  Polly  Toodle  after  his  sister  had  set  it  fort 
with  many  commendations  on  the  indefatigafa 
friendship  of  Miss  Tox. 

"  These  children  look  healthy,"  said  Mr.  Dot 
bey.  **  But  to  think  of  their  some  day  claimir 
a  sort  of  relationship  to  Paul !  Take  them  awa 
Louisa !  Let  me  see  this  woman  and  her  bn 
band.** 

Mrs.  Chick  bore  off  the  tender  pair  of  Tc 
dies,  and  presently  returned  with  that  tough 
couple  whose  presence  her  brother  had  coi 
manded. 

"  My  good  woman,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  tar 
ing  round  in  his  easy  chair  as  one  piece,  and  r 
as  a  man  with  limbs  and  joints,  **  I  understai 
you  are  poor,  and  wish  to  earn  money  by  nui 
ing  the  little  boy,  my  son,  who  has  been  so  pi 
maturely  deprived  of  what  can  never  be  replact 
I  have  no  objection  to  your  adding  to  the  coi 
forts  of  your  family  by  that  means.  So  far  ai 
can  tell,  you  seem  to  be  a  deserving  object  I 
I  must  impose  one  or  two  conditions  on  jroo,  1 
fore  you  enter  my  house  in  that  capacity.  Wfa 
you  are  here,  I  most  stipulate  that  you  are 
ways  known  as-— say  as  Richards— an  ordina 
niMne,  and  convenient  Have  you  anv-  object] 
to  be  known  as  Richards?  You  bad  bet 
consult  your  husband." 

As  the  husband  did  nothing  but  chuckle  a 
grin,  and  continually  draw  his  right  hand  apn 
his  mouth,'  moistening  the  palm,  Mrs.  Too<i 
after  nudging  him  twice  or  thrice  in  vain,  dr 
ped  a  curtsey,  and  replied  "  that  perhaps,  if  i 
was  to  be  called  out  of  her  name,  it  would 
considered  in  the  wages." 

"Oh,  of  course,"  said  Mr.  Dombey.  ■«  I 
sire  to  make  it  a  question  of  wages  altc^etl: 
Now,  Richards,  if  you  nurse  my  bere&Ted  oh 
I  wish  you  to  remember  this  always.  Yoa  i 
receive  a  liberal  stipend  in  return  for  the  i 
charge  of  certain  duties,  in  the  performance 
which  I  wish  to  see  as  little  of  your  &aii|y 
poMibl9.    Wh^thospdati^pef^toboreqai 
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•ad  rendered,  end  the  stipend  ceaeee  to  be  paid, 
there  it  an  end  of  all  relations  betw^n  ub.  Do 
joQ  oodentand  me  ?*' 

Mrs.  Toodle  seemed  doubtful  about  it ;  and  as 
to  Toodie  himself,  he  had  evidently  no  doubt 
whtteTcr  that  he  was  all  abroad. 

**  You  have  children  of  ybor  own,**  said  Mr. 
Dombey.  **•  It  is  not  at  all  in  this  bargain  that 
yoQ  D^  become  attached  to  my  child,  or  that 
By  child  need  become  attached  to  you.  I  don*t 
expect  or  desire  anything  of  the  kind.  Quite 
tbereverae.  When  yoa  go  away  from  here,  you 
vill  have  coododed  what  is  a  mere  matter  of 
bai;gaiD  and  sale,  hiring  and  letting ;  and  will 
itay  away.  The  child  wiU  cease  to  remember 
yoa ;  and  you  will  cease,  if  yoa  please,  to  re- 
nember  the  child." 

Mra  Toodle,  with  a  little  more  colour  in  her 
efaeeks  than  she  had  had  beibre,  said  **  she  hoped 
■he  knew  her  place.** 

**  I  hope  yoa  do,  Richards,**  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
*I  have  no  doubt  jtm  know  it  very  well.  In. 
<}eed,  it  is  so  plain  and  obvious  that  it  could 
kudlj  be  otherwise.  Louisa,  my  dear,  arrange 
with  Richards  about  money,  and  let  her  have  it 
vhea  and  how  she  pieasea.  Mr.  what  *s.your« 
JMoie,  a  word  witii  you,  if  you  please  !*' 

Thus  arrested  on  the  threshold  as  he  wos  fol- 
Imriog  his  wife  out  of  the  room,  Toodle  returned 
•od  ooofi-onted  Mr.  Dombey  ^ne.  He  was  a 
^^*^t  loose,  round-shouldered,  shuffling,  shaggv 
Ulov,on  whom  his  clothes  sat  negligently :  with 
t{ood  deal  of  hair  and  whisker,  deepened  in  its 
Maral  tint,  perhaps  by  smoke  and  coal-dust: 
^  knotty  hands:  and  a  square  forehead,  as 
Atne  in  grain  as  the  bark  of  an  oak.  A  thorough 
nntrast  in  ail  respects  to  Mr.  Dombey,  who  was 
<Beef  those  cloee^haved  close-cut  monied  gentle- 
■SB  who  are  glossy  and  erisp  like  new  bank 
Htea,  and  who  seem  to  be  artificially  braced  and 
tifiilened  as  by  the  stimulating  action  of  golden 
>b(»wer4iatha. 

**  Toa  have  a  son  I  believe  ?**  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

**Foar  oo  *em  Sir.  Four  hims  and  a  her.  All 
alive  r 

**  Why,  it  *s  ae  niach  as  you  can  afford  to  keep 
(hem  I**  said  Mr.  Dombey, 

**  I  couldn't  hardly  arord  but  one  thing  in  the 
•orid  lew.  Sir.** 

•Whatisthatr 

•To  lose 'em  Sir.** 

"Can  yoa  read  7"  asked  Mr.  Dombey. 

•  Why,  not  paitick'ler  Sir.** 

-WHter* 

••With  chalk.  Sir?" 

•Witbamylhing?'* 

"I  could  make  shift  to  chalk  a  little  bit,  I 
tbiak,  if  I  was  put  to  it,**  said  Toodle  after  some 
leflecUon. 

"And  yet,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "you  are  two 
« three  and  thirty  I  suppose  ?** 

"Thereabouts,  I  suppose  Sir,**  answered  Too- 
dle, after  more  refleetioBi. 
V'Then  why  don't  yoa  learn?'*   asked  Bfr. 
Ooabey. 

*8o  l*m  a  foifg  to  Sir.  One  of  my  little 
wys  is  agoing  to  learn  me,  when  he  *s  old  enough, 
ttd  been  to  school  himsdC** 

"•Wett!**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  afVer  looking  at 
y  attentively,  and  with  no  great  fkvour,  as  he 
^d  fsiing  round  the  room  (principally  round 


and  across  his  mouth.  **  You  heajrd  what  1  said 
to  your  wife  just  now  ?*' 

"  Polly  heerd  it,"  said  Toodle,  jerking  his  hat 
over  his  shouldtir  in  the  direction  of  the  door, 
with  an  air  of  perfect  confidence  in  his  better 
half.    •*  It 'a  all  right** 

"  As  you  appear  to  leave  everytliiog  to  her," 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  frustrated  in  his  intention  of 
impressing  his  views  still  more  distinctly  on  the 
husband,  as  tlie  stronger  character,  **  I  suppose  it 
is  of  no  use  my  sayinganything  to  you." 

"Not  a  bit,**  said  Toodle,  ** Polly  ^leerd  it. 
<$&e'«  awake  Sir.** 

'*I  won*t  detain  you  any  longer  then,**  re- 
turned Mr.  Dombey  disappointed.  ^  Where  have 
you  worked  all  your  life  ?*'  * 

"  Mostly  underground  Sir,  *tjll  I  got  married. 
I  oome  to  the  level  then.  I  *m  a  going  on  one 
of  these  here  railroads  when  they  comes  into  full 
play." 

As  the  last  straw  breaks  the  laden  camel's 
back,  this  piece  of  underground  information 
crushed  the  sinking  spirits  of  Mr.  D»mbey.  He 
motioned  his  child's  foster-father  to  the  door,  who 
departed  by  no  means  unwillingly :  and  then 
turning  the  key,  paced  up  and  down  the  room  in 
solitary  wretchedness.  For  all  his  starched  im- 
penetrable dignity  and  composure,  he  wiped 
blinding  tears  from  his  eyes  as  he  did  so ;  and 
oflen  said,  with  an  emotion  of  which  he  would 
not,  for  the  world,  have  had  a  witness, "  Poor 
liUle  ^llow  !** 

It  may  have  been  characteristic  of  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  pride,  that  he  pitied  himself  through  the 
child.  Not  poor  me.  Not  poor  widower,  con- 
fiding  by  constraint  in  the  wife  of  an  ignorant 
Hind  who  has  been  working  *  mostly  under- 
ground* all  his  life,  and  yet  at  whose  door  Death 
has  never  knocked,  and  at  whose  poor  table  four 
sons  daily  sit*— but  poor  little  fellow ! 

Those  words  being  on  his  lips,  it  occurred  to 
him— and  it  is  an  mstance  of  the  strong  attrac- 
tion with  which  his  hopes  and  fears  and  all  his 
thoughts  were  tending  to  one  centre — that  a 
great  temptation  was  being  placed  in  this  woman's 
way.  Her  infant  was  a  boy  too.  Now,  would  it 
be  possible  fur  her  to  change  them  7 

Though  he  was  soon  satisfied  that  he  had  dis- 
missed  tite  idea  as  romantic  and  unlikely  — 
though  possible,  there  was  no  denying — he  could 
not  help  pursuing  it  so  far  as  to  entertain  within 
himself  a  picture  of  what  his  condition  would  be, 
if  he  should  discover  such  an  imposture  when  he 
was  grown  old.  Whether  a  man  so  situated, 
would  be  able  to  pluck  away  the  result  of  so 
many  years  of  usage,  confidence,  and  belief,  from 
the  impostor,  and  endow  a  stranger  with  it  7 

As  his  unusual  eraotico  subsided,  tlieae  mis- 
givings  gradually  melted  away,  though  so  much 
of  their  shadow  remained  behind,  that  he  was 
constant  in  his  resolution  to  look  closely  after 
Riehards  himself^  without  appearing  to  do  so. 
Being  now  in  an  easier  frame  of  mind,  he  re- 
garded the  woman's  station  as  rsther  an  advan- 
tageouf  oireumstanoe  than  otherwise,  by  placing, 
in  itself,  a  broad  distance  between  her  and  the 
child,  and  rendering  their  separation  easy  and 
natoraL  ^ 

Meanwhile  terms  were  ratified  and  agreed 
upon  between  Mrs.  Chick  and  Richards,  with 
the  assistance  of  Miss  Tox  ;^and  Richards  being 
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baby,  as  if  it  were  an  Order,  resigned  her  own, 
with  many  tears  and  kisses,  to  Jemima.  Glasses 
of  wine  were  then  produced,  to  sustain  the  droop- 
ing spirits  of  the  family. 

**  You  Ml  take  a  glass  yourself,  Sir,  won't  you  ?*• 
said  Miss  Tox,  as  Toodlc  appeared. 

"Thankee,  Mum,**  said  Toodle,  ••since  you 
are  suppressing.** 

••And  you're  very  glad  to  leave  your  dear 
good  wife  hi  such  a  comfortable  home,  aint  you, 
Sir?**  said  Miss  Tox,  nodding  and  winking  at 
him  stealthily. 

••  No,  Mum,**  s;iid  Toodle.  »*  Here 's  wishing 
of  her  back  agin." 

Polly  cried  more  than  ever  at  this.    So  Mrs. 

Chick,  who  had  her  matronly  apprehensions  that 

this  indulgence  in  grief  might  be  prejudicial  to 

^    the  little  Dombey  (••'acid,  indeed,**  she  wliispered 

^  Miss  Tox),  hastened  to  the  rescue. 

••  Your  little  child  will  thrive  charmingly  with 
your  sister  Jemima,  Richards,**  said  Mrs.  Chick; 
"and  you  have  oniy  to  make  an  effort — tliis  is  a 
world  of  eflTort,  you  know,  Richards — to  be  very 
happy  indeed.  You  have  been  already  measured 
ibr  your  mourning,  haven*t  you,  Richards  ?" 

**  Ye — yes,  ma'am,**  sobbed  Polly. 

•«  And  it'll  fit  bcautifiiUy,  I  know,*'  said  Mrs. 
Chick,  ••  for  the  same  young  person  has  made  me 
many  dresses.    The  very  best  materials,  too  !*' 

••Lor,  you*U  be  so  smart,"  said  Miss  Tox, 
••  that  your  husband  won't  know  you ;  will  you, 
Sir?" 

••I  should  know  her,**  said  Toodle,  gruffly, 
••  anyhows  and  anywheres.** 

Toodle  was  evidently  not  to  be  bought  over. 

"  As  to  living,  Richards,  you  know,"  purvued 
Mrs.  Chick,  •*  why,  the  very  best  of  everything 
will  bo  at  your  disposal.  You  will  order  your 
little  dinner  every  day  ;  and  anything  you  take  a 
fancy  to,  I  *m  sure  will  be  as  readily  provided  as 
if  you  were  a  Lady.** 

••  Yes,  to  be  sure  !*•  said  Miss  Tox,  keeping  up 
the  ball  with  great  sympathy.  ••  Anil  as  to  por- 
ter ! — quite  unlimited,  will  it  not,  Louisa  7" 

**Oh,  certainly!"  returned  Mrs. Chick  in  the 
tarae  tone.  ••  With  a  little  abstinence, you  know, 
my  dear,  in  point  of  vegetables." 


•*  And  pickles,  perhaps,'*  snggestod  Miss  Tot 

••With  such  exceptions,**  said  Louisa, •< she H 
consult  her  choice  entirely,  and  be  under  no  re- 
straint at  all,  my  love." 

•*  And  then,  of  course,  you  know,"  said  Miss 
Tox,  **  however  fond  she  is  of  her  own  dear  little 
child  —  and  I'm  sure,  liouisa,  you  don*t  blamo 
her  for  beinc  fond  of  it  ?" 

••Oh  no  I*^ cried  Mrs.  Chick  benignantly. 

••Still,**  resumed  Miss  Tox,  '•she  naturally 
must  be  interested  in  her  youni  charge,  and  must 
consider  it  a  privilege  to  see  a  little  cherub  closely 
connected  with  the  superior  classes,  gradually 
unfolding  itself  from  day  to  day  at  one  common 
fountain.    Is  it  not  so,  Louisa  ?" 

••  Most  undoubtedly  !"  said  Mrs.  Chick.  ••  Yon 
see,  my  love,  she  *s  already  quite  contented  and 
comfortable,  and  means  to  say  good-bye  to  her 
sister  Jemima  and  her  little  pets,  and  her  good 
honest  husband,  with  a  light  heart  and  a  smile, 
don*t  she,  my  dear  ?** 

••  Oh  yes  !**  cried  Mlw  T\)x.  •*To  be  tnre  Ae 
does!** 

Notwithstanding  which,  however,  poor  Pollf 
embraced  them  all  round  in  great  distress,  and 
finally  ran  away  to  avoid  any  more  particular 
leave-taking  between  herself  and  the  childres. 
But  the  stratagem  hardly  succeeded  as  well  as  it 
deserved ;  for  the  smallest  boy  but  one  divining 
her  intent,  immediately  began  swarming  npstaiit 
after  her — if  that  word  ofTdoubtfui  etyniok)gy  b6 
admissible  —  on  his  arms  and  legs;  while  the 
eldest  (known  in  the  family  by  the  name  of  Biler, 
in  remembrance  of  the  steam  engine)  beat  a  d^ 
moniaeal  tattoo  with  his  boots,  expressive  of  grief; 
in  which  he  was  joined  by  the  rest  of  the  family. 

A  quantity  of  oranges  and  halfjiience,  thrust 
indiscriminately  on  each  young  Toodle,  checked 
the  first  violence  of  their  regret,  and  the  family 
were  speedily  transported  to  their  own  home,  bf 
means  of  the  haekney-ooach  kept  in  waiting  for 
that  purpose.  The  children  under  the  guardian^ 
ship  of  Jemima,  blocked  up  Che  window,  and 
dropped  out  oran^  and  halfpenoe  all  the  way 
along.  Mr.  Toodle  himself  preferred  to  ride  b^ 
hind  among  the  spikes,  as  betng  the  mode  of  con- 
veyance to  which  he  was  best  aceustomed. 


CHAPTER  IIL 

IN  WHICH  MR.  DOMBEY,  AS  A  MAN  AND  A  FATHER,  IS  SEEN  AT  THE  HEAD 
OF  THE  HOME-DEPARTMENT. 


Thk  funeral  of  the  deceased  lady  having  been 
••performed,**  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  the 
undertaker,  as  well  as  of  the  neighbourhood  at 
large,'  which  is  generally  disposed  to  be  eaptioos 
on  such  a  point,  and  is  prone  to  take  ofi^snee  at 
any  omiraions  or  short.comings  in  the  cere- 
monies, the  various  members  of  Mr.  Dombey *8 
household  subsided  into  their  several  places  in 
the  domestic  system.  That  small  world,  like  the 
great  one  out  of  doors,  had  the  capacity  of  easily 
K>rgetting  its  dead ;  and  when  the  cook  had  eaid 
she  was  a  quiet-tempered  lady,  and  the  house- 
keeper had  said  it  was  the  common  lot,  and  the 
bvUer  had  said  who  *d  have  thought  it,  and'  the 
iiouee-maid  had  said  she  couldn't  hardly  believe 
it,  and  the  footman  had  said  it  seemed  exactly 
Mk*  m  4team,  they  had  %oa^  worn  tlie  tubjeet 


out,  and  began  to  think  their  moorninf  Waf 
"wearing  rusty  too. 

On  Richards,  who  was  etlabli»hed  up-staire  tH 
a  state  of  honourable  captivity,  tlie  dawn  of  her 
new  life  seeitiod  to  break  cold  and  grey.  Mr. 
Dombey*s  house  was  a  large  one,  on  the  shady 
eide  of  a  tall,  dark,  dreadfblly  genteel  street  in 
the  region  between  Portland-plaoe  and  Bryant 
stone-sqoare.  It  was  a  comer  house,  with  great 
wide  areas  containing  cellars  frowned  upon  by 
barred  windows,  and  leerevCatiiy  cn>oked-eyed 
doors  leading  to  dust-bins.  It  was  a  house  of 
dismal  state,  with  a' circular  back  to  it,  contain- 
ing  a  whole  suit  of  drawing-rooms  Idokmg  tt(K>n 
a  gravelled  yard.  Where  two  gaunt  trees,  viu 
blackened  trunks  and  branches,  rattled  imtllr 
than  rufllled.  their  leavei  were  eo  imobe-dhed. 
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The  rammer  itiD  was  never  on  the  street,  l»at  in 
the  morning  about  breakfast  time,  ^en  it  came 
with  the  water-carts  jind  the  old  clotbes-men,  and 
the  people  with  geiabiums,  and  the  umbrella 
mender,  and  the  man  who  trilled  the  little  bell  of 
the  Dutch  clock  as  be  went  along,  k  was  soon 
gone  again  to  return  no  tnore  that  day ;  and  the 
bsnds  <u  music  and  the  straggling  Punches  shows 
goiag  after  it,  left  it  a  prej  to  the  most  dismal 
of  organs,  and  white  mice ;  with  now  and  then 
a  porcupine,  to  vary  the  entertainments ;  until 
the  butlers  whose  families  were  dining  out^  began 
to  stand  at  the  house  doors  in  the  twilight,  and 
the  lamj^lighter'made  his  nightly  fkilure  in  at- 
tempting  to  brighten  up  the  street  with  gas. 

It  was  as  iuank  d  house  inAde  as  outside. 
When  the  fianeral  was  over,  Mr.  Dombcy  ordered 
ihefomiture'to  be  covered  up—  perhaps  to  pre- 
•erre  it  for  the  son  with  whom  his  plans  were  all 
aisociated  —  and  the  rooms  to  be.ungarnished, 
nving  sdoh  as  he  reti&ined  for  himself  on  the 
ground  floor.  Accordingly,  mysterious  shapes 
were  made  of  tabled  and  chairs^  heaped  together 
ID  the  middle  of  rooms,  and  covered  over  with 
treat  winding-«heetB.  Bell-handies,  window, 
winds,  and  looking-glatoes,  being  papered  up  in 
jsvnals,  daily  and  weekly,  obtruded  fragment- 
try  accounts  of  deaths  and  dreadful  mty. 
^ra.  Ehrery  chandelier  or  lustre,  muffled  in 
hoUand,  looked  like  a  monstrous  tear  depending 
inm  the  ceiling's  eye.  Odours,  as  from  vaults 
ud  damp  places,  came  out  of  the  chimneys.  The 
M  and  buried  lady  was  awful  in  a  picture- 
fwae  of  ghastly  bandages.  Every  gust  of  wind 
^  rose,  broQght  eddying  round  the  corner  from 
^  neighbouring  mews,  some  fragments  of  the 
ilrtw  Uiat  had  been  strewn  before  the  house 
when  she  was  ill,  mildewed  remains  of  which 
^re  still  cleaving  to  the  neighbourhood :  and 
these,  being  always  drawn  by  some  invisible  at- 
traction to  the  threshold  of  the  dirty  house  to  let 
immediately  opposite,  addressed  a  dismal  elo- 
quence to  Mr.  I>ombey*s  windows. 

The  apartments  which  Mr.  Dombey  reserved 
ftr  his  own  inhabiting,  were  attainable  from  the 
hall,  and  consisted  of  a  sitting-room  i  a  library, 
Which  was  in  &ct  a  dressing-'rbom,  so  that  the 
>mell  of  hot-pressed  paper,  vellum,  morocco,  and 
Itoasia  leather,  contended  in  it  with  the  smell  of 
differs  pairs  of  boots;  and  a  kind  of  oonservatory 
er  little  glass  breakftst-room  beyond,  command* 
hig  a  prospect  of  the  trees  before  mentioned,  and, 
jreoerally  speaking,  of  a  few  prowling  cats. 
These  three  rooms  opened  upon  one  another.  In 
the  morning,  when  Mr.  Dombey  was  at  his 
hreekfiuit  in  one  4ir  other  of  the  two  first  men- 
lioBed  of  them,  as  well  as  in  the  aflernoon  when 
he  came  home  to  dinner,  a  bell  was  tvmg  for 
fiichards  to  repair  to  this  glass  ehambe^,  and 
there  walk  to  and  fro  with  her  young  charge. 
From  the  glimpses  she  eaogbt  of  Mr.  Dombey 
^  these  times,  sitting  in  the  dark  distance,  ]o<:>k. 
ing  out  towards  the  infant  from  among  the  dark 
^^j  furniture— the  house  had  been  inhabited 
fttvears  by  his  father,  and  in  many  of  its  ap- 
l4paient8  was  old-fashioned  and  grim— «he 
hegan  to  entertain  ideas  of  him  in  his  solitary 
•UtBi  as  if  he  were  a  lone  pf  isoner  in  a  cell,  or  a 
Mnage  apparition  thai  wa^  not  to  be  accotfted 
«  ondeistood. 

Little  Paiil  Dombey*8  fostor-motbe^  had  led 
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through  it  for  some  weeks ;  and  had  returned  up 
stairs  one  day  from  a  melancholy  saunter  tlirough 
the  dreary  rooms  .of  state  C^he  never  went  out 
without  Mrs.  Chick,  who  caUed  on  fine  mornings, 
Usually  accompanied  by  Miss  Toz,  to  take  her 
and  mby  for  on  airing — or  In  other  wbrds,  to 
march  them  gravely  up  and  down  the  pavement, 
like  a  walking  funeral) ;  ^hen,  as  she  was  sitting 
in  her  own  room,  the  doior  Was  slowly  and  quietly 
opened,  and  a  dark-eyed  Httle  girl  looked  in, 

*•  It's  Miss  Florence  come  home  from  her  aunt's, 
no  doubt,*'  thought  Richards,  who  had  never  seen' 
the  child  befbi'c.    **  Hope  I  see  you  well  Miss." 

'*  Ts  that  tny  brother?"  asked  the  child,  pomt. 
Ing  to  the  Baby. 

"  Yes  my  pretty,*'  answered  Richards.  "  Come 
and  kiss  him.** 

fiut  the  child,^  instead  of  advancing,  looked  her 
earnestly  in  the  Ifkce,  and  said : 

**  What  have  you  done  with  my  Mamma  ?^ 

**  Lord  bless  the  little  creeter  !*^  cried  Richards, 
■^whAt  tL  sad  question  !  I  dotieT  liothing  Miss,**; 

**  )iyhat  have  th^  douQ  with  ikiy  Mamma !"  hi.' 
quilred  the  child. 

"  I  uever  saw  such  a  melting  thing  In  all  my 
life  !'*  Sbrd  Richards,  who  hatutiiHy  substituted 
for  this  child  one  of  her  own,  inquiring  for  her- 
self,  in  like  circumstances.  **  Come  nearer  here 
my  dear  Mise!  Don't  be  afraid  of,  me." 

**  I  am  not  afraid  of  you,"  said  the  child,  draw-* 
|ng  nearer.  "But  I  want  io  know  what  they 
have  done  with  my  Maitima.'^ 

^  My  darlingj"  said  Richards,  **you  wear  that 
pretty  black  frock  in  remembrance  of  your  Mam« 
ma.*» 

'  ^^  I  -can  remember  my  Mamma,'*  returned  the 
child,  with  tears  springing  to  her  eyes,  **  in  any 
freck.* 

**  But  people  put  on  black,  to  remember  people 
when  they're  gone." 

•*  Where  gone?"  asked  the  child. 

**Come  and  sit  down  by  me,"  Said  Richards, 
»**nd  I'll  tell  you  a  story." 

With  a  quick  perception  that  it  wto  intended 
to  relate  to  what  she  had  asked,  litUe  Florence 
laid  aside  the  bonnet  she  had  held  in  her  hand* 
until  ilow,  and  sat  down  on  a  stool  at  the  Nurse's 
fbet,  looking  up  into  her  fiice. 
-  **Once  Upon  « time,"  said  Ridiards,  **  there 
was  'S  lady-Hi  very  g^ibd  lady,  and  her  little 
daughter  dearly  loved  her.'* 

*^A  veufy  good  ladf  and  her  little  daughter 
dearly  loved  her,"  repeated  the  child. 

"« Who,  when  God  thbaght  it  right  that  it 
should  be  so,  was  taken  ill  and  died." 

The  child  shuddered.      . 

**  Died,  never  to  be  seen  again  by  any  one  on 
earth,  and  was  buried  in  the  ground  where-  the 
trees  grow," 

**  Ine  cold  ground,**  said  the  child  shuddering 
again. 

**No!  The  warm  ground,"  returned  Polly, 
seizing  her  advantage,  **  where  the  ugly  Kttle 
seeds  turn  into  beautiful  flowers,  and  into  grass, 
and  com,  and  I  dont  know  what  all  bmdes. 
Where  good  people  turn  into  bright  angels,  and 
fly  away  to  Heaven !" 

The  child,  who  had  drooped  her  head,  raised 
it  again,  and  sat  looking  at  her  intently. 

**So;  let  me  see,"  said  Polly,  not  a  little  flur^ 
ried  between  this  .earnest  scrutiny,  heic  desire  to 

Mimfnrt  iha  child.  hBTMnddttn  MinAfiaA.  ttnA   hur 
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Tery  slight  confidence  in  her  own  powers.  **  So, 
when  this  lady  died,  wherever  they  took  her,  or 
wherever  they  put  her,  she  went  to  Goo !  and  she 
prayed  to  Him,  this  lady  did,**  said  Polly,  affect- 
ing  herself  beyond  measure ;  being  heartily  in 
earnest,  **  to  teach  her  little  daughter  to  be  sure 
of  that  in  her  heart :  and  to  know  that  she  was 
happy  there  and  loved  her  still :  and  to  hope  and 
try — Oh  all  lier  life — to  meet  her  there  one  day, 
never,  nevier,  never  to  part  any  more.*' 

**  It  was  my  Mamma  !^*  exclaimed  the  child, 
ipringing  up,  and  clasping  her  round  the  neck. 

**  And  the  child's  hearV*  said  Polly,  drawing 
her  to  her  breast :  **  the  little  daughter*s  heart, 
was  so  full  of  the  truth  of  this,  tlut  even  when 
•he  heard  it  from  a  strange  nurse  that  couldn't 
tell  it  right,  but  was  a  poor  mother  herself,  and 
that  was  all,  she  found  a  comfort  in  it^idn*t 
feel  so  lonely — sobbed  and  cried  upon  her  bosom 
—took  kindly  to  the  baby  lyins  in  her  lap— and 
—there,  there,  there  I**  said  Polly,  smoothing  tiie 
child's  curls  and  dropping  tears  upon  them. 
"There,  poor  dear!" 

**  Oh  well,  Miss  Floy !  And  won't  your  Pa  be 
angry  neither !"  cried  a  quick  voice  at  the  door, 
proceeding  from  a  short,  brown,  womanly  girl 
of  fourteen,  with  a  little  snub  nose,  and  very 
blaek  eyes  like  jet  beads.  **  When  it  was  *tick- 
erlerly  given  out  that  you  wa8n*t  to  go  and  wor- 
rit the  wet  nurse." 

**  She  don*t  worry  me,"  was  the  surprised  re- 
joinder of  Polly.    '^  I  am  very  fond  of  children.** 

^  Oh  2  but  begging  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Richards, 
that  don*t  matter  you  know,**  returned  the  black- 
eyed  ffirl,  who  was  so  desperately  sharp  and  biting 
that  she  seemed  to  make  one*s  eyes  water.  **  I 
may  be  very  fond  of  penny  winkles  Mrs.  Richards, 
but  it  don't  follow  that  I  'm  to  have  'em  for  tea.*' 

**  Well,  it  don't  matter,"  said  Polly. 

•*Oh,  thank  *e  Mrs.  Richards,  don't  it!"  re. 
turned  the  sharp  girl.  **  Remembering,  however, 
if  you  *U  be  so  good,  that  Miss  Floy  *s  under  my 
charge,  and  Master  Paul  *s  under  your*n." 

^  But  still  we  needn't  quarrel,**  said  Polly. 

**0h  no,  Mrs.  Richards,**  rejoined  Spitfire. 
**Not  at  aU,  I  don't  wish  it,  we  iieedn*t  stand 
upon  that  footing.  Miss  Floy  lx;ing  a  permanency, 
Master  Paul  a  temporary."  Spitfire  made  use 
of  none  but  eomma  pauses ;  shooting  out  what- 
over  she  had  to  say  in  one  seatoi^x^  and  in  one 
breath,  if  possible. 

^'Miss  Florence  has  just  come  home,  hasn't 
■he  7'' asked  Polly. 

.  **  Yes,  Mrs.  Richards,  just  come  home,  and 
here,  Miss  Floy,  before  you  've  been  in  the  bouse 
a  quarter  of  an  hour,  you  go  a  smearing  your 
wet  face  against  the  expensive  mourning  that 
Mrs.  Richards  is  a  wearing  for  your  Ma  !**  With 
this  remonstrance,  younff  Spitfire,  whoee  real 
name  was  Sosan  Nipper,  detached  the  chiid  fix>m 
her  new  friend  by  a  wrench — as  if  she  were  a 
tooth.  But  she  seemed  to  do  it,  more  in  the  ex- 
cessively sharp  exercise  of  her  ofiicial  functions, 
than  with  any  deliberate  unkindness. 

^She*U  be  quite  happy,  now  she  has  come 
home  again,**  said  PoUy,  nodding  to  her  with  an 
encouraging  smile  upon  her  wholesome  face,** and 
will  be  so  {leased  to  see  her  dear  Papa  to-nigkt.** 

"^Lork,  Mrs.  Richards!"  oried  Miss  Nipper, 
takinr  up  her  words  with  a  jerk.  **  Don't.  See  her 
dear  rapa  indeed !  I  should  like  to  see  her  do  it !" 
.  "  Wm'i  ihe  tbenr  taked  PoUy. 


wrapped  up  in  somebody  else,  and  before  thorn 
was  a  somebody  else  to  be  wrapped  up  in  she 
never  was  t  favorite,  girls  are  thrown  away  in 
this  house,  Mrs.  Richards,  /  assure  you." 

The  child  looked  quickly  from  one  nurse  to  the 
other,  as'i^he  understood  and  felt  what  was  said. 

"You  Rirprise  me!"  cried  PoUy.  "Hasn't 
Mr.  Dombey  seen  her  since — " 

••  No,"  interrupted  Susan  Nipper.  *•  Not  once 
since,  and  he  hadn't  hardly  set  bis  eyes  upon  her 
before  that  for  months  and  months,  and  I  don't 
think  he*d  have  known  her  for  his  own  child  if 
he  had  met  her  in  the  streets,  or  would  know  her 
for  his  own  child  if  he  was  to  meet  her  in  the 
streets  to-morrow,  Mrs.  Richards,  as  to  me,"  said 
Spitfire,  with  a  giggle,  "  I  doubt  if  he  *8  aweer 
oi  mv  existence.'* 

**  Pretty  dear  !**  said  Richards ;  meaning,  not 
Miss  Nipper,  but  the  little  Florence. 

**  Oh  !  there*s  a  Tartar  within  a  hundred  miles 
of  where  we  *re  now  in  conversation,  I  can  tell 
you,  Mrs.  Richards,  present  company  always  e& 
cepted  too,**  said  Susan  Nipper )  **  wish  you  good 
morning,  Mrs.  Richards,  now  Miss  Jrloy,  yoa  * 
come  along  with  me,  and  don*t  go  hanging  back 
like  a  naughty  wicked  child  tlut  judgmenti  is 
no  example  to,  don*t  !** 

In  spite  of  being  thus  adjured,  and  in  spits 
also  of  some  hauling  on  the  part  of  Susan  Nipper, 
tending  towards  the  dislocation  of  her  right 
shoulder,  little  Florence  broke  away,  and  kissed 
her  new  friend,  affectionately. 

"  Good  bye  !**  said  the  child.  *•  God  bless  you! 
I  shall  come  to  se^  you  a^ain  soon,  and  you  *11 
come  to  see  me  7  Susan  will  let  us.  Won*t  you, 
Susan?" 

Spitfire  seemed  to  be  in  the  main  a  good- 
natured  little  body,  although  a  disciple  of  that 
school  of  trainers  of  the  young  idea  which  holds 
that  childhood,  like  money,  must  be  shaken  and 
rattled  and  jostled  about  a  good  doal  to  keep  it 
bright  For,  being  thus  appealed  to  with  some 
endearing  gestures  and  caresses,  she  folded  her 
small  arms  and  shook  her  head,  and  conveyed  a 
relenting  expression  into  her  very-widfriopea 
black  eyes. 

**  It  ain*t  right  of  you  to  ask  it.  Miss  Floy,  for 
you  know  I  can*t  refose  you,  but  Mrs.  Richards 
and  me  will  see  what  can  be  done,  if  Mra^  Rich- 
ards likes,  I  may  wish,  you  aee,  to  take  a  voyage 
to  Chaney,.Mrs.  Richards,  but  I  mayn't  know 
how  to  leave  the  London  Docks.'* 

Richards  oosented  to  the  proposition. 

'^This  house  ain't  so  exaclly  ringing  with 
merry-making,"  said  Miss  Nipper,  ^that  on* 
need  be  lonelier  than  one  most  bew  Your  Tozei 
and  veur  Chickses  may  draw  out  my  two  front 
double  teeth,  Mrs.  Richards,  but  that's  no  fcaeoa 
why  I  need  offer  'em  the  whole  set" 

This  proposition  was  also  aseented  to  by 
Richards,  as  an  obvious  one. 

**So  I'm  agreeable,  I'm  sure,"  said  Soaan 
Nipper,  to  live  friendly,  Mrs.  Richards,  while 
Master  Paul  continues  a  permanency,  if  the 
means  can  be  planned  out  without  going  opflply 
against  orders,  but  goodness  gracious  me,  9bs 
Floy,  you  haven't  got  your  things  off  yet,  yoa 
naughty  child,  you  haven't,  come  ak>ng  !** 

With  these  words,  3iista  Nipper,  in  a  tranoport 
of  coercion,  made  a  charge  at  her  young  ward^ 
and  swept  her  out  of  the  room. 

The  child,  in  her  ffrief  and  nerlact,  wa«  ■• 
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I  of  ao  much  tActioa  tW  no  oao  0eemed 
to  care  to  have,  and  so  much  sorrowiiil  inteiiig^nce 
that  no  one  Beemed  to  mind  or  think  about  the 
wounding  of;  that  PoUy'a  heart  was  sore  when  she 
waa  left  alone  again.  In  the  simple  panaage  that 
had  taken  plaoe  between  heraelf  and^the  mother- 
leas  little  girl,  her  own  motherly  heart  had  been 
touched  no  less  than  the  child*B ;  and  she  felt,  as  the 
child  did,  that  there  waa  aomethingofoonfideoce 
and  intci«at  between  them  from  that  momont 

Notwithstanding  Mr.  Toodle*s  great  reliance  on 
Polly^ahe  waa  perhaps  in  point  of  i^tificial  accomp* 
liahments  rery  little  hia  superior.  But  ehe  waa 
a  good  plain  aamplo  of  a  nature  that  ia  ever,  in 
the  maaa,  better,  truer,  higiher,  nobler,  quicker  to 
feel,  and  much  more  constant  to  retain,. all  tender* 
neas  and  pity,  aelAdenial  and  devotion,  than  the 
nature  of  men.  And  perhaps^  unlearned  as  she 
waa,  she  could  have  brought  a  dawning  know- 
led^  home  to  Mr,  Pom^y  at  thai  early  day, 
which  would  not  have  then  struck  him  in  the  end 
like  lightning. 

But  this  ia  from  the  purpose.  Polly  only  thought, 
at  that  time,  of  improving  on  her  aucoesaful  pro. 
pitsation  of  Miaa  Nipper,  and  devising  some  means 
of  iiaving  little  Flovenoe  beside  her,  lawfully,  and 
without  rebellion.  An  opening  happened  to  pre. 
•ent  itaelf  that  very  night. 

She  had  been  rung  down  into  the  glass  room 
aa  uaual,  and  had  walked  about  and  about  it  a 
loo|^  time,  with  the  baby  in  her  arms,  when,  to 
her  great  surprise  and  dismay,  Mr.  Dombey  came 
out,  suddepily,  and  stopped  beiure  her. 

*  Good  evening,  Richards." 

Just  the  same  austere,  stiff  gentleman,  ss  he  had 
appeared  to  her  en  that  first  day.  Such  a  hard- 
looking  gentleman,  that  she  involuntarily  drop- 
ped her  eyes  and  her  curtsey  at  the  same  time. 

•*  How  is  Master  Paul,  Richards  7" 

■*  Quite  thriving.  Sit,  and  welL" 

**  He  looks  80,"  said  Mr.  I>ombey,  glancing 
with  great  uiterest  at  the  tiny  face  she  uncovered 
Ibr  hia  obacrvalion,  and  ^et  affecting  to  be  half 
cardeaa  of  it.  **  They  give  you  evc^^ing  you 
want,  I  hope?** 

••  Oh  yes,  thank  yon,  Sir." 

She  auddcnly  ap^iended  such  an  obvious  hesi. 
tation  to  this  reply,  however,  that  Mr.  Dombey, 
who  had  turned  away,  stopped,  and  turned  round 
•gain,  inquiringly. 

**  I  believe  nothing  is  so  good  for  making  chil. 
dren  lively  and  cheerful,  Sir,  as  seeing,  other 
children  playing  about  'em,"  observed  Polly, 
taJting  courage. 

*'  I  think  I  mentioned  to  you,  Richards,  when 
you  came  here,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  vrith  a  firown, 
**  that  I  wished  you  to  see  as  little  of  your  family 
as  possible.  You  can  continue  your  walk  if  you 
pieaac." 

With  that,  he  disappeared  into  his  inner  room ; 
and  Polly  had  the  satiafketion  of  feeling  that  he 
had  thoroufi-hly  misunderstood  her  object,  and 
that  she  had  fiiJlcn  into  disgrace  without  the  least 
advancement  of  her  purpose. 

Next  night,  alie  ibund  him  walking  about  the 
oonaervatory  when  ahe  came  down.  As  she  stop^ 
ped  at  the  door,  dwekcd  by  this  unusual  sight, 
and  uncertain  whether  to  advance  or  retreat,  he 
called  her  in. 

«*  If  yen  really  tliink  that  sort  of  society  Is 
p>od  fiv  the  child,"  he  said  sharply,  aa  if  there 


**  Nothing  oMiId  bd  better  than  Miaa  Florenoe 
Sir,"  said  Polly,  eagerly,  '*  but  I  understood  from 
her  little  maid  that  they  were  not  to—" 

Mr.  Dombey  rang  the  bell,  and  walked  till  il 
was  answered. 

"^Tell  them  always  to  let  Miss  Fk>rence  U 
with  Richards  whom  she  ehooaea,  and  go  out  witl 
her,  ^d  so  forth.  Tell  Uiem  to  let  the  ehildrei 
be  together,  when  Ricliards  wishes  it." 

The  iron  waa  now  hot,  and  Richards  striking 
on  it  boldly — it  was  a  good  cause,  and  she  wai 
bold  in  it,  though  instinctively  afraid  of  Mr 
Dombcy-^reque^ed  that  Miss  Florence  mighi 
be  sent  down  then  apd  there*  to  make  friendi 
with  her  little  brother. 

She  feigned  to  be  dandling  the  child  as  the  ser 
vant  retired  on  tliis  errand,  but  she  thought  sh< 
saw  that  Ml.  Dombey's  colour  changed ;  Uiat  the 
expression  of  his .  face  quite  altered ;  that  h( 
turned,  hurriedly,  as  if  to  gainsay  what  he  hac 
said,  or  she  had  said,  or  bOh,  and  was  only  de 
terred  by  very  shame. 

And  she  waa  right.  The  laat  time  he  had  seei 
his  slighted  child,  there  had  been  that  in  the  sac 
embrace  between  her  and  her  dying  mother 
whioh  was  at  once  a  revelation  and  a  reproacl 
to  him.  Let  him  be  absorbed  aa  he  would  in  th< 
Son  on  whom  he  built  auch  high  hopea,  he  coulc 
not  forget  that  cloq^g  scene.  He  could  not  for 
get  that  he  had  had  no  part  in  it.  That,  at  thi 
bottom  of  its  okaar  deptha  of  tendemeaa  anc 
truth,  lay  thoae  two  figures  clasped  in  each  other*i 
arms,  while  he  stood  on  te  bank  above  them 
looking  down  a  mere  spectator— not  a  aharei 
with  them-— quite  shut  out 

Unable  to  exclude  these  thinn  firom  his  remem' 
brance,  or  to  keep  his  mind  n>ee  firom  such  im. 
petfect  shapes  of  the  meaning  with  which  the} 
were  fraught,  ak  were  able  to  make  themsdvei 
viaible  to  aim  through  the  miat  of  his  pride,  hii 
previous  feeling  of  indifference  towarda  littli 
Florcnoe  changed  into  an  uneasiness  of  an  ex 
traordinary  kind.  He  almost  feltaa  if  she  watchei 
and  distrusted  him.  As  if  ahe  held  the  clue  U 
aomething  aeeret  in  hia  breaat,  of 'the  nature  of 
which  he  waa  hardly  informed  himself  As  if 
she  had  an  innate  knowledge  of  one  jarring  an<i 
discordant  string  within  him,  and  her  very  breatli 
could  sound  it. 

His  feeling  about  the  child  had  been  negative 
fi>ora  her  buth.  He  had  never  conceived  an 
aversion  to  her ;  it  had  not  been  worth  his  while 
or  in  hia  humour.  She  had  never  been  a  poei. 
tively  disagreeable  object  to  him.  But  now  he 
waa  ill  at  eaae  about  her.'  She  troubled  hit 
peace.  He  would  have  preferred  to  put  her  idee 
aside  altogether,  if  he  had  known*how.  Perhapf 
-«who  shall  decide  on  such '  mysteries !— he  wai 
afraid  that  he  might  come  to  hate  her. 

When  little  Florence  timidly  presented  herself 
Mr^  Dombey  Stopped  in  his  pacing  up  and  dovm 
and  looked  towards  her.  Had  he  looked  vritli 
greater  interest  and  with  a  fkther*s  eye,  he  might 
nave  read  in  her  keen  glance  the  impulses  an^ 
fears  that  made  her  waver ;  the  passionate  desire 
to  ran  clinging  to  him,  crying,  aa  ahe  hid  hei 
fkce  in  hia  embrace,  **Oh  father,  try  to  love  me ! 
there's  no  one  elae  I"  the  dread  of  a  repnlae ;  the 
fear  of  beuig  too  bold,  and  of  offending  him ;  th« 
pitiable  need  in  which  ahe  stood  of  some  assur> 
ance  and  encouragement;  and  how  her  over 
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Bat  he  saw  nothing^  of  thia.  He  saw  her  pause 
irresolutely  at  the  door  and  look  towards  him ; 
and  he  saw  no  more. 

**  Gome  in,**  he  said,  **  come  in :  what  la  the 
child  afraid  of  7" 

She  eame  in ;  and,  after  glancing  round  her  for 
a  moment  with  an  uneertam  air,  stood  pressing 
her  small  hands  hard  together,  dose  within  the 
door. 

**  Come  here,  Florence,*'  said  her  firther,  coldly. 
**  Do  you  know  who  I  am  ?" 

**Yes,Papa,*' 

**  Have  you  nothing  to  say  lo  me  7'* 

The  tears  that  stood  in  her  eyes  as  she  raised 
them  quickly  to  his  face,  were  froien  by  the  ex- 
pression it  wore.  She  looked  down  again,  and 
put  out  her  trembling  hand. 

Mr.  Dombey  took  it  loosely  in  his  own,  and 
stood  lookinr  down  upon  her  for  a  moment  as  if 
he  knew  as  Uttle  as  the  child,  what  to  say  olr  do. 

**  There !  fie  &  good  girl,**  he  said,  patting  her 
on  the  head,  and  regarding  her  as  it  were  by 
stealth,  with  a  disturbed  and  doubtful  look.  **6o 
to  Richards !    CTo !" 

His  little  daughter  hesitated  for  another  instant 
as  though  she  would  have  clung  about  him  still, 
or  had  some  lingering  hope  that  he  might  raise 
her  in  his  arms  and  kiss  her.  She  looked  up  in 
his  face  once  mora.  He  thought  how  like  her 
expression  was  then  to  what  it  had  been  when 
she  looked  round  at  the  Doctor-^that  night-— and 
instinctively  dropped  her  hand  and  turned  away. 

It  was  not  difficult  to  perceive  that  Florence 
was  at  a  great  disadvantage  in  her  father's  pre- 
sence. It  was  not  only  a  constraint  upon  the 
child's  mind,  "but  even  upon  the  natural  grace 
and  freedom  of  her  actions.  Still,  Polly  perse- 
Tcred  with  all  the  better  heart  for  seeing  this ; 
and,  judging  of  Mr.  Dombey '  by  herself,  had 
great  confidence  in  the  mute  appeal  of  poor  little 
Fiorenoe*s  mourning  dress.  ■*  It  *s  bard  indeed,** 
thought  Polly,  **  if  he  takes  only  to  one  little  mo. 
therless  child,  when  he  has  another,  and  that  a 
girl,  before  his  eyes.** 

So,  Polly  kppt  her  before  his  eyes,  as  long  as 
■ha  could,  and  managed  so  well  with  little  Paul, 


as  to  make  it  Yery  plain  that  he  was  all  the  ViH- 
lier  for  his  sister's  company.  When  it  was  time 
to  withdraw  up  stairs  again,  she  would  have  lent 
Florence  into  the  inner  room  to  say  good-night 
to  her  father ;  bat  the  child  Was  timid  and  drew 
back;  and,  when  she  urged  her  again,  said, 
spreading  her  hands  hefbre  her  eyes,  as  if  to  shat 
out  her  own  unworthiness,  **Oh,  no,  no!  He 
don't  want  me.    He  don*t  want  me !" 

The  little  altercation  between  them  had  at- 
tracted the  notice  of  Mr.  Dombey,  who  inquired 
from  the  table  where  he  was  sitting  at  his  wine, 
what  the  matter  was. 

**Mi8s  Florence  was  afraid  of  inlerniptinf, 
Sir,  if  she  eame  in  to  say  good-night,**  said 
Richards. 

"^It  doesn't  matter,**  returned  Mr.  Dombe^. 
**  You  can  let  her  come  and  go  without  regard- 
ing me." 

The  child  shrunk  as  she  Hstetaed^-and  wis 
gone,  before  her  humble  fhaud  looked  round 
again. 

However,  Polly  triumphed  not  a  little  In  tbs 
success  of  her  well-lntentiohed  scheme,  and  la 
the  address  with  which  she  had  brought  it  to 
bear :  whereof  she  made  a  fhll  disclosure  to  Spit* 
fire  when  she  was  once  more  safely  entrenched 
up  stairs.  Miss  Nipper  received  that  proof  of 
her  confidence,  as  well  as  the  prospect  of  their 
free  association  for  the  future,  rather  coldly,  and 
was  anything  but  enthusiastic  in  her  demonstra- 
tions of  joy. 

**I  thought  y4U  would  have  been  pleased,* 
said  Polly. 

^  Oh  yes  Mrs.  Richards,  I  *m  yery  well  pleased, 
thank  you,**  returned  Susan,  who  had  suddenly 
become  so  very  upright  that  she  seemed  to  have 
put  an  additional  bone  in  her  stays. 

**  You  don't  show  it,**  said  Polly. 

"  Oh !  Being  only  a  permanency  I  conldn*t 
be  expected  to  show  it  like  a  temporary,**  said 
Susan  Nipper.  **  Temporaries  carries  it  all  be^ 
fore  *em  here,  I  find ;  but  though  there  *s  a  es- 
ceilent  party.wall  between  Uiis  house  and  the 
next,  I  mayn't  exactly  like  to  go  to  it,  Mrs.  Rich- 
ards, notwithstanding  I** 


CHAPTKR  IV. 


IN  WHICH  SOME  MORS  FIRST  APPEARANCES  ARE  MADE  ON  THE  STAGE 
OF  THESE  ADVENTURES. 


Tnoooa  the  offices  of  Dombey  and  Son  were 
within  tlie  liberties  of  the  city  of  London,  and 
within  hearing  of  Bow  Bells,  when  their  clash- 
ing voices  were  not  .drowned  by  the  uproar  in  the 
streets,  yet  were  th^te  hints  of  adventurous  and 
romantic  story  to  be  observed  in  some  of  the 
adjacent  objects.  Gog  and  Magog  held  their 
state  within  tea  minutes'  walk ;  the  Royal  Ex^ 
flhange  was  close  at  hattd ;  tiie  Bank  of  England 
with  its  vaulu  of  gold  and  silver  **  down  amo6g 
the  dead  men"  underground,  was  their  magnifi- 
cent  neighbour.  Just  round  the  comer  stood  the 
rich  East  India  House,  teeming  with  suggestions 
of  precious  stuffs  and  stones,  tigers,  elephants, 
howdahs,  hookahs,  umbrellas,  palm  trees,  palan* 
quins,  and  gorgeous  prinoes  of  a  brown  ooiOplex* 
ion  sitting  on  carpets  With  their  slippers  very 
much  turned  up  at  the  toes.  Anywhere  in  tiie 
immediate  vicinity  there  might  be  seen  piotures 
•f  ships  speeding  away  full  sail  to  all  parte  of  the 


hour ;  and  little  timber  midshipmen  in  obsolete 
naval  uniforms,  eternally  employed  outside  lh« 
shopdoors  of  nautical  iostrumenUmakers  in  tak* 
ing  observations  of  the  hackney  coaches. 

Sole  master  and  proprietor  of  one  of  these  effi- 
gies— of  that  which  might  be  called,  familiarly, 
the  woodenest-^f  that  which  thrust  itself  out 
above  the  pavement,  right  leg  foremost,  with  a 
suavity  the  least  endurable,  and  had  the  shoe 
buckles  and  flapped  waistcoat  the  least  reoon« 
cileable  to  human  reason,  and  bore  at  its  right 
eye,  the  most  ofiensiveiy  disproportionate  piece 
of  machinery — sole  master  and  proprietor  of  that 
oftdshipman,  and  proud  of  him  too,  an  elderly 
gentleman  in  a  Welsh  wig  had  paid  house-rent, 
taxes,  rates,  and  dues,  for  more  years  than  many 
a  fulUgjrown  midshipman  of  flesh  and  Mood  hae 
numbered  in  his  life;  and  midshipmen  who  havo 
attained  a  pretty  green  old  age  have  not  been 
wanting  in  the  English  navy. 
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tmnprnBocSi  elitrts,  mape,  sextant^  qaadrants,  and 
•pecimeuB  of  every  kind  of  instrument  nsed  in 
the  workiDg  of  a  ship^s  courie,  or  the  keeping  of 
a  sbip^s  reckoning,  or  the  prosecuting  of  a  ship^s 
discoveries.  Objects  in  brass  and  glass  were  in 
bis  drawers  and  on  Jiis  shelves,  which  none  but  the 
initiated  could  have  found  the  top  of^  or  guessed 
the  use  o^  or  having  once  examined,  could  have 
ever  got  back  again  into  their  mahogany  nests 
without  assistanpe.  Everything  was  jammed  into 
the  tijfhtest  cases,  6tted  mto  the  narrowest  cor- 
ners, ^nced  up  behind  the  most  impertinent  cush- 
ions,  and  screwed  into  the  acutest  angles,  to  pre- 
vent its  philosophical  composure  from  being  dis- 
tarbed  by  the  rolling  of  the  sea>  Such  eztrdor- 
dtnary  precautions  were  taken  in  every  instance 
fp  save  room,  and  keep  the  thing  compact ;  and 
■Qmucb  practical  navigation  was  fitted,  and  cush- 
ioned, and  screwed,  into  every  box  (whether  the 
box  was  a  mere  slab,  as  some  were,  or  something 
between  a  cocked  bat  and  a  star-fish,  as  others 
wrere,  and  tkoee  quite  mild  and  modest  boxes  as 
compared  with  others) ;  that  the  shop  itself,  p>ar- 
taking  of  the  general  infection,  seemed  almost 
to  become  a  snug,  sea-going,  ship-shape  concern, 
wanting  only  gw)d  sea-room,  in  the  event  of  an 
onezpected  launch,  to  work  its  way  securely  to 
any  desert  island  in  the  world. 

Many  minor  incidents  in  the  household  liie 
of  the  Ships*  Instrument  maker,  who  was  proud 
of  his  little  midshipmailf  assisted  and  bore  out 
this  fiincy.  His  acquaintance  lying  c^iefiy 
amoag  sliip-chandiers  and  so  forth,  he  had  al- 
ways plenty  of  the  veritable  ships*  biscuit  on  his 
tilje.  It  wag  fionjliar  with  dried  meats  and 
tongues,  possessing  an  extraordinary  flavour  of. 
rope-yarn.  Pickles  were  produced  upon  it  in 
great  wholesale  pars,  with  **  dealer  in  all  kinds 
of  Ships*  Provisions'*  on  the  label ;  spirits  were 
set  fiulh  in  case  bottles  with,  no  throats.  Old 
prints  of  ships,  with  alphabetical  references  to 
their  various  mysteries,  hung  in  frames  upon  the 
walls ;  the  Tartar  Frigate  under  weigh  was  on 
the  plates;  outlandish  shells,  seaweeds,  and 
moMes,  decorated  the  chimney-piece ;  the  little 
irainaooted  back  parlour  was  lighted  by  a  sky- 
light, like  a  cabin. 

Here  he  lived  too,  in  skipper-like  state,  all 
alone  with  his  nephew  Walter :  a  boy  of  four. 
teen,  who  looked  quite  enough  like  a  midship. 
man,  to  csirry  0|it  the  prevailing  idea.  But  there 
it  ended,  for  Solomon  Gills  himself  (more  gene- 
rally called  old  Sol)  was  far  from  having  a  mari. 
time  appearance.  To  say  nothing  of  his  Wel^h 
wig,  which  was  as  plain  and  stubborn  a  Wclsli 
irig  9M  ever  was  worn,  and  in  which  he  looked 
like  anything  but  a  Rover,  he  was  a  slow,  quiet- 
spoken,  thoughtful  old  fellow,  with  eyes  as  red  as 
if  they  had  been  small  suns  looking  at  you 
througb  a  fog ;  and  a  newly -a  wakened,  manner, 
such  as  he  might  have  acquired  by  having  stared 
£ir  throe  or  four  days  successively  through  every 
optical  instrument  in  his  shop,  and  suddenjy 
eome  back  to  the  world  again,  to  find  it  green. 
The  only  change  ever  known  in  his  outward 
mao,  was  6om  a  complete  suit  of  cofTce-color, 
cot  very  square,  and  ornamented  with  glaring 
buttons^  to  the  same  suit  of  coffee-color  minus  the 
inexpreMibles,  which  were  then  of  a  pale  nan- 
keen.  He  wore  a  very  precise  shirt-frill,  and 
carried  a  pair  of  first-rate  spectacles  on  his  foie- 
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would  have  believed  in  a  conspiracy  against  it 
on  the  part  of  all  the  clocks  and  watches  in  the 
city,  and  even  of  the  very  Sun  itself.  ^Such  as 
he  was,  such  as  he  had  been  in  the  shop  and 
parlor  behind  the  little  midshipman,  for  years 
upon  years :  going  regularly  aloft  to  bed  every 
night  in  a  howling  garret  remote  from  the  lodg. 
ers,  where,  when  gentlemen  of  England  who 
lived  belQw  at  ease  had  little  or  no  idea  of  the 
state  of  the  weather,  it  often  blew  great  guns. 

It  is  half.past  five  o'clock,  and  an  autumn  tS 
ternoon.  When  the  reader  and  SolonMn  Gills  be- 
come  acquainted.  Solomon  Gills  ts  in  the  act 
of  seoing  what  time  it  is  by  the  unimpeachable 
ohronometec  The  usual  daily  clearance  has 
been  making  in  the  city  for  an  hour  or  more ; 
and  the  human  tide  is  still  rolling  westward. 
*  The  streets  have  thinned,'  as  Mr.  Gills  says, 
*vcry  much.'  It  threatens  to  be  wet  to-night 
All  the  weather  glasses  in  the  shop  are  in  low 
spirits,  and  the  rain  already  shines  upon  the 
cocked  hat  of  the  wooden  midshipman. 

"  Where 's  Walter,  I  wonder  ?"  said  Solomon 
Gills,  after  he  had  carefully  put  up  the  chrono- 
meter again.  "  Here's  dinner  been  ready  half 
an  hour,  and  no  Walter  1** 

Turning  rouhd  upon  his  stool  behind  the 
eounter,  Mr.  &ills  looked  out  among  the  instru- 
ments  in  the  window,  to  see  if  his  nephew  might 
be  crossing  the  road.  No.  He  was  not  among 
tlie  bobbing  umbrellas,  and  he  certainly  was  not 
the  newspaper  boy  in  the  oilskin  cap  who  was 
slowly  working  his  way  along  the  piece  of  brass 
outside,  writing  his  name  over  Mr.  Gill's  name 
with  his  forefinger. 

"  If  I  didn't  know  he  was  too  fond  of  me  to 
make  a  run  of  it,  and  go  and  enter  himself 
aboard  ship  against  my  wishes,  I  should  begin 
to  be  fidgety,"  said  Mr.  Gills,  tapping  two  or 
tliree  weather  glasses  with  his  knuckles.  **  I 
really  should.  All  in  the  Downs,  eh  ?  Lots  of 
moisture !   Well !  it 's  wanted.*' 

^  I  believe,"  said  Mr.  Gills,  blowing  the  dust 
off  the  glass  top  of  a  compass  case,  *♦  that  you 
don't  point  more  direct  and  due  to  the  back  par. 
lour  than  the  boy's  inclination  does  afler  alL  And 
tlie  parlour  couldn't  bear  straighter  either.  Due 
north.  Not  the  twentieth  part  of  a  point  either 
way." 

"  Halloa  uncle  Sol !" 

"Halloa  my  boy!*  cried  the  Instrument 
Makc^r,  turning  briskly  round.  "What!  you 
are  here,  are  you !" 

A  cheerful-lookingt  merry  boy,  fresh  with  run- 
ning home  in  the  rain ;' fair-faced,  bright-eyed, 
and  curly-haired. 

"  Well  uncle,  how  have  you  got  on  without  me 
all  day !    Is  dinner  ready  7   I  'm  so  hungry." 

**As  to  getting  on,"  said  Solomon  good-na- 
turedly, **it  would  be  odd  if  I  couldn't  get  on 
without  a  young  dog  like  you  a  great  deal  better 
than  with  you.  .  As  to  dinner  bein^  ready,  it 's 
been  ready  this  half-hour,  and  waiting  for  you. 
As  to  being  hungry,  /  am !" 

"Come  along  then,  uncle!'*  cried  the  boy« 
"  Hurrah  for  the  admiral !" 

"Ck>nfound  the  admiral!"  returned  Solomon 
Gills.    "  You  mean  the  Lord  Mayor."^ 

"  No  I  don't !"  cried  the  bojr.  "  Hurrlih  for  the 
admiral.  Hiurah  for  the  admiral !  For — ^ward  !"* 

At  this  word  of  command;  the  Welsh  wig  and 
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of  five  handred  men;  and  uncle  Sol  and  bis 
nephew  were  speedily  engaged  on  a  firied  sole, 
with  a  prospect  of  steak  to  follow. 

**The  Lord  Mayor,  Wolly,"  said  Solomon, 
"  for  ever  I  No  more  admirals.  The  Lord  May- 
or *8  your  admiral.** 

**0h,  is  he  though!*'  said  the  boy,  shaking 
his  head.  **  Why,  the  Sword  Bearer  *s  better 
than  him.    He  draws  hie  sword  sometimes.** 

^And  a  pretty  figure  he  cuts  with  it  for  his 
pains,**  returned  the  uncle.  '*  Listen  to  me  WaL 
ly,  listen  to  me.     I^ook  on  the  manteUshelf.** 

**  Why  who  has  cocked  my  silver,  mug  up 
there,  on  a  nail  1**  exclaimed  the  boy. 

.  M I  have,**  said  his ,  Uncle.  **  No  more  mugs 
now.  We  must  begin  to  drink  out  of  glasses 
to-day,  Walter.  We  are  men  of  business.  We 
belong  to  the-city.  We  started  in  life  this  morning.** 

"  Well,  Uncle,*'  said  the  boy,  •*  1*11  drink  out  of 
anything  you  like,  so  long  as  I  can  drink  to  you. 
Here  *s  to  you,  Unde  Sol,  and  Hurrah  for  the — " 

**  Lord  Mayor,'*  interrupted  the  old  man. 

"  For  the  Lord  Mayor,  Sheriffs,  Ck)mmon  Coun> 
oil,  and  Livery,*'  said  the  boy.  **  Long  life  to  *em  !** 

The  Uncle  nodded  his  head  with  great  satis. 
faction.  "  And  now,**  he  said,  **  let  *s  near  some- 
thing about  the  Firm." 

**  Oh !  there  *s  not  much  to  be  told  about  the 
Firm,  Uncle,**  said  the  boy,  plying  his  knife  and 
fork.  "  It  *8  a  precious  dark  set  of  olBces,  and  in 
the  room  where  I  sit,  there  *8  a  high  fender,  and 
an  iron  safe,  and  some  cards  about  ships  that  are 
going  to  sail,  and  an  almanack,  and  some  desks 
and  stools,  and  an  inkbottle,  and  some  books,  and 
some  boxes,  and  a  lot  of  cobwebs,  aild  in  one  of 
'em,  just  over  my  head,  a  shrivelled-up  blue-bottle 
that  looks  as  if  it  had  hung  there  ever  so  long." 
' "  Nothing  else?**  said  the  uncle. 

**  No,  noUiing  else,  except  an  old  bird-cage  (I 
wonder  how  t£it  ever  came  there !)  and  a  coal- 
scuttle.*' 

**  No  bankers*  books,  or  cheque  books,  or  bills, 
or  such  tokens  of  wealth  rolling  in  from  day  to 
day  7**  said  old  Sol,  looking  wistfully  at  his  ne- 
phew  out  of  the  fog  that  always  seemed  to  hang 
about  him,  and  laying  an  unctuous  emphasis 
upon  the^words. 

"  Oh  yes,  plenty  of  that  I  suppose,"  returned 
his  nephew  carelessly;  "but  all  that  sort  of 
thing  *8  in  Mr.  Carker*8  room,  or  Mr.  Morfin*8, 
or  Mr.  Dombey*s." 

**Has  Mr.  Dombey  been  there  to-day?"  in- 
quired the  uncle. 

"Oh  yes!    In  and  out  all  day." 
!    "  He  didn't  take  any  notice  of  yon,  I  suppose  7" 

"  Yes  he  did.  He  walked  up  to  my  seat, — I 
wish  he  wa8n*t  so  solemn  and  sti^  Uncle  —  and 
sajd  *  Oh !  you  are  the  son  of  Mr.  Gills  the  Ships* 
Instrument  Maker.*  *  Nephew  Sir,*  I  said.  *  I 
said  nephew,  boy,*  saiid  he.  But  I  could  take  my 
o|ith  he  said  Son,  uncle.** 

"  You  *re  mistaken  I  dare  say.  It  *8  no  matter.** 

**  No,  it  *s  no  matter,  but  he  needn*t  have  been 
so  sharp,  I  thought  There  was  no  harm  in  it 
tfiough  he  did  say  Son.  Then  he  told  me  that 
vou  had  spoken  to  him  about  me,  and  that  he 
had  found  me  employment  in  the  House  accord- 
ingly, an<f  that  I  was  expected  to  be  attentive 
and  punctual,  and  then  he  went  away.  I  thought 
he  didn*t  seem  to  like  me  much." 

"  You  mean,  I  suppose,"  observed  the  Inatru- 


"Well,  Uncle,'*  relumed  the  boy,  laughing. 
"  Perhaps  so ;  I  never  thought  of  that." 

Solomon  looked  a  little  graver  as  he  finished 
his  dinner,  and  glanced  from  time  to  time  at  the 
boy's  bright  face.  When  dinner  was  done,  and 
the  cloth  was  cleared  away  (the  entertainment 
had  been  brought  from  a  neighbouring  eating, 
house),  he  lighted  a  candle,  and  went  down  be- 
low into  a  little  cellar,  w^hile  his  nephew,  stand- , 
ing  on  the  mouldy  staircase,  diJli fully  held  the  ^ 
light  Afler  a  moment*8  groping  here  and  there, 
he  presently  returned  with  a  very  ancient-looking 
bottle,  covered  with  dust  and  dirt 

"Why,  Uncle  Sol!"  said  the  boy,  "what  are 
you  about!  that's  the  wonderful  Madeira  I  — 
tliere  's  only  one  more  bottle !" 

Uncle  Sol  nodded  his  head^implying  that  he 
knew  very  well  what  he  was  about ;  and  having 
drawn  the  cork  in  solemn  silence,  filled  two 
glasses  and  set  the  bottle  and  a  third  t\e^n  glass 
on  the  table. 

■ "  You  shall  drink  the  other  bottle  Wally,"  he 
said,  "when  you  have  come  to  good  fortune; 
when  you  are  a  thriving,  respected,  happy  man; 
when  the  start  in  life  you  have  made  to-day  shall 
have  brought  you,  as  I  pray  Heaven  it  may ! — to 
a  smooth  part  of  the  course  you  have  to  run,  my 
child.    My  love  to  you  I*' 

Some  of  the  fog  that  hung  about  old  Sol  seemed 
to  have  got  into  his  throat ;  for  he  spoke  huskily. 
His  hand  shook  too,  as  he  clinked  his  glass 
against  his  nephew's.  But  having  once  got  the 
wine  to  his  lips,  he  tossed  it  off  like  a  man,  and 
smacked  them  afterwards. 

"  Dear  Uncle,*'  said  tlie  boy,  affecting  tb  make 
light  of  it,  while  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes,  **  for 
the  honour  you  have  done  me,  et  cetera,  et  cetera. 
I  shall  now  beg  to  propose  Mr.  Solomon  Gills 
with  three  times  three  and  one  cheer  more. 
Hurrah !  and  you  'U  return  thanks,  uncle,  when 
we  drink  the  last  bottle  together ;  won't  you  ?" 

They  clinked  their  glasses  again  ;  and  Walter, 
who  was  hoarding  his  wine,  took  a  sip  of  it,  and 
held  the  glass  up  to  his  eye  with  as  critical  an 
air  as  he  could  possibly  assume. 

His  Uncle  sat  looking  at  him  for  some  dme  In 
silence.  When  their  eyes  at  last  met,  he  be|^an 
at  once  to  pursue  the  theme  that  had  occupied 
his  thouj^hts,  aloud,  as  if  he  had  been  speaking 
all  the  time. 

"You  see  Walter,"  he  said,  "in  truth  this 
business  is  merely  a  habit  with  me.  I  am  so 
accustomed  to  the  habit  that  I  could  hardly  li^e 
if  I  relinquished  it :  but  there  's  nothing  doing, 
nothing  doing.  When  that  uniform  was  worn, 
pointing  out  towards  the  little  midshipman,  **  then 
indeed,  fortunes  were  to  be  made,  and  were 
made.  But  competition,  competition  —  new^  in- 
vention,  new  invention  —  alteration,  altkration-— • 
the  world 's  gone  past  me.  I  hardly  know  where  I 
am  myself;  much  less  where  my  customers  are.** 

"  Never  mind  'em  Uncle  I" 

**  Since  you  came  home  f^om  weekly  boardin|^. 
school  at  Peckham,  for  instance — and  that  *8  ten 
days,"  said  Solomon,  "  I  don't  remember  more 
than  one  person  that  has  come  into  the  shop.^ 

"  Two  Uncle,  don't  you  recollect  %  There  waa 
the  man  who  came  to  ask  for  change  for  a  Bo^e- 
reign " 

"That 's  the  one,"  said  Solomon. 

"  Why  Uncle !  dont  you  call  the  woman  atiw. 
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** Oh!  it's  tniei**  paid  Solomon,  **  I  forgot  her. 
Tiro  pemttii." 

"  To  be  rare«  they  didn*t  bay  anything,**  cried 
tkeboy. 

*No.    They  didn't  bay  anything,**  said  Solo, 
mon,  quietly. 
••  Nor  want  anything,'*  cried  the  boy. 
*'Na    If  they  had,  ther  *d  hate  gone  to  ano- 
ther shop,**  said  Solomon,  in  the  same  tone. 

*  But  there  were  two  of  'em  Uncle,"  cried  the 
boT,  IS  if  that  were  a  great  triumph.  **  Ton  said 
only  one," 

"Wen,  WaHy,"  resumed  the  old  man,  after  a 
liiort  pause :  **  not  being  lilce  the  Savages  who 
came  on  Robinson  Gmsoe's  Island,  we  can't  lire 
OB  a  man  who  asks  finr  change  for  a  sovereisrn, 
uid  a  woman  who  inquires  the  way  to  Mile-End 
Turnpike.  As  I  said  just  now,  the  world  has 
lioie  past  me.  I  dont  blame  it ;  but  I  no  longer 
ondentand  it  Tradesmen  are  not  the  same  as 
they  used  to  be,  apprentices  are  not  the  same, 
hsnness  is  not  the  same,  business  commodities 
tn  not  the  same.  Seven^ighths  of  my  stock  is 
oU.&ahioned.  I  am  an  old-fashioned'man  in  an 
oM.&«hioned  shop,  in  a  street  that  is  not  the 
■me  as  I  remember  it  I  have  fallen  behind  the 
time,  and  am  too  old  to  catch  it  again.  Even  thje 
noiie  it  makes  a  long  way  ahead,  confiises  me." 
Walter  was  going  to  speak,  but  his  Uncle  held 
sp  his  band. 

"Therefore  Wally  -7  therefore  it  is  that  I  am 
mioas  you  should  be  early  in  the  busy  world, 
ui  QQ  the  worlcfs  t^ack.  I  am  only  the  ghost 
iftittbasines^— its  substance  vanished  long  ago ; 
Q'vhen  I  die,  its  ghost  will  be  laid.  As  it  is 
deiriy  no  inheritance  for  you  then,  I  bare  thought 
it  Wit  to  use  lor  your  advantage,  almost  the  only 
^nfment  of  the  old  connexion  that  stands  by  me, 
thnQ|h  long  habit  Some  people  suppose  me  to 
W  wealthy.  I  wish  for  your  sake,  they  were 
light  But  whatever  f  leave  behind  me,  or  what. 
<^  I  can  give  yoq.  you  in  such  a  house  as 
I^xAey's  are  in  the  road  to  use  well  and  make 
the  most  of.  Be  diligent,  try  to  like  it  my  dear  boy, 
*vk  for  a  steady  independence,  and  be  happy  !** 
'^111  do  everything  I  can,  Uncle,  to  deserve 
70V  afbetion.  IndMd  I  will,"  said  the  boy, 
evnesdy. 

.  ■!  know  it,"  said  Solomon.  ••  I  am  sure  of 
K  and  he  applied  himself  to  a  second  glass  of 
^«W  Madeira,  with  increased  relish.  **  As  to 
4«8ea,"  he  pursued,  •♦that's  well  enough  in  fie 
^  WaUy,  but  it  wont  do  in  fact :  it  won't  do 
^  »1L  It  *s  natural  enough  that  you  should  think 
H^  it,  associating  it  with  all  these  familiar 
«»8»;  but  it  won't  do,  it  won't  do." 

SolomoD  Gills  rubbed  his  hands  with  an  air  of 
H^Hby  enjoyment,  as  he  tallied  of  the  sea, 
^^''^l  and  looked  on  the  seafaring  objects 
•^  him  with  inexpressible  complacency. 

'■niiiik  of  this  wine  for  instance,"  said  old 
^•*  which  has  been  to  the  East  Indies  and 
1**^  I'm  not  able  to  say  how  often,  and  has 
^  oiiee  round  the  worid.  Think  of  the  pitch. 
«rk  nights,  the  roaring  winds,  and  rolling  seas :" 
"The  thunder;  lightning,  rain,  hail,  storm  of 
»a  kinds,"  siW  the  W. 

■To  be  sure,"  said  Solomon,— •*  that  this  wroe 

■•p^aed  through.  Think  what  a  straining  and 

I  '?v'J5"^ *■"**'•  »n^  masts :  what  a  whistling 

I  |?^*>*KBg  of  the  gale  through  ropes  and  rig- 


to  furl  the  icy  sails,  while  the  ship  rolls  and. 
pitches,  like  mad !"  cried  his  nephew. 

"Eiaclly  so,"  said  Solomon:  "hfts  gone  on, 
over  the  old  cask  that  held  this  wine.  Why, 
when  the  Charming  Sally  went  down  in  the — " 

**  In  the  Baltic  Sea,  in  the  dead  of  night;  five- 
and-twenty  minutes  past  twelve  when  the  cap. 
tain's  watch  stopped  in  his  pocket ;  he  lying  dead 
against  the  main-mast  —  on  the  fourteenth  of 
February,  seventeen  forty-nine!"  cried  Walter, 
with  great  animation. 

••  Ay,  to  be  sure !"  cried  old  Sol,  •*  quite  right ! 
'Hien,  there  were  five  hundred  casks  of  such  wine 
aboard ;  and  all  hands  (except  the  first  mate,  first 
lieutenant,  two  seamen,  and  a  lady,  in  a  leaky 
boat)  going  to  work  to  stave  the  casks,  got  drunk 
and  died  drunk  ;  singing  *  Rule  Britannia,'  when 
she  settled  and  went  down,  and  ending  with  one 
awful  scream  in  chorus." 

**But  when  the  George  the  Second  drove 
ashore,  Uncle,  on  the  coast  of  Corn  wall,,  in  a  dis. 
mal  gale,  two  hours  before  daybreak,  on  the 
fourth  of  March,  'seventy -one,  she  had  near  two  , 
hundred  horses  aboard ;  and  the  horses  breaking 
loose  down  below,  early  in  the  gale,  and  tearing 
to  and  fro,  and  trampling  each  other  to  death,  . 
made  such  noises,  and  set  up  such  human  cries, 
that  the  crew  believing  the  ship  to  be  full  of 
devils,  some  of  the  best  men,  losing  heart  and 
head,  went  overboard  in  despair,  and  only  two 
were  lefl  alive,  at  last,  to  tell  the  tale." 

**And  when,"  said  old  Sol,  "when  thq  Poly- 
phemus^— ** 

*"  Private  West  India  Trader,  burden  thres 
hundred  and  fifty  tons,  Captain,  John  Brown  of 
Deptford.  Owners,  Wiggs  and  Co.,"  cried  Walter. 

**The  same,"  said  Sol;  "when  she  took  fire, 
four  days'  sail  with  a  fair  wind  out  of  Jamaica 
Harbour,  in  the  night, — " 

"There  were  two  brothers  on  board,"  inter- 
posed his  nephew,  speaking  very  fast  and  loud,  . 
"  and  there  not  being  room  for  both  of  them  in 
the  only  boat  that  wasn't  swamped,  neither  of 
them  would  consent  to  go,  until  the  elder  took  the 
younger  by  the  waist,  and  flung  him  in.  And 
then  the  younger,  rising  in  the  boat,  cried  out, 
*  Dear  Edward,  think  of  your  promised  wife  at  , 
home.  I  'm  only  a  boy.  No  one  waits  at  home 
for  me.  Leap  down  into  my  place  !'  and  flung 
himself  into  tne  sea !" 

The  kindling  eye  and  heightened  colour  of  the  , 
boy,  who  had  risen  from  his  seat  in  the  earnest- 
ness of  what  he  said  and  felt,  seemed  to  remind 
old  Sol  of  something  he  had  forgotten,  or  that  bis 
encircling  mist  had  hitherto  shut  out  Instead 
of  proceeding  with  any  moro  anecdotes,  as  he  had 
evidently  intended  but  a  moment  before,  he  gave 
a  short  dry  cough,  and  said,  "  Well  I  suppose  we 
change  the  subject." 

The  truth  wote,  that  the  simple-minded  uncle 
in  his  secret  attraction  towards  the  marvellous 
and  adventurous^of  which  he  was,  in  some  sort, 
a  distant  relation,  by  his  trade — had  greatly  en- 
ooursged  the  same  attraction  in  the  nephew,  and 
that  everything  that  had  ever  been  put  before  \h^ 
boy  to  deter  him  from  a  life  of  adventure,  had  had 
the  usual  unaccountable  effect  of  sharpening  his 
taste  fbir  it  This  is  invariable.  It  would  seem 
as  if  there  never  was  a  book  written,  or  a  story 
"told,  expressly  with  the  object  of  keeping  boys  on 
shore,  which  did  not  lure  and  charm  thp.m  t«  •»»« 


34 


DjO^BEY  and  SK)Nf 


vri^e  suit  of  blue,  with  a  hook  inste&d  of  a.  hand 
attached  to  his  right  wrist;  very  bushy  black 
eyebrows;  and. a  thick  stick  in  his  left  hand, 
covered  all  bm  (like  his  nose)  with  knobs.  He 
wore  a  Ifxise  black  silk  handkerchief  round  his 
neck,  aod  such  a  very  largre  coarse  shirt  collar, 
that  it  looked  like  a  small  sail.  He  was  evidently 
the  person  for  whom  the  spare  wine-glass  was  in- 
tended, and  evidently  knew  it ;  for  having  taken 
off*  his  rough  outer  coat,  and  hung  up,  on  a  par- 
ticular  peg  behind  the  door,  such  a  hard  glazed 
hat  as  a  sympathetic  .person's  head  might  ache  at 
the  sight  of,  and  which  Icfl  a  red  rim  round^  his 
own  forehead  as  if  he  h^d  been  wearing  a  tight 
basin,  he  broucrhta  chair  to  where  the  clean  glass 
was,  and  sat  himself  down  behind  it.  He  was 
usually  addressed  as  Captain,  this  visitor ;  and 
had  been  a  pilot,  or  a  skipper,  or  a  privateers, 
man,  or  ail  three  perhaps ;  and  waa  a  very  salt- 
looking  man  indeed., 

"His  face,  remarkable  for  a  brown  solidity, 
brightened  as  he  shook  hands  with  uncle  and 
nephew ;  but  he  seemed  to  be  of  a  ladttnic  dispd- 
Bition,  and  merely  said :  , 

••  How  goes  it  7" 

«« All  well,**  said  Mr.  Gills,  puahinj^  the  bottle 
towards  him. 

He  took  it  up,  and  having  surveyed  and  amelt 
it„  said  with  extraordinary  expresvion  : 

"7%er 

'*  TA«,**  returned  the  Instrument  Maker. 

Upon  that  he  whistled  as  he  filled  his  glass,  and 
seemed  to  think  they  were  making  holiday  in- 
deed. 

'**  Wal*r  !**  he  M.id,  arranging  his  hair  (which 
was  thin)  with  bis  hook,  and  then  pointing  it  at 
the  Instrument  Maker,  "  Look  at  him !  Lovq  ! 
Honour !  And  Obey !  Overhaul  your  catechism 
till  you  find  that  passage,  and  when  found  turn 
the  leaf  down.    Success,  my  boy  !" 

He  was  so  perfectly  satisfied  both  with  his  quo- 
tation  and  his  reference  to  it,  that  he  could  not 
help  repeating  the  words  again,  in,  a  low  voice, 
and  saying  he  had  forgotten  *em  these  forty  year. 

**  But  I  never  wanteid  two  or  three  words  in  my 
life  that  I  didn*t  know  where  to  lay  my  hand 
upon  *em,  Gills,**  he  observed.  "  It  comes  of  not 
wasting  language  as  some  do.** 

The  reflection,  perhaps,  reminded  him  that  he 
had  better,  like  young  Norval*8  father,  ^  inorease 
his  store.'*  .  At  any  rate  he  became  silent,  and 
remained  so,  until  old  Sol  went  out  into  the  shop 
to  light  it  up,  when  he  turned  to  Walter,  and 
■aid,  without  any  introductory  remark  : 

'*  I  suppose  he  could  make  a  clock  if  he  tried  7** 

•*  I  shouldn*t  wonder,  Captain  Cuttle,**  returned 
the  boy. 

"And  it  would  go!**  said  Captain  Cuttle, 
making  a  species  of  terpent  in  the  air  with  his 
hook.    **,Lord,  how  that  dock  would  go  !**. 

For  a  moment  or  two  he  seemed  quite  lost  in 
contemplating  the  pace  of  this  ideal  timepiece, 
and  sat  looking  at  the  boy  as  if  his  face  were  the 
dial. 

**  But  he 's  chockfull  of  science,^*  he  observed, 
waving  bis  hook  towards  the  stock-in-trade. 
"  Look  'ye  here !  Here 's  a  collection  of  *em. 
Earth,  air,  or  wirter.  It's  all  one.  Only  say 
where  you  *U  have  it.  Up  in  a  balloon  7  There 
jou  are.  Down  in  a  bell  7  There  you  are.  D*ye 
want  to  put  the  Nortli  Star  in  a  pair  of  scales  and 
wciarh  it  7    He  *11  do  it  for  you.** 


ments  was  profound,'  vid  that  his  pbiksopby 
knew  little  or  no  distinction  between  trading  ia. 
it  and  inventing  it 

**  Ah  !**  he  said,  with  a  sigh,  ^  it^s  a  fine  thing  < 
to  understand  *eni.  And.  yet  it  'a  a  fine- thing  not 
to  understand  *em.  I  hardly  know  which  is  best. 
It's  so  comfortable  to  sit -here  and  feel  that  yoa 
miffht  be  weighed,  meaasred,  magnified,  electri- 
lied,  polarize^  played  the  very  devil  with :  aod 
never  know  how.*' 

Nothinr  short  of  the  wonderful  Madeira,  com- 
bined with  the  occasion  (which  rendered  it  de- 
sirable to  improve  and  expand  Walter's  intDd\ 
could  have  ever  loosened  his  tongue-tn  the  extent 
of  giving  utterance  to  this  prodigious  oration* 
He  seemed  quiCe  amazed  himself  at  the  manner 
in  which  it  opened  up  to  view  the  sources  of  tlia 
taciturn  delight  he  had  had  in  eating  Sunday 
dinners  in  that  parlour  for  ten  years.  Becoming 
a  sadder  and  a  wiser  man,  he  mused  and  held 
his  peace. 

**Come  !**  cried  the  subject  of  his  admiration, 
returning.  **  Before  you  have  your  glass  of  grqg, 
Ned,  we  must  finish  the  bottle.** 

**SUnd  by!**  said  Ned,  filling  his  glass.  **GiT» 
the  boy  some  more.** 

"No  more,  thank*e.  Uncle !" 

•^  Yes,  yes,**  said  Sol,  "a  little  more.  We*tt 
finish  the  bottle,  to  the  House,  Ned  ^Walter's 
house.  Why  it  may  be  his  house  one  of  those 
daya,inpart.  Who  knows  7  Sir  Richard  Whit- 
tington  married  bis  master's  daughter." 

"  'Turn  again  Wliittingt<Hi,  Lord  Mayor  of 
London,  and  when  yon  are  old  you  will  never 
depart  from  it,*  '*  interposed  the  Captain.  "Wal'r! 
Overhaul  the  book,  my  lad.'* 

"  And  although  Mr%  Dombey  hasn't  &  daogb* 
tcr,**  Sol  began. 

**  Yes,  yes,  he  has,  uncle,**  said  the  boy,  red- 
dening and  laughing. 

"lUs  he 7*'  cried  the  old  man.  ••Indeed  I 
think  he  has  too." 

"  Oh !  I  know  he  has,"  said  the  boy.  •<  Some 
of  *em  were  talking  about  it  in  the  office  to-day. 
And  they  do  say,  Uncle  and  Captain  Cuttle," 
lowering  his  voice,  "that  he*8  taken  a  dislike  ts 
her,  and  that  she*s  lef^  unnoticed,  aoKmg  the 
servants,  and  that  his  mind  *s  so  set  all  the  while 
upon  havinf  his  son  in  the  House,  that  although 
he  *8  only  a  baby  now,  he  is  going  to  have  balances 
struck  ofiener  than  formerly,  and  the  books  kept 
closer  than  they  used  to  be,  and  has  even  been 
Been  (when  he  thought  he  waau*t)  walking  in  the 
Docks,  looking  at  his  ships  and  property  and  all 
that,  as  if  he  was  exulting  like,  over  what  hs  aod 
his  son  will  possess  together.  That's  what  they 
say.  Of  course,  /  don*t  know." 
•  "He  knows  all  about  her  already,  you  see,'* 
said  the  Instrument  Maker. 

"  Nonsense,  uncle,"  cried  the  boy,  still  redden- 
ing and  laughing,  boy-like.  "How«an  I  help 
hearing  what  the v  tell  me  7" 

"  The  Son 's  a  little  in  our  way,  at  present,  I  *m 
afraid,  Ned,**  said  the  old  man,  humouring  the 
joke. 

"  Very  much,"  said  the  Captain. 

•*  Nevertheless,  we  *ll  drink  him,"  porsoed  Sol 
"So,  here  'a  to  Dombey  and  Son." 

"  Oh,  very  well,  uncle,**  cried  the  boy,  merrUy. 
"  Since  you  have  introduced  the  mention  of  btfi 
,  and  have  connected  me  with  her,  and  have  said 
I  that  I  know  all  about  her.  I  shall  make  bold  ts 
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CHAPTER  V. 

PAUL'S  PROGRESS  AND  CHRISTENING. 


LnTLi  Paol,  suffering  no  contamination  from 
tiiebkwdoftbe  Toodlen,  grew  stouter  and  stronger 
everyday.  £very  day,  too,  he  wa«  more  and  more 
iniBBtiy  cherished  by  Miss  Toz,  whose  devotion 
lu  so  &r  appreciated  by  Mr.  Dombcy  that  ho 
b^  to  regard  her  as  a  woman  of  great  natural 
pod  leiue,  whose  feelings  did  her  credit  and  dc 
nred  encouragement.  He  was  so  lavish  of  his 
cmdeaceaiion,  that  he  not  only  lx>wed  to  her,  in  a 
futicular  manner,  on  several  occasions,  but  even 
otroBted  such  stately  recognitions  of  her  to  his 
iter  u  '^pray  tell  your  friend,  Louisa,  that  she 
ifery  good,**  or  *' mention  to  Miss  Tox,  Louisa, 
tiat  I  am  obliged  to  her;"  specialities  which  made 
I  deep  impression  on  the  lady  thus  distinguished. 

Miat  Tox  was  often  in  the  habit  of  assuring 
iri  Chick,  that  **  nothing  could  exceed  her  inte- 
M  ill  ail  connected  with  the  development  of  that 
»«*  child ;"  and  an  observer  of  Miss  Tox's  pro- 
ttdiiiga  might  have  inferred  so  much  without  do- 
i'vitory  confirmation.  She  would  preside  over 
k  iooocent  recasts  of  the  young  heir,  with  in- 
&^  satisfaction  ;  almost  with  an  air  of  joint 
'oprietonbip  with  Richards  in  the  entertainment 
^t  the  little  eeremonies  of  the  bath  and  toilette, 
^  misted  with  enthusiasm.  The  admiji  istration 
^ffi&atioe  doses  of  physic  awakened  all  the  active 
^yathy  of  her  character;  and  being  on  one 
J^^  secreted  in  a  cupboard  (whither  she  had 
m  ia  Bjodesty),  when  Mr.  Dombey  was  intro- 
**^iito  the  nursery  by  his  sister,  to  behold  his 
y»Mthe  course  of  preparation  for  bed,  taking  a 
*wtiijk  uphill  over  Richards^s^gown,  in  a  short 
■^•fff  linen  jacket,  Miss  Tox  was  so  transported 
*fwo  the  ignorant  present  as  to  be  unable  to  re- 
«*  hm  erying  out,  "  Is  jie  not  beautiful,  Mr. 
^^j\  Is  he  not  a  Cupid,  sir  I"  and  then  al- 
P"t  Making  behind  tlie  closet  door  with  confu- 
"■ttd  Washes. 

.■Uaisa,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  one  day,  to  his 
■jtaV*!  really  think  I  must  present  your  friend 
^  some  httle  token,  on  the  occasion  of  PauPs 
■""teaing.  She  has  exerted  herself  so  warmly 
KtiKchild^s  behalf  from  tiie  first,  and  seems  to 
■^«rta^  her  position  so  thoroughly  (a  very  rare 
*it  in  this  world,  I  am  sorry  to  say),  that  it 
•^U  really  be  agreeable  to  me  to  notice  her." 

Ut  it  be  no  detraction  from  the  merits  of  Miss 
JMo  hint  that  in  Mr.  Dombey's  eyes,  as  In  some 
wia  that  occasionalljT  see  the  light,  thev  only 
■wed  that  mighty  piece  of  knowledge,  the  un- 
y»»ding  of  their  own  position,  who  showed  a 
■■f  reverence  for  his.  It  was  not  so  much  their 
t^that  they  knew  themselves,  as  that  they  knew 
"■i  aod  bowed  low  before  him. 
^^J  dear  Paul,"  returned  his  sister,  "  you  do 
^Tox  but  justice,  as  a  man  of  your  penetra. 
•is  sore,  I  knew,  to  do.  I  believe  if  there 
^tfavee  words  in  the  English  language  for  which 
r^  a  respect  amounting  almost  to  veneration, 
■■J  words  are,  Dombey  and  Son." 

•Wefl,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  •*!  believe  it  It 
*  Hits  Tc«  credit" 

"And  as  to  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  token, 
7  <fear  Paoi,''  pursued  his  sister,  "  all  I  pan 
j*^  juijliiiag  you  give  Miss  Tox  will  be 
**'**|^  jpned,  I  am  sure,  like  a.  relic    But 


there  i$  a  way,  my  dear  Paul,  of  showing  your 
sense  of  Miss  Tox^s  friendliness  in  a  still  more 
flattering  and  acceptable  manner,  if  you  should 
be  so  inclined." 

**  How  is  that  7"  asked  Mr.  Dombey. 

"Godfathers,  of  course,"  continued  Mrs.  Chick, 
'*are  important  in  point  of  connexion  and  in. 
fluence."  ' 

**I  don't  know  why  they  should  be,  to  my  son," 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  coldly. 

••  Very  true,  rny  dear  raul,"  retorted  Mrs.  Chick, 
with  an  extraordinary  show  of  animation,  to  cover 
the  suddenness  of  her  conversion ;  "  and  spoken 
like  yourself!  I  might  have  expected  nothing  else 
from  you.  I  might  have  known  that  such  would 
have  been  your  opinion.  Perhaps;"  here  Mrs. 
Chick  faltered  again,  as  not  quite  comfortably 
feeling  her  way ;  **  perhaps  that  is  a  reason  why 
you  might  have  the  less  objection  to  allowing  Miss 
Tox  to  be  godmother  to  the  dear  thing,  if  it  were 
only  as  deputy  and  .proxy  for  some  one  else.  That 
it  would  be  received  as  a  great  honour  and  dis. 
tinction,  Paul,  I  need  not  say." 

"  Louisa,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  aflcr  a  short  pause, 
"  it  is  not  to  be  supposed — " 

"Certainly  not,"  cried  Mrs.  Chick,  hastening 
to  anticipate  a  refusal,  "I  never  thought  it  was." 

Mr.  Dombey  looked  at  her  impatiently. 

"  Don't  flurry  me,  my  dear  Paul,"  said  his  sister; 
"Ifor  that  destroys  mc.  I  am  far  from  strong.  I 
have  not  been  quite  myself  since  poor  dear  Fanny 
departed." 

Mr.  Dombey  glanced  at  the  pocket-handkerchief 
which  his  sister  applied  to  her  eyes,  and  resumed; 

"  It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  I  say—" 

"And  I  say,"  murmured  Mrs.  Chick, "  that  I 
never  thought  it  was." 

"Good  Heaven,  Louisa f"  saia  Mr.  Dombey. 

"No,  my  dear  Paul,"  she  remonstrated  with 
tearful  dignity.  "  I  must  really  be  allowed  to  speak. 
I  am  not  so  clever,  or  so  reasoning,  or  so  eloquent, 
or  so  anything,  as  you  are.  I  know  that  very 
well.  So  much  the  worse  for  me.  But  if  they- 
were  the  last  words  I  had  to  utter — and  last  words 
should  be  very  solemn  to  you  and  me,  Paul,  afler 
poor  dear  Fanny — I  would  still  say  I  never  thought 
it  was.  And  what  is  more,"  added  Mrs.  Chick 
with  increased  dignity,  as  if  she  had  withheld  her 
crushing  &r^ument  until  now,  "  I  never  did  think 
it  was." 

Mr.  Dombey  walked  to  the  window  and  back 
again. 

"  It  is  not  to  be  supposed,  Louisa,"  he  said  (Mrs. 
Chick  had  nailed  her  colours  to  the  mast,  and  re- 
peated  "  I  know  it  isn't,"  but  he  took  no  notice  of 
it),  "  but  that  there  are  many  persona  who,  sup- 
posing tliat  I  recognized  any  claim  at  all  in  such 
a  case,  have  a  claim  upon  me  superior  to  Miss 
Tox's.  But  I  do  not  I  recognize  no  such  thing. 
Paul  and  myself  will  be  able,  when  the  time  com«?s, 
to  hold  our  own — the  house,  in  other  words,  will 
be  able  to  hold  its  own,  and  maintain  its  own,  and 
hand  down  its  own  of  itself,  and  without  any  such 
common-place  aids.  The  kind  of  foreign  help 
which  people  usually  seek  for  their  children,  I  cah 
afford  to  despise ;  being  above  it,  I  hope.  So  that 
Paul's  infancy  and  childhood  pass  a  -ay  well,  and' 
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I  see  him  becoming  qualified  without  wule  of 
time  for  the  career  on  which  he  is  destined  to 
enter,  I  am  satisfied.  He  will  make  what  power- 
ful intends  he  pleases  in  afler-life,  when  he  is 
actively  maintaining  —  and  extending,  if  that  is 
possible  —  the  dignity  and  credit  of  the  Firm. 
Until  then,  1  am  enough  for  him,  perhaps,  and  all 
in  all.  I  have  no  wish  Uiat  people  should  step  in 
between  us.  I  would  much  rather  show  my  sense 
of  tlie  obliging  conduct  of  a  deserving  person  like 

Jroar  friend.  Therefore  let  it  be  so:  and  your 
msband  and  myself  will  do  well  enough  for  the 
other  sponsors,  I  dare  say.*' 

In  the  course  of  these  remarks,  delivered  with 
great  majesty  and  grandeur,  Mr.  Dombey  had 
truly  revealed  the  secret  feelings  of  his  breast  An 
indescribable  distrust  of  anybody  stepping  in  be. 
tween  himself  and  his  son ;  a  naughty  dread  of 
having  any  rival  or  partner  in  the  boy's  respect 
and  deference;  a  sharp  misgiving,  recently  ac 
quired,  that  he  was  not  infallible  in  his  power  of 
bending  and  binding  human  wills;  as  sl>arp  a 
jealousy  of  any  second  check  or  cross ;  these  were, 
at  that  time,  the  master  keys  of  his  soul.  In  all 
his  life,  he  had  never  made  a  friend.  His  cold 
and  distant  nature  had  neither  sought  one,  nor 
found  one.  And  now,  when  that  nature  concen- 
trated  its  whole  force  so  stron|f)y  on  a  partial 
scheme  of  parental  interest  and  ambition,  it  seemed 
as  if  its  icy  current,  instead  of  being  released  by 
this  influence,  and  running  clear  and  free,  had 
thawed  for  but  au  instant  to  admit  its  burden,  and 
then  frozen  with  it  into  one  unyielding  block. 

Elevated  thus  to  the  godmothersnip  of  little 
Paul,  in  virtue  of  her  insignificance.  Miss  Tox 
was  from  that  hour  chosen  and  appointed  to  office ; 
and  Mr.  Dombey  further  signified  his  pleasure 
that  the  ceremony,  already  long  delayed,  should 
take  place  without  further  postponement.  His 
sister,  who  had  been  far  from  anticipating  so  sig- 
nal a  success,  withdrew  as  soon  as  she  could,  to 
communicate  it  to  her  best  of  friends ;  and  Mr. 
Dombey  was  lefl  alone  in  his  library. 

There  was  anything  but  solit\ide  in  the  nursery ; 
for  there  Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox  were  enjoying 
a  social  evening,  so  much  to  the  disgust  of  Miss 
Susan  Nipper,  that  that  young  lady  embraced 
every  opportunity  of  making  wry  faces  behind  the 
door.  Jfler  feelings  were  so  much  excited  on  the 
occasion,  that  she  found  it  indispensable  to  afford 
them  this  relief,  even  without' having  the  comfort 
of  any  audience  or  sympatliy  whatever.  As  the 
kuight-errants  of  old  relieved  their  minds  by  carv. 
iag  their  mistresses  names  in  deserts,  and  wilder- 
nesses,  and  other  savage  places  where  there  was 
no  probability  of  there  ever  being  anybody  to  read 
them,  so  did  Miss  Susan  Nipper  curl  her  snub 
nose  into  drawers  and  wardrobes,  put  away  winks 
of  disparagement  in  cupboards,  shed  derisive 
squints  into  stone  pitchers,  and  contradict  and  call 
names  out  in  the  passage. 

The  two  interlopers,  however,  bliaefully  unccn^ 
■cious  of  the  young  lady^s  sentiments,  saw  little 
Paul  safe  through  all  the  stages  of  undressing, 
tiry  exercise,  supper  and  bed ;  and  then  sat  down 
to  tea  before  the  fire.  The  two  children  now  lay, 
through  the  good  ofHces  of  Polly,  in  one  room ; 
and  it  was  not  until  the  ladies  were  established  at 
their  tea-table  that,  happening  to  look  towards  (he 
little  beds,  thev  thought  of  Florence. 
**H<iw  aound  she  steeps  !**  said  Miss  Tox. 


**  Why,  yon  know,  my  dear,  she  takes  a  grea 
deal  of  exercise  in  the  course  of  the  day,**  retorne< 
Mrs.  Chick,  ''playing  about  HtUe  Paul  so  much.* 

''She  is  a  curious  child,**  said  Miss  Toz. 

"  My  dear,**  retorted  Mrs.  Chick,  in  a  low  voloe 
"  Her  mamma,  aH  over  !** 

« In-deed  !**  said  Miss  Tox.    "  Ah  dear  mej" 

A  tone  of  most  extraordinary  compassion  Misi 
Tox  said  it  in,  though  she  had  no  distinct  idei 
why,  except  that  it  was  expected  of  her. 

"  Florence  will  never,  never,  never,  be  a  Dom 
bey,**  said  Mrs.  Chick, ''  not  if  she  lives  to  be  < 
thousand  years  old.** 

Miss  Tox  elevated  her  eyebrows,  and  was  agaii 
full  of  commiseration. 

"  I  quite  fret  and  worry  myself  about  her,"  s&i< 
Mrs.  Chick,  with  a  sigh  of  modest  merit*  **  ] 
really  don*t  see  what  is  to  beeome  of  her  when  sh< 
grows  older,  or  what  position  she  is  to  take.  8b< 
don*t  gain  on  her  papa  in  the  least  How  can  om 
expect  she  should,  when  she  is  so  very  unlike  i 
Dombey  ?'* 

Miss  Tox  looked  as  if  she  saw  no  way  out  of 
such  a  cogent  argument  as  that,  at  all. 

"  And  the  child,  you  sec,**  said  Mrs.  Chick,  Jn 
deep  confidence,  "  has  poor  dear  Fanny*s  nature, 
She  *11  never  make  an  effort  in  aftcr-lite,  I  *11  ven. 
ture  to  say.  Never !  She  *11  never  wind  and  twine 
herself  about  her  papa*s  heart  like — ** 

"  Like  the  ivy  ?**  suggested  Miss  Tox. 

"  Like  the  ivy,**  Mrs.  Chick  assented.  •*  Never ! 
She  '11  never  glide  and  nestle  into  the  bosom  of  bei 
papa*s  affections  like — the — ** 

"  Startled  fawn  ?**  suggested  Miss  Tox. 

"Like  the  startled  fawn,**  said  Mrs.  Chick, 
"  Never !    Poor  Fanny !    Yet,  how  I  loved  her  T 

"  You  must  not  distress  yourself^  my  dear,'*  said 
Miss  Tox,  in  a  soothing  voice.  "Now,  really! 
You  have  too  much  feeling.** 

"We  have  all  our  faults,**  said  Mrs.  Chick, 
weeping  and  shaking  her  head.  "  I  dare  'say^  W€ 
have.  I  never  was  blind  to  hers.  I  never  said  ] 
was.    Far  from  it.    Yet  how  I  loved  her  !*• 

What  a  satisfaction  it  was  to  Mrs.  Chick  —  a 
common-place  piece  of  folly  enough,  compared 
with  whom  her  sister-inplaw  had  been  a  very  angel 
of  tvomanly  intelligence  and  gentleness  —  to  pa. 
tronize  and  be  tender  to  the  memory  of  that  lady: 
in  exact  pursuance  of  her  conduct  to  %er  in  hei 
life-time :  and  to  thoroughly  believe  herself,  and 
take  herself  in,  and  make  herself  uncommonly 
comfortable  on  the  strength  of  her  toleration! 
What  a  mighty  pleasant  virtue  toleration  shoold 
be  when  we  are  right,  to  be  so  very  pleasant  when 
we  are  wrong,  and  quite  unable  to  demonstrate 
how  we  come  to  bo  invested  with  the  privilege  of 
exercising  it ! 

Mrs.  Chick  was  yet  drying  her  eyes  and  shak- 
ing her  head,  when  Richards  made  bold  to  cau- 
tion her  that  Miss  Florence  was  awake  and  sitting 
in  her  bed.  She  had  risen,  as  the  nurse  said,  and 
the  lashes  of  her  eyes  were  wet  with  tears.  BiH 
no  one  saw  them  glistening  save  Poll^.  No  one 
else  leant  over  her,  and  whispered  soothmg  words  to 
her,  or  was  near  enough  to  hear  the  flatter  of  her 
beating  heart 

"Oh!  dear  nurse!'*  said  the  child,  looking 
earnestly  up  in  her  face, "  let  me  lie  by  my  brother !' 

•*  Why,  mtr  pet  7'*  said  Richards. 

"Oh!  I  think  he  loves  me,**  cried  the  chiU 
wildly.    "  Let  nie  lie  by  him.    Pray  do  I" 
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UtM,  Chiok  interpoMd  with  aoiiie  motherly 
vwdB  aboat  goings  to  sleep  like  a  dear,  but  Flo- 
reooe  repeated  her  aupplication,  with  a  lightened 
look,  and  in  a  ?oice  broken  by  aobe  and  tuara. 

**  1*11  not  wake  him,*'  she  taid,  covering  her 
fk»  and  hanging  down  her  head.  **  I  '11  only 
touch  hini  with  my  hand,  and  go  to  sleep.  Oh, 
pny,  pray,  let  me  lie  by  my  brother  to-night,  for 
I  believe  he 'a  food  of  me  r*    . 

Richards  took  her  without  a  word,  and  carrring 
kcr  to  the  little  bed  in  which  the  iniknt  was  sleep. 
[Of,  Uid  her  down  by  his  side.  She  crept  as  near 
urn  aa  she  could  without  diatarbing  hia  rest ;  and 
itretching  out  one  arm  so  that  it  timidly  em. 
kued  hu  neck,  and  hiding  her  &ce  on  the  other, 
rver  which  her  damp  and  scattered  hair  fell  loose, 
^jr  motiunlesa. 

"Poor  Uttle  thing,**  said  Miss  Tox;  ''she  has 
wen  dreaming,  I  due  say.** 

lliia  trivial  incident  had  sa  interrupted  the  cur- 
mt  of  eonversation,  that  it  was  dilficult  of  re 
nmptioa ;  and  Mrs.  Cliick  moreover  had  been  so 
iftded  by  the  contemplation  of  her  own  tolerant 
■tore,  that  she  was  not  in  spirits.  The  two 
Hends  ac^rdingly  soon  mads  an  end  of  their 
Kud  a  servant  was  despatched  to  fetch  a  hack- 
ley  cabriolet  for  Miss  Toz.  Miss  Toz  had  great 
experience  in  heckiwiy  cabs,  and  her  starting  in 
newts  generaUy  ^WDrk  of  time,  as  she  was 
iTitematic  in  the  preparatory  arrangements. 

"Have  the  goodness,  if  you  please,  TowUnson,** 
»d  Miss  Tox,  **  first  of  all,  to  carry  out  a  pen 
u<liakand  take  his  number  legibly.** 

*T«,  Miss,**  said  Towlinson. 

*1Vd,  if  you  please,  Towlinson,**  said  Miss 
Tax, « have  the  goodness  to  turn  tlie  cushion. 
Viiith;'  said  Miss  Toz  apart  to  Mrs.  Chicks  "^  is 
l^ttaliy  damp,  m^  dear.** 

*Tei,  Miss,**  said  Towlinson. 

*1*U  tronble  you  alao^  if  you  please,  Towlinson,** 
^  Mm  Toz,  **■  with  this  card  and  this  shilling. 
^'>  to  drive  to  the  card,  and  is  to  understand  that 
K  wiQ  not  an  any  account  have  more  than  the 
Mliog." 

"No,  Hiss,**  said  Towlinson. 

"And — I  *m  sorry  to  give  you  so  much  trouble, 
f«»yiiaon,**--«aid  Mist  Toz,  looking  at  him  pen. 

"Not  at  all.  Miss,**  said  Towlinson. 
"Mention  to  the  man,  then,  if  you  please.  Tow- 
wi,"  aaid  Miss  Toz,  **  that  the  kdy*B  uncle  is 
^^•Siatiate,  and  that  if  oe  gives  her  any  of  his 
^pntinence  he  will  be  pum»hed  terribly.     You 
■■  pretend  to  say  that,  if  you  please,  Towlinson, 
I  *■  friendly  way,  and  because  you  know  it  was 
^  to  another  man  who  died.** 
'Certainly,  Miss,*'  aaid  Towlinson. 
jAadnow  good  night  to  my  sweet,  sweet,  sweet, 
■n,"  said  Miss  Toz,  wiih  a  soft  shower  of 
^  at  each  repetition  of  the  adjective ;  **  and 
^ioi  my  dear  friend,  promise  me  to  take  a  little 
^cthing  warm  before  you  go  to  bed,  and  not  to 
*«■  yourself  ••• 

hwaa.with  extreme  difficulty  tliat  Nipper,  the 
teteyed,  who  looked  on  stead&stly,  contained 
■self  at  this  crisis,  and  until>  the  subsequent  de- 
**»«  of  Mfs.  Chick.  But  the  nursery  being  at 
^  free  of  visitors,  she  made  herself  some  re. 
^|M  isr  her  late  restraint 
Ton  might  keep  me  in  a  atrait-waistcoat  for 
p  laab/'  said  Nipper.  **  and  when  I  fot  it  off 


I  *d  only  be  more  aggravated,  who  ever  heard  tbo 
like  of  them  two  Griffins,  Mrs.  Richards  ?*' 

**And  then  to  talk  of  her  having  been  dreaming, 
poor  dear  !*'  said  Polly. 

**Oh  you  beauties!**  cried  Susan  Nipper,  af- 
fecting to  salute  the  door  by  which  the  ludics  had 
departed.  **  Never  be  a  Dombcy  won't  she,  it  *s 
to  be  hoped  she  won't,  we  don't  waut  any  more 
such,  one 's  enough," 

^  Don*t  wake  tl^ie  children,  Susan  dear,*'  said 
Pollv. 

**  I  'm  very  much  beholden  to  you,  Mrs.  Rich- 
ards," said  Susan,  who  was  not  by  any  means  dis. 
criminating  in  her  wraih,  **  and  really  feel  it  as  a 
honour  to  receive  your  commands,  bcin^  a  black 
slave  and  a  mulotter.  Mrs.  Richards,  if  there  *s 
any  other  orders  you  can  give  me,  pray  mention 
'em." 

•'  Nonsense ;  orders,"  said  PoUy. 

"Oh!  bless  your  heart,  Mrs.  Richards "  cried 
Susan,  **  temporaries  always  orders  permanencies 
here,  didn*t  yon  know  that,  why  wherever  was 
you  bom,  Mrs.  Richards  ?  But  wherever  you  was 
born,  Mrs.  Richards,"  pursued  SpitAro,  shaking 
her  head  resolutely,  **  and  wlienevcr,  and  ho^'cvcr 
(which  is  best  known  to  yourcielf),  you  may  bear 
in  mind,  please,  tliat  it 's  one  thing  to  give  orders, 
and  quite  another  thing  to  take  em.  A  person 
may  tell  a  person  to  dive  off  a  bridge  head  fore, 
most  into  five-and.fbrty  feet  of  water,  Mrs.  Rich, 
ards,  but  a  person  may  be  very  far  from  diving." 

•* There  now,"  said  PoUv,  "you're  angry  be- 
cause you're  a  good  little  thing,  and  fond  of^Mi^ 
Florence ;  and  yet  you  turn  round  on  me,  because 
there 's  nobody  else." 

**  It 's  very  easy  for  some  to  keep  their  lempcr.% 
and  be  soft-spoken,  Mrs.  Richards,"  returned  Su- 
tfan,  sli^htlv  mollified,  "  when  tlieir  child 's  made 
as  much  of  as  a  prince,  and  is  petted  and  patted 
till  it  wishes  its  friends  further,  but  when  a  sweet 
young  pretty  innocent,  that  never  ought  to  have  a 
cross  word  spoken  to  or  of  it,  is  run  down,  the 
case  is  very  different  indeed.  My  goodness  gra. 
clous  me.  Miss  Floy,  you  naughty,  sinful  child, 
if  you  don't  shut  your  eyes  this  minute,  I  '11  call 
in  them  hoh^'^blins  that  lives  in  tlie  cock-lofl  to 
come  and  eat  >ou  up  alive !" 

Here  Miss  Nipper  made  a  horrible  lowing,  sup. 
posed  to  issue  from  a  conscientious  goblin  of  tlie 
bull  species,  impatient  to  dischar&^e  the  severe 
duty  of  his  position.  Having  further  composed 
her  young  charge  by  covering  her  head  with  the 
bed-clothes,  and  making  three  or  four  angry  dabs 
at  the  pillow,  she  folded  her  arms,  and  screwed  up 
her  mouth,  and  sat  looking  at  tlie  fire  for  the  rest 
of  the  evening. 

Though  litUe  Paul  was  said,  in  nursery  phrase, 
**  to  take  a  deal  of  notice  for  his  age,"  he  took  as 
little  notice  of  all  tliis  as  of  the  preparations  for 
his  christening  on  the  next  day  but  one ;  which 
nevertheless  went  on  about  him,  as  to  his  personal 
apparel,  and  that  of  his  sister  and  the  two  nurses 
with  great  activity.  Neither  did  he,  on  the  arrival 
of  the  appointed  morning,  show  any  sense  of  its  im« 
portance ;  being,  on  the  contrary,  unusually  inclined 
to  sleop,  and  unusually  inclined  to  take  it  ill  iu 
his  attendants  that  tliey  dressed  him  to  go  out. 

It  happened  to  be  an  iron-ffrey  autoq[>nal  day 
with  a  shrewd  east  wind  blowTne — a  day  in  keep, 
ing  with  the  proceedings.  Mr.  Don^bev  represent. 
ed  in  himself  the  wind,  thn  nhnflfl  »r\A  «iit»iTT»n  **#* 
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the  christening.  He  stood  in  his  library  to  receive 
the  company,  as  hard  and  cold  as  the  weather ; 
and  when  be  looked  out  through  the  glass  room, 
at  the  trees  in  the  little  garden,  their  brown  and 
yellow  leaves  came  fluttering  down,  as  if  he  blight- 
ed  them. 

Ugh  I  They  wer6  black,  cold  rooms ;  and  seem- 
ed  to  be  in  mourning,  like  the  inmates  of  the 
house.  The  books  precisely  matched  as  to  size, 
and  drawn  up  in  line,  like  soldiers,  looked  in  their 
cold,  hard,  slippery  uniformSf  as  if  they  had  but 
one  idea  among  them,  and  that  was  a  freezer. 
The  bookcase,  glazed  and  locked,  repudiated  all 
familiarities.  Mr.  Pitt,  in  bronze,  on  the  top,  with 
no  trace  of  his  celestial  origin  about  him,  guarded 
the  unattainable  treasure  like  an  enchanted  Moor. 
A  dusty  urn  at  each  high  comer,  dug  up  from  an 
ancient  tomb,  prcaclied  desolation  and  decay,  as 
ftom  two  pulpits ;  and  tlie  chimney-glass,  reflect- 
ing Mr.  Dombey  and  his  portrait  at  one  blow, 
seemed  flraught  with  melancholy  meditations. 

The  stiff  and  stark  fircirons  appeared  to  olalm 
a  nearer  relationship  tlian  anything  else  there  to 
Mr.  Dombey,  with  his  buttoned  coat,  his  white 
cravat,  his  heavy  gold  watch-chain,  and  his  creak- 
ing boots.  But  this  was  before  the  arrival  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Chick,  his  lawful  relatives,  who  soon 
presented  themselves. 

•*  My  dear  Paul,"  Mrs.  Chick  murmured,  as  she 
embraced  him,  **  the  beginning,  I  hope,  of  many 
joyful  days  f" 

"  Thank  you,  Louisa,^*  said  Mr.  Dombey,  grim- 
ly.    **  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  John  7" 

••  How  do  you  do,  Sir,"  said  Chick. 

He  gave  Mr.  Dombey  his  hand,  as  if  he  feared 
it  might  electrify  him.  Mr.  Dombey  took  it  as  if 
it  were  a  fish,  or  seaweed,  or  some  such  clamn\y 
substance,  and  immediately  returned  it  to  him 
with  exalted  politeness. 

••  Perliaps,  Louisa,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  slightly 
turning  his  head  in  his  cravat,  as  if  it  were  a 
socket,  ••  you  would  have  preferred  a  fire  ?" 

**Oh,  my  dear  Paul,  no,**  said  Mrs.  Chick,  who 
had  much  ado  to  keep  her  teeth  from  chattering ; 
«« not  for  me.'* 

"Mr.  John,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  " you  are  not 
sensible  of  any  chill?'* 

Mr.  John,  who  had  already  got  both  his  hands 
in  his  pockets  over  the  wrists,  and  was  on  the 
very  threshold  of  that  same  canine  chorus  which 
had  given  Mrs.  Chick  so  much  offence  on  a  fbrmer 
occasion,  protested  that  he  was  perfectly  comfort- 
able. 

He  added  in  a  low  voice,  "  With  my  fiddle  tol 
toor  rul" — ^when  he  was  providentially  stopped  by 
Towtinson,  who  announced : 

"MissTox!** 

And  enter  that  fair  enslaver,  with  a  blue  nose 
and  an  indescribably  frosty  flice,  referable  to  her 
being  very  thinly  clad  in  a  maze  of  fluttering  odds 
and  ends,  to  do  honour  to  the  ceremony. 

••  How  do  you  do.  Miss  Tox,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

Miss  Tox  in  the  midst  of  her  spreading  gauzes, 
went  down  altogether  like  an  opera.glass  shutting- 
up ;  she  curtseyed  so  low,  in  acknowledgment  of 
Mr.  Dombey*s  advancing  a  step  or  two  to  meet 
her. 

"I  can  never  forget  this  occasion.  Sir,**  said 
Miss  Tox,  softly.  '"Tis  impossible.  My  dear 
Louisa,  I  can  hardly  believe  the  evidence  of  my 


If  Miss  Tox  could  believe  the  evidenoe  of 
of  her  senses,  it  was  a  very  cold  day.  That ' 
quite  clear.  %e  took  an  early  opportunity 
promoting  the  circuUtioB  in  the  tip  of  her  nnsc 
secretly  chafing  it*with  her  pockot  handkerd 
lest,  by  its  very  low  temperature,  it  should  d 
greeably  astonish  the  baby  when  she  came 
kiss  it 

The  baby  soon  appeared,  carried  in  great  gl 
by  Richards ;  while  Florence,  in  custoidy  of  i 
active  youne*  constable,  Susan  Nipper,  brought 
the  rear.  Though  the  whole  nursery  party  v 
dressed  by  this  time  in  lighter  moaming  thai 
first,  there  was  enough  in  the  appearance  of 
bereaved  children  to  make  the  day  no  brigb 
The  baby  too— it  might  have  been  Miss  T 
nose  —  began  to  ciy.  Thereby,  as  it  happei 
preventing  Mr.  Chick  from  the  awkward  fb 
ment  of  a  very  honest  purpose  he  had ;  which  f 
to  make  much  of  Florence.  For  tliis  gentfen 
insensible  to  the  superior  claims  of  a  perfect  D 
bey  (perhaps  on  account  of  having  the  hoDoni 
be  united  to  a  Dombey  himself,  and  being  fami 
with  excellence),  really  liked  her,  and  showed  t 
he  liked  her,  and  was  About  to  show  it^n  his  o 
way  now,  when  Paul  cried,  and  his  heipn 
stopped  him  short. 

**  Now  Florence  child  !*'  said  her  aunt,  brisl 
**<vhat  are  you  doing,  le^?  Show  yoursel; 
him.     Engage  his  attention,  my  dear  !** 

The  atmosphere  became  or  might  have  bec( 
colder  and  colder,  when  Mr.  Dombsy  stood  fi-igi 
watching  his  little  daughter,  who,  dapping 
hands,  and  standing  on  tiptoe  before  tlie  thr 
of  his  son  and  heir,  lurod  him  to  bend  -down  fl 
his  high  estate,  and  look  at  her.  Some  honest 
of  Richards*  may  have  aided  the  effoct,  but  he 
look  down,  and  held  his  peace.  As  his  sister 
behind  her  nurse,  he  followed  her  with  bis  ej 
and  when  she  peeped  out  with  a  merry  c^ 
him,  he  sprang  up  and  crowed  lustily  —  laugh 
outright  when  she  ran  in  upon  him ;  and  seent 
to  fondle  her  curls  with  his  tiny  hands,  while 
smotliered  him  with  kisses. 

Was  Mr.  Dombey  pleased  to  see  this  f  He  I 
tified  no  pleasure  by  the  relaxation  of  a  aef 
but  outward  tokens  of  any  kind  of  feeling  « 
unusual  with  him.  If  any  sunbeam  stole  into 
room  to  light  the  children  at  their  play,  it  n€ 
reached  his  face.  He  kioked  on  so  fixedly  i 
coldly,  that  tlie  warm  light  vanished  even  ft 
the  laughing  eyes  of  little  Florenoe,  when,  at  ll 
they  happened  to  meet  hisw 

It  was  a  dull,  grey,  autumn  day  indeed,  ao^ 
a  minute's  pause  and  silence  that  took  plaee,  I 
leaves  fell  sorrowfully.  • 

**  Mr.  John,**  said  Mr.  Donobey,  referring  tel 
watch,  and  assuming  his  hat  and  gbvcs.  **'^ 
my  sister,  if  you  please :  my  arm  to-day  is  ll 
Tox*s.  You  had  better  go  first  with  Master  Bl 
I^ichards.     Be  very  careful.** 

In  Mr.  Dombey^s  carriage,  Dombey  and  I 
Miss  Tox,  Mrs.  Chick,  Richards,  and  Fktfcl 
In  a  little  carriage  followii^  it,  Susan  Nipper  I 
the  owner  Mr.  Chiok.  Susan  k>okin^  out  of  « 
dow,  without  intermission,  as  a  rehef  firom 
embarrassment  of  cenflronting  the  large  fac^ 
that  gentleman,  and  thinking  whenever  anjrtl 
rattled  that  he  was  putting  up  in  paper  an  ay 
priate  pecuniary  eompliownt  for  herself. 

Onoe  upon  tlie  road  to  church,  BAr. 
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clapped  his  hands  for  the  unweiDeBt  of  hia  son. 
At  which  instanoe  of  pareatel  enthuaiaam  ^Miaa 
Tox  waa  enohanfed*  But  exoluaive  of  thia  inoU 
deot,  the  chief  diffefence  between  thef  ohristcxun^ 
part/  and  a  partf  in  a  mourning  coach,  oonaiated 
u  the  eoloara  of  the  carriage  and  horaea. 

Arrired  at  the  charch  ateps,  they  were  reoeired 
by  a  portentona  beadle.  Mr.  Dbmbey  dtamount- 
'mg  first  to  help  the  ladiea  oat,  and  atanding  near 
him  at  the  coach  door,  looked  like  another  beadle. 
A  beadle  leaa  gorgeous,  bat  more  dreadful;  the 
beadle  of  prirate  lin ;  the  beadle  of  our  buaineaa 
lodoar  boaoms. 

Miaa  Tox*a  hand  trembled  aa  ahe  alipped  it 
throagfa  Mr.  Dombey'a  arm,  and,  fblt  heraelf  ea. 
corted  op  the  atepa,  preceded  by  a  cocked  hat  and 
I  Babylonian  ooUar.  It  aeemed  for  a  moment  like 
that  other  aolemn  inatitotion  **  Wilt  thou  have  thia 
man,  Lacretia  V*    •«  Yea,  I  will.** 

*>  Pleaae  to  bring  the  child  in  qaick  out  of  the 
air  there,**  wftiapered  the  beadle,  holding  open  the 
iaaer  doM*  of  the  oburch. 

Little  Paul  might  have  aaked  with  Hamlet 
"into  mj  grave?'*  ao  chill  and  earthy  waa  the 
plaee.  1'he  tall  ahrooded  polpit  and  reading  desk; 
tke  dreary  perspective  of  empty  pews  stretching 
away  mider  the  galleries,  and  empty  benches 
oHMmting  to  the  roof  and  lost  in  the  ahadow  of 
the  gseat  grim  organ;  the  dusty  matting  and 
ttild  stone  slabs;  ^  grisly  free  seats  in  the 
•ides;  and  the  damp  corner  by  the  belUrope, 
where  the  black  tressela  used  for  flanerala  were 
•kisacrf  away,  along  with  some  shovels  and  has- 
ketaiind  a  coil  or  two  of  deadly  .looking  r^ ;  the 
stia^  tmusual,  uncomfortable  ameU,  and  the 
csdmroos  light ;  were  all  in  unison.  It  was  a 
ccM  and  dismal  scene. 

"There  *s  a  wedding  just  on,  sir,**  said  the  bea. 
A,  *  hot  it 'U  be  over  directly,  if  you  *n  walk  into 
ti»  wsstry  here." 

Beibre  he  turned  again  to  lead  the  way,  he  gave 
Mr.  Dombey  a  bow  and  a  half  smile  ef  recogni. 
tion,  importing  that  he  (the  beadle)  remembered 
ta  have  had  the  pleasure  of  attending  on  him 
when  he  boned  his  wife,  and  hoped  he  had  en- 
joyed himself  since. 

The  very  wedding  kmked  dismal  as  they  passed 
ia  front  of  the  altar.  The  bride  waa  too  old  and 
the  bridegrroom  too  young,  and  a  superannuated 
beast,  with  ooe  eye  and  an  eye-glass  stuck  in  its 
blank  companion,  was  giving  away  the  lady,  while 
the  friends  were  shivering.  In  the  vestry  the  fire 
vaa  smoking ;  and  an  over-aged  and  over-worked 
and mBderpftidatlorney*8 clerk,*'  making  a  search,** 
was  running  his  forefinger  down  the  parchment 
psfss  of  an  immenae  register  (one  of  a  long  series 
cf  aiaailar  Ti^laBiea)  gorged  witii  burials.  Over 
the  fireplaoe  was  a  ground-plan  of  the  vaults  un- 
demesth  the  ehnrch ;  and  Mr.  Chick,  skimming 
ths  fiterary  portion  of  it  aiond,  by  way  of  enliven, 
isf  the  eompany,  read  the  re&renoe  to  Mrs.  Dom- 
hiif's  tomb  in  Aill,  before  he  oould  atop  himselC 

After  another  cold  interval,  a  wheezy  little  pew. 
opeisr  aAieted  with  an  asthma,  appropriate  to  the 
cborehyvd,  if  not  to. the  church,  summoned  them 
U>  the  font.  Here  they  waited  some  little  time 
while  the  mamage  party  enrolled  themselves ;  and 
aeanwbile  the  wheesy  little  pew^opener — partly 
A  «ajnaequ0iios  of  her  infirmity,  and  partly  that 
the  narnage  party  roiffht  not  forget  hcr~went 
shoot  the  favikiing  conighing  iike  a  grampus.  , 


Presently  the  clefK  (the  only  cheeriul-looking 
object  there,  and  he  waa  an  undertaker)  came'  up 
with  a  jug  of  warm  water,  and  said  nomething,  as 
he  poured  it  into  the  font,  about  taking  the  chill 
off;  which  millions  of  gallons  boiling  hot  could 
not  have  done  tor  the  oocasion.  Then  the  clergy. 
man,  an  amiable  and  mild-looking  young  curate,  - 
but  obviously  afraid  of  the  baby,  appeared  like  the 
principal  character  in  a  ghost-story,  **  a  tall  figure 
all  in  white  ;**  at  sight  of  whom  Paul  rent  the  air 
with  his  cries,  and  never  leA  off  again  till  he  was 
taken  out  black  in  Uie  face. 

Even  when  that  event  had  happened,  to  the 
great  relief  of  everybody,  he  was  heard  under  the 
portico,  during  the  rest  of  the  ceremony,  now 
fiuDter,  now  &uder,  now  hushed,  now  bursting 
forth  again  with  an  irrepressible  sense  of  his 
wrongs*  This  ao  distracted  tiie  attention  of  the 
two  Udies,  that  Mrs.  Chick  was  constantly  de- 
ploying into  the  centre  aisle,  to  send  out  messages 
by  the  pew-opener,  while  Miss  Tox  kept  her 
Prayer-book  open  at  the  Gunpowder  Plot,  and 
occasionally  read  responses  from  that  service. 

During  the  whole  of  these  proceedings,  Mr, 
Dombey  remained  as  impassive  and  gendemanly 
as  ever,  and  perhaps  assisted  in  making  it  so  cold, 
that  the  young  curate  smoked  at  the  mouth  as  he 
read.  The  only  time  that  he  unbent  hi^  visage  In 
the  least,  was  when  the  clergyman,  in  delivering 
(very  unaffectedly  and  simply)  the  closing  exhorta- 
tion, relative  to  the  future  examination  of  the  child 
by  the  sponsors,  happened  to  rest  his  eye  on  Mr. 
Chick ;  and  then  Mr.  Dombey  might  have  been 
seen  to  express  by  a  raajestie  look,  thai  he  would 
Uke  to  catch  him  at  it. 

It  might  have  been  well  for  Mr.  Dombey,  if  he 
had  thought  of  his  own  dignity  a  little  less ;  and 
had  thought  of  the  great  origm  and  purpose  of 
the  ceremony  in  which  he  took  so  formal  and  so 
stiff  a  part,  a  little  more.  His  arrogance  oon^ 
trasted  strangely  with  its  historv. 

When  it  waa  all  over,  he  agam  gave  his  arm  to 
Miss  Tox,  and  conducted  her,to  the  vestry,  where 
he  informed  the  clergyman  how  much  pleasure  it 
would  have  given  him  to  have  solicited  the  honour 
of  his  company  at  dinner,  but  for  the  unfortunate 
state  of  his  household  affairs.  The  register  sign- 
ed, and  the  fees  paid,  and  the  pew-opener  (whose 
cough  was  very  bad  again)  remembered,  and  the 
beadle  gratified,  and  the  sexton  (who  was  acci. 
dentally  on  the  door.steps,  looking  with  great  in- 
terest at  the  weather)  not  forgotten,  tlicy  got  into 
the  carriages  again,  and  drove  home  in  the  same 
bleak  fellowship. 

There  they  found  Mr.  Pitt  turning  up  his  nose 
at  a  cold  collation,  set  forth  in  a  cold  pomp  of 
glass  and  silver,  and  leoking  more  like  a  dead 
dinner  ^ing  in  state  than  a  social  refreshment 
On  their  arrival,  Miss  Tox  produced  a  mug  for 
her  godson,  and  Mr.  Chick  a  knifo  and  fork  and 
spoon  in  a  cose.  Mr.  Dombey  also  produced  a 
bracelet  for  Miss  Tox ;  and,  on  the  receipt  of  this 
token.  Miss  Tox  was  tenderly  affected. 

"  Mr.  John,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  **  will  you  take 
the  bottom  of  the  table,  if  you  please.  What  have 
you  got  there,  Mr.  John  ?** 

**  I  have  got  a  cold  fillet  of  veal  here.  Sir,**  re. 
plied  Mr.  Cliick,  rubbing  his  numbed  hands  hard 
together,  **  what  have  you  got  there,  Sir  ?** 

"This,**  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  "is  some  cold 
preparation  of  coifs  head,  1  think     I  see  cold 
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fowls — ham — patties — salad — lobster.  Miss  Tox 
will  do  me  the  honour  of  taking  some  Wine? 
Champagne  to  Miss  Tox.** 

l*here  was  a  toothache  in  everything.  The 
wine  was  bo  hitter  cold  that  it  forced  a  little 
scream  from  Miss  Tox,  which  she  had  great  diffi- 
culty in  turning  into  a  **  Hem !"  The  veal  had 
come  from  such  an  airy  pantry,  that  the  first  taste 
of  it  struck  a  sensation  as  of  cold  lead  to  Mr. 
Chick's  extremities.  Mr.  Donibey  alone  remained 
unmoved.  He  might  have  been  hung  up  for  sale 
at  a  Russian  fair  as  a  specimen  of  a  frozen  gen- 
tleman. 

The  prevailing  influence  was  too  much  even  for 
his  sister.  She  made  no  effort  ut  flattery  or  small- 
talk,  and  directed  all  her  efforts  to  looking  as 
warm  as  she  could. 

••  Well,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Chick,  making  a  desper- 
ate plungre,  after  a  long  silence,  and  fjUing  a  glass 
of  sherry  ;  "I  shall  drink  this,  if  youUl  allow 
me.  Sir,  to  little  Paul." 

^  Bless  him !"  murmured  Miss  Tox,  taking  & 
sip  of  wine. 

*♦  Dear  Utile  Dombey !"  murmured  Mrs.  Chick. 

**  Mr.  John,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  with  severe 
gravity,  **  my  son  would  feel  and  express  himself 
obliged  to  you,  I  have  no  doubt,  if  he  could  ap- 
preciate  the  favour  you  have  done  him.  He  will 
prove,  in  time  to  come,  I  trust,  equal  to  any  re- 
sponsibility  that  the  obHging  disposition  of  his 
relations  and  friends,  in  private,  or  the  onerous 
nature  of  our  position,  in  public,  may  impose  upon 
him." 

The  tone  in  which  this  was  said  admitting  of 
nothing  more,  Mr.  Chick  relapsed  in^o  low  spirits 
and  silence.  Not  so  Miss  Tox,  who,  having  lis- 
tened  to  Mr.  Dombey  with  even  a  more  emphatic 
attention  than  usual,  and  with  a  more  expressive 
tendency  of  her  head  to  one  side,  now  leant  across 
the  table,  and  said  to  Mrs.  Chick  softly : 

*«  Louisa !" 

•*My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Chick. 

"  Onerous  nature  of  our  position  in  public,  may 
-^I  have  forgotten  the  exact  term." 

"  Expose  him  to,"  said  Mrs.  Chick. 

"Pardon  me,  my  dear,"  returned  Miss  Tox, 
**  I  think  noL  It  was  more  rounded  and  flowing. 
Obliging  disposition  of  relations  and  friends  in 
private,  or  onerous  nature  of  position  in  public — 
may — impose  upon  him?" 

"Impose  upon  him,  to  be  sure,"  said  Mrs. 
Chick." 

Miss  Tox  struck  her  delicate  hands  together 
lightly,  in  triumph;  and  added,  casting  up  her 
eyes,  *•  eloqucnee  indeed  I" 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  the  meanwhile,  had  issued 
orders  for  the  attendance  of  Richards,  who  now 
entered  curtseying,  but  without  the  baby;  Paul 
being  asleep  after  the  fatigues  of  the  morning. 
Mr.  Dombey,  having  delivered  a  glass  of  wine  to 
this  vassal,  addressed  her  in  the  following  words : 
Miss  Tox  previously  settling  her  head  on  one  side, 
and  making  other  little  arrangements  for  engra- 
ving them  on  her  heart 

"  During  the  six  months  or  so,  Richards,  which 
^ave  seen  you  an  inmate  of  this  house,  you  have 
done  your  duty.  Desiring  to  connect  some  little 
Krvice  to  you  with  this  occasion,  I  considered 
how  I  could  best  effect  that  object,  and  I  also  ad- 
v»<ed  with  ray  sister  Mrs. " 

**  Chick,"  interposed  the  gentleman  of  that 
name, 


**  Oh,  hush  if  you  fUtue  r  said  Him  Tox. 

**  I  ^as  about  to  say  to  yon,  Richards,"  resumed 
Mr.  Dombey,  with  an  appalling  gUmoe  at  Mr. 
John,  **  that  I  was  further  assist^  in  my  decision, 
by  the  recollection  of  a  oonversation  I  held  with 
your  husband  in  this  room«  on  the  occasion  of 
your  being  hired,  when  he'  disclosed  to  me  the 
melancholy  fact  that  your  family,  himself  at  their 
head,  were  sunk  and  steeped  in  ignorance." 

Richards  quailed  under  the  magnificence  of  the 
reproof. 

**  I  am  far  from  being  friendly,"  pursued  Mr. 
Dombey,  "  to  what  is  called  by  persons  of  levejU 
ling  sentiments,  general  edubation.  Bat  it  is 
necessary  that  tJie  inferior  classes  should  contioiie 
to  be  taught  to  know  their  position,  and  to  con- 
duct themselves  properly.  So  far  I  approve  of 
schools.  Having  the  power  of  nominating  a  child  on 
the  foimdation  of  an  ancient  establishment,  called 
(fi-om  a  worshipful  company)  the  Charitable  Grin, 
ders ;  where  -not  only  is  a  wholesome  educatioii 
bestowed  upon  the  scholars,  but  where  a  dreis 
and  badge  is  likewise  provided  for  them ;  I  have 
(first  communicating,  through  Mrs.  Chick,  vith 
your  family)  nominated  your  eldest  son  to  an 
existing  vacancy ;  and  he  has  this  day,  I  am  in- 
formed, assumed  the  habit  The  number  of  her 
son,  I  believe,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  turning  to  bis 
sister  and  speaking  of  the  child  as  if  he  were  a 
hackney  coach,  *'  is  one  hundred  and  forty-seven. 
Louisa,  you  can  tell  her." 

"One  hundred  and  forty-seven," said  Mrs. Chick. 
**  The  dress,  Richards,  is  a  nice,  warm,  blue  baiss 
tailed  co&t  and  cap,  turned  np  with  orange-ooioured 
binding;  red  worsted  stookings;  and  very  strong 
leather  small-clothes.  One  might  wear  the  artidss 
one*s.self,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  with  enthmnasm, 
**  and  be  grateful." 

«  There,  Richards  J"  said  Miss  Tox.  "Now, 
indeed,  you  may  be  proud.  The  Charitable  Grin- 
ders!" 

"  I  am  sure  I  am  very  moch  obliged.  Sir,"  re- 
turned  Richards  faintly,  **  and  Uke  it  very  kind 
that  you  should  remember  my  little  ones."  At 
the  same  time  a  vision  of  Biler  as  a  Charitable 
Grinder,  with  his  very  small  legs  encased  in  the 
serviceable  clothing  described  by  Mrs.  Chiek, 
swam  before  Richards'  eyes,  and  made  them 
water. 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  see  yon  have  so  muoh  fteU 
ing,  Richards,"  said  Miss  Tox. 

"  It  makes  one  almost  hope,  it  renlly  docs,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick,  who  prided  herself  on  toking  trostfol 
views  of  human  nature,  **  that  there  rnay  yet  he 
some  faint  spark  of  gfatitutjle  and  right  feeling 
left  in  the  world." 

Richards  deferred  to  these  oomplimenti  by 
curtseying  and  murmuring  her  thanks;  bat  find- 
ing it  quite  impossible  to  recover  her  spirits  from 
the  disorder  into  which  they  had  been  thrown  by 
the  image  of  her  son  in  his  preooeious  nether 
garments,  she  gradually  approached  the  door  and 
was  heartily  relieved  to  escape  by  it 

Such  temporary  indications  of  a  partial  tUlW 
as  had  appeared  with  her,  vanished  with  her;  and 
the  frost  set  in  again,  as  cold  and  hard  as  ever. 
Mr.  Chick  was  twice  heard  to  hum  a  tone  at  the 
bottom  of  the  table,  but  on  both  occasions  it  was 
a  fragment  of  tlie  Dead  March  in  Saul.  The 
party  seemed  to  get  colder  and  colder,  and  to  be 
gradually  resolving  itself  into  a  conffealed  and 
solid  sUte,  lik^  (l»e  ppUa^n  tg^ai  wM«^  it  was 


BOMBEY  AND  SON. 


31 


At  tenftfa  Mrs.  Chkk  looked  at  Miss 
TttX,  ud  Mist  Tux  returned  the  look,  and  they 
botli  rofie  aiid  siLid  it  was  really  time  to  ga  Mr. 
Vombfij  reoftmng  thU  aoDoanceinent  with  perfect 
e<{iuiuudty,  they  took  leave  of  that  geatiemaii. 
utd  preiKioUy  departed  under  the  protection  of 
Jlr. Chick;  whc^  when  they  had  turned  their 
iHcks  upon  the  houiie  and  lefl  its  master  in  his 
mal  solitary  stale,  put  his  bands  in  his  pockets; 
liucw  himself  back  in  the  carriage,  and  whistled 
*Witb  a  hey  ho  chevy !"  all  through ;  conveying 
iri»his£ice  as  be  did  so,  an  eipression  of  such 
finmy  and  terrible  defiance,  that  Mrs.  Chick 
4fed  Bot  protest,  or  in  any  way  molest  him. 

Siehirds,  though  she  had  little  Paul  on  her  lap, 
OBoU  not  ibrret  her  own  firut-born.  She  felt  it 
vuaograteful;  but  the  influence  of  the  day  fell 
crea  oa  the  Gliaritable  Grinders,  and  she  could 
Wdly  help  regarding  his  pewter  badge,  number 
«e  bttodred  and  forty -seven,  as,  somehow,  a  part 
9f  iU  fbnoaiity  and  sternness.  She  spoke,  too,  in 
lt«  oorseryy  of  his  "  blessed  legs,**  and  was  again 
bwUed  by  bis  spectre  in  uniibrm. 

*l  doo*t  know  what  I  would nU  give,**  said 
Pollj,'*to  see  the  poor  httle  dear  before  he  gets 
•ttd  to  'em.** 

^Whj,  then,  I  tell  you  what,  Mrs,  Richards," 
UitQrted  Nipper,  who  bad  been  admitted  to  her 
onfideQce,    ''see    him    and  .make    your    mind 

"Ml.  Oombey  wouldn^t  like  it,**  said  Polly. 


*«0h  wouldn*t  he,  Mrs.  Richards!**  retorted 
Nipper,  **  he  *d  like  it  very  much,  I  think,  when 
he  was  asked.** 

^  You  wouldn*t  ask  him,  I  suppose,  at  all  ?** 
said  Polly. 

**  No,  Mrs.  Richards,  quite  contrairy,**  returned 
Susan,  ^  and  them  two  inspectors  Toz  and  Chick, 
not  intending  to  be  on  duty  to-morrow,  as  I  heard 
'em  say,  me  and  Miss  Floy  will  go  along  with  you 
to-morrow  morning,  and  welcome,  Mrs.  Richards, 
if  you  like,  for  we  may  as  well  walk  there  as  up 
and  down  a  street,  and  better  too.** 

Polly  rejected  the  idea  pretty  stoutly  at  first; 
but  by  lilile  and  little  she  began  to  entertain  it,  as 
she  entertained  more  and  more  distinctly  tiie  for- 
bidden  pictures  of  bet  children,  and  her  own  home. 
At  length,  arguing  that  tltere  could  be  no  great 
harm  in  calling  tor  a  moment  at  the  door,  she 
yielded  to  the  Nipper  proposition. 

The  matter  being  settled  thus,  little  Paul  began 
to  cry  most  piteously,  as  if  he  had  a  foreboding 
that  no  good  would  come  of  it 

**What*s  the  matter  with  the  child?**  asked 
Susan.    . 

"  He  *s  cold,  I  think,**  said  Polly,  walking  with 
him  to  and  fro,  and  hushing  him. 

It  was  a  bleak  autumnal  afternoon  indeed ;  and 
as  she  walked,  and  hushed,  and,  glancing  through 
the  drearv  windows,  pressed  the  little  fellow 
closer  to  her  breast,  the  withered  leaves  came 
showering  down. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

PAUL'S  SECOND  DEPRIVATION. 


four  was  beset  by  so  many  misgivings  in  the 
■niflg,  that  but  for  the  incessant  promptings  of 
^blaeiLeyed  companion,  she  would  have  aban- 
4Md  tH  thoughts  of  the  expedition  and  formally 
P^tHiooed  for  l^ve  to  see  number  one  hundred  and 
fcitf^teo,  uader  the  awful  shi|dow  of  Mr.  Dom. 
^J^i  roof.  But  Susan,  who  was  personally  dis- 
ced 'Oi  favour  of  the  excursioo,  and  who  (like 
Tcsy  Lompkin),  if  she  could  beor  the  disappoint- 
*<^  of  other  people  with  tolerable  fortitude, 
^■Id  Dot  aj>ide  to  disappoint  herself,  threw  »o 
^*7  ingenious  doubCs  in  the  way  of  this  second 
'^fat,  and  stimulated  the  original  intention  with 
■tvuy  iageDiooa  arguments,  that  almost  as  soon 
*  Mr.  I>«nbey*s  stately  back  was  turned,  and 
*»t  gmih-oian  was  pursuing  his  daily  road  to. 
**nli  the  city,  hie  unconscious  aotx  was  on  his 
*«/V> 8taggs's  Gardens. 

"»»  ea|Sionioiw  locality  was  situated  in  a  sub- 
^  koQiirn  by  the  inhabitants  of  Staggs's  Gar. 
^  by  the  name  of  Camberling  Town ;  a  desig. 
*^  which  the  Strangers*  Map  of  London,  as 
P**^  (with  a  view  to  pleasant  and  commodious 
■^^ence)  ob  pocket-bandkerehiefsi,  condenses, 
*Mi  aooe  siiow  of  resioii,  into  Camden  Town, 
fiiber  the  two  niifses  bent  their  steps,  acoompa. 
*^  by  their  charges;  Richards  carrying  Pajit, 
|[Mse,and  Suksao  leading  little  Florence  by  the 
^  ud  giving  her  Mich  jerks  and  pokes  from' 
""•to  tirae,  as  ^  considered  it  wholesome  to 


^  ftm  siMxk  of  A  great  earthquake  had,  just 
■tibat  period,  rent  Ibe  whole  neighbourhood  to  its 
^^  Traces  of  its  course  were  visible  on  t^ery 
2^  Hieeu  vera  knocked  down ;  streets  broken 


in  the  ground ;  enormous  heaps  of  earth  and  clay 
thrown  up ;  buildings  that  were  undermined  and 
shaking,  propped  by  great  beams  of  wood.  Here, 
a  chaos  of  Carts,  overthrown  and  jumbled  toge- 
ther, lay  topsy-turvy  at  the  bottom  of  a  steep  un- 
natural  hill;  tliere,  confused  treasures  of  iron 
soaked  and  rusted  in  something  that  had  acciden. 
tally  become  a  pond.  Everywhere  were  bridges 
that  led  nowhere ;  thoroughfares  that  were  wholly 
impassable;  Babel  towers  of  chimneys,  wanting 
half  their  height;  temporary  wooden  houses  and 
enclosures,  in  the  most  niuikely  situations ;  car- 
cases of  ragged  tenements,  and  fragments  of  un. 
finished  walls  and  aiches,  and  piles  of  scafTulding, 
and  wildernesses  of  bricks,  and  giant  forms  of 
crAnes,  and  tripods  straddling  above  nothing. 
There  were  a  hundred  tlioosand  shapea  and  sub- 
stances  of  incompletencsv,  wildly  mingled  out  of 
their  places,  upside  down,  burrowing  in  the  earth, 
aspiring  in  the  air,  mouldering  in  the  water,  and 
unintelligible  as  any  dream.  Hot  springs  arid 
fiery  eruptions,  the  usual  attendants  upon  earth- 
quakes,  lent  their  contributions  of  confusion  to  the 
scene.  Boiling  water  hisM^d  and  heaved  within 
dilapidated  walls;  whence,  also,  the  glare  and 
roar  of  flames  came  issuing  forth ;  and  mounds 
of  ashes  blocked  up  rights  of  way,  and  wholly 
changed  the  law  and  custom  of  the  neighbour 
hood. 

In  short,  the  yet  unfinished  and  unopened  Rail, 
road  was  in  progress ;  and,  from  the  very  core  oi 
all  this  dire  disorder,  trailed  smoothly  away,  upoki 
its  mighty  course  of  civilization  and  improvement 

But  as  yet,  the  neighbourhood  was  shy  to  own 
the  Railroad.    One  or  two  bold  speculators  had 
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had  stopped  amon^  the  mud  and  ashes  to  consider 
farther  of  it  A  brari.new  Tavern,  redolent  of 
fresh  mortar  and  sise,  and  fronting  nothing  at  all, 
had  taken  for  its  sign  The  Railway  Arms ;  but 
that  might  be  rash  enterprise — and  then  it  hoped 
to  sell  drink  to  the  workmen.  Sj,  the  Ezca- 
vators*  House  of  Call  had  sprung  up  from  a  beer 
shop;  and  tlie  old-established  Ham  and  Beef 
Shop  had  become  The  Railway  Eating  House, 
with  a  roast  leg  of  pork  daily,  through  interested 
motives  of  a  similar  immediate  and  popular  de. 
Bcription.  Lodging-house  keepers  were  favour- 
able  in  like  manner ;  and  for  the  like  reasons  were 
not  to  be  trusted.  The  general  belief  was  very 
slow.  Ttrere  were  frowzy  fields,  and  cowhouses, 
and  dunghills,  and  dusthoaps,  and  ditches,  and 
gardens,  and  summer-houses,  and  carpet-beating 
grounds,  at  the  very  door  of  the  Railway.  Little 
tumuli  of  oyster  shells  in  the  oyster  season,  and 
of  lobster  shells  in  the  lobster  season,  and  of 
broken  crockery  and  faded  cabbage  leaves  in  all 
seasons,  encroached  upon  its  higli  pluces.  Fosls, 
and  rails,  and  old  cautions  to  trespassers,  and 
backs  of  mean  houses,  and  patches  of  wretched 
vegetation,  stared  it  out  of  countenance.  Nothing 
was  the  better  for  it,  or  thought  of  being  so.  If 
the  roiherabie  waste  ground  lying  near  it  could 
have  laughed,  it  would  have  laughed  it  to  scorn, 
like  many  of  the  miserable  neighbours. 

Staggs*s  Gardens  was  uncommonly  incredulous. 
It  was  a  little  row  of  houses,  with  little  squalid 
patches  of  ground  before  them,  feneed  off  with 
old  doors,  barrel  staves,  scraps  of  tarpaulin,  and 
dead  bushes ;  with  bottomless  tin  kettles  and  ex- 
hausted iron  fenders,  thrust  into  the  gape.  Here, 
the  Staggs*s  Gardeners  trained  scarlet  beans,  kept 
fowls  and  rabbits,  erected  rotten  summer  houses 
(one  was  an  old  boat),  dried  clothes,  and  smoked 
pipes.  Some  were  of  dpinion  that  Staggs's  Gar- 
dens  derived  its  name  from  a  deceased  capitalist, 
one  Mr.  Staggs,  who  had  built  it  for  his  delecta- 
tion. Others,  who  had  a  natural  taste  for  the 
country,  held  that  it  dated  from  those  rural  times 
when  the  antlered  herd,  under  the  familiar  de- 
nomination of  Staggses,  had  resorted  to  its  shady 
precfncts.  Be  this  as  it  may,  Stoggs^s  Gardens 
was  regarded  by  its  population  as  a  sacred  grove 
not  to  be  withered  by  railroads;  and  so  conndcnt 
were  they  generally  of  its  long  outliving  any  such 
ridiculous  inventions,  that  the  master  chimney- 
sweeper at  the  corner,  who  was  understood  to  ^ke 
the  lead  in  the  local  politics  of  the  Gardens,  had 
publicly  declared  that  on  the  occasion  of  tlie  Rail- 
road  opening,  if  it  ever  did  open,  two  of  his  boys 
'  should  ascend  the  flues  of  his  dwelling,  with  in- 
structions  to  hail  the  failure  with  derisive  jeers 
from  the  chimney  pots. 

To  this  unhallowed.spot,  the  very  name  of  which 
had  hitherto  been  carefully  concealed  from  Mr. 
Dornbey  by  his  sister,  was  little  Paul  now  borne 
by  Fate  and  Richards. 

**  That's  my  house,  Susan,*'  said  Polly,  pointing 
it  out. 

**  Is  it,  indeed,  Mrs.  Richards,**  Maid  Susan,  con- 
descendingly. 

**  And  there's  my  sister  Jemima  at  the  door,  I 
do  declare !"  cried  Polly,  ^  with  my  own  sweet 
precious  baby  in  her  arms  !" 

The  sight  added  such  an  extensive  pair  of  wings 
to  Polly *s  impatience,  that  she  set  off  down  the 
Gardens  at   a   run,  and   bouncing  on   Jemima, 


unutterable  astonish  meat  of  that  young  damfe 
on  whom  the  heir  of  the  Dombeys  seemed  to  hai 
fallen  from  the  clouds. 

"  Why,  Polly !"  cried  Jemima.  "  Vou  I  what 
turn  you  have  given  me !  who'd  have  thought  it 
come  along  in  Pully  !  How  well  yon  do  look  I 
be  sure !  The  children  will  go  half  wild  to  at 
you  Polly,  that  they  will" 

That  they  did,  if  one  might  judge  from  tJi 
noise  thev  made,  and  the  way  in  which  they  dasl 
ed  at  Polly  and  dragged  her  to  a  low  chair  in  th 
chimney  corner,  where  her  own  honest  apple  iac 
became  immediately  the  centre  of  a  bunch  o 
smaller  pippins,  all  laying  their  rosy  cheeks  ckM 
to  it,  and  all  evidently  the  growth  of  the  ssm 
tree.  As  to  Polly,  she  was  full  as  noisy  and  veht 
mcnt  as  the  children ;  and  it  was  not  until  sh 
was  quite  out  of  breath,  and  her  hair  was  hangin 
all  about  her  flushed  face,  and  her  new  cfaristeii 
ing  attire  was  very  much  dishevelled,  that  an; 
pause  took  place  in  the  confusion.  Even  then,  th 
smallest  Toodle  but  one  remained  in  her  kp,  hold 
ing  on  tight  with  both  arms  round  her  neck ;  whil 
the  smallest  Toodle  but  two  mounted  on  the  bad 
of  the  chair,  and  made  desperate  efForu,  with  on 
leg  in  the  air,  to  kiss  her  round  the  corner. 

**  Look  !  there's  a  pretty  little  lady  come  to  sc 
you,"  sdid  Polly;  **and  see  how  quiet  «&«  ii 
what  a  beautiful  little  lady,  ain't  she  ?" 

This  reference  to  Florence,  who  hd^  been  stsm 
ing  by  the  door  not  unobservant  of  what  pssiei 
directed  the  attention  of  tlie  younger  brancbss  t< 
wards  her;  and  had  likewise  the  happy  efleci  o 
leading  to  the  formal  recognition  of  Miss  Nippe 
who  was  not  quite  firee  fwm  a  misgiving  that  si 
had  been  already  slighted. 

^  Oh  do  come  in  and  sit  down  a  minute,  Siiea: 
please,"  said  Polly  !  **  This  is  my  sister  Jaasim 
iliis  is.  Jemima,  I  don't  know  what  I  ehould  ev 
do  with  myself,  if  it  wasn't  tor  Susan  Niivpev; 
shouldn't  be  here  now  but  for  her." 

**Oh  do  sit  down  Miss  Nipper,  if  you  ploMc 
quoth  Jemima. 

Susan  took  the  extreme  corner  of  a  ebair»  wi 
a  stately  and  ceremonious  aspect. 

**  i  never  was  so  glad  to  soean  j  body  in  all  my  lil 
now  really  I  never  was.  Miss  Nipper,'*  eald  Jemin 

Susan  relaxing,  took  a  little  more  of  the  cha 
and  smiled  graciously. 

**  Do  untie  your  bonnet-striiigs  and  make  yen 
self  at  home,  Miss  Nipper,  please,"  ealreated  J 
mima.  **  I  am  afraid  it's  a  poorer  plaee  than  yoa' 
used  to;  but  you'll  make  allowanoes,  I*m  saiv.* 

The  black-eyed  was  so  softened  by  this  deftn 
tial  behaviour,  that  she  oaught  up  kttie  Mi 
Toodle  who  was  running  pa^  and  look  bee 
Banbury  Crosa  immediately. 

*•  But  Where's  my  pretty  boy  ?"  said  PoUy.  » 1 
poor  felbw?  I  oauie  all  thie  wny^lo  aee  him 
his  new  clothes." 

<*Ah  what  a  pity!"  cried  Jeanme.  •*ii< 
break  his  heart,  when  he  hears  hie  motber  I 
becm  here.    He's  at  school,  PoUy." 

•*  Gone  already !" 

*«  Yes.  He  went  for  the  first  time  yeelevdi 
for  fear  he  should  loee  any  learning.  Bui  j 
half-holiday,  Polly  :  if  you  oould  only  stop  *tia 
cotnea  home— yoo  and  Miss  Nipper,  Icestirayi 
said  Jemima,  mindful  in  good  time  of  the  cia^ot 
of  the  black-eyed, 

**  And  how  doea  he  kiok,  Jeaim>,  bUts  hua 
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■Well,  really  he  doiiH  look  so  bad  aa  you'd  sttj^> 
^OM,"  returned  Jemima. 

"Ah  1"  said  Polly,  with  emotion,  ••  I  knew  his 
k^  muft  be  too  abort" 

"  His  legs  if  abort,**  retamed  Jemima  ;  **  eape- 
dally  behind;  but  they'll  get  lon^r,  Polly,  every 

it  waa  a  alow,  prospective  kind  of  consolation  ; 
but  the  cbeerfulneaa  and  {rood  nature  with  which 
itwta  administered,  gave  it  a  value  it  did  not  In. 
Iraiically  possess.  AAer  a  moment*a  ailenoe. 
Ally  asked,  in  a  more  sprightly  manner  i 

•And  where *8  Father,  Jemima  dear?" — ^for  by 
tkt  patriarchal  appellation,  Mr.  Toodle  was  gen- 
nOy  known  in  the  ihmily. 

"There  again !"  said  Jemima.  ••'What  a  pity ! 
Father  took  bis  dinner  with  him  this  morning, 
ud  isn't  combig  home  till  night  But  he 's  always 
tilking  of  you  roily,  and  telling  the  children  about 
foa;  and  is  the  peaceablest,  patientest,  best^tero- 
peredest  sool  in  the  world,  as  he  always  was  and 
■illbe!" 

•*  Thankee,  Jemima,"  cried  the  simple  Polly; 
ielighted  by  the  speech,  and  disappointed  by  the 
ibsoice. 

*0h  yoa  needn't  thank  me,  Polly,"  said  her 
nter,  giving  her  a  sounding  kiss  upon  the  check, 
md  tlien  dancing  little  Paul  cheerfully.  ••  I  say 
the  lame  of  yoa^metimes,  and  think  it  too." 

In  spite  of  the  double  disappointment,  it  was 
ioposiible  to  regrard  in  the  light  of  a  failure  a  visit 
vUeli  was  greeted  with  such  a  reception ;  so  the 
■Utentalkea  hopefully  about  fkmily  matters,  and 
iVnt  ftler,  and  about  all  hia  brothers  and  sisters : 
vhSfi  the  black^yed,  hanng  performed  several 
joaneyn  to  Banbury  Cross  and  back,  took  sharp 
note  of  ibe  Ibmiture,  the  Dutch  clock,  the  cup. 
bsard,  the  castle  on  the  mantelpiece  with  red  and 

r  windows  fn  it,  susceptible  of  illumination 
candle^nd  within ;  and  the  pair  of  small 
Mack  velvet  kittens,  each  with  a  lady's  reticule  in 
its  mouth ;  regarded  by  the  Staggs's  Grardeners  as 
prodigies  of  imitative  art  The  conversation  soon 
Kooming  general  lest  the  black^yed  should  eo 
iS  at  score  and  turn  sarcastic,  that  young  hidy 
teialed  to  Jemima  a  summary  of  everything  she 
knew  concerning  Mr.  Dombey,  his  prospects, 
lunily,  pursuits,  and  character.  Also  an  exact 
Bmitory  of  her  personal  wardrobe,  and  some  ac- 
smmt  of^her  principal  relations  and  friends.  Hav- 
ieg  relieved  her  mind  of  these  disclosures,  she 
^utook  of  shrimps  and  porter,  and  evinced  a  die- 
position  to  swear  eternal  friendship. 

Little  Florence  herself  was  not  behind-hand  in 
biproving  the  occasion;  for,  being  conducted 
Mh  by  the  young  Toodles  to  inspect  some  toad- 
tools  and  other  curiosities  of  the  Garden;i,  she 
Mered  with  them,  heart  and  soul,  on  the  torma- 
Sod  of  a  temporary  breakwater  across  a  small 
p«en  pool  that  had  collected  in  a  corner.  She 
^18  still  busily  engaged  in  that  labour,  when 
iDOgfat  and  found  by  Susan ;  who,  such  was  her 
lease  of  duty^  even  under  the  humanizing  infiu- 
EBce  of  shrimps,  delivered  a  moral  address  to  her 
Actuated  with  thumps)  on  her  degenerate  na. 
hve^  while  washing  her  face  and  hands ;  and  pre- 
leled  that  she  would  bring  the  grey  hairs  of  her 
KiBtly  in  gcoeral,  with  sorrow  to  the  gfrave.  Afler 
Mme  dcOT,  occasioned  by  a  pretty  long  confiden. 
fialialerview  above  stairs  on  pecuniary  subjects, 
jwtwiif  Polly  and  Jemima,  an  interchanire  of 


time  retained  her  own  child,  and  Jemima  little 
Paul— and  the  visitors  took  loave. 

But  first  the  young  Toodles,  victims  of  a  pious 
fraud,  were  deluded  into  repairing  in  a  body  to  a 
chandler's  shop  in  the  neighbourhood,  for  the 
ostensible  purpose  of  spending  a  penny ;  and  when 
tlie  coast  was  quite  clear,  roily  fled :  Jemima 
calling  afler  her  that  if  they  could  only  go  round 
towards  the  City  Road  on  their  way  back,  they 
would  be  sure  to  meet  little  Biler  coming  from 
school. 

**■  Do  yoQ  think  we  might  make  time  to  go  a 
little  round  in  that  direction,  Susan?"  inquired 
Polly,  when  they  halted  to  take  breath. 

^•Why  not,  Mrs.  Richards?"  returned  Susan. 

*•  It's  getting  on  towards  our  dinner  time  you 
know,"  said  Polly. 

But  lunch  had  rendered  her  comp&nion  more 
than  indifferent  to  this  grave  consideration,  so  she 
allowed  no  weight  to  it,  and  they  resolveNd  to  go 
"  a  Ihtle  round." 

Now,  it  happened  that  poor  Biler's  life  had  been, 
since  yesterday  morning,  rendered  weary  by  the 
costume  of  the  Charitable  Grindersi  The  youtli 
of  the  streets  could  not  endure  it  No  young 
vagabond  could  be  brought  to  bear  its  contcmpla. 
tion  for  a  moment,  witliout  throwing  himself  upon 
the  unoffending  woarer,  and  doing  him  a  mischief. 
His  social  existence  had  been  more  like  that  of  an 
early  Christian,  than  an  innocent  child  of  the 
nineteenth  century.  He.  had  been  stoned,  in  the 
streets.  He  had  been  overthrown  into  gutters; 
bespattered  with  mud ;  violently  flattened  against 
posts.  Entire  strangers  to  his  person  had  lifted 
his  yellow  cap  off  his  head,  and  east  it  to  the 
winds.  His  legs  had  not  only  undergone  verbal 
criticisms  and  revilings,  but  had  been  handled  and 
pinched.  That  very  morning,  he  had  received  a 
perfectly  unsolicited  black  eye  on  his  way  to  the 
Grinders*  establishment,  and  had  been  punished 
for  it  by  the  master :  a  superannuated  old  Grinder 
of  savage  disposition,  who  had  been  appointed 
schoolmaster  because  he  didn't  know  anything, 
and  wasnH  fit  for  anything,  and  for  whose  cruel 
cane  all  chubby  little  boys  had  a  perfect  ftsciaation. 

Thus  it  fell  out  that  Biler,  on  his  way  home, 
sought  unflrequented  paths;  and  slunk  along  by 
narrow  passages  and  back  streets,  to  avoid  his 
tormentors.  Being  compelled  to  emerge  into  the 
main  road,  his  ill  fortune  brought  him  at  last 
where  a  small  party  of  buys,  headed  by  a  ferocious 
young  butcher,  were  lying  in  wait  for  any  means 
of  pleasurable  excitement  that  might  happen. 
These,  finding  a  Charitable  Grinder  in  the  midst 
of  them — imaccountably  delivered  over,  as  it  were, 
into  their  hands — set  up  a  general  yeU  and  rushed 
upon  him. 

But  it  so  fell  out  likewise,  that,  at  that  same 
time,  Polly,  looking  hopelessly  along  the  road  be- 
fore her,  after  a  good  hour's  walk,  had  said  it  was 
of  no  use  going  any  further,  when  suddenly  she 
saw  this  sight  She  no  sooner  saw  it  than,  utter« 
ing  a  hasty  exclamation,  and  giving  Master  Dom- 
bey to  the  black^yed,  she  started  to  the  rescue  of 
her  unhappy  little  son. 

Surprises,  like  misfortunes,  rarely  come  alone. 
The  astonished  Susan  Nipper  and  her  two  young 
charges,  were  rescued  by  the  bystanders  from 
mider  the  very  wheels  of  a  passing  carriage  before 
they  knew  what  had  happened ;  and  at  that  rao 
ment  (it  was  market  day)  a  thundering  alarm  af 
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"With  a  wild  confhsibn  before  h6r,  of  people 
running  up  and  down,  and  shouting,  and  wheels 
running  over  thera,  and  boys  fighting,  and  mad 
bulls  coming  up,  and  the  nurse  in  the  midst  of  all 
these  dangers  being  torn  to  pieces,  Florence 
ecreamed  and  ran.  She  ran  till  she  was  exhaust- 
ed, urging  Susan  to  do  the  same ;  and  then,  stop- 
ping  and  wringing  her  bands  as  she  remembered 
tliey  had  lefl  the  other  nurse  behind,  found,  witii  a 
sensation  of  terror  not  to  be  described,  that  she 
was  quite  alone. 

**  Susan !  Susan  !'*  cried  Florence,  clapping  her 
hands  in  the  very  ecstacy  of  her  alarm.  **Ofa, 
whore  are  they !  where  are  they  !'* 

**  Where  are  they  ?"  said  an  old  woman,  coming 
hobbling  across  ^  fiist  as  she  oould  from  the  op- 
posite bide  of  the  way.  **  Why  did  you  run  away 
from  'em  7" 

**!  was  frightened,**  answered  Floren<^  **! 
didn't  know  what  I  did.  I  thought  they  were 
with  me.     Where  are  tliey  7"  • 

The  old  woman  took  her  by  the  wrist,  and  said, 
•*  I  Ml  show  you." 

*  She  was  a  very  ugly  old  woman,  with  red  rims 
round  her  eyes,  and  a  mouth  that  mumbled  and 
chattered  of  itself  when  she  was  not  speaking. 
Slie  was  miserably  dressed,  and  carried  some 
skins  over  her  arm.  She  seemed  to  have  followed 
Florence  some  little  way  at  all  events,  for  she  had 
lost  her  breath;  and  this  made  her  uglier  still,  as  she 
stood  trying  to  regain  it<  working  her  shrivelled 
yellow  fuee  and  throat  into  alt  soru  of  contortions. 

Florence  was  afraid  of  her,  and  looked,  hesitat- 
itigt  up  the  street,  of  which  she  had  almost  reached 
the  bottom.  It  was  a  solitary  place— mwe  a  back 
road  than  a  «;treet — and  there  was  no  one  in  it  but 
herself  and  the  old  woman. 

**  You  needn't  be  frightened  now,"  said  the  old 
woman,  stiU  holding  her  tight  **Com6  along 
with  me.*' 

**  I — I  don't  know  you.  What 's  your  name  7" 
asked  Florence. 

**Mr8.  Brown,"  said  the  old  woman,  "Good 
Mrs.  Brown." 

**  Are  they  near  here  ?"  asked  Florence,  begin* 
ning  to  be  led  away. 

"Suttan  an't  far  off,"  said  Good  Mrs.  Brown: 
**  and  the  others  are  close  to  her." 

*•  Is  anybody  hurt  7"  cried  Florence. 

**  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  said  Good  Mrs.  Brown. 

The  child  shed  tears  of  delight  on  hearing  this, 
and  accompanied  the  old  woman  willingly ;  though 
ahe  could  not  help  glancing  at  her  face  as  tliey 
went  along— particularly  at  that  industrious  mouth 
—  and  wondering  whether  Bad  Mrs.  Brown,  if 
there  was  such  a  person,  was  at  all  like  her. 

'l*h(>y  had  not  gone  very  far,  but  had  gone  by 
norne  uery  onconilbrtable  places,  such  as  brick- 
fields  and  tile-yards,  when  the  old  woman  turned 
down  a  dirty  lane,  where  tiie  mud  lay  in  deep 
black  ruts  in  the  middle  of  the  road.  She  stopped 
before  a  shabby  little  house,  as  closely  shut  up  as 
a  houMC  that  was  full  of  cracks  and  crevices  could 
be.  Opening  the  door  with  a  key  she  took  out  of 
her  bonnet,  she  poshed  the  child  before  her  into  a 
back  room,  where  there  was  a  great  heap  of  raga 
of  different  colours  lying  on  tlie  floor ;  a  heap  of 
bones,  and  a  heap  of  sifWd  dust  or  cinders ;  but 
there  was  no  furniture  at  all,  and  the  walls  and 
veiling  were  quite  black, 

I'he  child  became  so  terrified  that  she  was 


**  Now  don't  be  a  young. mde,'^  said  Good  Mn 
Brown,  reviving  her  with  a  shake.  ^  I  'm  not  i 
going  to  hurt  you.    Sit  upon  the  rags." 

Florence  obeyed  her,  holding  out  her  fbldo 
hands,  in  mute  supplication. 

"  I  'm  not  a  going  to  keep  vt>u,  even,  above  ai 
hour,"  said  Mrs.  Brown.  •*  Irye  understand  wha 
I  say  7" 

The  child  answered  with  great  diCBculty,  ♦*  Yes.' 

**Then,"  said  Good  Mrs.  Brawn*  taking  be 
own  seat  on  the  bones,  **  don't  vex  me.  u  yon 
don't,  I  tell  you  I  won't  hurt  y6u.  But  if  you  do 
I  '11  kill  you.  I  could  have  you  killed  at  any  iimi 
—  even  if  you  was  in  your  own  bed  at  home 
Now  let  s  know  who  you  are,  and  what  you  are 
and  all  about  it" 

The  old  woman's  threats  and  promises;  th< 
dread  of  giving  her  offence ;  and  the  habit,  uou 
sual  to  a  child,  but  almost  natmal  t&  Florence 
now,  of  being  qui<it,  and  repressing  what  she  felt 
and  feared,  and  hoped  ;  enabled  her  to  do  this  bid 
ding,  and  to  tell  her  little  history,  or  what  shi 
knew  of  it  Mrs.  Brown  listened  attentively,  unti, 
she  had  finished. 

**So  your  name's  Dombey,  eh?"  said  Mrs 
Brown. 

•*  Yes,  Ma'am.^' 

**  I  want  that  pretty  frock.  Miss  Dombey,"  sai< 
Good  Mrs.  Brown,  "  and  that  litl^  bonnet,  and  i 
petticoat  or  two,  and  anything  else  ycu  can  spaif 
Come!     Take 'era  off." 

Florence  obeyed,  as  fast  as  her  trembling  hands 
would  allow  ;  keeping,  all  the  while,  a  frightenei 
eye  on  Mrs.  Brown.  When  she  had  divested  her 
self  of  all  the  articles  of  apparel  mentioned  by  tha 
lady,  Mrs.  B.  examined  tiiem  at  K:isure,  an( 
seemed  tolerably  well  satisfied  with  their  qualitj 
and  value. 

**  Humph  !"  she  said,  running  her  eyes  over  lh< 
child's  slight  figure.  "  I  don't  aee  auytliing  els 
--except  (he  shoes.  I  most  have  the  shoes.  Mis 
Dombey." 

Poor  little  Florence  took  them  off  with  equa 
alacrity^  only  too  glad  to  have  any  more  mean 
of  conciliation  about  her.  The  old  woman  the 
produced  some  wretched  substitutes  from  the  bo( 
tom  of  the  heap  of  rags,  which  slie  turned  up  fo 
that  purpose ;  together  with  a  girl's  cloak,  quit 
worn  out  and  very  old ;  and  the  crushed  remain 
of  a  bonnet  that  had  probably  been  picked  up  frof 
some  ditch  or  dunghill.  In  this  dainty  raimein 
she  instructed  Florence  to  dress  herself;  and  a 
such  preparation  seemed  a  prelude  to  her  release 
the  child  eomphed  with  increased  feadineas,  i 
possible. 

In  hurriedly  putting  on  the  bonnet,  if  that  ma; 
be  called  a  bonnet  which  was  more  likA  a  pod  t 
carry  loads  on,  she  caught  it  in  her  hair,,  whici 
grew  luxuriantly,  and  could  not  immediately  dii 
entangle  it  Good  Mrs.  Brown  whipped  out 
large  pair  of  scissors,  and  fell  into  an  unoccooot 
able  state  of  excitement 

**Why  couldn't  you  let  roe  be!"  said  Mn 
Brown,  "  when  I  was  oontentefl.   You  little  fool ! 

»« I  beg  your  pardon.  I  don't  know  what  I  has 
done,"  panted  Florence.    "  I  oouldn't  help  it** 

**  Couldn't  help  it !"  cried  Mrs.  Brown.  *"  Ho^ 
do  you  expect  I  oan  help  it  7  Why,  Lord !"  su 
the  old  woman,  ruffling  her  curls  with  a  fuiioq 
pleasure,  **  anybody  but  me  would  have  had  *ai 
off,  first  of  ail" 
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•fed,  that  she  offered  no  redntance  or  entreaty, 
id  oierely  r&ised  her  mild  eyei  towards  the  face 
:  Hut  good  fouL 

"in  hadu*t  once  had  a  gul  of  my  own  —  he- 
ond  seas  now — that  was  proud  of  her  hair,"  said 
[n.  Brown,  **  I  *d  have  hud  every  lock  of  it. 
be  "s  far  away,  she  '•  far  a wa v  !  Oho !  Oho  !" 
Mn.  Brown*s  was  not  a  melodious  cry,  but,  ae. 
onpanied  with  a  wild  tossing  up  of  iicr  lean 
nai,  it  was  full  6f  passionate  grief,  and  thrilled 
B  the  heart  of  Florence,  whom  it  frightefied  more 
baitver.  It  bad  its  part,  perhaps,  in  saving  her 
arii;  for  Mrs.  Brown,  after  hovering  about  her 
nd^  the  scissors  for  some  moments,  like  a  new 
iid  of  butterfly,  bade  her  hide  them  under  the 
WBct,  and  let  no  trace  of  them  escape  to  tempt 
9.  Having  aoooroplished  this  victory  over  herself, 
In.  Brown  resumed  her  seat  on  the  bones,  and 
neked  a  very  short  biaek  pipe,  mowing  and  mum. 
faif  aH  the  time,  as  if  she  were  eating  the  stem. 
When  the  pipe  was  smoked  out,  she  gave*  the 
■rid  a  rabbit-skin  to  carry,  that  she  might  ap. 
vtfae  more  like  her  ordinary  companion,  and 
U  her  that  she  was  now  going  to  lead  her  to  a 
iblie  street  whence  she  oouM  inquire  her  way  to 
y  friends.  But  she  captioned  her,  with  threats 
faiininary  and  deadly  vengeance  in  case  of  dis- 
ie&nee,  not  to  talk  to  strangers,  nor  to  repair  to 
er  owD  home  (which  may  have  been  too  near  for 
in.  Brown's  convenience),  but  to  her  father's 
lee  ia  the  city ;  also  to  wait  at  the  street  corner 
rhen  the  would  be  left,  until  the  clocks  struck 
ime.  These  direotions  Mrs.  Brown  enforced  with 
nvnaeei  that  there  would  be  potent  eyes  and' 
itfi  ia  Inr  employ ment  cognizant  of  all  she  did ; 
nd  (AsR  directions  Florence  promised  faithfully 
tti  evnestly  to  observe. 

AiicDftb,  Mrs.  Brown,  issuing  forth,  conducted 
Er  changed  and  ragged  little  friend  thrnogh  a 
■lijriath  of  narrow  streets  and  lanes  and  alleys, 
M  emerged,  after  a  long  time,  upon  a  stable 
vd,  with  a  gateway  at  the  end,  whence  the  roar 
^tfreat  thoroughfare  made  itself  audible.  Point- 
t  oat  this  gateway,  and  informing  Florence  that 
>^  the  clcKsks  struck  three  slie  was  to  go  to  the 
^  Xn.  Brown,  after  making  a  parting  grasp  at 
V  hair  which  seemed  involuntary  and  quite 
^d  her  own  control,  told  her  she  knew  what 
^do^and  bade  her  ro  and  do  it:  remembering 
^  the  was  watched 

^th  a  lighter  heart,  but  still  sore  afraid,  Flo. 
'^  felt  herself  released,  and  tripped  off  to  the 
'"Ml  When  she  reached  it,  she  looked  back  and 
■*the  head  of  Good  Mrs.  Brown  peeping  out  of 
^Inr  wooden  passage,  where  she  had  issued  her 
yig  injanetions;  likewise  the  fist  of  Good  Mrs. 
h^B  shaking  towarde  her.  But  though  she 
^  looked  back  afterwards  —  every  minute,  at 
■^ia  her  nervous  recollection  of  the  old  woman 
"^esoid  not  see  her  again. 
floreaGe  remained  there,  looking  at  the  bustle 
^the  rtreet,  and  more  and  more  bewildered  by 
'">  aad  in  the  aeanwfaile  the  clocks  appeared  to 
*'*B  Bade  nf  their  minds  never  to  strike  three 
J^ttOTe.  At  last  the  steeples  rang  out  three 
^Ml',  there  was  ««e  close  by,  so  she  couldn't 
J»i*aken ;  and  —  afler  often  looking  over  her 
Jj^ier,  tad  often  going  a  little  way,  and  as  often 
Mh  back  again,  lest  the  all-powerfull  spies  of 
■^wawa  rtiaald  take  offence-^she  hurried  off, 
*  w as  ritt  could  ia  her  slipshod  shoes,  holding 


they  belonged  to  Dombey  and  Son,  and  that  that 
was  a  great  power  belonging  to  the  city.  So  she 
could  only  ask  the  way  to  Dombey  and  Soo^s  in 
the  city ;  and  as  she  generally  made  the  inquiry 
of  children  >^  being  afraid  to  ask  grown  people  — 
she  got  very  little  sutisraction  indeed.  But  by 
dint  of  asking  her  way  to  the  city  after  a  wliile, 
and  dropping  the  rest  of  her  inquiry  for  the  pre. 
sent,  she  really  did  advance,  by  slow  degrees, 
towards  tho  heart  of  that  great  region  which  is 
governed  hy  the  terrible  Lord  Mayor. 

Tired  of  walking,  repulsed  and  pushed  about, 
stunned  by  the  noiso  and  confusion,  anxious  for 
her  brother  and  the'  nurses,  terrified  by  what  she 
had  undergone,  and  the  prospect  of  encountering 
her  angry  fkther  in  such  an  altered  stale;  per- 
plezed  and  frightened  alike  by  wijat  had  passed, 
and  what  was  passing,  and  what  was  yat  before 
her;  Florence  went  upon  her  weary  way  with 
tearful  eyes,  and  once  or  twice  oould  not  help 
stopphig  to  ease  her  bursting  heart  by  crying 
bitterly.  But  few  people  noticed  her  at  those 
times,  in  the  garb  she  wore ;  or  if  they  did,  be. 
lieved  that  she  was  tutored  to  excite  compassion, 
and  passed  on.  Florence,  too,  called  to  her  aid  all 
the  firmness  and  self-relianoe  of  a  character  tiiat 
her  sad  experience  had  prematurely  formed  and 
tried;  and  keeping  the  end  she  had  in  view, 
steadily  before  hur,  steadily  pursued  it 

It  was  full  two  hours  later  in  the  afternoon 
than  when  she  had  started  on  this  strange  adven. 
ture,  when,  escaping  from  the  clash  and  blangor 
of  a  narrow  street  full  of  carts  and  waggons,  she 
peeped  into  a  kindof  wharf  or  landing-place  upon 
the  river  side,  whore  there  were  a  great  many 
packages,  casks,  and  boxes,  strewn  about ;  a  large 
pair  of  wooden  scales ;  and  a  little  wooden  house 
on  wheels,  outside  of  which,  looking  at  the  neigh, 
bonring  masts  and  1>oat«,  a  stout  man  stood  wiitst- 
ling,  with  his  pen  behind  his  ear,  and  his  hands 
in  his  pockets,  as  if  his  day's  work  were  nearly 
done. 

**  Nov^  then  I"  said  this  man,  happening  to  turn 
round.  **  We  haven't  got  anything  for  you,  little 
girl.    Bsoff!" 

**  If  you  please,  is  this  the  city  ?"  asked  the 
trembling  daughter  of  the  Dombeys. 

^'Ah!  It's  the  city.  You  know  that  well 
enough,  I  dare  say.  Be  off!  We  haven't  got  any. 
tiling  for  you." 

**  I  dont  want  anything,  thank  yoo,"  was  the 
timid  answer.  **  Except  to  know  the  way  to 
Dombey  and  Son's." 

The  man  who  had  l>een  strolling  carelessly 
towards  her,  seemed  surprised  by  this  reply,  and 
look  in?  attentively  in  her  face,  rejoined : 

**  Why,  what  can  you  want  with  Dombey  and 
Sons  ?" 

**To  know  the  ly^y  there,  if  yoo  please." 

The  man  looked  at  her  yet  more  curiooaly,  and 
robbed  the  baok  of  his  head  so  hard  hi  bb  wonder, 
ment  that  he  knocked  his  own  hat  off. 

**  Joe !"  he  called  to  another  man  -^  a  labourer 
—as  he  picked  it  up  and  pat  it  on  again. 

"*  Joe  it  is!"    said  Joe. 

**  Where 's  that  young  spark  of  Dombeys  who  *8 
been  watching  the  shipment  of  them  goods  ?" 

**  Just  gone,  by  the  t'other  gate,"  said  Joe. 

**  Call  him  Inck  a  muinte." 

Joe  ran  up  an  archway,  banding  aa  he  went; 
and  very  soon  retomed  with  a  blithe4ooking  boy. 


36 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


^Ttn  in  Dombey's  Hoase,  Mr.Caftrk,*'  retumed 
the  boy. 

'*Look'ye  hore,4hen,"  said  Mr.  Clark. 

Obedient  to  the  indication  of  Mr.  Clark*8  hand, 
the  boy  approached  towards  Florence,  wondering, 
as  well  he  might,  what  he  had  to  do  with  her. 
But  she,  who  had  heard  what  passed,  and  who, 
besides  the  relief  of  so  suddenly  considering  her- 
self safe  and  at  her  joarney*s  end,  felt  re-assured 
beyoitd  all  measure  by  his  lively  youtliful  face  and 
manner,  ran  eagerly  up  to  him,  leaving  one  of  the 
slipshod  shoes  upon  the  ground,  and  caught  bis 
hand  in  both  of  hers. 

**  I  am  lost,  if  you  please  1**  said  Florence. 

"Lost!"  cried  the  boy. 

"Yes,  I  was  lost  this  morning,  a  long  way 
from  here— -and  I  have  had  my  clothes  taken 
away,  since  —  and  I  am  not  dressed  in  ;ny  own 
now — and  my  name  is  Florence  Dombey,  my  lit- 
tle brother's  only  sister -«- and,  oh  dear,  dear,  take 
care  of  me,  if  you  please !"  sobbed  Florence,  giv. 
ing  fill]  vent  to  the  childish  feelings  she  had  so 
long  suppressed,  and  bursting  into  tears.  At  the 
same  time  her  miserable  bonnet  falling  o£E^  her 
hair  came  tumbling  down  about  her  face:  moving 
to  speechless  admiration,  and  commiseration, 
young  Walter,  nephew  of  Solomon  Gills,  Ships* 
instrument-maker  in  general. 

Mr.  Clark  stood  rapt  in  amazement :  observing 
under  his  breath,  /  never  saw  such  a  start  on  this 
wharf  before.  Walter  picked  up  the  shoe,  and 
put  it  on  the  little  foot  as  the  Prince  in  the  story 
might  have  fitted  CindercUa^s  slipper  on.  He 
hung  the  rabbit-skin  over  his  leh  arm;  gave  the 
right  to  Florence ;  and  felt,  not  to  say  like  Rich- 
ard Whittinfltoa^-that  is  a  tame  comparison — but 
like  Saint  George  of  England,  with  the*  dragon 
lying  dead  be&re  him. 

"  Don't  cry,  Miss  Dombey,**  said  Walter,  in  a 
transport  of  enthusiasm.  "What  a  wonderful 
thing  for  me  that  I  am  here.  You  are  as  safe 
now  as  if  you  were  guarded  by  a  whole  boat's 
crew  of  picked  men  from  a  man-of-war.  Oh  don't 
cry." 

**  I  won't  cry  any  more,"  said '  Florence.  **  I 
am  only  crying  for  joy." 

"Crying  for  joy!"  thought  Walter,  "and  I'm 
the  cause  of  it!  Come  along.  Miss  Dombey. 
There's  the  other  shoe  off  now!  Take  mine, 
Miss  Dombey." 

"  No,  no,  no,'*  said  Florence,  checking  him  in 
the  act  of  impetuously  pulling  off  his  own.  "  These 
do  better.     These  do  very  well." 

"  Why,  to  be  sure,"  said  Walter,  glancing  at 
her  foot,  "  mine  are  a  mile  too  large.  What  ain 
I  thinking  about!  You  never  could  walk  in  mine! 
Come  along.  Miss  Dombey.  Let  me  see  the  vil- 
lain  <^ho  will  dare  molest  you  now." 

So  Walter,  looking  imme^ly  fieroe,  led  -off 
Florence,  looking  very  happy ;  and  they  went  arm 
in  arm  along  the  streets,  perfectly  indifferent  to 
any  astonishment  that  their  appbarance  might  or 
did  excite  by  the  way. 

It  was  growing  dark  and  foggy,  and  beginning 
to  rain  too ;  but  tiiey  cared  uotmng  for  this:  being 
both  wholly  absorbed  in  the  late  adventures  of 
Florence,  which  she  related  with  the  innocent 
good  faith  and  confidence  of  her  years,  while 
Walter  listened  as  if,  far  from  the  mud  and  grease 
of  Thames-street,  they  were  rambling  alone  antong 
the  broad  leaves  and  tall  trees  of  soma  desert  isl- 
and in  the  trooica  —  as  he  very  likelv  fancied,  for 


**  Have  we  fkr  to  go  7"  asked  Florence  at  b 
lifling  her  eyes  to  her  companion's  face. 

"Ah !  %  the  bye,"  said  Walter,  stopping,  ** 
me  see ;  where  are  we  7  Oh  !  I  know.  But 
offices  are  shut  up  now,  Miss  Dombey.  Ther 
nobody  there.  Mr.  Dombey  has  gone  home  k 
ago.  I  suppose  we  must  go  home  too  7  or,  st 
Suppose  I  take  you  to  my  uncle's,  where  I  live 
it's  very  near  here — and  go  to  your  house  i 
coach  to  tell  them  you  are  safe,  and  bring  ] 
back  some  clothes.     Won't  that  bo  best  7*' 

"  I  think  so,"  answered  Florence.  "  D( 
you  7   What  do  you  think  ?" 

As  they  stood  deliberating  in  the  street,  a  n 
passed  them,  who  glanced  quickly  at  Waiter 
he  went  by,  as  if  he  recognized  him ;  but  sec 
ing  to  correct  that  first  impression,  he  passed 
without  stopping. 

"  Why,  I  think  it's  Mr.  Carker,"  said  Wall 
"Carker  in  our  House.  Not  Carker  our  mana| 
Miss  Dombey  —  the  other  Carker;  the  iunioi 
Halloa!  Mr. Carker!" 

"  Is  that  Walter  Gay  7"  said  the  other,  si 
ping  and  returning*  "  I  couldn't  believe  it,  w 
such  a  strange  companion." 

As  he  Btood  near  a  lamp,  listening  with  s 
prise  to  Walter's  hurried  explanation,  he  presen 
a  remarkable  contrast  to  the  two  youthful  figv 
arm.in*arm  before  him.  He  was  not  dd,  but 
hair  was  white ;  his  body  was  iteat,  or  bowed 
if  by  the  weight  of  some  great  trouble;  and  tb 
were  deep  lines  in  bi»  worn  and  melancholy  fi 
The  fire  of  his  eyM  the  expression  of  his  i 
tures,  the  rery  voice  v\  which  he  spoke,  were 
subdued  and  quenched,  as  if  the  spirit  within  i 
lay  in  ashes.  He  was  respectablv,  though  v 
plainly  dressed,  in  black;  but  his  clothes,  moul 
to  the  general  character  of  iiis  figure,  afeeme< 
shrink  and  abase  themselves  upon  him,  anc 
join  in  the  sorrowful  solicitation  which  the  wi 
man  from  head  to  foot  expressed,  to  be  left  oz 
ticed,  and  alone  in  his  humility. 

And  yet  his  interest  in  youth  and  hopefuli 
was  not  extinguished  with  the  other  embers  oi 
soul,  for  he  watched  the  boy's  earnest  coautcna 
as  he  spoke  with  unusual  sympathy,  though  i 
an  inexplicable  show  of  trouble  and  oompaM 
which  escaped  into  his  looks,  however  faar^ 
strove  to  hold  it  prisoner.  When  Walter,  in  < 
elusion,  put  to  him  the  question  he  had  pu 
Florence,  he  still  stood  g/ancing  at  him  with 
same  expression,  as  if  he  read  some  fate  upon 
face,  mournfully  at  variance  with  ita  pn 
brightness. 

"  What  do  you  advise,  Mr.  Carker  7**  aaid  1 
ter,  smiling,  *  You  always  give  me  good  adi 
you  know,  when  you  do  speak  to  me.  That'i 
oflen,  though." 

"  I  think  yoor  own  idea  is  the  best,'*  he  ans 
ed :  looking  from  Florence  to  Walter,  and  I 
agaia. 

"  Mr.  Carker,'*  said  Walter,  brightening 
a  generous  thought   **  Come !     Here's  a  oh 
for  you.    Gro  you  to  Mr.  Dombey's,  and  be 
messenger  of  good  news»    It  may  do  you  i 
good.  Sir.    I'll  remain  at  home.    You  akaU  ( 

"  I !"  returned  the  other. 

"Yes.    Whynot,  Mr.  Carker  7"  said   the 

He  merely  shook  him  by  the  hand  iu  ana 
he  seemed  in  a  manner  ashamed  and  airalit 
to  do  that ;  and  bidding  him  good  night*  mm 
visimr  him  to  make  haste,  turned  awaT. 
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ifter  Vim  mi  they  turned  awtj  nbot  **W0*U  ;o  to 
my  Docie*!  as  quick  ai  we  ban.  Did  yon  ever 
bear  Mr.  Dombey  apeak  of  Mr.  Carker  the  jani. 
or,  Miu  Florence  ?" 

"No,"  returned  tiie  child,  mildly,  *  I  don*t  oflen 
kear  papa  apeak.'* 

*Ah!  true!  more  thame  for  him,**  thooght 
Walter.  After  a  minote'e  pause,  durinjf  which 
lie  had  been  looking  down  apon  the  gentle  patient 
little  face  moving  on  at  hia  side,  he  t^tirred  him- 
Klfwith  hia  aceastomed  boyiah  animation  and 
rodeaancas  to  change  the  subject ;  and  one  of  the 
ttibrtonate  ahoea  coming  on  again  opportunely, 
preposed  to  carry  Florence  to  hia  uncle*8  in  his 
nmt,  Florenee,  though  very  tited,  laughingly 
dedioed  the  proposal,  lest  he  should  let  her  full ; 
and  as  they  were  already  near  the  wooden  mid> 
aUpman,  as  Walter  went  on  to  cite  various  pre- 
cedents, from  shipwrecks  and  other  moving  accl. 
drats,  where  younger  boys  than  he  had  trium- 
pbandy  rescued  and  carried  off  older  girls  than 
Florence,  they  were  still  in  full  conversation  about 
it  wfaen  they  arrived  at  the  instrument  makor*8 
door. 

*BoOo&,  uncle  Sol!**  criod  Walter,  bursting  Into 
Uk  shop,  and  speaking  incoherently  and  out  of 
bieath,  from  that  time  forth,  for  the  rest  of  the 
evening.  *  Here  *s  a  wonderful  advenlare !  Here's 
Mr.  Dombey 's  daughter  lost  in  the  streets,  and 
robbed  of  her  clothes  by  an  old  witch  of  a  woman 
— found  by  mc — brought  home  to  our  parlour  to 
resi—kok  here  f* 

*^Good  Heaven  !**  said  nncle  S<d,  starting  back 
i^uart  his  favourite  corapass-case.    **  It  can*t  bo ! 

"ITo,  nor  anybody  else,**  said  Walter,  antici- 
pating the  rest  **  Nobody  would,  nobody  could, 
yoa  blow.  Here !  just  help  me  lift  the  little  sofa 
■ear  tbe  fire,  will  you,  uncle  Sol — take  care  of  the 
jihfas  cut  some  dinner  for  her,  will  yon  uncle — 
Ikrow  those  shoes  under  the  grate,  Miss  Florence ' 
^pnt  your  (bet  on  the  fender  to  dry — how  damp 
Hiey  are — ^hore  *s  an  adventure,  uncle,  eli  7 — Gk>d 
Uess  my  soul,  how  hot  I  am  !** 

Solomon  Gills  was  quite  as  hot,  by  sympathy, 
ud  in  excessive  bewilderment  He  patted  Flo- 
lenoe's  bead,  pressed  her  to  eat,  pressed  her  to 
irink,  rubbed  the  soles  of  her  feet  with  his  pocket 
kaodkerchief  heated  at  the  5re,  followed  his  loco- 
Relive  nephew  with  his. eyes,  and  ears,  and  had 
is  dear  peroeption  of  anything  except  that  he 
iti  bein^  constantly  knocked  against  and  tumbled 
wer  by  that  excited  young  gentleman,  as  he  duited 
■bout  tbe  room  attempting  to  accomplish  twenty 
Kan  at  once,  and  doing  nothing  at  all. 

"Here,  wait  a  minnte,  uncle,*'  he  continued, 
Mkbin^  up  a  candle,  **  till  I  run  up  stairs,  and 
pet  another  jacket  on,  and  then  I  *11  be  off.  I  say, 
Mde,  ian*t  this  an  adventure  7** 

*My  dear  boy,**  said  Solomon,  who,  with  his 
■peefacles  on  his  forehead  and  the  great  chrono- 
lieler  in  his  pocket,  was  incessantly  oscillating 
bilween  Fk>reBoe  on  the  sofa,  and  his  nephew  in 
>fl  parts  of  the  parlour,  **  it  *s  the  most  extroordi- 

"No,  hot  do,  %mc1e,  please— do,  Miss  Florence 
•-dinner,  you  kihjw,  uncle.'* 

*  Yea,  yes,  yes,'*  ci  len  Solomon,  cutting  instantly 
^a  leg  of  muttoii,  as  iF  he  wore  catering  for  a 
Cjat  -I'D  Uke  care  of  her,  Wally !  I  utider- 
*6ii  Ttattydear!  Famished,  of  course.  You 
^Hid  sat  fcftdv.    Lord  bless  me !    Sir  Richard 


Ipfty  garret  and  destendfaig  from  it,  but  in  the 
mean  time  Florence,  overcome  .  by  ^tigue,  had 
sunk  into  a  doie  before  the  fire.  The  short  interval 
of  quiet,  though  only  a  few  minutes  in  duration, 
enabled  Solomon  Gifls  so  far  to  collect  his  wits  as 
to  make  some  little  arrangements  for  her  comfort, 
and  to  darken  the-  room,  and  to  screen  her  fh>m 
the  blaze.  Thus,  when  the  boy  returned,  she  was 
sleeping  peacefully. 

**  That 's  capital !"  he  whispered,  giving  Soloraon 
such  a  hug  that  it  squeeied  a  new  expression  into 
bis  face.  «'  Now  Tm  off  I  '11  just  take  a  crust 
of  bread  with  me,  for  I  'm  very  hungry — and— 
don't  wake  her,  uncle  Sol.** 

''  No,  no,**  said  Solomon.    «  Pretty  child.** 

••  PreUy,  indeed  »**  cried  Waller.  •*/  never  saw 
such  a  face,  uncle  Sol.    Now  I  *m  off.** 

**  That  *8  right,**  said  Solomon,  greatly  relieved 

**  I  say,  uncle  Sol,**  cried  WajSer,  putting  his 
face  in-  at  the  door. 

**  Here  he  is  again,**  said  Solomon. 

**  How  does  she  look  now  7*' 

**  Quite  happy,**  said  Solomon. 

'*  That  *s  famous !  now  Tm  off" 

**  I  hope  you  are,**  said  Solomon  to  himself. 

**  I  say,  uncle  Sol,*'  cried  Waiter,  reappearing 
at  the  door. 

**  Here  he  is  again  !**  said  Solomon* 

**  We  met  Mr.  Carker  the  junior  in  the  street^ 
queerer  than  ever.  He  bade  me  good  bye,  but 
came  behind  ns  here— 4here  's  an  odd  thing  I — for 
when  we  reached  the  shop  door,  I  looked  round, 
and  saw  him  gotn&r  quietly  away,  like  a  servant 
who  had  seen  mc  home,  or  a  faithful  dog.  How 
does  she  look  now,  uncle  7*' 

**  Pretty  siuch  the  same  as  before,  Wally,"  re* 
plied  uncle  Sol. 

•*  That 'aright    Now  I  am  off  "* 

And  this  time  he  really  was :  and  Solomon  Gilla, 
with  no  appetite  for  dinner,  sat  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  fire,  watching  Florence  in  her  slumber, 
building  a  great  many  airy  castles  of  the  most 
fantastic  architecture,  and  looking,  in  the  dim 
shade,  and  in  tlie  close  vicinity  of  all  tlie  instru^ 
ments,  like  a  magician  disguised  in  a  Welch  wig 
and  a  suit  of  cofn^  colour,  who  held  the  cliild  in 
an  enchanted  sleep. 

In  the  mean  time,  Walter  proceeded  towards 
Mr.  Dombcy's  house  at  a  pace  seldom  achieved  by 
a  hack  horse  from  the  stand ;  and  yet  with  hii 
head  out  of  window  every  two  or  three  minutes, 
in  impatient  remonstrance  with  the  driver.  Ar- 
riving at  his  journey's  end,  he  leaped  out,  and 
breathlessly  announcing  his  errand  to  the  servant, 
followed  him  straight  into  the  library,  where  there 
was  a  great  confusion  of  tongues,  and  where  Mr. 
Dombey,  his  sister,  and  Miss  Tox,  Richards,  and 
Nipper,  were  all  congregated  together. 

"  Oil .'  1  beff  your  pardon,  sir,"  said  Walter, 
rusliing  up  to  ^n,  **  but  I  *in  happy  to  say  it 's  all 
right,  sir.     Miss  Dombey  *s  found  I** 

The  boy  with  his  open  face,  and  flowing  hair, 
and  sparkling  eyes,  panting  with  pleasure  and  ex- 
citement, was  wonderfbUj  opposed  to  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, as  he  sat  confronting  him  in  his  library  chair 

'*  I  told  yon,  Louisa,  that  she  would  certainly  be 
found,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  slightly  over 
hia  shoulder  at  that  lady,  who  wept  in  company 
with  Miss  Tox.  **  Let  the  servants  know  that  no 
further  steps  are  necessary.  This  boy  who  brings 
the  information,  is  young  Gay,  from  the  office. 
How  was  mv  daughter  found,  sur  7  I  kaow  how 
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*'\Vliy,  I  bolieve  /  found  Miss  Dombej,  sir,** 
said  Walter  modesUy ;  **at  least  I  don't  know  that 
I  can  claim  the  merit  of  having-  exactly  found  her, 
sir,  but  I  was  the  fortunate  instrument  of—'* 

**What  do  you'  mean,  sir,'*  interrupted  Mr. 
Dombey,  regarding  the  boy's  evident  pride  and 
pleasure  in  his  share  of  the  transaction  with  an 
instinctive  dislike,  **  by  not  having  exactly  found 
my  daugliter,  and  by  being  a  fortunate  instrument? 
Be  plain  and  coherent,  if  you  please.*' 

It  was  quite  out  of  Walter's  power  to  be  cohe- 
rent;  but  he  rendered  himself  as  explanatory  as 
he  could,  in  his  breathless  state,  and  stated  why 
he  had  come  alone. 

**  Vou  hear  this,  girl  7"  said  Mr.  Dombey  stem- 
ly  to  the  black-eyed.  **  Take  what  is  necessary, 
and  return  immediately  with  this  young  man  to 
fetch  Miss  Florence  home.  Gay,  you  will  be  re- 
warded to-morrow." 

"  Oh  !  thank  you.  Sic,"  "aid  Walter.  •*  You  are 
very  kind.  I'm  sure  I  was  not  tiiinking  of  any 
reward,  Sir." 

**  You  are  a  boy,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  suddenly 
and  almost  fiercely ;  "and  what  you  think  of,  or 
affect  to  think  of,  is  of  little  consequence.  You 
huve  done  well,  Sir.  Don't  undo  it.  Louisa,  please 
to  five  the  lad  some  wine." 

Sir.  Dombey's  glance  followed  Walter  Gray  with 
thorp  disfavour,  as  be  led  the  room  under  the  pilot- 
age  of  Mr8.Chi):k  ;  and  it  may  be  that  his  mind's 
eye  followed  him  with  no  greater  relish,  as  he  rode 
back  to  bis  uncle's  ^'ith  Miss  Susan  Nipped. 

There  they  found  tiiat  Florence,  much  refi^shed 
by  sleep,  had  dined,  and  greatly  improved  the  ac- 
quaintunce  of  Solomon  CTills,  with  whom  she  was 
on  terms  of  perfect  confidence  and  ease.  The 
black ^yed  (who  had  cried  so  much  that  she  might 
now  be  called  the  red,-eyed,  and  who  was  very 
silent  and  depressed)  caught  her  in  her  arms  with- 
out  a  word  of  contradiction  or  reproach,  and  made 
a  very  hysterical  meeting  of  it  Then  converting 
the  parlour,  for  the  nonce,  into  a  private  tyring 
room,  she  dressed  her,  with  great  care,  in  proper 
clothes;  and  presently  led  her  forth,  as  like  a 
Dombey  as  her  natural  disqualifications  admitted 
of  her  being  made. 

**Good  night!"  said  Florence,  running  up  to 
Solomon.    "  You  have  been  very  good  to  me." 

Old  Sol  was  quite  delighted,  and  kissed  her  like 
her  grandfatlier. 

"•Good  night,  Walter!  Good  bye!"  said  Flo. 
rence. 

*«Good  bye!'*  said  Walter,  giving  both  his 
hands. 

**  I'll  never  forget  you,"  pursued  Florence. 
••No!  indeed  I  never  will.    Good  bye,  Walter !" 

In  the  innocence  of  her  grateful  heart,  the  child 
lifted  up  her  fiice  to  his.  Walter,  bending  down 
his  own,  raised  it  again,  all  red  and  burning ;  and 
looked  at  uncle  Sol,  quite  shecpi^dy. 

•♦Whore's  Walter!"  "Good  night,  Walter!" 
••  Good  bye,  Wslter  !"  ••Shake  hands,  once  more, 
Walter !"  This  was  still  Flonencc's  cry,  after  she 
was  shut  up  with  her  little  maid,  in  the  coach. 
And  when  Uie  coach  at  Irngth  moved  off,  Walter 
on  the  door-step  gaily  returned  the  waving*  of  her 
handkerchief^  while  the  woodeu  midshipman  be- 
bind  him  seemed,  like  himself,  intent  upon  that 
coach  alone,  excluding  all  the  other  passing 
coaches  from  his  obsc'rvation. 

In  good  time  Mr.  Dombey's  mansion  was  gain- 
ed  again,  and  again  there  W4a  a  noise  of  tongues 


low.9ervant9  ommowsly  whispered,  as  she  pm 
with  Florence. 

The  entrance  of  the  lost  child  ma4a  &  el- 
sensation,  but  not  much,  Mr.  Dombe/,  who 
never  found  her,  kissed  her  onoe  upon  the  I 
head,  and  cautioned  her  not  to  run  away  agaia 
wander  anywhere  with  treacherous  attends 
Mrs.  Chick  stopped  in  her  lamentations  on 
corruption  of  human  nature,  even  when  becka 
to  the  paths  of  virtue  by  a  Charitable  Grin< 
and  reoeivt»d  her  with  a  welcome  something  el 
of  the  reception  due  to  none  but  perfect  DomtN 
Miss  Tox  regulated  her  feelings  by  the  nuM 
before  her.  Richards,  the  culprit  Richards,  at 
poured  out  her  heart  in  broken  words  of  welcoi 
and  bowed  herself  over  tlie  little  wandering  hi 
as  if  she  really  loved  it 

••  Ah  Richards  1"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  with  a  ai 
••  It  would  have  been  much  more  satisfactorj 
tJiose  who  wish  to  think  well  of  tlieir  fellow  cr 
tures,  and  much  more  becoming  in  you,  if  j 
had  shown  some  proper  feeling,  in  time,  for  i 
little  child  tliat  is  now  going  to  be  prematuri 
deprived  of  its  natural  nourishment" 

•*  Cut  off,"  said  Miss  Tox  in  a  plaintive  whisp 
••fi'om  one  common  fountain!" 

••If  it  was  my  ungratetul  case,"  said  M 
Chick,  solemnly,  •*and*I  had  your  refiectio 
Richards,  I  should  feel  as  if  the  Chariuble  Grii 
ers*  dress  would  blight  my  child,  and  the  edo 
tion  choke  him." 

For  tlie  matter  of  that— but  Mrs.  Chick  did 
know  it — he  had  been  pretty  well  blighted  by  t 
dress  already ;  and  as  to  the  education,  evoa 
retributive  effect  might  be  produced  in  time,  loi 
was  a  storm  of  sobs  and  blows. 

••  Louisa !"  said  Mr.  Dombey.  •*  It  is  not  i 
cessary  to  prolong  these  observatioivk  The  worn 
is  discharged  and  paid.  You  leave  this  hou 
Richards,  for  taking  my  son — my  son"  said  9 
Dombey,  emphatically  repeating  those  two  won 
•*  into  haunts  and  into  society  which  are  not  to 
thought  of  without  a  shudder.  As  to  the  accidc 
whicn  befel  Miss  Florence  tliis  morning,  I  rega 
that,  as,  in  one  great  sense,  a  happy  and  fortuni 
circumstance;  inasmuch  as,  but  for  that  ooci 
reuce,  I  never  could  have  known — and  ffrom  yo 
own  lips  too— of  what  you  had  been  guilty, 
think,  Louisa,  the  other  nurse,  the  young  peruon 
here  Miss  Nipper  subbed  aloud,  •*  being  so  mvn 
younger,  and  necessarily  influenced  by  Pau 
nurse,  may  remain  Have  the  goodness  to  dire 
that  tins  woman's  coach  is  paid  to—"  Mr.  Doi 
bey  stopped  and  winced — ••  to  Stagga's  Gardens 

roily  moved  towards  the  door,  with  Floren< 
holding  to  her  dress,  and  crying  to  her  in  the  mo 
pathetic  manner  not  to  go  away.  It  was  a  da^ 
ger  in  the  haughty  fether's  heart,  an  arrow  in  h 
brain,  to  see  how  the  flesh  and  blood  he  could  » 
disown  clung  to  this  obscure  stranger,  and  he  si 
ting  by.  Not  that  be  cared  to  whom  his  daughli 
turned,  or  from  whom  turned  away.  The  swi 
sharp  agony  struok  through  him,  as  he  thoagi 
of  what  his  son  might  do. 

His  son  cried  lustily  that  night,  at  all  even^ 
Sooth  to  say,  poor  Paul  had  better  reason  for  fai 
tears  than  sons  of  that  age  oflen  have,  for  he  hu 
lost  his  second  mother— 4iis  first,  so  fer  as  lieknef 
—by  a  stroke  as  sudden  as  tliat  natural  afflictioi 
which  had  darkened  the  beginning  of  his  lift.  A 
the  same  blow,  bis  sister,  too,  who  cried  herielf  ti 
sleep  so  mournfully,  had  loet  as  good  and  trae^ 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

ABIRBS  EYE  GLIMPSE  OF  MISS  TOX'S  DWELLING-PLACE;  ALSO  OF  THE 
STATE  OF  MISS  TOX'S  AFFECTIONS. 


Hns  Tox  inhabited  a  dark  little  house  that  had 
beeo  squeezed,  at  aotne  remote  period  of  English 
Bistory,  into  a  fashionable  neighbourhood  at  the 
vest  eod  of  the  town,  where  it  stood  in  tlie  shade 
Gke  •  poor  relation  of  the  great  street  round  the 
eorner,  eoldlj  l>x>ked  down  upon  by  mighty  man- 
ma.  It  was  not  exactly  in  a  court,  and  it  was 
Ofll  exactly  in  a  yard ;  but  it  was  in  the  dullest  of 
Ko-Thorough&res,  rendered  anxious  and  haggard 
bf  distant  double  knocks.  The  name  of  this  re* 
ffferaent,  where  grass  grew  between  the  chinks  in 
tlie  iitooe  pavement,  was  Princess's  Place ;  and  in 
PHnccs!«*s  Place  was  Princess's  Chapel,  with  a 
tiailiag  bell,  where  sometimes  as  Miany  as  five- 
iitd4winty  people  attended  service  on  a  Sunday. 
The  Princess's  Arms  was  also  there,  and  much 
Ksorted  1o  by  splendid  footmen.  A  sedan  chair 
KM  kept  innde  the  railing  before  the  Princess's 
^mi,  bat  it  kad  never  come  out  within  the  me- 
Boryof  man;  and  on  fine  mornings,  the  top  of 
mry  rail  (there  were  eight-and-fot-ty,  as  Miss  Tox 
Ml  often  couated)  was  decorated  with  a  pewter- 

Tbere  was  anather  private  house  besides  Miss 
^a'«  in  Princesses  Place :  not  to  mention  an  im. 
anse  pair  of  gates,  with  an  immense  pair  of  lion, 
beaded  knockers  on  them,  which  were  n^ver  open- 
ed hj  any  chance,  and  which  were  supposed  to 
WtttitBte  a  disased  entrance  to  somebody's  sta- 
Ubl  Indeed,  there  was  a  smack  a£  stabling  in 
liKiirof  Princesses  Place;  and  Miss  Toz's  bed. 
'MD  (which  was  at  the  back)  commanded  a  vista 
if  XewB,  where  hostlers,  at  whatever  sort  of  work 
i^ifcd,  were  continually  accompanying  them- 
>ra  with  eflerveseent  noises;  and  where  the 
>oit  domestic  and  confidential  garments  of  coach. 
Ba  ind  their  wives  and  families,  usually  hung, 
ieMacbelh*8  banners,  on  the  outward  walls. 

At  this  other  retired  house  in  Princess's  Place, 
Mooted  by  a  retired  butler  who  had  married  a 
MKkeeper,  apartments  were  let  Furnished,  to  a 
fBffe  gentleman :  to  wit  a  wooden -featured,  blue- 
>cH,  Major,  with  bis  eyes  sUrting  out  of  his 
Kad,  in  whom  Miss  Tox  recognised,  as  she  ber- 
rir  ezprasned  it,  **  something  so  truly  military ;" 
li^  between  whom  and  herself,  an  occasional  in- 
jjthaage  of  newspapers  and  pamphlets,  and  such 
ntenic  dalKance,  was  effected  tbrongh  the  me. 
^  of  a  dark  servant  of  the  Major's,  whom  Miss 
IW  was  qaite  content  to  classify  as  a  **  native," 
fVhoot  connecting  him  with  any  geographical 
*t  whatever. 

perhaps  there  nev«r  was  a  smaller  entry  and 
^case,  than  the  entry  and  staircase  of  Miss 
Fu'i  hosse.  Perhaps,  taken  altogether,  from  top 
^boUom,  it  was  the  most  inconvenient  little  house 
■  England,  and  the  crookedest ;  but  then,  Miss 
■et  said,  what  a  situation !  There  was  very  lit- 
^  ^ylight  to  be  got  there  in  the  winter :  no  sun 
*  the  best  of  times :  air  was  out  of  the  qaeation, 
^  traffic  was  walled  out.  Still  Miss  Tox  said, 
2°^^  of  the  situation !  So  said  the  blue.faeed 
Ili^N,  whose  eyes  were  starting  out  of  his  bead : 
^  ifonoA  in  r rincess's  Place :  and  who  delight. 
^1s  tam  the  eonversation  at  his  elnb,  whenever 
'  M^ls  something  connected  with  some  of  the 
^^pil/k  in  the  great  street  round  the  eorner, 


that  he  might  have  the  satisfaction  of  saying  they 
were  bin  neighbours. 

The  dingy  tenement  inhabited  by  Miss  Tox  was 
ber  own ;  having  been  devised  and  beqneatbed  to 
her  by  the  deceased  owner  of  the  fishy  eye  in  the 
locket,  of  whom  a  miniature  portrait,  with  a  pow- 
dered head  and  a  pigtail,  balanced  the  keUle- 
holder  on  opposite  sides  of  the  parlour  fireplaces 
The  greater  part  of  tiie  furniture  was  of  the  pow- 
dered'head  and  pigtail  period :  comprising  a  plate- 
warmer,  always  languishing  and  sprawling  iu  four 
attenuated  bow.legs  in  sdioebody's  way ;  and  an 
obsolete  harpsichord,  illuminated  round  the  m^ 
ker's  name  with  a  painted  garland  of  sweet  peas.  . 

Although  Major  Bagstock  had  arrived  at  what 
is  called  in  polite  literature  the  grand  meridian  of 
life,  and  was  proceeding  on  his  journey  down-hill 
with  hardly  any  throat,  and  a  very  rigid  pair  of 
jaw-bones,  and  long.flapped  elephantine  ears,  and 
his  eyes  and  complexion  in  the  state  of  artificial 
excitement  already  mentioned,  he  was  mightily 
proud  of  awakening  an  interest  in  Miss  Tox,  and 
tickled  his  vanity  with  the  fiction  that  she  was  a 
splendid  woman  who  had  her  eye  on  him.  This 
he  had  several  times  hinted  at  the  club :  in  con« 
nexion  with  little  jocularities,  of  which  old  Joe 
Bagstock,  old  Joey  Bagstock,  old  J.  Bagstock,  old 
Josh.  Bagstock,  or  so  forth,  was  the  perpetual 
theme :  it  being,  as  it  were,  the  Major's  strong- 
hold and  donjon.keep  of  light-humour,  to  be  on 
the  most  familiar  terms  with  his  own  name. 

**  Joey  B.,  Sir,"  the  Major  would  say,  with  a 
flourish  of  his  walking-stick,  ^  is  worth  a  dozen 
of  you.  If  you  had  a  few  more  of  the  Bagstock 
breed  among  you.  Sir,  you  'd  be  none  the  worse 
for  it.  Old  Joe,  Sir,  needn't  look  far  for  a  wife 
even  now,  if  he  was  on  the  look-out ;  but  he 's 
hard-hearted,  Sir,  is  Joe — he 's  tough.  Sir,  tough, 
and  de-vilish  sly!"  After  such  a  declaration, 
wheezing  sounds  would  be  heard ;  and  the  Major's 
blue  would  deepen  into  purple,  while  bis  eyes 
strained  and  started  oonvuLiively. 

Notwithstanding  his  very  liberal  laudation  of 
himself,  however,  the  Major  was  selfish.  It  may 
be  doubted  whether  there  ever  was  a  more  entirely 
selfish  person  at  heart ;  or  at  stomach  is  perhaps  a 
better  expression,  seeing  that  he  was  more  de- 
cidedly endowed  with  that  latter  organ  than  with 
the  former.  He  had  no  idea  of  being  overlooked 
or  slighted  by  anybody ;  least  of  al^  had  he  the 
remotest  comprehension  of  being  overlooked  and 
slighted  by  Miss  Tox. 

And  yet.  Miss  Tox,  as  it  appeared,  forgot  him 
•—gradually  forgot  him.  She  began  to  forget  him 
soon  after  her  dtfcovery  of  the  Toodle  family. 
She  continued  to  forget  him-  up  to  the  time  of  tlie 
christening.  Siie  went  on  forgetting  him  with 
compou nd  interest  after  that  Something  or  some • 
body  bad  superseded  him  as  a  source  of  interest 

**Good  morning.  Ma'am,"  said  the  Major,  meet 
ing  Miss  Tox  in  Princess's  Place,  some  weeks  af 
ter  the  changes  chronicled  in  the  last  chapter. 

«*Good  morning,  Sir,"  said  Miss  Tox;  very 
ooldly. 

**  Joe  Bagstock,  Ma'am,"  observed  the  Major, 
with  his  usual  gallantry,  **  has  not  had  the  happi- 
nesi  of  bowing  to  you  at  your  window,  for  a  con 
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siderablc  period.  Joe  has  been  hardly  used*  Ma'am. 
His  sun  hai  been  behind  a  cloud." 

Misa  Tox  incUaod  ber  head  ;  but  very  coldy  in- 
deed. 

**  Joe*8  luminary  has  been  out  of  town.  Ma'am, 
perhaps,"  enquired  the  Major. 

"17  out  ot'  town  7  oh  no,  I  have  not  been  out 

of  town,"  said  Misa  Tox.     **  I  have  been  much 

'  engaged  lately.    My  time  is  nearly  all  devoted  to 

some  very  intimate  friends.    I  am  afraid  I  have 

•none  to  spare,  even  now.    Good  morning,  Sir  i" 

As  Miss  Tox,  with  her  most  fascinating  step 
and  carriage,  disappeared  from  Princess's  Place, 
the  Major  stood  looking  ailer  her  with  a  bluer 
&ce  than  ever:  muttering  and  growling  some  not 
mt  all  complimentary  remarks. 

**  Why,  damme,  Sir,2^Baid  the  Major,  rolling  bis 
lobster  eyes  round  and  round  Princesp's  Place, 
and  apostrophizing  its  fragrant  air,  ^^  six  months 
agoi,  the  woman  loved  the  ground  Josh.  Bagstock 
walked  on.     What 's  the  meaning  of  'it  7" 

The  Major  decided,  after  some  consideration, 
that  it  meant  man-traps ;  that  it  meant  plotting 
and  snaring ;  that  Miss  Tox  was  digging  pit&lls. 
**  Bat  you  won't  catch  Joe,  Ma'am,"  said  the 
Major.  "He's  tough.  Ma'am,  tough,  is  J.  fi. 
Tough,  and  devilish  sly !"  over  whidi  reflection 
he  chuckled  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

But  still,  when  that  day  and  many  other  days 
were  gone  and  past,  it  seemed  that  Miss  Tox  took 
no  l&Md  whatever  of  the  Major,  and  tliought  no- 
thing at  all  about  him.  She  had  been  wont,  once 
upon  a  time,  to  look  out  at  one  of  her  little  dark 
windows  by  accident,  and  blushingly  return  the 
Major's  greeting;  but  now,  she  never  gave  the 
Major  a  chance,  and  cared  nothing  at  all  whether 
he  looked  over  the  way  or  not  OUier  changes  had 
come  to  pass  toa  The  Major,  standing  in  the 
shade  of  his  own  apartment,  could  make  out  that 
on  air  of  greater  smartness  had  recently  come  over 
Miss  Tox's  house ;  that  a  new  cage  with  gilded 
wires  had  been  provided  for  the  ancient  litUe  ca^ 
.nary  bird;  that  divers  ornaments,  cut  out  of  co- 
loured  card-boards  and  paper,  seemed  to  decorate 
the  chimney-piece  and  tables ;  that  a  plant  or  two 
had  suddenly  sprung  up  in  the  windows;  that 
Miss  Tox  occasionally  practised  on  the  harpsi. 
chord,  whose  garland  of  sweet  peas  vnis  always 
displayed  ostentatiously,  crowned  with  the  Copen- 
hagen and  Bird  Waltzes  in  a  Music  Book  of  Miss 
Tox's  own  copying. 

Over  and  above  all  this,  Miss  Toz  had  long  been 
dressed  with  uncommon  care  and  elegance  in  slight 
pnouming.  But  this  helped  the  Major  out  of  his 
diffioulty ;  and  be  determined  within  himself  that 
she  hod  corns  into  &  small  legacy,  atad  grown 
proud. 

It  was  on  the  very  next  da^  ailer  he  had  eased 
his  mind  by  arriving  at  this  decision,  that  the 
Major,  sitting  at  his  breakfa8t,^w  an  apparition 
so  tremendous  and  wonderful  in  Miss  Tox's  little 
drawing-room,  that  he  remained  for  some  time 
rooted  to  his  chair;  then,  rushing  into  the  next 
room,  returned  with  a  double-barrelled  opera-glasF, 
through  which  he  surveyed  it  intently  for  some 
'Atnntes. 

"  It 's  a  Baby,  Sir,"  said  the  Major,  shutting  up 
die  glass  again,  "  for  fifiy  thousand  pound !" 

The  Major  couldn't  forget  it  He  <M>uld  do  no- 
thing but  whistle,  and  stare  to  that  extent,  that  his 
eyes,  compared  with  what  they  now  became,  had 
Iraea  in  farmer  times  quite  cavernous  and  sunken. 


Day  afVer  day,  two,  three,  four  times  a  week,  thi 
Baby  reappeared.  The  Major  continued  to  star 
and  whistle.  To  all  other  intents  and  purpose 
be  was  alone  in  Princess's  Place.  Miss  Tox  ha< 
ceased  to  mind  what  he  did.  He  might  have  beei 
black  as  well  as  blue,  and  it  would  have  been  ol 
no  consequence  to  her. 

The  perseverance  with  which  she  walked  ou 
of  Princess's  Place  to  fetch  this  baby  and  its  nurse 
and  walked  back  with  them,  and  walked  bom< 
with  them  again,  and  continually  mounted  ?uar 
over  them ;  and  the  perseverance  with  which  ah 
nursed  it  herself,  and  fed  it,  and  played  witli  il 
and  froze  its  young  blood  with  airs-  upon  th 
harpsichord;  was  extraordinary.  At  about  thi 
same  period  too,  she  was  seized  with  a  passion  ^ 
looking  at  a  certain  bracelet ;  also  with  a  paasioi 
for  looking  at  the  moon,  of  which  she  would  tab 
long  observations  from  her  chamber  vrindow.  Bu 
whatever  she  looked  at;  sun,  moon,  stars,  q 
bracelets ;  she  looked  no  more  at  the  Major.  An< 
the  Major  whistled,  and  stared^  and  wondered,  an< 
dodged  about  his  room,  and  could  make  nothin| 
of  it 

**  You  '11  quite  win  my  brother  Paul's  heart,  ani 
that's  the  truth,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Chick^ooe  day 

Miss  Tox  turn^  pale. 

**  He  grows  more  like  Paul  every  day,**  8at< 
Mrs.  Chick. 

Miss  Tox  returned  no  other  reply  than  by  takin( 
the  little  Paul  in  her  arms,  and  making  his  cockad< 
perfectly  flat  and  limp  with  ber  caresses. 

**  His  mother,  my  lisar,"  said  Miss  Tox,  **  whoM 
aoquaiutanoe  I  was  to  have  made  through  you 
does  he  at  all  resemble  her  7" 

*'  Not  at  all,"  returned  Louisa. 

**  She  was--ahe  was  pretty,  I  believe  7"  ialterei 
Miss  Tox. 

**  Whv,  poor  dear  Fanny  was  inti 

Mrs.  ChicK,  after  some  judicial  consid 
"  Certainly  interesting.  She  had  not  that  air  o 
commanding  superiority  which  one  would  some 
how  expect,  almost  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  fiiK 
in  my  brother's  wife ;  nor  had  slie  tliat  strengtl 
and  vigour  of  mind  which  such  a  man  requires.' 

Miss  Tox  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

^*But  she  was  pleasing:"  said  Mrs.  Chick 
**  extremely  so.  And  she  meant  !^-oh,  dear,  hoi 
well  poor  Fanny  meant !" 

"You  Angel!"  cried  Miss  Tox  to  little  Pan 
••  You  Picture  of  your  own  Papa !" 

If  the  Major  could  have  known  how  man; 
hopes  and  ventures,  what  a  multitude  of  plans  an< 
speculations,  rested  on  that  baby  head  ;  and  oouli 
have  seen  them  hovering,  in  all  their  heterogc 
neons  confusion  and  disorder,  round  the  pucken» 
cap  of  the  unconscious  little  Paul ;  he  might  bav 
stared  indeed.  Then  would  he  have  recugnbeii 
among  the  crowd,  some  few  ambitiops  motes  an< 
beams  belonging  to  Miss  Tox;  then  would  It 
perhaps  have  understood  the  nature  of  that  lady^ 
faltering  investment  in  the  Dombey  Firm. 

If  the  child  himself  could  have  awakened  h 
the  night,  and  seen,  gathered  about  his  cradl&«cui 
tains,  faint  reflections  of  the  dreams  that  othe 
people  bad  of  him,  they  might  have  scared  bin 
with  good  reason.  But  he  slumbered  on,  alik 
unconscious  of  the  kind  intentions  of  Miss  Tui 
the  wonder  of  the  Major,  the  early  sorrows  of  tii 
sister,  and  the  sterner  visions  of  bis  father;  am 
innocent  that  any  spot  of  earth  contained  a  Don] 
bey  or  a  Sod. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

PAUL'S  FURTHER  PROGRESS,  GROWTH,  AND  CHARACTER. 


BcHEATH  the  watching  and  attentive  eyes  of 
Time— 80  Ikr  another  Major — Paul*8  slumbers  ^a- 
U/ changed  More  and  more  lig^ht  broke  in 
ipoD  tbem ;  distincter  and  distincter  dreams  dis. 
tnrM  them;  an  accumulating  crowd  of  objects 
utf  anpressions  swarmed  about  his  rest ;  and  so  he 
piwd  from  babyhood  to  childhood,  and  became  a 
tilkiog,  walking,  wondering  Dombey. 

On  (faedownSu  and  banishment  of  Richards,  the 
nnery  may  be  said  to  have  been  put  into  com  mis- 
»o;  u  a  Public  Department  is  sometimes,  when 
u  individual  Atlas  can  be  found  to  support  it  The 
Wiissioners  were,  of  coarse,  lArs.  Chick  and 
IGmTox:  who  devoted  themselves  to  their  duties 
nth  such  astonishing  ardour  that  Major  Bagstock 
*d  every  day  some  new  reminder  of  his  being  for- 
licn,  while  Mr.  Chick,  bereft  of  domestic  supervi- 
ioo,  cost  himself  upon  the  gay  world,  dined  at 
bbs  and  coffee-houses,  smelt  of  smoke  on  three 
*iact  occasions,  went  to  the  pla^by  himself^  and 
I  than,  loosened  (as  Mrs.  Chick  once  told  him) 
^  social  bond,  and  moral  obligation. 
Yet,  in  spUe  of  his  early  promise,  all  this  vigi- 
DC8  and  care  could  not  make  little  Paul  a  thriving 
ly.  Naturally  delicate,  perhaps,  he  pined  and 
*(ted  after  the  dismissal  of  his  nurse,  and,  for  a 
H  time,  seemed  but  to  wait  his  opportunity  of 
'i<uDg^  through  their  hands,  and  seeking  his  lost 
Wher.  This  dangerous  ground  in  his  steeple- 
''***  Uivards  manhood  passed,  he  still  found  it 
1^  Rngh  riding,  and  was  grievously  beset  by  all 

*  fi^cles  in  his  course.  Every  tooth  was  a 
^•Beck  fence,  and  every  pimple  in  the  measles 
*■»  wall  to  him.  He  was  down  in  every  fit  of 
iB^piog-cougb,  and  rolled  upon  and  crashed  by 
*^Ie  field  of  small  diseases,  that  came  trooping 
'etch  other's  heels  to  prevent  his  getting  up 
^a.  Some  bird  of  prey  got  into  his  throat  in. 
*i  of  the  thrash ;  and  the  very  chickens  turning 
*«»•— if  ihey  have  anything  to  do  with  that 
■tf  maiadv  to  which  they  lend  their  name  — 
Jjed  him  like  tiger-cats. 

"»  chill  of  Paurs  christening  had  struck  home, 
^^ic,  to  some  sensitive  part  of  his  nature,  which 
1^  npt  recover  itself  in  tlie  cold  shade  of  his 
■w;  but  he  was  an  unfortunate  child  from  that 
r^Mrs.  Wickam  often  said  she  never  see  a  dear 
pnpon. 

*w.Wickam  was  a  waiter's  wife — which  would 
jjeqoivalent  lo  being  any  other  man*s  widow — 
■^  application  for  an  engagement  in  Mr.  Dom- 
P  iervic©  had  been  favourably  considered,  on 
tetof  the  apparent  impossibility  of  her  having 
fttlowcrs,  or  any  one  to  follow  ;  and  who,  from 
■»  a  day  or  two  of  Paurs  sharp  weaning,  had 
|l  engaged  as  his  narse.    Mrs.  Wickam  was  a 

*  wofinan,  of  a  feir  complexion,  with  her  eyc- 
^  always  elevated,  and  her  head  always  droop- 
[i  who  was  always  ready  to  pity  herself^  or  to 
|*»d,  or  to  pity  anybody  else.;  and  who  had  a 
^nniir  natural  gift  oif  viewing  all  subjects  in  Hn 
W^  forlorn  and  pitiaUe  light,  and  bringing 
!*ubI  precedents  to  bear  upon  then^  and  deriving 
|fttit»t  oQOsolation  fi-om  the  exercise  of  that 

"ft  hardly  necessary  to  observe,  that  no  toach 
^jmStyerer  reached  the  magnificent  know- 
l^yilr.  "Bombey.  It  would  h^ve  been  remark- 


—  not  even  Mrs.  Chick  or  Miss  Tox  —  dared  ever 
whisper  to  him  that  there  had,  on  any  one  occa. 
sion,  been  tlie  least  reason  for  uneasiness  in  refer* 
ence  to  little  Paul.  He  had  settled,  within  himself^ 
that  the  child  must  necessarily  pass  through  a  cer- 
tain  routine  of  minor  maladies,  and  that  the  .sooner 
he  did  so  the  better.  If  he  could  have  bought  him 
off*,  or  provided  a  substitute,  as  in  the  case  of  a^ 
unlucky  drawing  for  the  militia,  he  would  have 
been  glad  to  do  so,  on  liberal  terms.  But  as  this  was 
not  feasible,  he  merely  wondered,  in  his  haughty, 
manner,  now  and  then,  what  Nature  meant  by  it ; 
and  comforted  himself  with  the  reflection  that  there 
was  another  milestone  passed  upon  the  road,  and 
that  the  great  end  of  the  journey  lay  so  much  the 
nearer.  For  the  feeling  uppermost  in  his  mind, 
now  and  constantly  inti^nsifying,  and  increasing  in 
it  as  Paul  grew  older,  was  impatience.  Impatienco 
for  the  time  to  come,  when  his  visions  of  their 
united  consequence  and  grandeur  would  be  trium- 
phantly realized. 

Some  philosophers  tell  us  that  selfishness  is  at 
the  root  of  our  best  loves  and  affections.  Mr.  .Dom. 
bey*8  young  child  was,  from  the  beginning,  so  dis- 
tinctly important  to  him  as  a  part  of  his  own  great- 
ness, or  (which  is  the  same  thing)  of  the  greatness 
of  Dombey  and  Son,  that  there  is  no  doubt  his 
parental  affection  might  have  been  easily  traced, 
like  many  a  goodly  superstructure  of  fair  fame,  to 
a  very  low  foundation.  But  he  loved  his  son  with 
all  the  love  he  had.  If  there  were  a  warm  place  in 
his  frosty  heart,  his  son  occupied  it ;  if  its  v^ry  hard 
surfkce  could  receive  the  impression  of  any  image, 
the  image  of  that  son  was  there;  though  not  so 
much  as  an  infant,  or  as  a  boy,  but  as  a  grown 
man— the  **  Son"  of  the  Firm.  Therefore  he  was 
impatient  to  advance  into  the  future,  and  to  hurry 
over  the  intervening  passages  of  his  history.  There- 
fore he  had  liitle  or  no  anxiety  about  them,  in  spite 
of  his  love;  feeling  as  if  the  boy  had  a  charmed  life, 
and  must  become  the  man  with  whom  he  held  such, 
constant  communication  in  his  thoughts,  and  for 
whom  he  planned  and  projected,  as  for  an  existing 
reality,  every  day. 

Thus  Paul  ^rew  to  be  nearly  five  years  old.  He 
was  a  pretty  little  fellow ;  though  there  was  some- 
thing wan  and  wistful  in  his  small  face,  that  gava 
occasion  to  many  significant  shakes  of  Mrs.  Wick- 
am*s  head,  and  many  long-drawn  inspirations  of 
Mrs.  Wickam*8  breath.  His  temper  gave  abundant 
promise  of  being  imperious  in  afler  life ;  and  he 
had  as  hopeful  an  apprehension  of  his  own  import- 

5 nee,  and  the  rightful  subservience  of  all  other 
lings  and  persons  to  it,  as  heart  could  desire.  He 
was  childish  ftnd  sportive  enough  at  times,  and  not 
of  a  sullen  disposition ;  but  he  had  a  strange,  old  • 
fashioned,  thoughtful  way,  at  other  times,  of  sitting 
brooding  in  his  miniature  arm-chair,  when  he  look- 
ed (and  talked)  like  one  of  those  terrible  little  Bo- 
ings  in  the  Fairy  tales,  who,  at  a  hundred  and  fifty 
or  two  hundred  years  of  age,  fantastically  represent 
the  children  for  whom  they  have  been  substituted* 
He  would  frequently  be  stricken  with  this  preco- 
cious  mood  upstairs  in  the  narsery ;  and  would 
sometimes  lapse  into  it  suddenly,  exclaiming  that 
he  was  tired :  even  while  playing  with  Florence,  or 
driving  Miss  Tox  in  single  harness.  But  ^i  no  time 
did  he  fall  into  it  so  surelv.  as  when,  his  little  chaif 
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there  with  liim  after  dinner,  by  the  fire.  They  were 
^he  strangest  pair  at  such  a  time  that  ever  fireligfit 
shone  upon.  Mr.  Dombey  so  erect  and  solemn, 
gazing  ^t  the  Ua2e ;  bis  little  image,  with  an  old, 
old,  f£:;e,  peering  into  the  red  perspective  with  tlie 
fixed  and  rapt  attention  of  a  sage.  Mr.  Dombey  en- 
tertaining  complicated  worldly  schemes  and  plans ; 
the  little  image  entertaining  Heaven  knows  what 
wild  fancies,  half.formed  thoughts,  and  wandering 
speculations.  Mr.  Dombey  stiff  with  starch  and 
arrogance ;  the  little  image  by  inheritance,  and  in 
unconscious  imitation.  The  two  so  very  much 
alike,  and  yet  so  monstrously  contrasted. 

On  one  of  these  occasions,  when  tliey  had  both 
l)een  perfectly  quiet  for  a  long  time,  and  Mr.  Dom- 
bey  only  knew  that  the  o^ild  was  awake  by  occa- 
sionally glancing  at  his  eye,  where  the  bright  fire 
was  sparkling  l&e  a  jewel,  little  Paul  broke  silence 
thus: 

•*  Papa !  what 's  money  T" 

The  abrupt  question  had  such,  immediate  refer- 
ence to  the  subject  of  Mr.  Dombey^s  thoughtSi  that 
Mr.  Dombey  was  quite  disconcerted. 

**  What  is  money,  Paul  ?"  he  answered.  '*  Mo- 
ney ?'• 

**  Yes,**  said  the  child,  laying  his  hands  upon  the 
elbows  of  his  little  chair,  and  turning  the  old  face 
np  towards  Mr.  Dombey's ;  "  what  is  money  ?** 

Mr.  Dombey  was  in  a  difficulty.  He  would  have 
Hked  to  ^ive  him  some  explanation  involving  the 
terms  circulating-medium,  currency,  depreciation 
of  currency,  paper,  bullion,  rates  of  exchange,  value 
of  precious  metals  In  the  market,  and  so  forth ;  but 
looking  down  at  the  little  chair,  and  seeing  what  a 
long  way  down  it  was,  he  answered  :  **  (?old,  and 
silver,  and  copper.  Guineas,  shillings,  half-pence. 
You  kn6w  what  they  are  7" 

"  Oh  yes,  I  know  what  they  are,*'  Said  Paul  "  I 
don*t  mean  that,  Papa.  I  mean,  what's  money 
afler  aU.** 

Heaven  and  Earth,  how  old  his  face  was  as  he 
turned  it  up  again  towards  his  father's ! 

••  What  is  money  after  all !"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
backing  his  chair  a  little,  that  he  might  the  better 
s^aze  in  sheer  amazement  at  the  presumptuous  atom 
tnat  propounded  such  an  inquiry. 

•*  I  mean.  Papa,  what  can  it  do  ?*'  returned  Paul, 
hiding  his  arms  (they  were  hardly  long  enough  to 
fold),  and  looking  at  the  fire,  and  up  at  him,  and  at 
the  fire,  and  up  at  him  again. 

Mr.  Dombey  drew  his  chair  back  to  its  former 
f^lace,  and  patted  him  on  the  head.  *•  You  '11  know 
better  bye-and-bye,  my  man,"  he  said.  **  Money, 
Paul,  can  do  anything,"  He  took  hold  of  the  little 
hand,  and  beat  it  sofUy  against  one  of  his  own  as 
he  said  so. 

But  Paul  got  his  hand  fi'ce  as  soon  as  he  could : 
and  rubbing  it  gently  to  and  fro  on  the  elbow  of 
his  chair,  as  if  his  wit  were  in  the  palm,  and  he 
were  sharpening  it — and  looking  at  the  fire  again, 
as  though  the  fire  had  been  his  adviser  and  promp- 
ter— repeated,  after  a  short  pause: 

**  Anything,  Papa?" 

^  yes.    Anything — almost,"  sud  Mr.  Dombey. 

••^nv^hing  means  everything,  don't  it.  Papa?" 
asked  his  son :  not  observing,  or  possibly  not  un- 
derstanding, the  qualification. 

••ilt^i'ncludes  it :  yes,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"_  ' _  _  ~  re- 

turned 

neck. 
A 


''111  inciua(»  n :  yes^    saia  mr.  uomoey. 

^'Why  didnH .money  Save  me  my  mamma?" 
amed  Gie  child.    *»  It  isn't  cruel,  is  it  ?" 

'^CnieU"  said  ^r.  Dombey,  settling  his  ne< 
iloth,  and  seeming  to  resent  the  idea.    *'  No. 


**  If  it 's  «  good  thine,  and  can  do  anything,"  said 
the  little  fallow  thoughtfully,  as  he  looked  back  at 
the  fire,  "I  wonder  why  it  didn't  save  me  my 
mamma.'* 

He  didn't  ask  the  question  of  his  father  this  time 
Perhaps  he  had  seen,  with  a  child's  quickness,  that 
it  had  already  niade  his  father  uncomfortable.  But 
he  repeated  the  thought  aloud,  as  if  it  were  quite, 
an  old  one  to  him,  and  had  troubled  him  very  much;, 
and  sat  with  his  chin  resting  on  his  hand,  still 
cogitating  and  looking  for  an  explanation  in  tho. 
fire. 

Mr.  Dombey  having  recovered  fi'om  his^surprise, 
not  to  say  his  alarm,  (for  It  was  the  very  first  occa«> 
sion  on  which  the  child  had  ever  broached  the  sub- 
ject of  his  mother  to  him,  though  he  had  had  hint 
sitting  by  his  side,  in  this  same  manner,  evening 
after  evening),  expounding  to  him  how  that  money, 
though  a  very  potent  spirit,  never  to  be  disparaged 
on  any  account  whatever,  could  not  keep  peoplo 
alive  whose  time  was  come  to  die ;  and  how  that 
we  must  an  die,  unfortunately,  even  in  the  city, 
though  we  were  never  so  rich.  But  how  that  mo< 
ney  caused  us  Is  be  honoured,  feared,  respected, 
courted,  and  admired,  and  made  us  powerful  and 
glorious  in  the  eyes  of  all  men ;  and  how  that  it 
could,  very  often,  even  keep  off  death,  for  a  knff 
•time  together.  How,  for  example,  it  had  secured 
to  his  mamma  the  services  of  Mr.Pilkins,  by  which 
he,  Paul,  had  often  profited  himself;  likewise  of  tho. 
great  Doctor  Parker  Peps,  whom  he  had  nevev 
known.  And  how  it  could  do  all,  that  could  be 
done.  This,  with  more  to  the  same  purpose,  Mr. 
Dombey  instilled  into  the  mind  of  his  son,  who^ 
listened  attentively,  and  seemed  to  understand  thQ 
greater  part  of  what  was  said  to  him. 

**  It  can't  make  me  stronp  and  quite  well,  either^ 
Papa;  can  it 7"  asked  Paiu,  after  a  short  silence : 
rubbinff  his  tiny  hands. 

^  Why,  you  are  strong  and  quite  well,"  returned 
Mr.  Dombey.    "  Are  you  not  ?*' 

Oh !  the  age  of  the  fiice  that  was  turned  up 
again,  with  an  expression,  half  of  melancholy,  haJx 
of  slyness,  on  it! 

**  You  are  as  strong  and  well  as  such  little  peoi 
pie  usually  are  7    Eh  ?"  said  Mr.  Dombev. 

**  Florence  is  older  than  I  am,  but  I^m  Dot«fl 
strong  and  well  as  Florence,  I  know,"  returned  the 
child ;  **  and  I  believe  that  when  Florence  was  ai 
little  as  me,  she  could  play  .a  great  deal  longer  at  i 
time  without  tiring  herself.  I  am  so  tired  some 
times,"  said  little  raul,  warming  his  hands,  an^ 
looking  in  between  the  bars  of  the  ^ate,  as  if  sotn< 
ghostly  puppet-show  were  performing  there,  "  tLoi 
my  bones  ache  so  (Wickam  says  it's  my  bones) 
that  I  don't  know  what  to  do." 

**  Ay !  But  that 's  at  night,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
drawing  his  own  chair  closer  to  his  son's,  and  lay 
ing  his  hand  gently  on  his  back;  "little  peopl 
shoidd  be  tired  at  n^^ht,  for  then  they  sleep  well.'* 

•*  Oh,  it 's  not  at  mght.  Papa,"  returned  the  child 
** it's  in  the  day ;  ana  I  lie  down  in  Florence's  lap 
and  she  sinp  to  me.  At  night  I  dream  about  sad 
cu.ri.ous  things !" 

And  he  went  on,  warming  his  hands  again,  axK 
thinking  about  them,  like  an  old  num  or  a  youn| 
goblin. 

Mr.  Domb^  was  so  astonished,  and  so  onoois 
fbrtable,  and  so  perfectly  at  a  loss  how  to  puxsa 
the  conversation,  that  he.  could  only  sit  looking  a 
his  son  by  the  light  of  the  fire,,  with  his  haiid  re0( 
ing  on  his  bacl^  as  if  it  were  detained  therq  h^ 
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alkrba4 wdtamM  tii«  wsAsaqMv^  fiuw  to- 

vinb  his  own  iar  a  moment  But  it  sought  the 
fin  Mgm  IS  aooQ  ae  he  released  it ;  and  remained, 
addmaed  towards  the  flickering  hlaxe,  until  the 
Boiae  appeared,  to  rammon  him  to  bed. 

"I  waot  Florence  to  come  for  me,**  said  Paul. 

"1^00*1 /on  come  with^yoiir  poor  Nurse  Wickam, 
Muter  Paul  7**  inquired  that  attendant,  with  great 


"Nfl^  f  waD*t,^  replied  Paul,  composing  himself 
iilsi  arm-chair  again,  like  the  master  of  the 

hnking  a  Uessing  upon  his  innocenoe,  Mrs; 
Viekun  withdrew,  and  presently  Florence  ap- 
fund  in  her  stead.  The  child  immediately  started 
If  titfa  sodden  readiness  and  animation,  and  raised 
tanids  his  fiUher  in  bidding  him  good.night,  a 
CMoteouioe  to  much  brighter,  so  much  younger, 
ni  to  much  more  childlike  altogether,  that  Mr. 
Anbejr,  whi^e  he  felt  greatly  re-aseur^  by  the 
dsiffis,  was  quite  amazed  at  it 
i&r  they  had  left  the  room  together,  he  thought 
b beard  a  soil  voice  singing;  and  remembermg 
AitPaol  had  said  his  sister  song  to  him,  he  had 
h  ouiosity  to  open  the  door  and  listen,  and  look 
Aer  theou  She  was  toiling  up  the  great,  wide, 
^■at  staircase,  with  him  in  her  arms ;  his  head 
Ml  lying  on  her  shoulder,  one  of  his  arms  thrown 
meoU^  round  her  neck.  So  they  went,  toiling. 
I;  abe  smging  all  the  way,  and  Paul  sometimes 
■Miing  sut  a  feeble  accompaniment  Mr.  I>om. 
>9  lowBd  after  them  until  they  reached  the  top  of 
witiircase  —  not  without  hajting  to  rest  by  the 
^-mi  passed  out  of  bis  siffht }  and  then  he  still 
M  fubg  upward,  until  iae  dull  rays  of  the. 
Bao^ilunniering  in  a  meloncholy.mazmer  through 
«^  skylight,  sent  him  back  to  his  own  room. 
Hn.  Chick  and  Miss  Toz  were  convoked  in 
^ndl  at  dinner  next  day;  and  when  the  cloth. 
Wt  tnaoved,  Mr.  Dombey  opened  the  proceedings 
rie^oiring  to  be  informed,  without  any  gloss  or 
pntion,  whether  there  was  any  tiling  the  matter 
mPkol,  and  what  Mr.  Pilkins  said  about  him. 
'For  the  child  is  hardly,** 'said  Mr.  Dombey,  **  as 
htas  I  could  wish.** 

*  With  your  usual  happy  discrimination,  my 
■  Fanl,*^  returned  Mrs.  Cmck,  "  you  have  hit  the 
p  St  cDoe.  Our  darling  ia  not  altogether  as 
K  IS  we  jcould  y^'uiu  The  fact  is,  that  his  mind 
■oauieh  for  him.  His  soul  is  a  great  deal  too 
I  &r  his  frame.  I  am  sure  the  way  in  which 
|d«r  child  talks!**  said  Mrs. Chick,  shaking 
hoi;  *'no  one  would  believe.  His  expres- 
ilLocretla,  only  yesterday  upon  the  subject  of 


fl  am  afirai^,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  interrupting 
fatil^,  **  that  some  of  those  persons  upstairs 
M  unproper  subjects  to  the  child*  He  was 
pay  to  me  last  night  about  his  —  about  his 
■Csaid  Mr. J)ombey, laying  an  irritated  stress 
^ue  word.  ^  What  on  earth  has  anybody  to 
A  the — witb  the — Bon^s  of  my  son?  He  is 
•itiig  skeleton,  I  suppose.** 
Vr  &r  from  it,**  said  Mrs.  Chick,  with  nn- 
■weifiesslen. 

I  hope  'M^**  retnrned  her  hrotfacr.  **  Funerals 
ft*  wbo  tilk*  th  the  child  of  funerals?  We 
ndsrtaken^  or  mutesi  or  grave-diggers,  I 


.^    tt.**  interposed  Mrs.  Chiek,  with 

md  expression  as  before. 

poli  fttch  things  into  his  head?" 


and  shoclicd.lwt  «tgfat .  W]i«  pnta-  meh  thiagf 

into  His  head,  Louisa  '/*' 

**  My  dear  Paul,**  said  Mrs.  Chick,*  afler  a  mo> 
ment*s  silence,  **  it  is  of  no  use.  inquiring.    I  do 
not  tliink,  I  will  tell  you  candidly,  that  Wickam  is 
a  person  of  very  cheerful  spirits,  or  what  one  would  , 
caUa— •• 

**  A  daughter  of  Momus,**  Miss  Tox  soflly  sug. , 
gested; 

**  Exactly  so,**  said  Mrsi  Chick ;  '*  but  she  is  ez^r 
ceedingly  attentive  and  useful,  and  not  at  all  pre- , 
sumptuous;  indeed  I  never  saw  a  more  biddable. 
woman.    If  the  dear  child,**  pursued  Mrs.  Chick,  • 
in  the  tone  of  one  who  was  summing  up  what  had 
been  previously  quite  agreed  upon,  instead  of  say- 
ing it  all  for  the  first  time,  **  is  a  little  weakened  by , 
that  last  attack,  and  is  not  in  quite  such  vigorous 
health  as  we  could  wish ;  and  if  he  has  some  tern- . 
porary  weakness  in  his  system,  and  does  occasion- 
ally seem  about  to  lose,  for  the  moment,  the  use  of  , 
his—** 

Mrs. Chick  was  afraid  to  say  limbs,  afler  Mr.. 
Dombey*s  recent  objection  to  bones,  a^d  therefore  ■ 
waited  for  a  suggestion  from  Miss  Tox,  who,  true 
to  her  office,  haearded  "  members.** 

**  Members  !**  repeated  Mr.  Dooabey. 

**!  think  the  medical  gentleman  mentioned  legs 
this  morning,  my  dear  Louisa,  did  he  not  V*  said 
Miss  Tox.  . 

**  W^hy,  of  course  he  did,  my  love,**  retorted  Mrs, , 
Chiok,  mildly  reproachful.  "How  can  you  ask 
me  7  You  neard  him,  I  say,  if  our  dear  Paul  - 
should  lo86,  for  the  moment,  the  use  of  his  legs,, 
these-  are  casualties  eommon  to  many  children  at 
his  time  of  life,  and  not  to  be  prevented  by  any  care^ 
or  caution.  The  sooner  you  understand  that,  Paul, 
and  admit  that,  the  better.** 

"Surely  you  most  know,  Louisa,**  observed  Mr. 
Dombey,  "that  I  don*t  question  your  natural  devo- 
tion tp,  and  natural  regard  for,  the  future  head  of 
my  house.  Mr.  Pilkins  saw  Paul  this  morning,  I 
believe  ?**  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Yes,  he  did,**  returned  his  sister.  "  Miss  Tox 
and  myself  were  present.  Miss  Tox  and  myself 
are  always  present  We  make  a  point  of  it  Mr. 
Pilkins  has  seen  him  for  some  days  past,  and  a  ver^ 
clever  man  I  believe  him  to  be.  He  says  it  is 
nothing  to  speak  of;  which  I  can  confirm,  if  that . 
is  anv  consolation;  but  he  recommended,  to^ay, 
sea-air*    Very  wisely.  Pan},  I  feel  convinced.'* 

"  Sea-air,**  repeated  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  at  his 
sister. 

"There  is  nothing  to  he  made  tmeasy  by,  in 
that,**  said  Mrs.  Chick.  "  My  George  and  Frederick 
were  both  ordered  sea-air,  when  they  were  about, 
his  age ;  and  I  have  been  ordered  it  myself  a  great 
many  times.  I  quite,  agree  with  you,  Paul,  that 
perhaps  topics  may  be  incaotiously  mentioned  Ofv 
stairs  before  him,  which  it  would  he  as  well  for  his, 
little. mind  not  to  expatiate  upon;  but  I  really  don*t. 
see  how  that  is  to  be  helped,  in  the  case  of  a  child, 
of  his  quickness.  If  he  were  a  common  child,' 
there  would  be  nothing  in  it  I  must  say  I  think, 
with  Miss  Tox,  that  a  short  absence  from  this . 
house',  the  air  of  Brighton,  and  the  bodily  and 
mental  (raining  of  so  iudicioos  a  jperson  as  Mrs, 
Pipchin  for  instance — *' 

**Who  is  Mrs.  Pipchin,  Loaisa?*'  asked  Mr. 
Dombey ;  aghast  at  this  familiar'  introduction  of  a' 
name  he  had  never  heard  befone. 

."  Mrs.  Pipchin«my  dear  Paul,  retpmed  his  siater/ 
"  IS  an  elderly  lady  —  Miss  Toz  knows  her  whole. 
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eAArgies  of  her  mi&<9,  wfth  the  greatest  sucoeM,  to 
the  atady  and  treatment  of  infanej,  and  who  has 
heen  extremely  well  connected.  Her  husband 
broke  his  heart  in — how  did  you  say  her  husband 
broke  hts  heart,  my  dear?  I  forget  the  precise 
circumstances." 

"  In  pumping  water  out  of  the  Peruvian  Mines,** 
replied  Miss  Tox. 

"  Not  being  a  Pumper  himself,  of  course,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick,  glancing  at  her  brother  ;  and  it  really 
did  seem  necessary  to  offer  the  explanation,  for 
Miss  Tox  had  spoken  of  htm  as  if  he  had  died  at 
the  handle ;  "  but  having  '  invested  money  in  the 
speculation,  which  fail^  I  believe  tliat  Mrs. 
Pipcbin*8  management  of  children  is  quite  aston. 
ishing.  I  have  heard  it  commended  in  private  cir. 
cles  ever  since  I  was — dear  me — how  high !"  Mrs. 
Cfaick*s  eye  wandered  round  the  bookcase  near  the 
bust  of  Mr.  Pitt,  which  was  about  ten  feet  iVom  the 
•ground. 

*•  Perhaps  I  should  say  of  Mrs.  Pipchin,  my  dear 
8ir,"  observed  Miss  Tox,  with  an  ingenuous  blush, 
"having  been  so  pointedly  refen^  to,  that  the 
encomium  which  has  been  passed  upon  her  by  your 
sweet  sister  is  well  merited.  Many  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen, now  grown  up  to  be  interesting  members 
of  society,  have  been  indebted  to  her  care.  The 
humble  individual  who  addresses  you  was  once 
under  her  charge.  |  believe  juvenile  nobility  itself 
is  no  stranger  to  her  establiHhment." 

**  Do  I  understand  that  this  respectable  matron 
keeps  an  establishment.  Miss  Tox  ?"  inquired  Mr. 
Dombey,  condescendingly. 
'  "  Why,  I  really  don't  know,"  rejoined  that  kdy, 
**^ whether  I  am  justified  in  calling  it  to.  It  is  not 
a  Preparatory  ^hool  by  any  means.  Should  I  ex- 
press  my  meaning,"  said  Miss  Tox,  with  peculiar 
sweetness,  "if  I  designated  it  an  infantine  Board- 
ing-House of  a  very  select  description  ?" 

**  On  an  exccedinpr|y  limited  and  particular  scale," 
suggested  Mrs.  Chick,  with  a  glance  at  her  bro- 
ther. 

"Oh !  Exclusion  itself »"  said  Miss  Tox. 
sphere  was  something  in  this.  MVs.'Pipchin's 
Husband  having  broken  his  heart  of  the  Peruvian 
Mines  was  goc^.  It  had  a  rich  sound.  Besides, 
Mr.  Dombey  was  in  a  state  almost  amounting  to 
consternation  at  the  idea  of  Paul  remaining  where 
he  was  one  hour  after  his  removal  had  been  recom- 
mended  by  the  medical  practitioner.  It  was  a 
stoppage  and  delay  upoh  the  road  the  child  must 
traverse,  slowly  at  the  best,  before  the  goal  was 
reached.  Their  recommendation  of  Mrs.  Pipchin 
had  great  weight  with  him ;  for  he  knew  that  they 
were  jealous  of  any  interforence  with  their  charge, 
and  he  never  for  a  moment  took  it  into  account  that 
they  might  be  solicitous  to  divide  iC  responsibility, 
of  which  he  had,  as  shown  just  now,  his  own 
established  views.  Broke  his  heart  of  the  Peru- 
vian Mines,  mused  Mr.  Dombey.  Well !  a  very 
respectable  way  of  doing  it 

"Suppoising  we  should  decide,  on  to-morrow*s 
inquiries,  to  send  Paul  down  to  Brighton  to  this 
lady,  who  would  go  with  him  T'  mquired  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, after  some  reflection. 

•  •*!  don't  think  you  could  send  the  child  any- 
where at  present  without  Florence,  my  dear  PauJ," 
returned  his  sister,  hesitating.  "  It  *s  quite  an  in- 
fttuation  with  him.  He 's  very  young,  you  know, 
and  has  his  fancies.** 
Mr.  Dombey  tunjcd  his  head  away,  and  going 
jwly  to  the  book-cose,  and  unlocking  it,  brought 


**  Anybody  «l8e,  Loaisa  t"  tie  said,  witbont  look, 
ing  up,  and  turning  over  the  leaves. 

"  Wickam,  of  course.  Wickam  would  be  quit« 
sufficient,  I  should  say,"  returned  his  sister.  **  Pan] 
being  in  such  hands  as  Mrs.  Pipchin*s,  you  could 
harcfiy  send  anybody  who  would  be  a  further  check 
upon  her.  You  would  go  down  yourself  oum 
a-week  at  least,  of  course." 

**  Of  course,**  said  Mr.  Dombey ;  and  sat  looking 
at  one  page  for  an  hour  afterwards,  without  read 
ing  one  word. 

This  celebrated  Mrs.  Pipchin  was  a  marvelloan 
ill-fkvoured,  ill-conditioned  old  lady,  of  t  stoopins 
figure,  with  a  mottled  face,  like  bad  marble,  a  hool 
nose,  and  a  hard  grey  eye,  that  looked  as  if  it 
might  have  been  hammered  at  on  an  anvil  withom 
sustaining  any  injury.  Forty  ^rears  at  least  faac 
elapsed  since  the  Peruvian  Mmes  had  been  the 
death  of  Mr.  Pipchin ;  but  his  relict  still  wore  blacli 
bombazeen,  of  such  a  lustreless,  deep,  dead,  sombre 
shade,  that  gas  itself  couldn't  light  her  up  aftei 
dark,  and  her  presence  was  a  quencher  to  anj 
number  of  candles.  She  was  generally  spoken  of 
as  **  a  great  manager'*  of  children  ;  and  the  seerel 
of  her  management  was,  to  give  them  everythin| 
that  they  di<hi*t  like,  and  nothing  (hat  they  did— 
which  was  found  to  sweeten  their  dispositions  verj 
much.  She  was  suclr  a  bitter  old  lady,  that  on< 
was  tempted  to  believe  there  had  been  some  mis 
take  in  the  application  of  the  Peruvian  machinery 
and  that  all  her  waters  of  gladness  and  milk  oi 
human  kindness  had  been  pumped  out  dry,  insteai 
of  the  mines. 

The  Castle  of  this  ogress  and  child-qneHer  wai 
in  a  steep  bye-street  at  Brighton ;  where  the  soi 
was  more  than  usually  chalky,  flinty,  and  sterile 
and  the  houses  were  more  than  usually  brittle  an< 
thin ;  where  the  small  ftont-gardens  had  the  unac 
countable  property  of  producmg  nothing  but  mad 
golds,  whatever  was  sown  in  them;  and  wher 
snails  were  constantly  discovered  holding  on  to  tb 
street  dodts,  and  other  public  places  thev  were  no 
expected  to  ornament,  with  the  tenacity  of  cup 
ping-glasses.  In  the  winter-time  the  air  couldn^ 
be  ffot  out  of  the  Castle,  and  in  the  summer-time  i 
cou!dn*t  be  got  in.  There  was  such  a  continua 
reverberation  of  wind  in  it,  that  it  sounded  like 
great  shell,  which  the  inhabitants  were  obliged  t 
hold  to  their  ears  night  and  day,  whether  the 
liked  it  or  no.  It  was  not,  i^aturally,  a  fresh-sme! 
ling  house ;  and  in  the  window  of  the  fr6nt  parlou 
which  was  never  opened,  Mrs.  Pipchin  kept  a  col 
lection  of  plants  in  pots,  which  imparted  an  earth 
flavour  of  their  own  to  the  establishment  Hoii 
ever  choice  examples  9f  their  kind,  too,  these  plant 
were  of  a  kind  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  embowei 
ment  of  Mrs.  Pipchin.  There  were  half^a-doze 
specimens  of  the  cactus,  writhing  round  bits  o 
lath,  like  hairy  serpents;  andther  specimen  shoo 
ing  out  broad  claws,  like  a  green  lobster ;  seven 
creeping  vegetables,  possessed  of  sticky  and  ai 
hesive  leaves^  and  one  uncomfortable  floMrer.p< 
hanging  to  the  ceiling,  which  appeared  to  hai 
boiled  over,  and  tickling  people  underneath  with  i1 
long  green  -ends,  reminded  them  of  spiders  —  i 
which  Mrs.  Pipchin's  dwelling  was  uncommon] 
prolific,  though  perhaps  it  chiulenged  competitio 
still  more  proudly,  in  the  season,  in  point  of  eai 
wigs. 

Mrs.  Pipchin's  scale  of  charges  being  high,  hoiif 
ever,  to  all  yrho  could  afford  to  pay,  and  Mra.  Pi] 
chin  very  seldom  sweetening  the  equable  acidil 
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tkttttH  kdf '  of  Tesmrkable  finnncfli,  %ho  was 
aite  iciefitific  in  her  knowledge  of  the  childitfa 
faincter.  On  thb  reputation,  and  on  the  broken 
Mrt  of  Mr.  PipchiUf  she  had  eonbrived,  taking  one 
ear  villi  another,  to  eke  out  m  tolerably  ancient 
f in;,  nace  her  husband**  dcnifle.  Within  throe 
iri  aAer  Mrs.  Chiok's  first  aUnsion  to  her,  this  ex- 
sUeDfoldJady  bad  the  satisfiustion  of  anticipating 
htodBome  addttion  la  her  current  leeeipts,  from 
a  poeket  of  Mr.  Dombey ;  and  of  reoeiYing  Flo-. 
»oe  and  her  little  brother  Paul,  as  inmates  of  the 
Htk. 

Kni  Cbiek  and  Misa  Tok,  who  had  brought  them 
(■B  on  the  pravioQs  nigfal  (vhioh  they  all  passed 
tin  Hotel),  JumI  iost  driven  away  fWxn  the  door, 
I  tkm  ioamay  noeae  again ;  and  Mrs.  Ftpohin, 
'^  her  haek  to  the  fire,  stood,  reviewing  the  new- 
nn%  hke  an  oM  soldier.  -  Mrs^  Pipchin*s  middle- 
^  Dieoe,  her  good.natursd.  and  devoted  skve,  but 
maingagaaiarattd  iron-bomd  aspect,  and  mneh 
ictod  with  hoais  on  her  nose,  was  divesting  Mas- 
rlUlfaerstaoe  of  the  elean  collar  he  had  worn  on 
nde.  Mias  Pankey,  the  only  little  boarder  at 
Mat,  had  that  moment  been  walked  off^  to  the 
ids  fhingeao  (an  empty  apartment  at  the  back, 
Medio  correctional  purposes),  for  having  sniflbd 
Ma,  ia  the  preeenee  of  visitors* 
"  WsU,  Sir,**  said  Mrs.  PIpchin  to  Paul,  «*how  do 
Bthiok  you  shall  like  me?*' 
"IdoD'i  think  I  shaU  like  you  at*  aH,'*  replied 
«L  ''I  want  to  go  away.  This  isn't  my  house.** 
"XsL  It*B  mine,**  retorted  Mrs.  Pipcbin. 
*it^t  a  wwj  nasty  one,'*  said  Paul. 
^Then's  a  worse  place  in  it  than  this  though,** 
'i'ttabfipchiii,  **  where  we  shut  opour  bad  boys.'* 
*BHkt  ever  been  in  it?"  asked  Paul:  pointing 
tUkterBitheratone. 

Mn.  Pipcbin  nodded  asasnt ;  and  Paul  had  enough 
A^  6r  the  reel  of  that  day,  in  surveying  Master 
tkmtone  from  head  to  foot,  and  watching  all  the 
doagiof  his  comitenance,  with  the  interest  at- 
^  Co  a  boy  of  mysterioos  and  terrible  expe- 
aaeai 

Usae  o^ekiok  there  was  a  dinner,  chiefiy  of  the 
Baoeoos  and  vegetable  kind,  when  Miss  Pankey 
■ikt  tittle  bloe-eyed  morsel  of  a  child,  who  Was 
■poo'd  ensry  oioming,  and  oeemed  in  danger 
k»g  robbed  away,  altogether)  was  led  in  from 
tivity  by-  the  ogress  herself,  snd  instructed  that 
>adj  who  anified  before  visitors  ever  went  to 
M.  When  this  great  troth  had  been  thorough, 
■qwtaaed  upon  her,  she  was  regaled  with  rice ; 
Isakee^entiy  repeated  the  form  of  graee  estab- 
Mia  the  Castle,  in  which  there-was  a  special 
Ihi,  Ifaankhig^  Mrs.  Pipchin  for  a  good  dinner. 
^  Pipehia's  nieos,  Berinthia,  took  cold  pork. 
K>  Pipehin,  whoae  eonstitution  reqoiVed  warm 
Mnehment,  made  a  special  repast  of  mutton- 
fa^  which  were  brought  in  hot  and  hot,  between 
Opiates,  and  smeit  Tory  nioe# 
M  it  rained  after  dinner,  and  they  eouMnt  go 
iwaikiag  on  tho  beaah,  and  Mrs.-  Pipehin's  con. 
MaoB  leqaared  rest  after  chops,  they  weiit  away 
h Berry  (etiierwiae  Berinthia)  to  the  Dungeon; 
'  n  looldng  out  upon  a  chalk  wall  and 

and  made  ghastly  by  a  ragged  fire- 
t  any  etove  in  it.  Bnlivenc^  by  com. 
iy»hewevert  tllia  was  the  best  place  aOer  all ;  ibr 
ny  played  will  them  there,  and  seemed  to  enjoy 
pHtest  rsMipa  MB  much  as  they  did ;  Until  Mrs. 
'  f.  mngritf  at  the  wall,  like  the  Cook 
yikif  left  ofi;  and  Berry  told 


FV>r,tea  there  was  plenty  of  milk  and  water,  and 
bread  and  butter,  with  a  little  Mack  tea.potfor  Mrs. 
PIpohin  and  Berry,  and  buttered  toast  unlimited  for 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  which  was  brought  in,  hot  and  hot, ' 
like  the  chopa.  Though  Mrs.  Pipchin  got  very 
greaay,  outside,  over  this  dish,  it  didn't  aeem  to  la- 
bricate  her,  internallv,  at  all ;  for  she  was  as  fierce 
as  ever,  and  the  hard  grey  eye  knew*no  softening. 

After  tea,  Berry  brought  out  a  little  workbox, 
with  the  Royal  Pavilion  on  the  lid,  and  fell  to  work, 
iug  busily ;  while  Mrs.  Pipchin,  having  put  on  her 
speetaclos  and  opened  a  great  volume  bound  in 
green  baize,  began  to  nod.  And  whenever  Mrs. 
Pipohin  caught  herself  falling  forward  into  the  fire, 
and  woke  np,  she  filliped  Master  Bitherstone  on  the 
nose  for  nodding  too. 

At  last  it  was  the  ohildren*8  bed  time,  and  after 
prayers  they  went  to  bed4  As  litlle  Miss  Pankey 
was  afraid  of  slesping  abne  in  the  dark,  Mrs.  Pip. 
chin  always  made  a  point  of  driving  her  up  stairs 
herself,  Kke  a  sheep  j  and  it  was  oheerful  to  hear 
Miss  Pankey  moaning  k>ng  afterwards,  in  tlie  least 
eligible  chamber,  an^  Mrs.  Pipchin  now  and  then 
going  in  to  shake  her.  At  about  half.past  nine 
o'clock  the  odour  of  a  warm  sweet-breud  (Mrs.  Pip. 
chin's  constitution  Wouldn't  go  to  sleep  without 
sweet-bread)  diversified  the  prevailing  fragrance  of 
the  house,  which  Mrs.  Wickam  said  was  *'  a  smell 
of  building;"  and  slumber  fell  upon  the  Caslle 
shortly  after. 

The  breakfast  next  morning  was  like  the  t^a 
over  night,  exoept  that  Mrs.  Pipchin  took  her  roll 
instead  of  toaat,  and  seemed  a  little  more  irate  when 
it  was  over.  Master  Bitherstone  read  aloud  to  the 
rest  a  pedigree  fi^m  Genesis  (judiciously  selected 
by  Mrs.  Pipohin),  getting  over  the  names  with  tho 
ease  and  clearness  of  a  person  tumbling  up  the 
treadmilL  That  done,  Miss  Pankey  was  borne 
away  to  be  shampoo'd;  and  Master  Bitherstone  to 
have  something  else  done  to  him  with  salt  water, 
from  which  he  always  returned  very  blue  and  de. 
^eted.  Paul  and  Florence  went  out  in  the  mean* 
time  on  the  beach  wiih  Wickam — who  was  con. 
stantly  in  teat«-»and  at  about  noon  Mrs.  Pipchin 
presided  over  some  early  readings.  It  being  a  part 
of  Mrs.  Plpohin*s  system  not  to  encourage  a  child's 
mind  to  develop  and  expand  itself  like  a  young 
flower,  but  to  open  it  by  force  like  an  oyster,  the 
moral  of  these  lessons  was  usually  of  a  violent  and 
stunning  character :  the  hero  —  a  naughty  boy  — 
seldom,  in  the  mildest  catastrophe,  being  finished 
oflT  by  anything  less  than  a  lion,  or  a  bear. 

Suoh  was  life  at  Mrs.  Pipchin^s.  On  Saturday 
Mr.  Dombey  Came  down ;  and  Florence  and  Paul 
would  go  to  his  Hotel,  and  have  tea.  They  passed 
the  whole  of  Sunday  with  him,  and  generally  rode 
out  befbre  dinner ;  and  on  these  occasions  Mr.  Dom. 
bey  seemed  to  grow,  like  Falstaff's  assailants,  and 
instead  of  being*one  man  in  buckram,  to  become  a 
doaen.  Sunday  evening  was  the  most  melancholy 
evening  in  the  week ;  for  Mrs.  Pipchin  always  macM 
a  point  of  being  particularly  cross  on  Sunday  nights. 
Miss  Pankey  was  generally  brought  back  from  an 
aunt's  at  Rottendean,  in  deep  distress ;  and  Master 
Bitherstone,  whose  relatives  were  all  in  India,  and 
who  was  required  to  sit,  between  the  services,  in  an 
erect  position  with  his.  hted  against  the  parlour  wall 
neither  moving  hand  nor  foot,  suffered  so  acutely 
in  his  young  spirits  that  he  once  asked  Florence,  on 
a  Sunday  night,  if  she  could  give  him  any  idea  d£ 
the  way  back  to  Bengal. 

But  it  was  ipeneralTv  said  that  Mrs.  Pipchin  wiM 
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[the  WM.  CerUinly  the  wild  ooai  went  borne  tame 
.enough,  alter  Bojoorning  for  a 'few  months  beneath 
.her  boapitable  roof^  It  was  generally  said,  4oo,  that 
,  it  was  highly  creditable  of  Mrs.  Pipchin  to  haye 
devoted  herself  to  tbis  way  of  liie,  and  to  have 
.oisde  such  a  aacnfioe  of  lier  feelings,  iind  saoh'a 
:  resolute  stand  against  her  troubles,  when  Mr.  Pip- 
phin  broke  bis  l^rt  in  the  Peruvian  mines. 

At  this  exemplary  old  lady,  Paul  would  «it  star- 

.  ing  in  his  littie  arm  ehair  by  the  fSre,  for  any  length 

of  tiroa  He  never  seemed  to  know  what  weariness 

was,  when  he  was  looking  fixedly  at  Mrs.  Pipehin. 

.  He  was  not  fond  of  her;  he  was  not  afraid  of  her ; 

,  but  in  those  old  old  moods  of  his,  she  seemed  to 

.'  have  a  grotesque  attraction  for  him.     There  iie 

would  sit,  louKing  at  her,  and  warming  bt«  hands, 

a,nd  looking  at  her,  until  he  sometimes  quite  con. 

founded  Mrs.  Pipchin,  Ogress  as  she  was.    Once 

.•he  asked  bim,  when  they  were  alone,  what  he  was 

.  thinking  about 

*^  You«*'  said  Paul,  without  the  least  reierre. 

**  And  what  are  you  thinking  aboat  me  ?"  aaked 
Mrs.  Pipehin. 

**  I  am  thinking  how  old  yon  must  be,"  said 
Paul 

**  You  mustn't  say  such  Uiings  as  that,  young 
gentleman,**  returned  the  dame.  **That  *11  never 
do." 

"Why  not?"  asked  Paul. 

'*  Because  it*s  not  polite,'*  said  Mrs.  Pipohia, 
Miappishly^ 

•* Not  polite?"  said  PnuL 

-No." 

**  It 's  not  polite,"  said  Paul  innocently,  "to  eat 
all  the  mutton.c^ops  and  toast,  Wickam  says.** 

••Wickam^"  retorted  Mrs.  Pipchin,  colouring, 
■*  is  a  wicked,  impudent,  bold-faced  hussy.'* 

"  What 's  that  ^'  inquiry  Paul. 

**  Never  you  mind.  Sir,**  retorted  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

**  Remember  the  story  of  the  little  boy  that  was 

.  gored  to  death  by  a  mad  buU.for  asking  qneetions.*' 

"  If  the  bull  was  mad,**  said  Panl^  **  bow  did  ie 
. know  that  the  boy  bad  asked  questions?    Nobody 
can  go  and  whisper  secrefn  to  a  mad  bnll.    I  don*t 
believe  that  story.** 

**  You  don't  believe  it,  Sir  ?*'  nspeated  Mn«  Pip- 
.  chin,  amazed. 
.     -No,"  said  Paul. 

**Not  if  it  should  happen  to  have  been  a  tome 
bull,  you  Uttle  Infidel  7"  said  Mrs.  Pipohin. 

As  Paul  had  not  considered  the  subject  in  that 
light,  and  had  founded  his  conclusions  on  the 
iJleged  lunacy  of  the  bull,  he  allowed  himself  to  be 
put  down  for  the  present.  But  he  sat  turning  it 
over  ib  bis  mind,  with  such  an  obviooe  intention 
of  fizintf  Mrs.  Pipphin  presently,  that  even  that 
hardy  eld  lady  deemed  it  prudent  to  wtreat  until 
he  should  have  forgotten  the  subject 

From  that  time,  Mrs.  Pipchin  Appeared  to  have 
something  of  the  same  odd  kind  of  attraction  to- 
wards Paul,  as  Paul  had  towards  her.  9he  would 
make  him  move  his  chair  to  her  side  of  the  fire,  in- 
stead  of  sitting  opposite ;  and  there  he  would  remain 
in  a  nook  between  Mrs.  Pipchin  and  the  fbnder, 
with  all  the  light  of  his  little  face  absorbed  into  the 
black  bombazeen  drapery  studying  every  line  and 
wrinkle  of  her  countenance,  and  peering  al  the 
hard  grey  eye,  until  Mrs.  Pipchin  was  sometimes 
fiiin  to  shot  it,  on  pretence  of  dozing.  Mrs,  Pip- 
chin  bad  an  old  black  cat,  who  generally  lay  ooiled 
upon  the  centre  foot  of  the  fender,  purring  egotisti- 
call^,  and  winking  at  the  fire  until  the  contracted 


I  tion.  The  good  old  lady  might  haivcr  been«-not  I 
!  record  it  disrespectfully  •—  a  witch,  and  Paul  nn 
I  the  cat  her  two  ftmiliars,  as  they  all  sat  by  the  fii 
together.  It  would  have  been  quite  in  keepin 
with  the  appearance  of  the  party  if  they  had  a 
sprung,  up  the  chimney  in  a  high  wind  one  nigfa 
and  never  been  heard  of  any  move. 

This,  however,  never  came  to  pavi.  The  ca 
and  Paul,  and  {jtrn.  Pipehin,  were  eonatantly  to  k 
-found  in  their  usual  places  after  dark ;  and  Pan 
eschewing  the  companioDship  of  Master  Bithei 
stone,  went  on  studying  Mrs.  Pipchin,  and  the  oa 
and  the  fire,  ni^ht  afmr  night,  as  if  they  were 
book  of  necromancy^  \n  three  volumes^ 

Mrs.  Wickam  pal  her  even  oonsttacUoB  on  Faui' 
eooentricities ;  and  bsiBg  eonirned  in  her  loi 
spirits  by  a  perpfexed  view  of  chimneys  ftem  th 
voora  where  she  was  aeonsUmied  to  sit,  and  by  th 
noise  6f  the  wind,  aivd  by  the  general  dinnm 
(gaahliness  was  Mrs.  Wiokara^s'atrQOg  exixeseioa 
of  her  ptesent  life,  deduced  the  meat  dismal  reAn 
tions  from  the  foregoing  premises.  It  was  a  pas 
of  Mrs.  Pipohin*B  policy  to  prevent 'her  own  **yo«Hi| 
hassy'**>ttiat  vras  Mrli.  Pipishin's  generic  naose  16 
female  servant  -^  from  communicating  with  Mn 
Wickapa :  to  which  end  she  devoted  much  ef  he 
time  to  concealing  herself  behind  doors,  and  spring 
iMg  out. en  that  devoted  maiden,  whenevev  ah 
made  an  approach  towards  Jtfra.  Wickam's  apaif 
m^nt  But  Beiry  was  fuee  to  hold  what  oonversi 
she  oooid  in  that  quarter,  eonsietently  with  the  dis 
charge  of  the.  mnKifiu-ione  duties  at  whieh  ah* 
toiled  incessantly  from  morning  to  night ;  and  U 
Berry,  Mrs.'Wiofcain  vnbnrdened  her  mind. 

**'  What  a  prettif  fUlow  he  is  when  he  V  asleep  f 
said  Berry,  stopping  to  look  at  Panl  in  bed,  «»< 
hight  when  she  took  up  Mrs.  Wiokam's  eopper. 

**  Ah  •"  sighed  Mrs.  Wickam.    **•  He  need  be." 

•'  WMr,  he's  not  ugly  when  he 'to  awake,"  nb 
aerved  Berry. 

'*'Ne,  Ma'am.  Oh,  no.  No  OMire  was  my  nnole^ 
Betsey  Jane,"  said  Mf  s.  Wiekam. 

Berry  looked  as  if  she  would  like  to  traee  tb 
oonneotion  of  ideas  between  Paul  Dombey,  ant 
Mrs.  Wiokam'e  nnde's  Betsey  Jane. 

**  My  oncle'R  <  wife,"  Mrs.  Wickam  went  cm  tt 
say,  **  died  just  like  Ims  mamma.  My  nnek's  ehik 
took  <m  just  as  Master  Paul  do.  My  nnde's  nhrk 
made  people's  blood  run  oold,  sometimes,  she  did  2' 

"How?"  ashed  Berry. 

**-I  wonldnt  have  sat  iq»  all  night  etlone  witi 
Betsey  Janei!"  said  Mrs.  Wickam,  •'net  if  you'i 
have  put  Wiokam  inin  buainess  next  morning  Ibi 
himself.    I  couldn't  have  done  it,  Miss  Beny." 

Miss  Berry  naturally  aeked  why  not  2  Bat  Mra 
.Wickam,  agreeably  to  the  usage  of  aome  ladies  if 
her  oo»dition,  pursued  her  own  bianoh  of  the  sob 
jeot,  without  any  componetion. 

••Bels^  Jane,"  said  Mrs.  Wiekam,  **wns  m 
sweet  a  child  as  I  «conld  wish  tn  see.  I  oonldn* 
wish  In  see  a  sweeter.  Everything,  that  a  <ohik 
could  have  in  the  way  of  iUnesses,  Betsey  Jane  hni 
come  through.  The  cramps  waa  as  eeraraon  U 
her,**  said  Mrs.  Wiekam,  *•  as  bales  b  to  yeteasU 
Miss  Berry."  Miss  Berry  invohiotaiily  wrinklei 
her  nose. 

•'Bot  Belaey  Jkne,"  said  Mrs.  Wickam,  lomm 
ing  her  Toioe,  and  looking  round  the  leom,  anc 
towards  Paul  in  bed,  ^  bad  been  minded,  in  hei 
cradle,  by  her  departed  mother.  I  oonldn't  aaj 
how,  nor  I  couldn't  say  when,  nor  I  «onldn*t  eaj 
whether  the  dear  child  knew  itornot^  bntBctsnj 
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fw  amy  ny  naamtom !  I  vfi  offended,  IHim.  I 
iiope  yoa  mty  be  able  to  think  in  y(mr  own  con- 
*in«n«e  that  it  i$  notwense ;  you  'I  find  your  spirits 
lU  the  bettor  for  it  in  this— -you  *tl  lezeuse  my  bein? 
f»  free— in  this  barying^oond  of  a  place  ;  which 
B  wuting  of  me  down.  Master  Paul  *8  a  little 
MlJen  in  his  deep.  Pat  his  back,  if  you  please.*' 
"OfoottrM  you  tMnkf"  said  Berry,  gently  doing 
viitt  the  was  asked,'**  that  he  has  been  nursed  by 
'liiaiather,too?" 

•*  Betsey  Jane,**  returned  Mrs.  Wickam  in  her 
iMt  solemn  tones,  **  was  put  upon  as  that  child 
^  ^esoput  QpoB«  and  changed  as  that  child  has 
^fed.  I  have  seen  her  sit,  often  and  tfflen, 
iteik,  think,  thinking,  like  him.  I  have  seen  her 
ink,  oAen  and  oflen,  old,  old,  old,  like  him.  I  have 
^d  her,  many  a  time,  talk  just  like  hinu  I  oon< 
iiiier  that  child  and  Betsey  Jane  on  the  tfame  ^t. 
ibf  eatirely,  Miss  Berry.** 
**  la  your  uncle*s  child  alive  V  asked  Berry. 
^  Yes,  flfias,  ahe  is  aliv«,**  retemed  Mrs.  Wickam 
»itk  an  air  of  triumph,  ibr  it  was  evident  Mibs 
i^7ezpeeled  tlM  reverse;  **and  is  married  to  a 
■her^Hisser.  Oh  yea,  Mies,  She  is  alive,**  said 
Ida  Wickam,  lading  strong  strtss  on  her  nomina- 
te case. 

It  heiag  dear  that  somebcidy  was  dead,  Mra. 
l!pchin*s  nieoe  inqoired  who  it  waa. 

**  I  wooldn^t  wiah  to  make  you  uneasy,**  returned 
Mia  Wifikam,  pursoing  her  supper.  **  Don't  ask 
fce." 

TIm  was  the  onrest  way  of  being  asked  again. 
^iB  Berry  repented  her  question,  therefore ;  and 
*^MBe  resistance,  and  reloctanoe,  Mrs.  Wickam 
■iidBVn  her  kniie,  and  again  glancing  round  the 
^■1  lad  at  Paal  in  bed,  replied : 

*Sbe  took  fancies  to  people ;  whimsioal  fkneies, 
*<■•  of  them ;  others,  affections  that  one  ntight 
^ipaet  to  see    only  stronger  than  common.    They 

Jj^  w  eo  very  anexpected  and  awftil  to  Mrs. 
'^io's  nieoei,  that  she  sat  ttprivht  on  the  hard 
r  trip  of  the  bedfitead^  breathing  snort,  and  survey- 
w  her  ioibrmaDt  with  looks  of  ondisgoised  alarm. 
Mn.  Widiam  shook  her.  left  forefinger  stealthily 
g|««nb  the  bed  where  Florence  lay ;  then  tamed 
liapnde  down,  and  made  several  emphatic  points 
N  (he  floor ;  immediately  below  which  was  the 
fvioar  in  which  Mrs.  Pipcftiin  habitaaily  consumed 
*itoait 

N*Kememher  my  words.  Miss  Berry,**  said  Mrs. 
mkaiB,  *•  and  be  thankful  that  Master  Paul  is  not 
'^  And  of  yoiLi  I  am,  that  he's  not  too  fond  of 
^laasnre.yoa;  though  thera  isn't  much  to  live 
■■P^yan  'U  ezcooe  my  being  so  free— in  this  jail  of 
pmmef* 

w  Him  fieiry*B  emotion  might  have  led  to  her  pat- 
^  Paul  too  bard  on  the  back,  or  might  have  pro. 
esoation  of  that  soothing  monotony,  but 
in  his  bed  just  now,  and,  presently  awak- 
t  np  in  it  with  his  hair  hot  and  wet  from  the 
of  aenio  efaiUish  dmam,  and  asked  for  Flo. 

K^,  vas  out  of  her  own  bed  at  the  first  sound  of 
i*Mee;  and  bending  over  his  pillow  immediately, 
H  iMm  to  sleep  again.  Mrs.  Wickam  asking 
f  head,  and  letting  ^1  several  teara,  poinfid  out 
*Me  groop  to  wrry^  and  tamed  her  eyes  up  to 

^,|;«md^^iit.  Miss!*' said  Wickam  softly.  «fGood 
Toor  %tint  is  a  old  lady.  Miss  Berry,  and 
k  wnat  have  looked  for,  often.** 


panied  with  a  look  of  heartfelt  anguish ;  and  being 
left  alone  with  the  two  children  again,  and  becom- 
inpr  consciouh  that  the  wind  was  blowing  mourn- 
fully,  she  indulged  in  melancholy— ^that  cheapest 
and  most  accessible  of  luxuries  —  until  she  was 
overpowered  by  slumber. 

Although  the  niece  of  Mra.  Pipchin  did  not  ex. 
pect  to  fihd  that  exemplary  dragon  prostrate  on  the 
hearthrug  when  she  went  down  stairs,  she  was  re- 
lieved to  find  her  unusually  fradious  and  severe, 
and  with  every  preset  appearance  of  intending  to 
live  a  long  time  to  bd  a  comfort  to  all  who  knew 
her.  Noi*  had  she  any  symptoms  of  declining,  in 
the  course  of  the  ensuing  week,  when  the  constitu- 
tional viands  still  continued  to  disappear  in  regular 
succession,  notwithstanding  that  Paul  studied  her 
MB  attentively  as  ever,  and  occupied  his  usual  seat 
between  the  black  skirts  and  the  fender,  with  un- 
wavering  conetaiiey. 

But  as  Paul  himself  was  no  stronger  at  the  ei^pi- 
ration  of  that  time  than  he  had  beeh  on  his  first 
arrival,  though  he  looked  much  healthier  h>  the 
face,  a  little  carriage  was  got  for  him,  in  which  he 
could  lie  at  his  ease,  with  an  atphabst  and  other 
elementary  works  of  reference,  and  be  wheeled 
down  to  the  sea-side.  Consistent  in  his  odd  tastes, 
the  ohild  set  aside  a  ruddy-faced  lad  who  was  pro. 
posed  as  the  drawer  of  his  carriage,  end  selected, 
instead,  his  grandfather^a  weazen,  old,  crab-faced 
man,  in  a  suit  of  battered  oilskin,  who  had  got  tough 
and  stringy  from  long  pickling  in  salt  water,  and 
who  smelt  like  a  weedy  sea-boach  when  the  tide  is 
out 

With  this  notable  iiftendant  to  pull  him  ftlong, 
and  Florence  always  walking  by  his  side,  and  the 
despondent  Wickam  bringing  up  the  rear,  he  went 
down  to  the  margin  of  the  ocean  every  day ;  and 
there  he  would  sit  or  lie  in  his  carriage  for  hour* 
together:  never  so  distressed  as  by  the  company  of 
children— Florence  alone  excepted,  always. 

**Q<i  away,  if  you  please,'*  he  would  say,  to  any 
child  who  came  to  bear  ^im  company.  **  Thank 
you,  but  I  dont  want  yon."** 

Some  small  voice,  near  his  ear,  would  ask  him 
how  he  was,  perhaps. 

••  I  am  very  Well,  I  thank  yon,**  he  would  answer. 
"But  you  had  better  go'and  play,  if  you  please.** 

Then  he  would  turn  his  head,  and  watch  the 
child  away,  and  say  to  Florence, "  We  don't  want 
any  others,  do  we?    Kiss  me,  Floy.** 

He  had  even  a  dislike,  at  such  tidies,  to  the  com* 
pany  of  Wickam,  ond  was  well  pleased  when  she 
strolled  aWny,  as  she  generally  did,  to  pick  up  shelli 
and  acquaintances.  His  favourite  spot  was  quite  a 
lonely  one,  far  away  from  most  loungers ;  and  with 
Florence  sitting  by  his  side  at  work,  or  reading  to 
him,  or  talking  to  him,  and  the  wind  blowing  on 
his  face,  and  the  water  coming  up  among  the  wheels 
of  his  bed,  he  wanted  nothing  more. 

••  Ffoy,"  said  he  one  day,  "  where  *s  India,  wherd 
that  boy*s  friends  live  7'* 

••Oh,  it's  a  long,  long  distance  off,'*  said  Flo- 
rence, raising  her  eyes  from  her  work-* 

^  Weeks  off?"  asked  Paul. 

•*  Tea,  dear.  Many  weeks*  journey,  night  and 
day." 

**  If  you  were  in  India,  Floy,**  said  Paul,  after 
being  silent  for  a  minute,  **  1  should— what  is  that 
Mamma  did  7    I  forget** 

**  Loved  me !"  answered  Florence. 

•*  No,  no.  Don't  I  love  you  now,  Floy  ?  What 
is  it?— Died.    If  you  were  in  India,  I  should  die 
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She  hurriodlv  put  her  work  aside,  and  laid  her 
head  down  on  nis  pillow,  caressing  bim.  And  so 
would  she,  alie  said,  if  he  were  tliere.  He  would 
be  better  soon. 

"Oh  I  I  ara  a  great  deal  better  nbw  !'•  he  an. 
Bwered.  **  I  donH  mean  that.  I  meun  that  I  should 
die  of  being  so  sorry  and  so  lonely,  Floy  !** 

Another  time,  in  the  same  place,  he  fell  asleep, 
and  slept  quietly  for  a  long  time.  Awaking  sud- 
denly, he  listened,  started  up,  and  sat  listening.  . 

Florence  asked  him  what  he  thought  he  heard. 

••  I  want  to  know  what  it  says,"  he  answered, 
looking  steadily  in  her  face.  **The  sea,  Floy,  what 
is  it  that  it  keeps  on  saying  T* 


She  lold  him  that  it.WM  ooif  the  noise  of  Ite 

rollin|r  waves. 

"  Yes,  yes^''  he  said.  **  But  I  know  that  they  an 
always  s;iyin|r  something.  Always  the  same  thing. 
What  place  is  over  there  7**  Ue  rose  up,  kwkiiig 
eagerly  at  the  horizon. 

She  told  him  that  there  was  another  country  op- 
posite, but  be  said  he  didn't  mean  that;  he  moanl 
farther  away — farther  away ! 

Very  oflcn  afterwards,  in  the  midst  of  their  talk 
ho  would  break  off^  to  try  to  understand  what  it  vsi 
tliat  the  waves  were  always  saying;  and  would  ri« 
up  in  his  couch  to  look  towards  thai  invisible  n 
gion,  far  away. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

IN  WHICH  THE  WOODEN  MIDSHIPMAN  GETS  INTO  TROUBLE. 


ToAT  spice  of  romance  and  love  of  the  marvel- 
lous, of  which  there  was  a  pretty  strong  infusion  in 
the  nature  of  young  Walter  Gay,  and  which  the 
guardianship  of  his  uncle,  old  Salomon  Gills,  had 
not  very  much  weakened  by  the  waters  of  stern 
practical  experience,  was  the  occasion  of  his  attach- 
ing an  uncommon  and  delightful  interest  to  the 
adventure  of  Florence  with  good  Mrs.  Brown.  He 
pampered  and  cherished  it  in  his  memory^  espe- 
cially that  part  of  it  with  which  he  had  been  asso- 
ciated: until  it  became  the  spoiled  child  of  his 
fancy,  and  took  its  own  way,  and  did  what  it  liked 
with  it 

The  recollection  of  those  incidents,  and  bis  own 
ithare  in  them,  may  have  been  made  the  more  cap- 
tivating, perhaps,  by  the  weekly  dreamings  of  old 
Sol  and  Captain  Cuttle  on  Sundays.  Hardly  a  Sun- 
day passed,  without  mysterious  references  b^ing 
made  by  one  or  other  of  tliose  worthy  chums  to 
Richard  Whittington;  and  the  latter  gentleman 
bad  even  gone  so  far  as  to  purchase  a  ballad  of  con- 
siderable  antiquity,  that  had  long  Buttered  among 
many  others,  chiefly  expressive  of  maritime  senti- 
ments, on  a  dead  wall  in  the  Commercial  Road : 
which  poetical  performance  set  forth  the  courtship 
and  nuptials  of  a  promising  young  coal-whipper 
with  a  certain  'Movely  Peg,"  the  accomplished 
daughter  of  the  master  and  part-owner  of  a  New- 
casUe  collier.  In  tliis  stirring  legend,  Captain 
Cuttle  descried  a  profound  metaphysical  bearing  on 
the  4ia80  of  Walter  and  Florence ;  and  it  excited 
him  so  much,  that  on  very  festive  occasions,  as 
birthdays  and  a  few  other  non-Dominical  holidays, 
he  would  roar  through  the  whole  song  in  the  little 
back  parlour;  making  an  smazing  shake  on  the 
word  Pe— e — eg,  with  which  every  verse  concluded, 
in  compliment  to  tlie  heroine  of  the  piece. 

Bui  a  frank,  free-spirited,  open.hearted  boy,  is 
not  much  given  to  analyzing  the  nature  of  his  own 
feelings,  however  strong  their  hold  upon  him :  and 
Walter  would  have  found  it  difficult  to  decide  this 
point  He  had  a  great  afiection  for  the  wharf 
wheke  he  had  encountered  Florence,  and  for  the 
streets  (albeit  not  enchanting  in  themselves)  by 
which  they  had  come  home.  The  shoes  that  had 
so  oflen  tumbled  off  by  the  way,  he  preserved  in 
bis  own  room ;  and,  sitting  in  the  little  back  parlour 
•f  an  evening,  he  had  drawn  a  whole  gallery  of 
fancy  portraits  of  good  Mrs.  Brown.  It  may  be 
that  he  became  a  little  smarter' in  his  dress,  after 
|liat  viemorable  occasion ;  and  he  certainly  Uked  in 
k     his  leisure  time  to  walk  towards  that  quarter  of  the 


the  vague  chanee  of  pasaing  little  Florenos  in  Um 
street  But  the  sentiment  of  all  this  was  as  boyisl 
and  innooent  as  could  be.  Florence  was  very  pretty 
and  it  is  pleasant  to  admire  a  pretty  face.  Floieoei 
was  defenceless  and  weak,  and  it  was  a  pieiM 
•thought  that  he  had  been  able  to  render  her  an] 
protection  and  assistanoe.  Florence  was  the  aos 
grateful  little  creature  in  the  world,  and  it  wu  it 
hghtful  to  see  her  bright  gratitude  beaming  in  lie 
fi^e.  Florence  was  neglected  and  coldly  looks 
upon,  and  his  breast  was  full  of  youthful  interei 
for  the  slighted  child,  in  her  doll,  stately  booe. 

Thus  it  came  about  that,  perhaps  eome  haU^ 
dozen  times  in  the  course  of  the  year^  Walter  puQe 
off  his  hat  to  Florence  in  the  street,  and  FkrsM 
would  stop  to  shake  hands*  Mrs.  Wickam  (wh 
with  a  characteristic  alteration  of  his  name,  invar 
ably  spoke  of  bim  as  *  Young  Graves*)  was  so  we 
used  to  this,  knowing  the  stor^  of  their  acqoaio 
ance,  tliat  she  took  no  heed  of  it  at  all.  Miss  Ni{ 
per,  on  the  other  hand,  rather  looked  out  for  tbei 
occasions :  her  sensitive  young  heart  being  scerell 
propitiated  by  Walter*s  good  looks,  and  iodinii 
to  the  belief  that  its  sentiments  were  responded  1 

In  this  way,  Walter,  so  far  from  ibrgetting  < 
losing  sight  of  his  acquaintance  with  Florence,  on 
remembered  it  better  and  better.  As  to  its  adve 
turous  beginning,  and  all  thoee  little  circumstano 
which  gave  it  a  disUnotive  character  and  relish,  i 
took  them  into  account,  more  as  a  pleasant  sto 
very  agreeable  to  his  imagination,  and  not  to 
dismissed  from  it,  than  as  a  part  of  any  matter  < 
fact  witli  which  he  was  concerned,  lliey  set  c 
Florenoe  very  much,  to  his  fency ;  but  not  himsc 
Sometimes  he  thought  (and  than  he  walked  ve 
fast)  what  a  grand  thing  it  would  have  been  fer  hi 
to  have  been  going  to  sea  on  the  day  after  that  fii 
meeting,  and  to  have  gone,  and  to  have  done  wc 
ders  theret,and  to  have  stopped  away  a  long  tin 
and  to  have  come  back  an  Admiral  of  all  tbs  < 
lours  of  the  dolphin,  or  at  least  a  Post-Caftain  wi 
epaulettes  of  insupportable  brifhtneas,  and  hi 
married  Florence  (then  a  beautiful  yoong  wooM 
in  spite  of  Mr.  Dombey*s  teeth,  craint,  and  wati 
chain,  and  borne  her  away  to  the  blue  sfaofes 
somewhere  or  other,  triumphantly.  But  these  fligl 
of  fancy  seldom  burnished  the  brass  plale  of  & 
bey  and  Son's  Offices  inio  a  Ublet  of  irdden  lioj 
or  shed  a  brilliant  lustre  on  their  dirty  skyligh 
and  when  the  Captain  and  Uncle  Sol  talked  abi 
Richard  Whittington  and  masters'  daughters,  W 
ter  felt  that  he  understood  bis  true  position  at  Do 
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So  It  was  that  be  went  on  doings  what  he  had  to 
b  from  dajr  to  daj,  in  a  cheorfal,  painB4akin{|f, 
Dcny  spirit;  and  saw  throngh  the  saniruine  com- 
liexion  of  Uncle  Sol  and  Captain  Cnttie ;  and  yut 
ntertained  a  thonsand  indistinct  and  visionary  fan- 
Mi  of  his  own,  to  which  theirs  were  work-a-day 
nbabiiities.  Such  was  his  condition  at  the  Tip- 
ian  period,  when  he  looked  a  little  older  than  of 
«e»  bat  not  much ;  and  was  the  same  light-footed, 
igltthearted,  light-headed  lad,  as  when  he  charged 
Bto  the  parlor  at  the  head  of  Uncle  Sol  and  the 
■ttfinary  boardera,  and  lighted  him  to  bring  up 
&(  Madeira. 

•Utfcle  Sol,"  said  Walter,  "I  dont  think  you*f€ 
wB.  You  havcu't  eaten  any  breakfkst  1  shall 
rinr  a  doctor  to  you,  if  you  go  on  like  this." 
■He  cant  give  me  what  I  want,  my  boy,**  said 
^Bcte  8oL  **At  least  he  is  in  good  practice  if  he 
n»— and  then  he  wouMnV 

•  What  is  it,  Uncle  1    Customers  ?•• 

■Ay,"  returned  Solomon,  with' a  sigh.    "Cus- 

mers  woold  do." 

"Confound    it,  Uhcle!"  said  Walter,  putting 

!vn  his  Ureakfkst-cup  wifli  a  clatter,  and  striking 

I  hand  on  the  table :  •*  when  I  see  the  people  go- 

f  op  and  down  the  street  in  shoalti  all  day,  and 

Sling  and  repassing  the  shop  every  minute,  by 

ires,  I  feel  haJf  tempted  to  rush  out,  collar  some- 

dy,  bring  him  in,  and  make  him  buy  fiflv  pounds* 

■th  of  instruments  for  ready  money.     What  are 

wknking  in  at  the  door  for  7 — "  continuH  Wal. 

r,  apostrophizing  an  old  gentleman  with  a  powl 

Rvdhead  (inaaaibly  to  him  of  course),  who  was 

'viag  tt  a  8hip*8  telescope  with  all  his  might  and 

Bin.  *  7'kat  *a  no  use.    I  could  do  that    Come 

lamfhuvitl" 

The  old  gentleman,  however,  having  satiated  his 

riosity,  walked  calmly  away. 

*Therc  he  goes!"  said  Wlilter.    ••That's  the 

ij  with  'em  all.    But  uncle— I  say.  Uncle  Sol" 

-^  the  old  man  was  meditating,  and  had  not 

■ponded  to  his  first  appeal.  ••  DonH  be  cast  down. 

nt  be  out  of  spirits,  Uncle.     When  orders  do 

BCf they'll  come  in  such  a  crowd,  you  won't  be 

fc  to  execute  'cm."  • 

"•I  shall  be  paat  executing  'em,  whenever  they 

Be,  my  boy,"  returned  Solomon  Gills.    ••  They  '11 

^  come  to  this  shop  again,  till  I  ani  out  of  it." 

•I  ay, Uncle !  You  mustn't  really,  you  know !" 

N  Walter.     ••Don't!" 

Old  Sol  endeavoured  to  assume  a  cheeiy  look, 

i  smiled  across  the  little  table  act  him  as  plea- 

i^aa  he  could. 

■Hiere's  nothing  more  than  usual  the  matter; 

ftere,  Uncle  7"  lliid  Walter,  leaning  his  elbows 

'  the  tea  tray,  and  bending^  over,  to  speak  the 

*e  eoniidentiallf  and  kindly.    *•  Be  open  with 

*i  Uacle,  if  there  is,  and  tell  me  all  about  it*' 

"No,  DO,  no,"  returned  old  SoL    "  More  than 

Ml  7    No,  no.    What  should  there  be  the  matter 

sc  than  usual  7" 

Walter  answered  with  an  incredulous  shake  of 

'bead,    "That's  what  I  want  to  know,"  be 

id,  •  and  you  ask  me !    1 11  tell  you  what,  Uncle, 

KO  I  see  yoQ  like  this,  I  am  quite  sorry  that  I 

BWithvou." 

OM  Sol  opened  his  eyes  involuntarily. 

'Ttti    Tboogh  nobody  e\cr  was  happier  than 

*  ttd  always  have  been  with  you,  I  am  quite 
gj[tfi>t  1  liv«  with  you,  when  1  see  you  with 


wir^^ 


mind.' 

!1a   dnll    Rt    aimTl    f  inrtAa    T  Irnnvr  **  ntt. 


1  ••What  I  mean,  Uncle  Sof,"  pursued  Walter, 
I  bending  over  a  Hitlc  more  to  pat  him  on  the  shoul. 
der,  /*  is,  that  then  I  feel  you  ought  to  have,  sitting 
here  and  pouring  out  the' lea  instead  of  me,  a  nice 
little  dumptmg  of  a  wife,  you  know — a  comfortable, 
capital,  cosepold  lady,  who  was  just  a  match  for 
you,  and  knew  bow  to  manage  you,  and  keep  yoa 
in  good  heart.  Here  am  I,  as  loving  a  nephew  as 
ever  was  (I  am  sure  I  ought  to  be  !)  but  I  am  only 
a  nephew,  and  I  can't  be  such  a  companion  to  you 
when  you  're  low  and  out  of  sorts  as  she  would 
have  made  herself,  years  ago,  though  I  *m  sure  I  'd 

f've  any  money  if  1  could  cheer  you  up.  And  so 
say,  when  I  see  you  with  anything  on  your  mind, 
that  I  fbel  quite  sorry  you  haven't  got  somebody 
better  about  you  than  a  blundering  young  rouglii. 
and.tough  boy  like  me,  who  has  got  the  will  to  con- 
sole you.  Uncle,  but  hasn't  got  the  way — hasn't  got 
the  way,"  repeated  Walter,  reaching  over  further 
yet,  to  shake  his  uncle  by  the  hand. 

«•  Wally,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Solomon,  ••if  th© 
eoeey  little  old  lady  had  taken  her  place  in  this 
parlour  five-and-forty  years  ago,  I  never  could  have 
been  fonder  Of  her  Uian  I  am  of  you." 

••/  know  that,  Uiide  Sol,"  returned  Walter. 
••  Lord  bless  you,  I  know  that  But  you  wouldn't 
have  had  the  whole  weight  of  any  uncomfortable 
secrets  if  she  had  been  with  you,  because  she 
would  have  known  how  to  relieve  you  of  *em,  and 
I  don't." 

*•  Yes,  yes,  yoQ  do^"  retomed  the  instrument- 
maker. 

*•  Well  then,  what  *s  the  matter.  Uncle  Sol  7"  said 
Walter,  coexingly.   •*Come!  What's  the  matter?" 

Solomon  Gills  persisted  that  there  was  nothing 
the  matter ;  and  maintained  it  so  resolutely,  that 
bis  nephew  had  no  resource  but  to  make  i  very  in. 
different  imitation  of  believing  him. 

••All  I  can  say  is.  Uncle  Sol,  that  if  there  is—" 

••But  tliere  isnt,"  said  Solomon. 

••  Very  ^ell,"  said  Walter.  ••  Then  1  've  no  mow 
to  say ;  and  that 's  lueky,  for  my  time  *s  up  for  go. 
ing  to  business.  I  shall  look  in  bye-and-l^e  when 
I'm  out,  to  see  how  you  get  on,  Uncle.  And  mind, 
Uncle !  I  '11  never  believe  you  again,  and  never  tell 
you  anything  more  about  mr.  Carker  the  Junior,  if 
I  find  out  that  you  have  been  deceiving  me  !" 

Solomon  Gills  laughingly  defied  him  to  find  out 
anything  of  the  kmd  ;  and  Walter,  revolving  in  his 
thoughts  all  sorts  of  impracticable  ways  of  making 
fortunes  and  placing  the  wooden  midshipman  in  a 
position  of  independence,  betook  himself  to  the 
offices  of  Dombey  and  Son  with  a  heavier  couate- 
nance  than  he  usually  carried  there. 

There  lived  in  those  days,  round  the  comer — in 
Bishopsgate  Street  Without — one  Brogley,  sworn 
broker  and  appraiser,  who  kept  a  shop  where  every 
description  of  second-hand  fiimlture  was  exhibited 
in  the  most  uncomfortable  aspect,  and  under  cir. 
cumstances  and  in  combinations  the  most  com- 
pletely fbrei^  to  its  purpose.  Dosens  of  chain 
hooked'  on  to  washing-stands,  which  with  difficulty 
poised  themselves  on  the  shoulders  of  sideboards, 
which  in  their  turn  stood  upon  the  wrong  side  of 
dining.tables,  gymnastic  with  their  legs  upward  on 
the  tops  of  other  dining.tables,  were  among  its 
most  reasonable  arrangements.  A  banquet  array 
of  dish-covers,  wine-glasses,  and  decantsre  was  ge. 
nerally  to  be  seen,  spread  forth  upon  the  bosom  of  a 
fbur  post  bedstead,  for  the  entertainment  of  such 
genial  company  as  haif-a-doien  pokers,  and  a  haU 

Inmn«     A  oAt  nf  winHnw  nnrtiiinii  with  no  windows 
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pin^  a  barricade  of  dieats  of  drawers,  loaded  with 
little  jars  from  chemista'  8h«)pe ;  while  a  homeleM 
hearthrug  severed  from  its  aatural  compaiiiop  the 
fireside,  braved  the  shrewd  east  wind  in  ita  adver- 
aity,  and  trembled  in  melancholy  acoord  with  the 
-ahrill  oomplainings  of  a  cabinet  piano^  wasting 
aiway,  a  string  a-day,  and  fiiintly  resounding  to  the 
noisea  of  the  street  in  its  jangling  and  distracted 
l>rain.  Of  motionless  clocks  that  never  stirred  a 
finfer,  and  seemed  as  incapable  of  being  success- 
fiiUy  wound  up,  as  the  pecuniary  affairs  of  their 
'former  owners,  there  was  always  ffreat  choice  in 
.Mr.  Brogley's  shop ;  and  various  looking-glasses 
aoeidentuUy  placed  at  compound  intereat  of  reflec- 
tion and  refraction,  preaanted  to  the  eye  an  eternal 
.perapective  of  bankruptcy  and  ruin. 

Mr.  Brogley  himself  waa  a  moiat-eyed,  plnk^ 
oomplezioaed,  criap-haired  man,  of  a  bulky  figure 
and  an  easy  temper — for  that  claaa  of  Cains  Marios 
who  sits  upon  the  ruins  of  other  people's  Carthares, 
can  keep  up  his  apirita  well  enough.  He  had  looked 
in  at  Solomon*a  shop  aometimea,  to  aak  a  queatioo 
about  articles  in  Solomon's  way  of  buaineas ;  and 
Walter  knew  him  sufficiently  to  give  him  good  day 
when  they  met  in  the  streeL  But  as  that  waa  the 
extent  of  the  broker'a  acquaintance  with  Sok>mon 
Gills  also,  Walter  was  not  a  little  surpriaod  whon 
he  came  back  in  the  course  of  the  forenoon,  agree- 
ably to  his  promise,  to  find  Mr.  Brogley  sitting  in 
the  back  parlour  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and 
Jiia  hat  hanging  op  behind  the  door. 

**  Well,  Uncle  Sol !"  said  Walter.  The  old  man 
waa  sitting  rueftilly  on  the  oppoaite  side  of  the  ta. 
ble,  with  his  spectacles  over  his  eyes,  ibr  a  wonder, 
inatead  of  on  hia  forehead.    ^  How  are  vou  now  ?*' 

Solomon  ahook  his  head,  and  waved  one  hand 
.towards  the  broker,  aa  iutroducing  him. 

**  Is  there  anything  the  matter  7**  aaked  WaHec, 
with  a  catchinff  in  hu  breath. 

**No,no.  There  *a  nothing  the  matter,"  aaid  Mr. 
Brogley.    **  Don*t  let  it  put  you  out  of  the  wav/* 

Walter  looked  from  the  broker  to  hia  uncle  in 
mute  amaaement. 

*«The  fact  ia,**  said  Mr.  Brogley,  ^•thera'a  a 
liule  payment  on  a  bopd  debt— three  hundred  and 
aeventy  odd,  over  due :  and  I  *ra  in  poaaeaaion." 

**  In  poaaeasion !"  cried  Walter,  looking  roond  at 
4he  ahop. 

*«Ah  !**  aaid  Mr.  Brogley,  in  confidential  aasent, 
and  nodding  his  head  aa  if  he  would  urge  the  ad- 
visability  of  their  all  being  comfortable  together. 
**  It 's  an  exrcntion.  That  'a  what  it  is.  Don't  let 
it  put  you  out  of  the  way.  I  come  myself,  because 
of  keeping  it  quiet  and  aociable.  You  know  me. 
It's  quite  private." 

*"  Uncle  Sol !"  faltered  Walter. 

**  Wally,  my  boy,"  returned  hia  onde.  « It  'a  the 
first  time.  Such  a  calamity  never  happened  to  me 
before.  I  'm  an  old  man  to  begin."  Puahing  up 
his  spectacles  again  (for  they  wero  useless  any 
longer  to  cooceol  hia  emotion),  ho  covered  hia  ikoe 
with  hia  hand,  and  sobbed  aloud,  and  hia  teara  ftJl 
down  upon  his  cofibe-ooloured  waistcoat. 

«  Uncle  Sol !  Pray !  oh  don't  •"  exclaimed  Wal- 
ter, who  really  felt  a  thrill  of  terror  in  seeing  the 
old  man  weep.  **For  God'a  aake  don't  do  that 
Mr.  Brogley,  what  ahall  I  do  7" 

**/  sliould  reconmiend  you  looking  up  a  friend  or 
•o,"  said  Mr.  Broffley,  **  and  talking  it  over." 

**  To  be  Bure  r  cried  Walter,  catching  at  any- 
thing. '* Certainly!  Thankee.  Captain  Cuttle's 
VUiUiU  I  f«^  to  Captain  CutUe. 


ley,  and  make  him  aa  comfivtaUe  aajroacaavh 
I  am  gone  7  Don't  despair.  Uncle  SoL  Try  a 
keep  a  good  heart,  there  *s  a  dear  fellow !" 

Saying  this  with  great  fervour,  and  disregardi 
the  old  man'a  broken  remonstrancea.  Waiter  doaii 
out  of  the  ahop  again  as  hard  as  he  could  go ;  a 
having  hurried  round  to  the  office  to  excuse  hi 
self  on  the  plea  of  his  uncle's  sudden  illness,  set  < 
frill  speed,  for  Captain  Cuttle's  residence. 

Everything  seemed  altered  aa  he  ran  along  I 
atreeta.  There  waa  the  usual  entanglement  a 
noiae  of  carta,  draya,  onmibuses,  waggons,  and  ii 
paasengcra,  but  the  misfortune  that  had  fidleo 
the  wooden  nndshipman  made  it  atrange  and  ne 
-Houses  and  shops  were  diffijrent  fitun  what  tli 
used  to  be,  and  bore  Mr.  Biogley's  warrant  on  tb 
fronts  in  large  charaoters.  The  broker  aeemed 
have  got  hold  of  the  very  churches ;  for  their  spii 
rose  into  the  sky  with  aa  unwonted  air.  Even  t 
sky  itself  waa  changed,  and  had  an  executioa  in 
pliUDly. 

Captain  Cuttle  lived  on  the  brink  of  a  little  cu 
near  the  Jndi%  Docks,  where  there  was  a  iwii 
bridge  which,  opened  now  and  then  to  let  sot 
wandering  monater  of  a  ship  oome  roaming  op  ti 
atreet  like  a  stranded  leviathan.  The  gradu 
change  from  land  to  water,  on  the  approacli 
Captain  Cuttle'a  iodfinga,  was  curious.  It  beg 
with  the  erection  of  nag-staffii,  aa  appurtenances 
poblic^eusea ;  then  came  siopsellcrs'  shops,  wi 
Guernsey  shirts,  sou'weater  bata,  and  canraas  pa 
taloons,  at  once  the  tightest  and  the  loosest  of  t)u 
order,  hanging  up  ouUide.  Theae  were  socoeedi 
by  anchor  and  chain-cable  for^^es,  where  fkdg 
hammera  were  dinging  upon  iron  all  day  Ion 
Then  came  rowa  of  houses,  with  little  vaoeai 
'moonted  maata  uprearing  themselves  from  aow 
the  scarlet  beans.  Then,  ditchca.  Then,  polla 
willowa.  Then,  more  ditches.  Then,  unaoooual 
ble  patchea  of  dirty  water,  hardly  to  be  descrii 
for  the  abips  that  covered  them.  Then,  the  i 
waa  perfumed  with  ohipa;  and  all  other  trades  w« 
swallowed  up  io  mast,  oar,  and  block  making,  n 
boat  building.  Then,  the  ground  grew  marshy  « 
unsettled.  *  Then,  there  was  nothing  to  be  sm 
but  rum  and  augar.  Then,  Captain  Cuttle|8  lod 
inga^-4tt  onoe  a  first  floor  and  a  top  story,  in  Bi 
Place— were  ck>se  befiu-e  you. 

The  Captain  was  one  of  those  timber-looki 
men,  suits  of  oak  aa  well  aa  hearts,  whom  it  is  i 
moat  impossible  for  the  liveliest  imagination 
separate  from  any  part  of  their  dress,  however  i 
significanL  Accordingly,  when  Walter  knock 
at  the  door,  and  the  (^ptain  instantly  ooksd  I 
head  out  of  one  of  his  little  front  wmdows,  ai 
hailed  him,  with  the  hard  glazed  hat  already  on 
and  the  ahirt-ooUar  like  a  saiL  and  the  wide  » 
of  blue,  all  standing  as  uaual,  Walter  was  as  fbl 
persuaded  that  he  waa  alwaya  in  that  state,  as 
the  Captain  had  been  a  bird  and  those  had  bean  h 
feathers. 

"  Wal'r,  my  lad !"  aaid  Captain  CutUe.  "  Stai 
by  and  knock  again.    Hard!    It*s  waahing  day 

Walter,  in  his  impatience,  gave  a  ^odigio< 
thump  with  the  knocker.  ' 

**Hard  it  is!"  said  Captain  Cuttle,  and  imm 
diately  drew  in  hia  head,  aa  if  he  expected  a  sqos 

Nor  waa  he  mistaken ;  ibr  a  widow  lady  ^ 
her  shscves  rolled  up  to  her  shoulders,  andhersrs 
frothy  with  soap-suds  and  smoking  with  hot  wale 
replied  to  the  summons  witli  startling  rapidil 
Before  ahe  looked  ai  Walter  ahe  kicked  st  U 
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htt  head  to  ftol,  taid  the  in^Hmtd  he  had  left 
ley  of  it 

''CapUin  Cattle's  at  home,  I  know,**  aaid  Walter, 
ritk  a  coooilia^itf  J  emile. 

"  la  he  ?**  replied  the  widow  Udy.    *«  Indeed  !*' 

*  He  has  juet  been  epeakijig  to  iDe,**  said  Welter, 
D  bnathiess  expUaetion. 

"Has  he?*'  lepUed  the  widow  lady.  '•Then 
l^raps  you'll  ^ve  biiu  Mrs.  MacSiin^r*s  respects 
Md  lay  that  the  next  time  he  JoWers  himself  and 
hiiltd^iogs  hy  tjilkiiig  out  of  wiuder  siieMl  thank 
\aa  Is  come  dowa  and  open  the  door  toou"  ittrs, 
KicSlinf  er  spoke  londy  and  listened,  for  any  obser* 
Mtiaoa  that  tmghl  be  offered  from  the  fir#t  floor. 

Til  mention  it,"  said  WalUr,  •"  if  you'll  have 
k  f oodnese  to  let  nie  in,  Ma*atn.'' 

Jof  he  was  repelled  by  a  wooden  fortification  ex- 
tadlag  across  the  door-way,  and  put  there  to  pre- 
wttiie  littUr  MaeStiof  ers  io  their  niomepi4i  /or  re- 
Ration  from  tumbling  down  the  steps. 

*A  boy  that  «aa  knevek  mj  door  down***  aaid 
Iri.  MacStinger,  contemptuously,  **  oa^  get  over 
Int,  1  ihooU  hope  !^    But  Walter,  Uking  this  as 

permission  to  enter,  and  getting  over  it,  Mrs. 
lacStinger  immediately  demanded  whether  an 
ioglishwomau's  house  was  her  castle  or  not :  and 
rkether  she  was  to  he  broke  in  upon  by '  ra£*  On 
kese  subjects  her  thiiBt  ibr  information  was  still 
cry  importonate,  when  Walter,  having  made  his 
ray  np  the  little  et^rease  through  an  artificial  fog 
oeuioned  by  the  washing,  which  covered  the  ban- 
lislen  with  a  clammy  perspiration,  entered  Captain 
>stdfl*«  room,  and  ^uod  that  gentleman  in  ambush 
Mbind  the  door. 

'^Neier  owed  her  a  penny, 'WalV,**  said  Captain 
Quih  in  a  low  voieet  and  with  visible  marks  of  tre- 
iidtUoa  in  hia  eountenanoe.  **  Done  her  a  world 
if  food  toroe,  and  the  children  too.  Vixen  at  times, 
fcough.    Whewr 

«i  should  ga  away,  Captain  Cuttle,*'  sakl  Wal- 
er. 

'*Oorstn*t  49  it,WalV  retunmd  the  Captain. 
'She'd  find  me  .put,  wherever  I  went.  Sit  do^n^ 
itw'sGill»7'« 

Tbe  Captain,  was  dining  (i»  his  hat)  off  cold  loin 
f  matton,  porter,  and  some  smoking  Uot  potatoes, 
viiieh  he  had  oooked  himself,  and  took  out  of  a 
iule  saucepan  before  the  fire  as  he  wanted  them. 
9e  Qoscrewed  hia  hook  at  dinner-time,  and  screwed 
^  knife  Into  its  wooden  socket,  instead,  with  which 
^  had  already  begun  to  peel  one  of  these  potatoes 
M  Wtlter.  i£e  rooms  were  very  small,  andatrongly 
BBRragnated  with  tobacco^moke,  but  sftug  enough : 
f^ovthiog  being  stowed  away,  as  if  there  were  an 
Mtnquake  regularly  every  half  hour. 

"  How 's  Gills  ?"  inquired  the  Captain. 

y/ihetf  who  had  by  this  time  recovered  his 
■cath,  snd  lost  his  spiriu  —  or  such  temporary 
^■rits  as  his  rapid  jonmey  had  given  him— looked 
it  bis  questioner  a  moment,  said  *«  Oh  Captain  Cut. 
Ila!"  and  huert  into  tears, 

,  No  words  can  describe  the  captain's  oonstema- 
hoD  at  this  sight.  Hrs.  MacStinger  faded  into  no- 
thug  before  it  He  dropped  the  poUto  and  tbe  fork 
-and  would  have  dropped  the  knife  too  if  h*  could 
"*nd sat  gazing  at  the  boy,  as  if  he  expected  to 
Bftr  next  moment  that  a  gulf  had  opened  in  ihe 
«y,  which  had  swallowed  up  his  old  friend,  cofiee. 
^^red  suit,  buttons,  chronometer,  specUcles,  and 

Bet  whe«  Walter  tdd  him  what  was  really  the 
.^'^J^^P**'"*  CntUe,  after  a  moment's  reflection. 


little  tin  oaftisler  on  the  top  shelf  ef  tbe  cupboard, 
his  whole  Meek  of  ready  money  (amounting  to  thir.. 
teen  pounds  and.half-o^crpwn)  which  he  transferred 
to  one  of  the  pockets  of  his  square  blue  coat;  further 
enrichdd  that  repository  with  the  eonlenis  of  his 
plate  ohesiy  oonsisting  of  two  withered  atomies  of 
teaspoons,  aad  an  obsolete  pair  of  knock-knee'd 
sugar  tongs;. pulled  op  his  immense  double-cased 
silver  wateh  from  the  depths  in  which  it  reposed,  to 
assure  himself  that  that  valuable  waa  sound  and 
whole ;  le^tbmhed  the  hook  to  his  right  VriMt ;  and 
selling  the .  stick  oovtered  over  with  knobs,  bade 
Walter  come  along. 

Bememherlng,  however,. in  the  roidat  of  his  vir- 
tuous excitement,  that  Mrs.  MacStinger. might  be 
lying  in  wait  below,  Captitn  Cuttle  hesitated  at  last, 
not  without  glancing  at  the  window,  as  if  he  hod 
some  thought  of  escaping  by  that  unusual  means 
of  egress,  rather  than  eAeouater  his  terk-ible  enemy. 
Be  decided,  however,  in  favour  of  stratagem. 

**  Warr,"said  the  CapUln,  with  a.  timid  wink,  '^gia 
afore,  my  lad.  Sing  out,  *  good  ,bye.  Captain  Cut* 
tie,'  when  yonVe  in  the  passage,  and  shut  the.doox. 
Then  .wait,  at  .the  corner  of  the  street  'tiU  you  see 
me." 

These  directions  were  not  issued. without  a  pre- 
vious knowledge  of  the  eoeroy's  tactics,  for  when 
Walter  got  down  stairs,  Mrs.  MacSUnger  glided  out 
jsf  the  litUe  baok  kitchen,  like  ma  avenging  spirit. 
But  no  gliding  out  upon  the  Captain,  as  she  had 
ioxpected,  she  merely  made  a  further  allusion  to  the 
Jtnooker,  and  glided  in  again. 

Some  five  minutes  elapsed  before  Captain  Cuttie 
could  summon  courage  to  attempt  his  escape ;  -for 
Walter  waited  so  long  at  Che  street  corner,  looking 
back  at  the  house,  before  there  were  anv  symptoms 
of  the  hard  glazed  hat.  At  length  the  Captain 
burst  oat  of  the  door  with  the  suddenness  of  on  ex. 
plosion,  and  coming  towards  him  at -a  great  pace, 
and  never  eoee  looking  over  his  shoulder,  pretended, 
as  soon  as  they  were  well  out  of  the  street,  to 
whistle  a  tune. 

**  Uncle  much  hove  down,  Wal'r  7"  inquired  the 
Captain,  as  they  were  walking  along. 

**  I  am  afraid  sa  If  you  had  seen  him  this  moriw 
ing,  yeu  would  never  have  forgotten  it" 

♦*  Wulk  fast,  Wal'r,  ray  lad,"  returned  the  Cap. 
tain,  mending  his  pace ;  **  and  walk  the  same  all 
the  days  of  your  life.  Ovevhaul  the  catechum  for 
that  advice,  and  keep  it !" 

The  Captain  was  too  busy  with  his  own  thoughts 
of  Solomon  Gills,  mingled  perhaps  with  some  re* 
flections  on  his  late  escape  from  Mrs.  MaoStinger, 
to  offer  any  further  quotations  en  tiie  way  for  Wal- 
ter's moral  improvement  They  interchanged  no 
other  word  until  they  arrived  at  old  Sol'a  door, . 
where  the  unfortunate  wooden  midshipman  with 
his  instrument  at  his  eye,  seemed  to  be  surveying 
the  whole  horizon  in  search  of  some  friend  to  help 
him  out  of  his  difficulty. 

**  Gills !"  said  the  Captain,  hurrying  into  the  back 
parlour,  and  taking  him  by  the  hand  quite  tenderly. 
^  Lay  your  head  well  to  the  wind,  and  we'll  fight 
through  it  All  you've  got  to  do,"  said  the  Captain, 
with  the  solemnity  of  a  man  who  was  delivering 
himself  of  one  of  the  most  precious  practical  tenets 
ever  discovered  by  human  wisdom,  ^  is  to  lay  your 
head  well  to  the  wind,  and  we'll  fight  through  it !" 

Old  Sol  returned  the  pressure  of  his  hand,  and 
thanked  him. 

'  'Captain  Cuttle,  then,  with  a  gravity  suitable  U 
\  the  nature  of  the  occasion,  put  down  upon  th( 
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■ilvor  tmtch,  and  the  ready  money ;  and  aaked  Mr.  | 
Broglcy,  the  broker,  what  the  damugfe  was. 

'*  Come  !  What  do  you  make  of  it  7'*  said  Cap- 
tain  Cuttle. 

**  Why,  Lord  help  you!**  returned  the  broker; 
**  you  donH  suppose  that  property  *8  of  any  use,  do 
you?" 

*•  Why  not  7"  inquired  the  Captain. 

**  Why  7  The  amount  *b  three  hundred  and  m^v 
enty,  odd,**  replied  the  broker. 

*^  Never*miod,*!  returned  the  Captain,  thottgh  he 
was  evidently  dismayed  by  the  figures :  **  all 's  fioh 
that  comes  to  your  net,  I  suppose  ?*' 

**CerUinly,**  said  Mr.  Brogley.  **  Bat  sprats  an*t 
whales,  you  know.** 

The  philosophy  of  this  observation  seemed  to 
strike  the  Captain.  Ha  ruminated  for  a  minute ; 
eyeing  the  broker,  meanwhile,  as  a  deep  genius ; 
and  then  culled  the  instrumeDt-maker  aside. 

«« Gills,**  said  Captain  Cuttle,  *•  what  *8  the  bear, 
mgs  of  this  business  7     Who  *s  the  creditor  7** 

**Hush!**  returned  the  old  man.  **Come  aWay. 
Don't  speak  before  Wally.  It*s  a  mutter  of  seou. 
rity  for  Wally*8  iuther— an  old  bond.  I  've  paid  a 
good  deal  of  it,  Ned,  but  the  times  are  so  bad  with 
me  that  I  can*t  do  more  just  now.  I  *ve  foreseen 
it,  but  I  couldn't  help  it  Not  a  word  before  Wally, 
for  all  the  world.** 

**  You  've  got  soffM  money,  haven't  you  ?**  whis- 
pered tJie  Captain. 

"Yes,  yes— oh  yes — I've  got  some,'*  returned 
old  Sol,  first  putting  his  hands  into  his  empty  pock- 
ets, and  then  squeezing  his  Welsh  wig  between 
tliem,  as  if  lie  thought  he  might  wring  some  gold 
out  of  it ;  ^  but  I— the  little  I  have  got,  isnH  con- 
vertiblc,  Ned ;  it  can't  be  got  at.  I  have  been  try. 
ing  to  do  something  with  it  for  Wally,  and  I  'm 
old-fashioned, and  behind  the  time.  It's  here  and 
there,  and — and,  in  short,  it 's  as  good  as  nowhere," 
said  the  old  man,  looking  in  bewilderment  about  him. 

He  had  so  much  the  air  of  a  half-witted  person 
who  had  been  hiding  his  money  in  a  variety  of 
places,  and  had  forgotten  where,  that  the  CapUtin 
followed  his  eyes,  not  without  a  ^int  hope  that  he 
might  remember  some  few  hundred  pounds  con- 
cealed  up  the  chimney,  or  down  in  the  cellar.  But 
Solomon  Gills  knew  better  than  that. 

**  I  'm  behind  the  time  altogether,  my  dear  Ned," 
■aid  Sol,  in  resigned  despair,  **  a  long  way.  It 's 
no  use  my  lagging  on  so  far  behind  it.  The  stock 
had  better  be  ^old — it 's  worth  more  tlian  this  debt 
.  —and  I  had  better  go  and  die  somewhere,  on  the 
balance.  I  haven't  any  energy  left.  I  don't  un- 
derstand things.  This  had  better  be  tlic  end  of  iL 
Let  'em  sell  the  atock  and  take  him  down,"  said 
the  old  man,  pointing  feebly  to  tlie  wooden  midship- 
man,  **  and  lei  us  both  be  bi;pken  up  together." 

*«And  what  d*ye  mean  to  do  with  Wal'r  7"  said 
the  Captain.  *"  There,  there !  Sit  ye  down,  Gills, 
sit  ye  down,  and  let  me  think  o*  this.  If  I  wam't 
a  nan  on  a  small  annuity,  that  was  large  enough 
till  to-day,  I  hadn't  need  to  think  of  it.  But  you 
only  liiy  your  head  well  to  the  wind,"  said  the  Cbp- 
tuin,  agniu  administering  that  unanswcrablo  piece 
of  Gtiusolatioo,  ^  and  you  're  all  right!" 


Old  Sol  thanked  Mm  fVom  hia  heart,  and  w« 
and  laid  it  against  the  back  parlour  fire-plaoe  i 


Captain  Cuttle  walked  up  and  down  the  shop  i 
some  time,  cogitating  profoundly,  and  brin^ring  li 
bushy  black  eyebrows  to  bear  so  heavily  on  I 
nose,  like  clouds  settling  on  a  mountain,  that  Wall 
was  afraid  to  ofibr  any  interruption  to  the  carre 
of  his  reflections.  Mr.  Brogley,  who  was  averse 
being  any  constraint  upon  the  party,  and  who  b 
an  ingenious  cast  of  mind,  went,  sofUy  whistlin 
among  the  stock  ;  rattling  weather  glasses,  abakii 
compasses  as  if  they  were  physic,  catching  up  ke 
with  loadstones,  looking  through  telescopes,  endc 
vouring  to  make  himself  acquainted  with  the  ti 
of  the  globes,  setting  paniHel  rulers  astride  on 
his  nose,  and  amusihg  himself  with  other  pbiloi 
phical  transactions. 

"Wal'r!"  said  the  Captain  at  hat  ^I*ve  | 
it" 

*^  Have  you,  Oiptain  Cottle  7'*  cried  Wallier»  wi 
great  animation. 

'*Come  this  way,  my  lad,**  said  the  Captoi 
**  The  stock  's  one  security.  I  *m  another.  Yo 
governor 's  the  man  to  ad  fa  nee  the  money.** 

•«  Mr.  Dombey !"  fiiltered  Walter. 

The  Captain  nodded  gravely.    **  Look  nt  hin 
he  said.    ^  Look  at  Gills.     If  they  waa  to  sell  c 
these  things  now,  he'd  die  of  it.    You  know 
would.    We  mustn't  leave  a  atone  unturped— u 
there 's  a  stone  for  you." 

**A  stone  !-~Mr.  Dombey  !'*—falterod  Waller. 

**  You  run  round  to  the  ofiiee,  first  of  all,  and  « 
if  he 's  there,"  said  Captain  Cuttle,  clapping  him  i 
thebiok.    *•  Quick  r' 

Walter  felt  he  must  not  dispute  the  command 
a  glance  at  his  uncle  wouM  have  determined  h 
if  he  had  felt  otherwise— and  disappeared  to  « 
cute  it.  He  soon  returned,  out  of  breath,  to  s 
thatf  Ifr.  Dombey  was  not  there.  It  was  Satordi 
and  he  had  gone  to  Brighton. 

"*  I  tell  you  What,  Wul'r !"  said  th#  Captain,  w 
aeemed  to  have  prepared  himself  for  thife  cont 
gency  in  his  absence.  **  We  '11  go  to  Brighton.  I 
back  you,  my  boy.  I  HI  back  you,  Wal'r.  We 
go  to  Brighton  by  the  afWmoon's  coach.** 

If  the  application  must  be  made  to  Mr.  Doroli 
at  all,  which  was  awfhlto  think  of,  Walter  felt  tl 
he  would  rather  prefor  it  alone  and  unassisted,  tk 
backed  by  the  personal  infliience  of  Captain  CutI 
to  which  he  hardly  thought' Mr.  Dombey  would 
toch  much  weight  But  as  the  Captain  appeared 
be  of  quite  another  opinion,  and  was  bent  upon 
and  as  his  A'icndnlup  waa  too  xealous  and  serious 
be  trifled  with  by  one  so  mi|ch  younger  than  hi 
self,  he  forbore  to  hint  the  least  objection.  Call 
therefore,  taking  a  hurried  leave  of  Bolomc«r.  Gi! 
and  returning  the  ready  money,  the  t«ii»|juana,  ( 
sugar-tonga,  and  the  silver  watch,  to  his  pocket 
with  a  view,  as  Walter  thonght,  with  liorror, 
making  a  gorgeous  impression  on  Mr.  Dombey 
bore  himtoff  to  the  coach-office,  without  a  minut 
delay,  and  repeatedly  assured  him^  on  the  road,  tl 
be  would  stick  by  him  to  the  last 
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ftrtht  porpoMi  etne  4o  Uie  eoooliMioii  Hiat  Dom- 
bqr,  Sir,  wu  a  man  to  be  known,  and  that  J.  B. 
VM  Uio  bojUo  make  hia  acquaintance. 

Mi«  Toi,  however,  maintaining  her  reaerved 
bebavioor,  and  (n^idlj  declining  to  understand  the 
3bjor  wbeneTer  he  called  (which  he  ollen  did)  on 
uj  little  fishiug  excursion  connected  with  this 
Hoject,  the  Mhjot,  in  spite  of  his  constitutional 
Un^iiness  and  slyness,  was  fain  to  leave  the  accom- 
|i&ihment  of  his  desire  in  some  measure  to  chance, 
^vhteb,*'  as  he  was  used  to  ohserve  with  chuckles 
iliutclah,  **  has  been  fifty  to  one  in  favour  of  Joej 
I,  Sir,  ever  sinco  his  elder  brother  died  of  Yellow 
Jackintbe  West  Indies.** 

It  WIS  some  time  coming  to  his  aid  in  the  pre- 
■at  iostaace,  but  it  befriended  him  at  last.  Wheu 
the  dark  servant,  with  full  particulars,  reported 
Mia  Tox  absent  on  Brighton  service,  the  Major 
IH  soddenly  touched  with  affectionuts  reroini- 
Mooes  of  his  friend  Bill  Bitheratone  of  Bengal, 
lito  bad  written  to  ask  him,  if  he  ever  went  that 
viy,  to  bestow  a  call  upon  his  only  son.  But  when 
Die  tame  dark  sorvant  reported  Paul  at  Mrs.  Pip- 
ehiB*s,  and  the  Major,  referring  to  the  letter  favoured 
bf  Muter  Bitherstone  on  his  arrival  in  England— > 
to  which  he  had  never  had  the  least  idea  of  paying 
uy  atteotion— saw  the  opening  that  presented  it- 
Mlf,  be  was  made  so  rabid  by  the  gout,  with  which 
b  happened  to  be  then  laid  up,  that  he  threw  a 
Intatool  at  the  dark  servnut  in  return  for  his  intcl- 
fifenoe,and  swore  be  would  be  the  death  of  the  ras. 
al  before  he  had  done  with  him :  which  the  dark 
Knaat  was  more  than  half  disposed  to  believe. 

At  ieogth  the  Major  being  released  from  his  fit, 
^t  oie  Saturday  growling  down  to  Brighton, 
vitk  liie  native  behind  him :  apostrophising  Miss 
Tai  ifl  the  way,  and  gloating  over  the  prospect  of 
cuiying  by  storm  the  distinguished  friend  to  whom 
^  attached  so  much  mystery,  and  for  whom  she 
bad  deserted  him. 

"Would  yon.  Ma'am,  would  you  !**  said  the  Ma- 
JDT,  atraining  with  vindiotiveness,  and  swelling 
(Very  kiready  swollen  vein  in  his  head.  **  Would 
TM  irive  Joey  B.  the  go-by,  Ma*ani  ?  Not  yet, 
■^'ain,  not  yet!  0am me,  not  yet.  Sir.  Joe  is 
urtke,  Ma*am.  Bagstook  is  alive,  Sir.  J.  B.  knows 
t  more  or  two,  Ma*am.  Josh  has  his  weather-eye 
<ipn,8ir.  Yon  *ll  find  him  tough.  Ma'am.  Tough, 
Kr,  toogh  is  Joseph.    Tou^h,  and  de-vi).ish  sly  !'* 

And  very  tough  indeed  Master  Bitherstone  foimd 
Mb,  when  he  took  that  young  gentleman  out  fbr  a 
^k  But  the  Major,  wiU)  his  cotnplexion  like  a 
^ihoD  cheeae,  and  his  eyes  like  a  prawn's,  went 
ivriog  about,  perfectly  indiflferont  to  Master  Bither* 
■bat's  amusement,  and  dragging  Master  Bithcr- 
itee  along,  while  he  looked  about  him  high  and 
W,ibr  Mr.  Dombey  and  his  children. 

In  good  time  the  Major,  previously  instructed  by 
Mta.  Pipehin,  spied  out  Paul  and  Florence,  and 
b«e  down  open  them;  there  being  a  stately  gentle. 
»en  (Mr.  Dombey,  doubtless)  in  their  company. 
^I^Bg  with  Master  Bitherstone  into  the  very 
Wrt  of  the  little  squadron,  it  fell  out,  of  course, 
Ihat  Master  Bitherstone  spoke  to  hi^  fellow«Bufier- 
o^  Upon  that  the  Major  stopped  to  notice  and 
idmire  them ;  remembered  with  amaiement  that 
he  bad  seen  and  spc^ien  to  them  at  his  friend  Miss 
T«i*afai  Prineees's  Place;  opined  that  Pan!  was  a 
^atilish  fine  iellow,  and  his  own  little  friend ;  in. 
]^ed  if  he  remembered  Joey  B.  the  Migor ;  and 
Mly.witb  9k  sudden  rceoUection  of  the  conven- 
jyitttee  at  lift,  turned  and  apologised  to  Mr* 


"  But  my  little  fiiend  here,  Sir,**  said  the  Major, 
**^  makes  a  boy  of  me  again.  An  old  soldier,  Sir-^ 
Major  Bagstock,  at  your  service — is  not  ashamed 
to  congas  it."  Here  the  Major  lifled  his  hat 
**  Damme,  Sir,*'  cried  the  Major,  with  sudden 
warmth,  **•  I  envy  you.'*  l*hen  he  recollected  him. 
self,  and  added,  **  Excuse  my  freedom.** 

Mr.  Dombey  begged  he  wouldn't  mention  it 

**An  old  campaigner,  Sir,"  said  the  Major,  **« 
smokei^lried,  sun-burnt  nsed-up,  invalided  old  dog 
of  a  Major,  Sir,  was  not  afraid  ofbeing  condemned 
for  his  whim  by  a  man  like  Mr.  Dombey.  I  have 
the  honour  of  addressing  Mr.  Dombey,  I  believe  ?" 

**I  sm  the  present  unworthy  representative  of 
thai  name,  Major,'*  returned  Mr.  Dombey. 

•«By6^,  Sir!*'  said  the  Major,  '•it's  a  gr«a 
name.  It  *s  a  name.  Sir,**  said  the  Major  firmly, 
as  if  he  defied  Mr.  Dombey  to  contradict  him,  and 
would  feel  it  his  painful  duty  to  bully  him  if  he  did, 
**that  is  known  and  honoured  in  the  British  posses^ 
sions  abroad.    K  is  a  name,  Sir,  that  a  man  is 

Sroud  to  recognise.  There  is  nothing  adulatory  in 
eseph  Bagstoek,  Sir.  His  Royal  Highness  the 
Duke  of  York  observed  on  more  than  one  occasion, 
*  there  is  no  adulatbn  in  Joey.  He  is  a  plain  old 
soldier  is  Joe.  He  is  tough  to  a  fault  is  Joseph :' 
but  it's  a  great  name.  Sir.  By  the  Lord,  it's  a 
great  name !"  said  the  Major,  solemnly. 

**  You  are  good  enough  to  rate  it  higher  than  it 
deserves,  perhaps.  Major,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey. 

«*No,  Sir/'  said  the  Major.  *'My  little  friend 
here.  Sir,  will  certify  for  Joseph  Bagatock  that  he 
is  a  thorough.going,  downright  plain-spoken,  oli 
Trump,  Sir,  an(i  nothing  more.  That  boy,  Sir,* 
said  the  Major  in  a  lower  tone,  ^  will  live  in  his 
tory.  That  boy.  Sir,  is  not  a  common  production 
Take  care  of  him,  Mr.  Dombey." 

Mr.  Dombey  seemed  to  intimate  that  he  would 
endeavour  to  do  so. 

**Here  is  a  buy  here,  Sir,"  pursued  the  Major, 
confidentially,  and  giving  him  a  thrust  witii  hie 
cane.  ''Son  of  Bitherstone  of  Bengal  Bill  Bith- 
erstone  formerly  of  ours.  That  boy*s  father  and 
myself,  Sir,  were  sworn  friends.  Wherever  you 
went  ^iff  7^^  heard  of  nothing  but  Bill  Bitherstone 
and  Joe  Bagstock.  Am  I  bhnd  to  that  boy*s  de- 
fects ?     By  no  means.    He 's  a  fool.  Sir.*' 

Mr.  Dombey  glanced  at  the  libelled  Master  Bith* 
erstone  of  whom  he  knew  at  least  as  much  as  the 
Major  did,  and  said,  in  quite  a  eomplacent  manner, 
«  Really  ?*» 

*'That  is  what  he  is,  Sir,**  said  the  Major. 
"  He 's  a  fooi.  Joe  Bagstock  never  minces  mat- 
ters.  .The  son  of  my  old  friend  Bill  Bitherstone  of 
Bengal,  is  a  born  fool.  Sir."  Here  tho  Major 
laughed  till  he  was  almost  black.  **  My  little  friend 
is  destined  for  a  pubtic  school,  I  presume,  Mr, 
Dombey  ?'*  said  the  Maior,  when  ho  had  recovered. 

^  I  am  not  quite  decided,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey* 
*'  I  think  not    He  is  delicate." 

**  If  he 's  delicate,  Sir,"  said  the  Major,  ''you  are 
right  None  but  the  toogh  felk>ws  could  live 
through  it.  Sir,  at  Sandhurst  We  put  each  other 
to  the  torture  there,  ^ir.  We  roasted  the  new  feL 
lows  ot  a  slow  fire,  and  hung  'em  out  of  a  three 
pair  of  stairs  window,  with  their  heads  downwards, 
Joseph  Bagstock,  Sir,  was  held  out  of  window  by 
the  heels  of  his  boots,  for  thirteen  minutes  by  the 
college  clock." 

The  Major  might  have  appealed  to  his  counte* 
nance  in  oorroboration  of  this  story.  It  certainly 
looked  as  if  he  had  hung  out  a  little  too  long. 
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M«jcM%  aettlik^f  hSi  flbirt  Ml  **  We  v/kn  iron,  Sir, 
Mid  it  forced  us.  Are  yoa  remalaing'  here,  Mr. 
Dombey?" 

**I  generally  come  down  once  a.week,  Major,'* 
returned  that  gentleman.    '*  I  stay  at  the  Bedford.*' 

"  I  tball  have  the  honour  of  coUinpr  at  the  Bed- 
ford, Sir,  if  you  *11  permit  me,"  said  the  Major. 
**  Joey  R,  Sirv  is  not  in  general  a  calling  man,  but 
Mr.  Dombey*8  is  not  a  common  name.  I  am  mubh 
indebted  to  my  little  friend,  SAij  for  the  honour  of 
this  introduction.'* 

Mr.  Dombey  made  a  very  gracions  reply ;  and 
Major  Bagstock,  haying'  patted  Paul  on  the  head, 
and  mid  of  Florence  that  her  eyte  would  play  the 
Devil  with  the  ^foongrtera  befere  kmg — **  and  the 
oldsters  too,  Sir,  if  you  come  to  that,**  added  the 
Major,  chuckling  yery  mucho-Hittrrcd  up  Master 
Bitherstone  with  his  walking-stick,  and  departed 
with  that  young  gentleman,  at  a  kind  of  half-trot ; 
rolling  his  head  and  coogfainff  with  great  dignity,  as 
be  stag^gered  away,  with  his  fegs  very  wide  asunder. 

In  fulfilment  of  hie  promise,  the  Major  after, 
wards  called  on  Mr.  Dombey ;  and  Mr.  Dombey, 
having  referred  to  the  army  list,  afterwards  call^ 
on  the  Major.  Then  the  Major  called  at  Mr.  Dom- 
bey*s  house  in  town ;  and  came  ddwn  again,  in  the 
nme  coach  as  Mr.  Dombey.  In  short,  Mr.  Dom. 
bey  and  tlie  Major  got  on  uncommonly  well  toge. 
ther,  and  uncommonly  fast ;  and  Mr.  Dombey  Ob. 
served  of  the  Major,  to  his  sister,  that  besides  bein^ 
quite  a  military  man  he  was  really  something  more, 
as  he  had  a  very  admirable  idea  of  the  importance 
of  things  unconnected  with  his  own  profession. 

At  length  Mr.  Dombey,  bringing,  down  Miss  Tox 
and  Mrs.  Chick  to  see  the  children,  and  finding  the 
Major  again  at  Brighton^  invited  lum  to  dinner  at 
the  Bedford,  and  complimented  Miss  Tox  highly, 
beforehand,  on  her  neighbour  and  acquaintance. 
Notwithstanding  the  palpitation  of  the  heart  which 
these  allusions  occasioned  her,  they  were  anything 
but  disagreeable  to  Miss  Tox,  as  they  enabled  her 
to  be  extremely  interestmg,  and  to  manifest  an  oc 
easional  incoherence  and  distraction  which  she  was 
not  at  all  unwilling  to  display.  The  Major  gave 
her  abundant  opportunities  of  exhibiting  this  emo- 
tion ;  being  profuse  in  his  complaints,  at  dinner,  of 
her  desertion  of  him  and  Princess's  Place :  and  as 
he  appeared  to  derive  great  enjoyment  from  making 
them,  they  all  got  on  very  well. 

None  the  worse  on  aecoont  of  the  Major  taking 
charge  of  the  whole  conversation,  and  showing  as 
great  an  appetite  in  that  respect  as  in  regard  of  the 
various  dainties  on  the  table,  among  which  he  may 
be  almost  said  to  have  wallowed :  greatly  to  the 
ag^gravation  of  his  inflammatory  tendencies.  Mr. 
IX^mbey's  habitual  silence  and  reserve  yielding  rea- 
dily  to  this  usurpation,  the  Major  felt  that  he  was 
coming  out  and  shining,  and  in  the  flow  of  spirits 
thus  engendered,  rang  such  an  infinite  number  of 
new  changes  on  his  own  name  that  he  quite  aston- 
ished himself.  In  a  word,  they  were  all  very  well 
pleased.  The  Major  was  considered  to  possess  an 
inexhaustible  fiind  of  conversation ;  and  when  he 
took  a  late  ftrewell,  after  a  lon|r  rubber,  Mr.  Dom. 
bey  a^n  eomplimented  the  blushing'  Miss  Tox  on 
ber  neighbour,  and  acquaintance. 

B«t  all  the  way  home  to  his  own  hotel,  the  Major 
mcessantly  said  to  himself,  and  of  himself,  *«  Sly, 
Sir— sly,  Sir— de-vil-ish  sly  !**  And  when  he  got 
there,  sat  down  in  a  chair,  and  ieli  inte  a  silost  fit 
of  laughter,  with  which  he  was  sometiflies  seiied, 
and  which  was  always  particniarlyawfcd.    It  held 


who  ktboi'  watching  him  at  ft'dlMsi»»;IWf  daM 
not  for  his  life  approach,  twice  or  thriee  guve  hii 
over  for  lost.  His  whole  fbrm,  bat  eipecially  hi 
ftee  and'hettdv  dilated  beyond  all  former  experience 
and  presented  to  the  dark  man's  view,  nothing  bi 
a  heaving  mass  of  indigo.  At  length  he  burst  inl 
a  violent  paroxysm  of  coughing,  and  when  thi 
was  a  little  better  burst  into  such  ejaealations  i 
the  following : 

**■  Would  yon,  Ma'am,  would  you  ?  Mrs.  Dombr 
eh  Ma'am  7  I  think  not,  Ma*am.  Not  while  Jc 
B.  can  put  ^  spoke  in  your  wheel,  Ma*am.  J.  R 
even  with  you  now,  Ma*am.  He  isn't  altogellM 
bowled  out,  yet.  Sir,  isn*t  Bagstock.  She 's  dee] 
Sir,  deep,  but  Josh  is  deeper.  Wide  awake  is  ol 
Joe—broad  awake,  and  staring,  Sir!'*  There  wi 
no  doubt  of  this  last  assertion  being  true,  and  to 
very  fearfUI  extent ;  as  it  oontinu^'  to  be  durin 
the  jPreater  part  of  that  night,  whidfa  the  Httk 
chiefly  passed  in  sin^ilar  exclamations,  diversim 
twith  fits  of  coughing  and  chokingrthat  startled  th 
whole  house. 

It  was  on  the  day  after  this  oecasion  (betnr  Bm 
day)  when,  as  Mr.  Dombey,  Mm.  Chick,  ana  Mk 
Tox  werd  sitting  at  breakfiist,  etill  eulogian|  th 
Major,  Florence  came  running  in ;  her  face  sumase 
with  a  bright  C(doar,  and  her  eyes  sparkling  jo] 
fully ;  and  cried, 

««Papa!  Papa!  Here's  Walter!  and  he  won' 
come  in" 

«*  Who  ?"  cried  Mr.  Dombey.  •«  What  does  all 
mean  T    What  is  this  7'* 

**  Walter,  Papa,"  said  Fkyrenee  timidly  ;  sensiU 
of  having  approached  tlie  presence  with  too  mod 
femiliartty.    **  Who  feund  me  when  I  was  lost." 

*^  Does  she  mean  young  Gay,  Louis&?**  inqaire 
Mr.  Dbmbey,  knitting  his  brows.  "*  Really,  tU 
child's  manners  have  become  very  boisterous.  Gh 
cannot  mean  yonng  Gay,  I  thtnk«  See  what  it  i 
will  you." 

Mrs.  Chick  hurried  into  the  passage,  and  retame 
with  the  information  that  it  was  yonn^  ^syv  ^ 
compani^d  by  a  very  strange-looking  person ;  an 
that  young  Glay  said  he  would  not  iSke  the  libert 
of  coming  in,  hearing  Mr.  Dombey  was  at  breaJ 
fest,  but  would  wait  until  Mr.  Dombey  shoaid  8i| 
nify  that  he  might  approach. 

**  Tell  the  boy  to  come  in  now,"  m\d  Mr.  Don 
bey,  *"  Now,  Gay,  what  is  the  matter  7  Whoe^ 
yon  down  here  7   Was  there  nobody  else  to  comet 

**  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir,"  returned  Walter.  ** 
have  not  been  sent  I  have  been  so  bold  as  to  oon 
on  my  own  account,  which  I  hope  you  *II  pftrdo 
when  I  mention  the  cause." 

But  Mr.  Dombejr,  without  attending  to  what  li 
sai(^  was  looking  impatiently  on  either  side  of  hii 
(as  if  he  were  a  pillar  in  bos  way)  at  some  obj6« 
behind. 

**  What's  that?"  said  Mr.  Dombey;.  "Wha  I 
that  7  I  think  yon  have  made  some  mistake  in  tft 
door.  Sir." 

*'Oh,  I  'm  veiy  sorry  to  mtrode  with  anj  em 
Sir,"  cried  Walter,  hastily:  '^bnt  this  is— this  I 
Captain  Cuttle,  Sir." 

**  WalV,  my  lad,"  observed  theCaptaki  in  a  dee 
voice:  "standby!" 

At  the  samd  tine  the  Gaptein,  eoming  a  Ktt] 
ftnther  in,  brought  out  his  wide  suit  of  blue,  U 
conspieooos  shrit.eo!]ar,  and  hie  knobby  nose  I 
full  relief  and  stood  bowing  to  Mr.  Dombsy,  ntt 
wavmr  his  hook  politdy  to  the  ladlqa,  with  til 
hard  msed  hat  in  his  one  hand;  and  a  red  i 
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Vr.  Domhej,  ie^afd«d  thU  pheaomfoon  with  |  kDow»8ir..  'higre  it  iw  m6le*»«loek,  on  which  I 

believe  I  miiy  pair,  ooandently,  tbere  are  no  other 
demande ;  sod  there  ie  Captain  Cuttle,  who  woald . 
wieh  to  ke  tecqrity  loo,  I—-!  hardly  like  to  men. 
tion,"  said  Walter,  **Buch  earnings  aa  mine;  bat.* 
if  you  would  allow  them — accumulate— -payment — >* 
advance  •»  uncle  —  frugal,  honoarable,  old  man.'* 
Walter  trailed  off,  through  these  broken  sentencee, 
into  ailenoe ;  and  stood,  with  downcast  head,  be- 
fore his  employer. 

Considering  this  a  favourable  moment  for  the- 
display  of  (he  valuables.  Captain  Cuttle  advanced 
to  the  table;  and  clearing  a  space  among  the 
breakfasticups  at  Mr.  Dombey*8  elbow,  prefaced 
the  silver  watch,  the  ready  money, -the  teaspoons,, 
and  the  sugar-tongs;  and  piling  them, up  into  a 
heap  that  they  might  look  as  precious  as  possibley 
delivered  himself  of  these  words : 

'*  Half  a  loaf's  better  than  no  bread,  and  the 
same  remark  holds  good  with  crumbs.  There  *s  a 
f^w.  Annuity  of  one  hundred  pound  prannum  also, 
ready  to  be  made  over.  If  theM  is  a  man  chock 
full  of  science  in  the  world,  it  *8  old  Sol  Gills.  If 
there  is  n  lad  of  proittise-^Hine  flowing,'*  added  the* 
Captain,  in  one  of  h&i  happy  quotations,  ^with 
milk  and  honey«<-it  's  his  nevy !" 

The  Captain  then  withdrew  to  his  former  place, 
where  he  stood  arranging  his  scattered  locks  with 
the.  air  of  a  man  wha  had  given  the  finishing  touch: 
to  a  difficult  performanee. 

When  Walter  oetrod  to  speak,  Mr.  Dombev's 
eyes  were  attrael^d  to  little  Paul,  who,  seeing  his< 
sister  banging  down  her  head  and  silently  weeping,  > 
in  her  commiseration  for  the  distress  she  had  heard 
described*  went  over  to  her,  and  tried  to  comfort 
her :  looking  at  Walter  and  his  father,  as  be  did  so,, 
with  a  very  expiessive  faoe.  Alter  the  momentary 
distraction  of  Captain  Cuttle's  address,  which  hOi 
regarded  with  lofty  indifference^  Mr.  Dombey  again 
turned  his  eyes  upon  hia  son,  and  sat  steadily  re«' 
gardiog  the  child,  for  some  moments,  in  silence. 

*"  Whnt  was  this  debt  contracted  for  7"  asked  Mr. 
Dombey,  at  length.    **  Who  is  the  creditor  7" 

*'  He  dont  know,"  Ksplied  the  CapUin,  putting 
his  baud  on  Walter's  shoulder.  **  I  do.  It  came- 
of  helping  a  man  that  *s  dead  now,  and  that's  cost 
my  friend  Gills  many  a  hundred  pound  already. 
More  particulars  in  private,  if  agreeable." 

**  People  who  have  enough  to  do  to  hold  their  r 
own  way,"  said  Mr.  Doml^y,  unobservant  of  thei 
Captain's  mysterious  signs  behind  Walter,  and 
still  looking  at  his  son,  ^  had  better  be  content  with' 
their  own  obligations  and  difficulties,  and  not  in< 
crease  them  by  engaging  for  other  men.  It  is  an 
act  of  disbonesty,  and  presumption  too,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  ftemly;  ** great  presumption;  for  tho^ 
wealthy  could  do  no  more.    Paul,  come  here  !** 

The  child  obeyed :  and  Mr.  Dombey  took  him 
on  his  knee. 

"  If  you  had  money  now-^"  said  Mr^  Dombey : 
*«Lookatmer' 

Paul,  whose  ey^  had  wandered  to  his  sister,  andi 
to  Walter,  looked  his  father  in  the  face. 

**  If  you  had  Ojioney  now,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  ; 
^  as  much  money  as  young  Gajr  has  talked  about,, 
what  would  you  do  7" 

^GiFc  it  to  his  old  unde,"  returned  PauL 

■*Lend  it  to  his  old  unele^  eh  7"  retorted  Mr,. 
Dombey..  *«  Well !  When  yoo.  are  old  enough,  yoai 
know,  you  will  share  my  money,  and  we  shall  usot 
it  together." 

**  Dombey  and  Son,"  interrupted  Paul,  who  had 


ouemeot  and  indignation,  and  seemed  by  his 
Mb  to  appeal  to  Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Tox  against 
L  Little  Paul,  who  bad  come  in  after  Florence, 
leked  towards  Miss  To«  as  the  Captain  waved 
b  book,  and  stood  on  the  deiensive. 
•Now,  Gay,"  said  Mr.  Dombey.  ••  What  have 
(Ml  f  ot  to  My  to  me  7" 

A^ain  the  Captain  observed,  as  a  general  open- 
i|  of  the  conversation  that  could  not  fail  to  pro> 
iliatc  all  parlies,  "  WaPr,  stand  by !" 
*I  am  afraid,"  Sir,"  began  Walter,  trembling, 
ad  looking  down  at  the  ground,  "  that  I  take  a 
ery  j^reat  liberty  in  coming — indeed,  I  a,m  sure  I 
la  I  •boold  hardlv  have  the  courage  to  ask  to 
ee  joo.  Sir,  even  after  coming  down,  I  am  afraid, 
fl  kid  not  overtaken  Miss  Dombey,  and" — 
"Welt  f  said  Mr.  Dombey,  following  his  eyes 
fke  glanced  at  the  attentive  Florence,  and  frown- 
i;  unconsciously  as  she  encouraged  him  with  a 
oik.  "  Go  on,  if  you  please." 
My,  ay,"  observed  the  Captain,  considering 
iacombent  on  him,  as  a  point  of  good  breeding,  to 
rpport  Mr.  Dombey.  "  Well  said  !  Go  on,  Wal'r." 
uptain  Cuttle  ought  to  Have  been  withered  by 
ekok  which  Mr.  Dombey  bestowed  upon  him  in 
sknowledgment  of  his  patronage.  But  quite  in. 
Kent  of  this,  he  closed  one  eye  in  reply,  and  gaive 
lit.  Dombey  to  understand,  by  certain  significant 
MioD*  of  his  hook,  that  Walter  was  a  little  bash. 
^  at  first,  and  might  be  expected  to  come  out 
Mir. 

''It  is  entirely  a  private  and  personal  matter,  that 
^  broaght  me  here,  Sir,"  continued  Walter,  faU 
iris?," and  Captain  Cottle—" 
"Herer  interposed  the  Captain,  as  an  assurance 
^  ke  was  at  hand,  and  niight  be  relied  uponi 
*Who  is  a  very  old  friend  of  my  popr  uncle's, 
ttjl  a  most  excellent  man.  Sir,"  pursued  Walter, 
liiiog  his  eyes  with  a  look  of  entreaty  in  the  Cap- 
is's  behalf,  **  was  so  good  as  to  offer  to  come  with 
1^  which  I  could  hardly  refuse." 

*  No,  DO,  no,"  observed  the  Captain  complacently. 
OS  coarse  not  No  call  for  refusing.  Go  on, 
raPr .'» 

■And  therefi>re,  Sir,"  said  Walter,  venturing  to 
M  Mr.  Dombey's  eye,  and  proceeding  with  better 
KBife  in  the  very  desperation  of  the  case,  now 
St  there  was  no  avoiding  it,  "  therefore  I  have 
KM*  with  him.  Sir,  to  say  that  my  poor  old  uncle 
>  in  verv  great  affliction  and  ^listress.  That, 
■ftHigh  the  gradual  loss  of  bis  business,  and  not 
aas  able  to  make  a  payment,  the  apprehension 
f  vkich  has  weighed  very  heavilv  upon  his  mind, 
tmika  and  months,  as  indeed  I  Know,  Sir,  he  has 
D  oecntion  in  his  house,  and  is  in  danger  of  los- 
jf  &n  be  has,  and  breaking  his  heart  And  that 
'joa  would,  in  your  kindness,  and  in  your  old 
nowledge  of  him  as  a  respectable  man,  do  any. 
Mr  to  help  him  out  of  his  difficulty,  Sir,  we  never 
WW  thank  you  enough  for  it" 

Walter's  eyes  filled  with  tears  as  he  spoke ;  and 

*  Jid  those  of  Florence.  Her  father  saw  them 
rictening,  though  he  appeared  to  look  at  Walter 
ily. 

■It  is  a  very  large  sum,, Sir,"  said  Walter, 
More  than  three  hundred  pounds.  My  uncle  is 
uto  beaten  down  by  his  misfortune,  it  lies  so 
nn  on  him ;  and  is  quite  unable  to  do  anything 
y^  own  relief.  He  doesn't  even  Jinow  yet,  that 
■We  rome  to  speak  to  you.  You  would  wish  me 
<^%,Sr;*  4dded  Ayalter,  after  a  moment's  hesita. 
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DOMBfiir  AND  SON. 


*•  Dombey  and  Son,**  r«pei!ted  bit  fki^r,  ■*  Would 
Tou  like  to  begin  to  be  Dombey  and  Son,  now,  and 
lend  this  money  to  yoang  Gay's  uncle  ?*• 

'*  Oil !  \(  you  pleaae,  Papa !"  said  Paul  f  **  and  so 
would  Florence." 

"  Girls,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  **  have  nothing  to  do 
with  Dombey  and  Son.     Would  you  like  it" 

•♦  Yes,  Papa,  yes  I" 

''Then  you  shall  do  it,"  returned  his  father. 
••  And  you  see,  Paul,"  he  added,  droppinpr  his  voice, 
**  how  powerful  money  is,  and  how  anxious  people 
are  to  get  it  Young  Gay  comes  all  this  way  to 
beg  for  money,  and  you,  who  are  so  grand  and 
great,  having  got  it,  are  going  to  let  him  have  it, 
as  a  great  favour  and  obligation.** 

Paul  turned  up  the  old  face  (or  a  moment,  in 
which  there  was  a  sharp  understanding  of  the  re> 
fercnce  conveyed  in  these  words:  but  it  was  a 
young  and  childish  face  immediately  afterwards, 
when  he  slipped  down  from  his  father*8  knee,  and 
ran  to  tell  Florence  not  to  cry  any  more,  for  he  was 
going  to  let  youne  Gay  have  the  money. 

Mr.  Dombey  then  turned  to  a  side.table,  and 
wrote  a  note  and  sealed  it  During  the  interval, 
Paul  and  Florence  whispered  to  Walter,  and  Cap. 
tain  Cuttle  beamed  on  the  three,  with  such  aspir. 
ing  and  inef&bly  presumptuous  thoughts  as  Mr. 
Dombey  never  could  havd  believed  in.  The  note 
being  finished,  Mr.  Dombey  turned  round  to  his 
former  place,  and  held  it  out  to  Walter. 

**  Give  that,"  he  said,  **  the  first  thing  to-morrow 
morning,  to  Mr.  Carker.  He  will  imm^iately  take 
care  that  one  of  my  people  releases  your  uncle 
from  his  present  position,  by  paying  the  amount  at 
issue ;  and  that  such  arrangements  are  made  for 
its  repayment  as  may  bo  consistent  with  your  un- 
cle*s  circumstances.  You  will  consider  that  this 
is  done  for  you  by  Master  Paul." 

Walter,  in  the  emotion  of  holding  in  his  hand 
Uie  means  of  releasing  his  good  uncle  fh>m  his 
trouble,  would  have  endeavoured  to  express  some, 
thing  of  his  gratitude  and  joy.  But  Mr.  Dombey 
stopped  him  short 

**  You  will. consider  that  it  is  done,**  he  repeated, 
"^  by  Master  Paul.  1  have  explained  that  to  him, 
and  he  understands  it    I  wish  no  more  to  be  said.** 

As  he  motioned  towards  the  door,  Walter  oould 
only  bow  his  head  and  retire.  Miss  Toz,  seeing 
that  the  Captain  appeared  about  to  do  the  same, 
interposed. 

**  My  dear  Sir,**  she  said,  addressing  Mr.  Dom- 
bey,  at  whose  munificence  both  she  and  Mrs.  Chick 
were  shedding  tears  copiously ;  **  I  think  yon  have 
overlooked  'something.  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Dombey, 
I  think,  in  the  nobility  of  ^our  character,  and  its 
exalted  scope,  you  have  omitted  a  matter  of  detaiL** 

**  Indeed,  Miss  Tox!"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"The  gentleman  with  the Instrument,"  pur- 
sued Miss  Tox,  glancing  at  Captain  Cuttle,  "has 
left  upon  the  tabw,  at  your  elbow " 

"Good  Heaven!"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  sweeping 
the  Captain's  property  from  him,  as  if  it  were  so 
much  crumb  indeed.  "Take  these  thinps  away. 
I  am  obliged  to  you,  Miss  Tox;  it  is  like  your 
usual  discretion.  Have  the  goodness  to  take  these 
things ^way,  Sir!" 

Captain  Cuttle  fbit  he  had  do  aHemative  but  to 
oomply.  But  he  was  so  much  struck  by  the  mag. 
nanimity  of  Mr.  Dombey,  in  refhsing  treasures 
lying  heaped  up  to  his  band,  that  when  he  had  de- 
-  posited  the  teaspoons  and  sugar-tongs  in  one 
pocket,  and  the  ready  money  in  another,  and  had 
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per  vault,  he  could  not  refVain  (K>m  seizing  thi 
gentleman's  right  hand  in  his  own  solitary  kf 
and  while  he  held  it  open  with  his  powerful  finger 
bringing  the  hook  down  upon  its  palm  in  a  tram 
port  of  admiration.  At  this  touch  of  warm  feeltu 
and  cold  iron,  Mr.  Dombey  shivered  all'bvcr. 

Captain  Cuttle  then  kissed  his  book  to  the  ladi< 
several  times,  with  great  elegance  and  nllantrj 
and  having  taken  a  particular  leave  of  Paul  ai] 
Florence,  accompanied  Waller  out  of  the  roon 
Florence  was  running  after  them  in  the  eames 
ness  of  her  heart,  to  send  some  message  to  o!d  So 
when  Mr.  Dombey  called  her  back,  and  bade  h 
stay  where  she  was. 

"  Will  you  never  be  a  Dombey,  my  dear  child  ! 
said  Mrs.  Chick,  with  pathetic  reproach  fulness. 

"  Dear  Aunt,"  said  Florence.  "Don't  be  angi 
with  me.     I  am  so  thankful  to  Papa !" 

She  would  have  run  and  thrown  her  arms  dboi 
his  neck  if  she  had  dared ;  but  as  she  did  not  dar 
she  glanced  with  thankful  eyes  towards  him,  as  I 
sat  musing;  sometimes  bestowing  an  oneai 
fiance  on  her,  but,  for  the  most  part,  watchin 
Paul,  who  walked  about  the  room  with  the  nei 
blown  dignity  of  having  let  young  Gay  have  th 
money. 

And  young  Gay— Walter — what  of  him  ? 

He  was  overjoyed  to  purge  the  old  man's  htsarl 
from  balifi  and  brokers,  and  to  hurry  back  to  h 
uncle  with  the  good  tidinsrf;.  He  was  overjoyed  I 
have  it  all  arranged  and  settled  next  dav  befoi 
noon;  and  to  sit  down  at  evening  in  the  litt 
back  parlour  with  old  Sol  and  CnpUin  Cuttle ;  an 
to  see  the  instrument-maker  already  reviving,  an 
hopeful  for  the  future,  and  feeling  that  the  woode 
midshipman  was  his  own  again.  But  withoi 
the  least  impeachment  of  his  gratitude  to  M 
Dombey,  it  must  be  confessed  that  Walter  w^ 
humbled  and  cast  down.  It  is  when  our  buddii 
hopes  are  nipped  beyond  recovery  by  some  roug 
wind,  that  we  are  tlie  most  disposed  to  picture  \ 
ourselves  what  flowers  tbey  might  have  borne,  i 
they  had  flourished ;  and  now,  when  Walter  fii 
himself  cut  off  from  that  great  Dombey  height,  I 
the  depth  of  a  new  and  terrible  tumble,  and  ft 
that  all  his  old  wild  fancies  had  been  scattered  j 
the  winds  in  the  fall,  he  began  to  suspect  that  thi 
mi^ht  have  led  him  on  to  harmless  visions  of  a 
pirmg  to  Florence  in  the  remote  distance  \ 
time. 

The  Captain  viewed  the  subject  in  quite  a  difle 
ent  light  He  appeared  to  entertain  a  belief  thj 
the  interview  at  which  he  had  assisted  was  so  vci 
satisfactory  and  encouraging,  as  to  be  only  a  sU 
or  two  removed  from  a  regular  betrothal  of  Flo 
ence  to  Walter ;  and  that  the  late  trausactioa  ha 
immensely  fiirwardcd,  if  not  thoroughly  establishe 
the  Whittmgtonian  hopes.  Stimulated  by  this  co 
viction,  and  by  the  improvement  in  the  spirits  < 
his  old  friend,  and  by  his  own  consequent  caiet 
he  even  attempted,  in  favouring  them  with  the  bi 
lad  of  "  Lovely  Peg"  fi)r  the  third  time  in  one  ev 
ning,  to  make  an  extemporaneous  substitution  < 
the  name  "  Florence ;"  but  finding  this  difficult,  < 
account  of  the  word  Peg  inmriably  rhyming  to  h 
(in  which  personals  beauty  the  original  was  d 
scribed  as  having  excelled  all  competitors),  he  fa 
upon  the  happy  thought  of  changing  it  to  Fle-e-^ 
which  he  accordingly  did,  with  an  archfless  almo 
supernatural,  and  a  voice  quite  vociferous,  notwit] 
standing  that  the  time  was  close  at  hand  when  1 
must  seek  the  abode  of  the  dreadful  Mrs.  M»( 
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MuL  PiFcniN^s  coriBtitution  was  made  of  such 
ird  metal,  in  spile  of  its  liability  to  the  fleshly 
rcakne^ses  pf  standing  in  need  of  repose  after 
liopB,  and  of  rcquiiing  to  be  coaxed  to  sleep  by  the 
Bporific  agency  of  sweetbreads,  that  it  utterly  set 
t  oiofrht  the  predictions  of  Mrs.  Wickam,  and 
bowed  no  symptonas  of  declin<%  Yet,  ss  Paurs 
\^  interest  in  the  old  lady  continued  unabated, 
in.  Wickam  would  not  budge  an  inch  from  the 
mtion  she  had  taken  up.  Fortifying  and  en- 
reaching  herself  on  the  strong  ground  of  her  un- 
ie's  Betsey  Jane,  she  advised  Miss  Berry,  as  a 
md,  to  prepare  herself  for  the  worst;  and  fore- 
inicd  her  that  her  aunt  might,  at  any  lime,  be 
ipected  to  go  off  suddenly,  like  a  powder-mill. 
Poor  Berry  look  it  all  in  good  part,  and  drudged 
id  ilaved  away  as  usual ;  perfectly  convinced  that 
[«.  Pipchin  was  one  of  the  most  meritorious  pcr- 
«» in  the  world,  and  making  every  day  innume- 
We  sacrifices  of  herself  upon  the  altar  of  that  no- 
e  old  voman.  But  all  these  immolations  of  Berry 
ere  somehow  carried  to  the  credit  of  Mrs.  Pip- 
un,by  Mrs.  Ptpchio^s  friends  and  admirers;  and 
ere  made  to  harmonise  with,  and  carry  out,  that 
cUnehoiy  fact  of  the  deceased  Mr.  Pipchia  having 
vken  his  heart  in  the  Peruvian  minea. 
For  example,  there  was  an  honest  grocer  and 
aeral  dealer  in  the  retail  line  of  business,  between 
^  md  Mrs.  Pipchin  there  was  a  small  memo* 
^ndam  book,  with  a  greasy  red  cover,  perpetually 
B  <|w^on,  and  concerning  which  divers  secret 
omicih  and  conferences  were  continually  being 
dd  between  the  parties  to  thai  register,  on  the  mat 
I  tbe  passage,  and  with  closed  doors  in  the  par. 
»  Nor  were  there  wanting  dark  hints  from 
ittter  Bitherstone  (whose  temper  had  been  made 
!*tageful  by  the  solar  heals  of  India  aclinff  on  his 
^of  balancea  unsettled,  and  of  a  failure,  on 
•  occasion  within  his  memory,  in  the  supply  of 
«*  sugar  at  tea-time.  This  grocer  being  a  ba- 
idor  and  not  a  roan  who  looked  upon  th^  surface 
Ibeautv,  had  once  made  honourable  offers  for  the 
Id  of  mrry,  which  Mrs.  Pipchin  hod,  with  con- 
■ttly  and  acorn,  rejected.  Everybody  said  how 
•dable  this  was  in  Mrs.  Pipchin,  relict  of  a  man 
ho  had  died  of  the  Peruvian  mines ;  and  what  a 
uoeh,  high,  iofcpendent  spirit,  the  old  lady  hud. 
■I  nobody  said  anything  about  poor  Berry,  who 
^  for  six  weeks  (being  soundly  rated  by  her 
^aont  all  the  time),  and  lapsed  into  a  state  of 
Vdbss  spiosterhood. 

"Berry  »s  very  fond  of  you,  ain't  she  7"  Paul  once 
wd  Mrs.  Pipchin  when  they  were  sitting  by  the 
^  with  the  cat. 
"Yes,**  nid  Mrs.  Pipdiin. 
•Whyr  asked  Paul. 

"Wbyr   returned   the  disconcerted   old  lady, 
now  ean  yoa  ask  such  things,  Sir  \  why  are  you 
"d  of  your  sister  Florence  Ir 
■  Because  she 's  very  good,"  said  Paul.  "  There 's 
*o^  like  Florence.** 

••Welir  retorted  Mrs.  Pijtohin  shortly,  "and 
^ve^a  nobody  like  me,  I  suppose.** 
*AioH  there  really  though  7**  asked  Paul,  leaning 
'Vifd  in  bis  chair,  and  looking  at  her  very  hard. 
Vhr  said  the  old  lady. 

*I  tn  glad  of  that,**  observed  Paul,  rubbing 
g^lt^  ifcoaghUolly.     ««Thal*s  a  very    good 


Mrs.  Pipchin  didn't  dare  to  ask  him  why,  lest 
she  should  receive  some  perfectly  annihilating  an- 
swer.  But  as  a  compensation  to  her  wounded 
feelings,  she  harassed  Master  Bitherslorje  to  that 
extent  until  bed-time,  that  he  began  that  very  niglit 
to  make  arrar^rcments  for  an  overland  return  to 
Indin,  by  secreting  from  his  supper  a  quarter  of  a 
round  of  bread  and  a  fragmmt  of  nioipt  Dutch 
cheese,  as  the  beginning  of  a  slock  of  provision  to 
support  him  on  the  voyage. 

Mrs.  Pipchin  had  kept  watch  and  ward  over  tittle 
Paul  and  his  sister,  for  nearly  twelve  months.  They 
had  been  home  twice,  but  only  for  a  few  days;  and 
had  been  constant  in  their  weekly  visits  to  Mr. 
Dombey  at  the  hotel.  By  little  aud  little  Paul  hud 
grown  stronger,  and  had  become  able  to  dispense 
with  his  carriage ;  though  he  still  looked  thin,  and 
delicate;  and  still  rem;iined  the  same  old,  quit't, 
dreamy  child,  that  he  had  been  when  first  consigned 
to  Mrtf.  Pipciiin*s  care,  Oae  Saturday  aflcruoon, 
at  dusk,  great  conptcrnation  was  occasioned  in  the 
castle  by  the  unlooked-for  onnounccmcnt  of  Mr 
Dombey  as  a  vihitor  to  Mrs.  Pipchin.  The  popu- 
lation of  the  parlour  was  immediately  swept  up 
stairs  as  on  the  wings  of  a  whirlwind,  and  af\er 
much  slamming  (^  bedroom  doors,  and  trampling 
overhead,  and  some  knocking  aboulof  Master  Bi- 
therstone  by  Mrs.  Pipchin,  as  a  relief  to  the  pertur- 
bation of  her  spirits,  the  black  bombazeen  garments 
of  the  worthy  old  lady  darkened  the  audience-cham- 
ber where  Mr.  Dombey  was  contemplating  the  va- 
cant arm-chair  of  his  son  and  heir. 

"  Mrs.  Pipchin,"  said  Mr.  Dortibey,  "  how  do 
you  do/" 

"Thank  you.  Sir,**  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "I  am 
pretty  well,  considering.'* 

Mrs.  Pipchin  always  used  that  form  of  words. 
It  meant,  considering  her  virtues,  sacrifices,  and  so 
forth. 

••  I  can*t  expect.  Sir,  to  be  very  well,**  said  Mrs. 
Pipchin,  taking  a  chair,  and  fetching  her  breath ; 
^'  but  such  health  as  I  have,  lam  grateful  for." 

Mr.  Dombey  inclined  his  head  with  the  satisfied 
air  of  a  patron,  who  fell  that  this  was  the  sort  of 
thing  for  which  he  paid  so  much  a  quarter.  After 
a  moment's  silence  he  went  on  to  say  : 

"  Mrs.  Pipchin,  I  haveUken  the  liberty  of  calling, 
to  consult  you  in  reference  to  m;y  son.  I  have  had 
it  in  my  mind  to  do  so  for  some  time  past ;  but  have 
deferred  it  from  time  to  lime,  in  order  that  his 
health  might  be  thoroughly  re-established.  You 
have  no  misgivings  on  that  subject,  Mrs.  Pipchin  ?** 

**Briehton  has  proved  very  beneficial,  Sir,"  re- 
turned Mrs.  Pipchin.    **  Very  beneficial,  indeed.** 

**  I  purpose,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  **  his  remaining 
at  Brighton.** 

Mrs.  Pipchin  rubbed  her  hands,  and  bent  her 
grey  eyes  on  the  fire. 

**  But,'*  pursued  Mr.  Dombey,  stretching  out  his 
forefinger,  **but  possibly  that  he  should  now  make 
a  change,  and  lead  a  different  kind  of  life  here.  In 
short,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  that  is  the  object  of  my  visit 
My  son  is  getting  on,  Mrs.  Pipchin.  Really,  he  is 
getting  on." 

There  was  soroethinff  melancholy  in  the  tri- 
umphant air  with  which  Mr.  Dombey  said  this. 
It  showed  how  long  PauPs  childish  life  hud  been  to 
him,  and  how  his  hopes  were  set  upon  a  later  stag^ 
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to  connect  with  any  one  so  haughty  and  to  coUJ, 
and  yet  he  seemed  a  worthy  subject  for  it  at  that 
moment 

'*  Six  years  old  I"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  fiettling  his 
neckcloth  —  perhaps  to  hide  an  irrepressible  smile 
that  rather  seemed  to  strike  upon  the  surface  of  his 
face  and  glance  away,  as  finding  no  resting  place, 
than  to  play  there  for  an  instint.  *'Dear  mc,  six 
will  be  changed  to  sixteen,  before  we  have  time  to 
look  about  us." 

"Ten  years,"  croaked  the  unsympathetic  Pip- 
chin,  with  a  frosty  glistening  of  her  hard  grey  eye, 
and  a  dreary  shaking  of  her  bent  head,  "is  a  long 
time." 

"It  depends  on  circumstances,"  returned  Mr. 
Dombey ;  "  at  all  events,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  my  son  is 
six  years  old,  and  tliere  is  no  doubt,  I  fear,  that  in 
his  studies  ho  is  behind  many  children  of  his  age 
^-or  his  youth,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  quickly  answer- 
ing  what  he  mistrusted  was  a  shrewd  twinkle  of 
tlie  frosty  eye,  "his  youth  is  a  more  appropriate 
(expression.  Now,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  instead  of  being 
behind  his  peers,  my  son  ought  to  be  before  them  ; 
far  before  them.  There  is  an  eminence  ready  for 
him  to  mount  upon.  There  is  nothing  of  chance 
or  doubt  in  the  course  before  my  son.  His  way  in 
life  was  clear  and  prepared,  and  marked  out,  before 
he  existed.  This  education  of  such  a  young  gentle, 
man  must  not  be  delayed.  It  must  not  be  left  im- 
perfect.  It  must  be  very  steadily  and  seriously  un- 
dertaken, Mrs.  Pipchin." 

"  Well,  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "  I  can  say  no- 
thing  to  the  contrary." 

"  I  was  quite  sure,  Mrs.  Pipchin,"  returned  Mr. 
Dombey,  approvingly,  "  that  a  person  of  your  good 
sense  could  not,  and  would  not" 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  nonsense — and  worse 
— talked  about  young  people  not  being  pressed  too 
hard  at  fi^st,  and  being  tempted  on,  and  all  the  rest 
of  it.  Sir,"  Said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  impatiently  rubbing 
her  hooked  nose.  "  It  never  was  thought  of  in  my 
time,  and  it  has  no  business  to  be  thought  of  now. 
My  opinion  is  •  keep  'cm  at  it'  " 

"  My  good  madam,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  "you 
have  not  acquired  your  reputation  undeservedly ; 
and  I  beg  you  to  believe,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  that  I  am 
more  than  satisfied  with  your  excellent  system  of 
management,  and  shall  liave  the  greatest  pleasure 
in  commending  it  whenever  my  poor  commcnda- 
tion"^Mr.  Dombey*s  loftiness  when  he  affected  to 
disparage  his  own  Importance,  passed  ^\\  bounds — 
"  can  be  of  any  service.  I  have  been  thinking  of 
Dr.  Blimber's,  Mrs.  Pipchin." 

"  My  neighbour,  Sir  ?"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin.  "  I 
believe  the  Doctor's  is  an  excellent  establishment. 
I've  heard  that  it's  very  strictly  conducted,  and 
that  there  *s  nothing  but  learning  going  on  ftom 
morninff  to  night" 

"And  it's  very  expensive,"  added  Mr.  Dom- 
bey. 

"And  it's  very  expensive.  Sir,"  returned  Mrs. 
Pipchin,  catching  at  tiie  fact,  as  if  in  omitting  that, 
■he  had  omitted  one  of  its  leading  merits. 

"  1  have  had  some  communication  with  the  Doc- 
tor, Mrs.  Pipchin,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  hitching  his 
chair  anxiously  a  little  nearer  to  the  fire,  "  and  he 
does  not  consider  Paul  at  all  too  young  for  his  pur- 
pose. He  mentioned  several  instances  of  boys  in 
Greek  at  about  the  same  age.  If  I  have  i^ny  little 
uneasiness  in'  my  own  mind,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  on  the 
subject  of  this  change,  it  is  not  on  that  head.  My 
ion  not  having  known  a  mother  has  gradually  con- 
Mntrated  much — too  much— of  hia  childiah  afibc- 


tion  onjii0  sister.    Whether  their  separation—* 
Mr.  Dombuy  said  no  more,  but  sat  iileut 

"  Hoity-toity !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Pipchin,  shakinj 
out  her  black  bombazeen  skirts,  and  plucking  a| 
all  the  ogress  within  her.  "If  she  don't  like  jl 
Mr.  Dombey,  she  must  be  taught  to  lump  it"  Tli 
good  lady  apologised  immediately  afUrwards  fo 
using  so  common  a  figure  of  speech,  but  said  {ja» 
truly)  that  that  was  the  way  $he  reasoned  with  >« 

Mr.  Dombey  waited  until  Mrs.  Pi{)chin  had  don 
bridling  and  shaking  her  head,  and  frowning  dow 
a  legion  of  Bitherstunes  and  Paukeys ;  and  the 
said  quietly,  but  correctively,  "  He,  my  good  nu 
dam ;  he." 

Mrs.  Pipchin's  system  would  have  applied  vei 
much  the  same  mode  of  cure  to  any  uneasiness  o 
the  part  of  Paul,  too;  but  as  the  hard  ^rey  eye  wi 
sharp  enough  to  see  that  the  recipe,  nowever  M 
Dombey  might  admit  its  efficacy  in  the  case  oftl 
daughter,  was  not  a  sovereign  remedy  for  the  so 
she  argued  the  point;  and  contended  that  cbanj 
and  new  society,  and  the  different  form  of  life  i 
would  lead  at  Doctor  Blimber's,  and  the  stodies  i 
would  have  to  master,  would  very  soon  prove  suf 
cient  alienations.  Aa  this  chimed  in  with  M 
Dombey's  own  hope  and  belief,  it  gave  that  gent) 
man  a  still  higher  opinion  of  Mrs.  Pipctiia's  u 
derstanding;  and  as  Mrs.  Pipchin,  at  the  sac 
time,  bewailed  the  loss  of  her  dear  little  frie 
(which  was  not  an  overwhelming  shock  to  her, 
she  had  long  expected  it,  and  had  not  looked,  in  t 
beginning,  for  his  remaining  with  her  longer  tb 
three  months),  he  formed  an  equally  good  optni 
of  Mrs.  Pipchin's  disinterestedness.  It  wu  pla 
that  he  had  given  the  subject  anxious  considerate 
for  he  had  formed  a  plan,  which  he  announced 
the  ogress,  of  sending  Pttul  to  the  Doctor's  ai 
weekly  boarder  for  the  first  half  year,  during  wb 
time  Florence  would  remain  at  the  castle,  that  i 
might  receive  her  brother  there,  on  Saturdays.  T 
would  wean  him  by  decrees,  Mr.  Dombey  sa 
possibly  with  a  recollection  of  his  not  having  b 
weuncd  by  degrees  on  a  former  o<Sca«ion. 

Mr.  Dombey  finished  the  interview  by  express 
his  hope  that  Mrs.  Pipchin  would  still  remain 
office  as  f  eneral  superintendent  and  overseer  of 
son,  pending  his  studies  at  Brighton ;  and  bai 
kissed  Paul,  and  shaken  hands  with  Florence, 
beheld  Master  Bitherstone  in  his  collar  of  ad 
and  made  Miss  Pankey  cry  by  patting  her  on 
head  (in  which  region  she  was  uncommonly  ten 
on  account  of  a  habit  Mrs.  Pipcmnhad  of  soun^ 
it  with  her  knuckles,  like  a  cask),  he  withdrew 
his  hotel  and  dinner :  resolved  that  Pan],  now 
he  was  getting  so  old  and  well,  should  begi 
vigorous  course  of  education  forthwith,  to  qu£ 
him  for  the  position  in  which  he  was  to  shine; 
that  Doctor  Blimber  should  take  him  in  hand 
mediately. 

Whenever  a  young  gentleman  was  taken  in  li 
by  Doctor  Blimber,  he  might  consider  himself 
of  a  pretty  tight  squeeze.  The  Doctor  only  an 
took  the  charge  of  ten  young  gentlemen,  bu 
had,  always  ready,  a  supply  of  learning-  for  a  \ 
dred,  on  the  lowest  estimate ;  and  it  was  at  < 
the  business  and  delight  of  his  life  to  gorge  the 
happy  ten  with  it 

In  fact,  Doctor  Blimber's  establishment  w 
great  hot-house,  in  which  there  was  a   lbrcin| 
paralus  incessantly  at  work.    All  the  hoyn 
before  their  time.     Mental  green-peas   were 
duced  at  Christmas,  and  intellectual  asparagia 
the  year  round.    Mathematical  gooseberrMs  ( 
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foor  ODM  too)  were  coiQinoii  at. uaiiroely  seMons, 
and  from  mere  sproaU  of  buihee,*  under  Doctor 
Riober^s  cultivation.  Every  description  of  Greek 
and  Latin  vegetable  was  got  off  the  driest  twi^  of 
bo^Si  ander  the  froetiest  cireumstances.  Nature 
wu  of  no  ooDsequence  at  all.    No  matter  what  a 

{oQOf  ifentleman  was  intended  to  bear,  Doctor 
limber  made  him  bear  to  pattern,  somehow  or 
oUier. 

This  was  all  very  pleasant  and  ingenious,  but  the 
Bjstem  of  forcing  was  attended  with  its  usual  dis- 
tdraotages.  There  was  not  the  light  taste  about 
the  premature  productions,  and  they  didoH  keep 
veO.  Moreover,  one  young  gentleman,  with  a 
•voUen  nose  and  an  excessively  large  head  (the 
oUest  of  the  ten  who  had  ^  gone  through"  every- 
l&fflg),  suddenly  left  off  blowing  one  duy,  and  re- 
naioed  in  the  establishment  a  mere  stalk.  And 
people  did  say  that  tlie<  Doctor  had  rather  overdone 
it  with  young  Toots,  and  that  when  he  began  to 
bave  whiskers  he  left  off  having  brains. 

Tbere  young  Toots  was,  at  an  v  rate ;  poesessed 
af  the  grufiest  of  voices  and  the  shrillest  of  minds ; 
rtickin^  ornamental  pins  into  his  shirt,  and  keeping 
t  ring  m  his  waistcoat  pocket  to  put  on  his  little 
finger  by  stealth,  when  the  pupils  went  out  walk- 
JBgi  constantly  fiiUiog  in  love  bv  sight  wkh  nur. 
Kry-maids,  who  had  no  idea  of  his  existence ;  and 
looking  at  the  gas-Iighted  world  over  the  little  iron 
Wri  in  the  left  hand  corner  window  of  the  front 
three  pairs  of  stairs,  after  bed-time,  like  a  greatly 
a^ergrown  cherub  who  had  sat  up  aloft  much  too 

the  Doctor  was  a  portly  gentleman  in  a  suit  of 
UackfWith  strings  at  bis  knees,  and  stockings  below 
Uwoi.  He  had  a  bald  head,  highly  polished;  a 
deep  voice;  and  a  chin  so  very  double,  that  it  was 
J  wonder  how  he  ever  managed  to  shave  into  the 
Ibaaea.  He  had  likewise  a  pair  of  little  eyes  thitt 
vera  ahvays  half  shut  up,  and  a  mouth  that  was 
llwajs  half  expanded  into  a  grin,  as  if  he  had, 
l^t  moment,  posed  a  boy,  and  were  wailing  to 
ooBviet  him  from  his  own  lips*  Insiomuch,  that 
Vhao  the  Doctor  put  his  right  hand  into  the  breast 

(his  coat,  and  with  his  other  hand  behind  him, 
pl  a  scarcely  perceptible  wag  of  his  head,  made 
I  eommoneft  observation  to  a  nervoua  stranger, 
wu  like  a  sentiment  from  the  spbynx,  and  set- 
^  his  businiees. 

The  Doctoi^was  a  mighty  fine  house,  fronting 
fte  sea.  Nodj^yful  style  of  house  within,  but 
^nte  the  co(0R^.  Sad-coloured  curtains,  whose 
fi<^Qrtioo»  were  spare  and  lean,  hid  themselves 
^^udemy  behind  the  windows.  The  tables  and 
cbirs  were  put  away  in  rows,  like  figures  in  a 
*<■ ;  fires  were  so  rarely  lighted  in  the  rooms  of 
^Ktmony^  that  they  felt  like  wells,  and  a  visitor 
Represented  tlie  bucket;  the  dining-room  i>ecmed 
^  last  place  in  the  world  where  any  eating  or 
'nnkJng  was  likely  to  occur ;  there  was  no  souod 
Ibeo^h  all  the  house  but  the  ticking  of  a  great 
ciock  in  the  hall,  which  made  itself  audible  in  the 
^  garrets ;  and  sometimes  a  dull  cooing  of  young 
ICBtlemen  at  their  leHSons,  like  the  murinurings  oi 
in  assemblage  of  melancholy  pigeons. 

Mm  Blimber,  too,  although  a  slim  and  graceful 
■laid,  did  no  soft  violence  to  thfe  gravity  uf  the 
^^ue.  There  was  no  light  nonsense  about  Miss 
Koiber.  She  kept  her  hair  short  and  crisp,  and 
vota  spe^Aclea.  She  was  dry  and  sandy  with 
^^Ehif  in  the  graves  of  deceased  languas^ea. 
Mt  tf  ypm  fii^  languages  for  Miss  Blimber. 


They  most  be  dead— stone  doad^^nd*  then  MIm 
BUmber  dug  them  «p  like  a  Ghoule. 

Mrs.  Blimber,  her  mamma,  was  not  learned  her- 
self^ but  she  pretended  to  be,  and  that  did  quite  as 
welL  She  said  at  evening  parties,  that  if  she  could 
have  known  Cicero^  she  thought  she  could  have 
died  contented.  It  was  the  steady  joy  of  her  life 
to  see  the  Poctor*s  young  gentlemen  go  out  walking, 
unlike  alt.  other  young  gentlemen,  in  the  largest 
possible  shirt  collars,  and  the  stiffost  possible  era- 
vats.    It  was  so  classical,  ahe  said. 

As  to  Mr.  Feeder,  B.  A.,  Doctor  Blimber's  as- 
sistant,  he  was  a  kind  of  human  barrei-organ«  with 
a  little  list  of  tunes  at  which  he  was  continually 
working,  over  and  over  again,  without  any  varia- 
tion. Ho  might  have  been  fitted  up  with  a  change 
of  barrels,  perhaps,  in  early  lile,  if  his  destiny  had 
been  favourable ;  but  it  had  not  been  ;  and  he  had 
only  one,  with  which,  in  a  monotonous  round,  it 
was  his  occupation  lo  bewilder  the  young  ideas  of 
Doctor  Blimber*s  young  gentlemen.  l*he  young 
gentlemen  were  prematurely  full  of  corking  anxie- 
ties.  They  knew  no  rest  firom  the  pursuit  of  stony, 
hearted  verbs,  savage  noun-substantives,  inilexible 
syntactic  passages,  and  ghosts  of  exercises  that 
appeared  to  them  in  their  dreams.  Under  the  forcing 
system,  a  young  gentleman  usually  took  leave  of 
bis  spirits  in  tJu>e0  weeks.  He  had  all  the  cares 
of  tlie  world  on  his^hc^d  in  three  months.  He  coih 
ceived  bitter  sentiments  against  his  parents  of 
pfuardians,  in  four;  he  was  an  old  misanthrope, 
m  five;  he  envied  Curtius  that  blessed  refuge 
in  the  earth,  in  six ;  and  at  the  end  of  (lie  first 
twelvemonth  had  arrived  at  the  conclusion,  from 
which  he  never  afterwards  departed,  that  all  the 
fancies  of  the  poets,  and  lessons  of  the  sages,  were 
a  mere  collection  of  words  and  grammar,  and  had 
no  other  meaning  in  the  world. 

But  he  went  on,  blow,  blow,  blowing,  in  the 
Doctor's  hothouse,  all  the  time }  and  the  Doctor*? 
glory  and  reputation  were  great,  when  he  took  his 
wintry  growth  home  to  his  relations  and  friends. 

Upon  the  Doctor*s  door-steps  one  day,  Paul  stood 
with  a  fluttering  heart,  and  with  his  small  right 
hand  in  his  father^s.  His  other  hand  was  locked 
in  that  of  Florence.  How  tight  the  tiny  pressure 
of  t^iat  one ;  and  how  loose  and  cold  the  other ! 

Mrs.  Pipchin  hovered  behind  the  victim,  with  her 
sable  plumage  and  her  hooked  beak,  like  a  bird  of 
ill-omen.  She  was  out  of  breath — for  Mr.  Domhey, 
full  of  great  thoughts,  had  walked  fast-^and  she 
croaked  hoarsely  as  she  waited  for  the  opening  of 
the  door. 

"Now,  Paul,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  exultingly. 
*^  This  is  the  way  indeed  to  be  Dombey  and  Sun, 
and  have  money.   Yon  are  almost  a  man  aJready." 

**  Almost,**  returned  the  child. 

Even  his  childish  agitation  could  not  master  the 
sly  and  quaint  ye(  touching  look,  vjrith  which  he 
accompanied  the  reply. 

It  brought  a  vague  expression  of  dissatisfaction 
into  Mr.  Dombey *s  face ;  but  the  door  being  opened, 
it  was  quickly  gone. 

** Doctor  Blimber  is  at  home,  I  believe?*'  said 
Mr.  Dombey, 

Tlie  man  said  yes ;  and  as  they  passed  in,  looke4 
at  Paul  as  if  ^e  were  a  little  mouse,  and  the  house 
were  a  trap.  He  was  a  weak-eyed  young  man* 
with  the  firat  faint  streaks  or  early  dawn  of  a  grin 
on  his  countenance.  It  was  mere  imbecility;  but 
Mrs.  Pipchin  took  it  into  her  head  that  it  was  ikn* 
pudence,  and  made  a  snap  at  him  directly 
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**  How  darb  yoti  l^ngh  behincl  th^  ^tleman^s 
back  ?"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin.  *^  And  what  do  jou 
take  me  for  V* 

"I  ain't  a  laughing  at  nobody,  artd  I'm  wre  1 
don*t  take  you  for  nothing,  Ma'am,''  returned  the 
young  man,  in  consternation. 

"  A  pack  of  idle  dogg  I"  said  Mrs.  PSpcHin,  •♦  only 
fit  to  be  turnspits.  Go  and  tell  your  master  that 
Mr.  Dombey  's  here,  or  it  'U  be  worse  for  yon !" 

The  weak-eyed  young  man  went,  very  meekly, 
to  discharge  himself  of  l-hts  commission  ;  and  soon 
came  back  to  invite  them  to  the  Doctor's  study. 

'*  You're  laughing  again,  Sit,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
when  it  came  to  her  turn,  bringing  up  the  rear,  to 
pliss  him  in  the  hall. 

•*  I  ain't^^^  returned  the  jroung  man,  grievously 
oppressed.     **  I  never  see  such  a  thing  as  this  !*' 

"  What  is  the  matter,  Mrs.  Pipchin  ?*»  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  looking  round.     "Softly  !     Pray  !" 

Mrs.  Pipchin,  in  her  deference,  merely  muttered 
at  the  young  man,  as  she  passed  on,  and  said, 
•*  Oh !  he  was  a  precious  fellow"  —  leaving  the 
young  man,  who  was  all  meekness  and  incapacity, 
affected  even  to  tears  by  the  incident.  But  Mrs. 
Pipchin  had  a  way  of  falling  fool  of  all  meek  peo. 
pie ;  and  her  friends  said,  who  could  wonder  at  it 
afler  the  Peruvian  mines ! 

The  Doctor  was  sitting  in  his  portentous  study, 
with  a  globe  at  each  knee,  books  all  round  him. 
Homer  over  the  dOor,  and  Minerva  on  the  mantel- 
ahelf.  **And  how  do  you.  Sir,"  he  said  to  Mr. 
Dombey,  "and  how  is  my  little  friend?"  Grave 
as  an  organ  was  the  Doctor's  speech ;  and  when  he 
ceased,  the  great  clock  in  the  hail  seemed  (to  Paul 
at  least)  to  take  him  up,  and  to  go  on  saying,  *  how, 
is,  my,  lit,  tie,  friend,  how,  is,  my,  lit,  tie,  friend,' 
over  and  over  and  over  again. 

The  little  friend  being  something  too  small  to  ^ 
seen  at  all  from  where  the  Doctor  sat,  over  tne 
books  on  his  table,  the  Doctor  made  several  futile 
attempts  to  get  a  view  of  him  round  the  legs ; 
which  Mr.  Dombey  perceiving,  relieved  the  Doctor 
f^om  his  embarrassment  by  taking  Paul  up  in  his 
arms,  and  sitting  him  on  another  little  table,  over 
against  tiie  Doctor,  in  the  middle  of  the  room. 

"  Ha!"  said  the  Doctor,  leaning  back  in  his  chair 
with  his  hand  in  his  breast  **  Now  I  sec  my  little 
friend.    How  do  you  do,  my  little  fVicnd  ?'* 

The  clock  in  the  hall  wouldn't  subscribe  to  this 
alteration  in  the  form  of  words,  but  continued  to 
repeat  *■  how,  is,  my,  lit,  tic,  friend,  how,  is,  my,  lit, 
tie,  friend !' 

**  Very  well,  I  thank  you,  Sir,"  returned  Paul, 
answering  the  clock  quite  as  much  as  the  Doctor. 

**  Ha  !"  said  Dr.  BJimber.  *'  Shall  we  make  a 
roan  of  him  ?" 

*•  Do  you  hear^  Paul  7"  added  Mr.  Dombey ;  Paul 
being  silent. 

"  Shall  we  make  a  man  of  him  7**  repeated  the 
Doctor. 

"  I  had  rather  be  a  child,"  replied  Paul 

^  Indeed !"  said  the  Doctor.    *'  Why  r* 

The  child  sat  on  tho  table  looking  at  him,  with 
a< curious  expreiskm  of  suppressed  emotion  in  his 
face,  and  beating  one  hand  proudly  on  his  knee  as 
If  he  had  the  rising  tears  beneath  it,  and  crushed 
them.  But  his  other  hand  strayed  a  little  way  the 
while,  a  littlo  farther — farther  from  him  yet — until 
it  lighted  on  the  neck  of  Florence.  *  This  is  why,* 
it  seemed  to  say,  and  then  the  steady  look  waa 
broken  up  and  gone ;  the  working  lip  waa  loosen- 
ed  s  and  the  tears  came  streaming  forth. 


'*Mrs.  Pipchin,'*  said  his  father.  In  a  queruToui 
manner,  **  I  ani  really  very  sorry  to  see  this.** 

**Come  away  from  him,  do,  Miss  Dombey,* 
quoth  the  matron. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  the  Doctor,  blandly  nodding 
his  head,  to  keep  Mrs.  Pipchin  back.  **Ne-vei 
mind ;  we  shall  substitute  new  cares  and  new  io^ 
ptessions,  Mr.  Dombey,  Very  shortly.  '  YoQ  wouU 
still  wi«h  my  little  friend  to  acquire   ■      " 

**  Everything,  if  you  please,  Doctor,**  returnee 
Mr.  Dombey,  firmly, 

**  Yes,"  said  the  Doctor,  who,  with  his  half^shu! 
eyes,  and  his  usual  smile,  seemed  to  survey  Pau 
with  the  sort  of  interest  that  might  attach  to  aomi 
choice  little  animal  he  was  going  to  stufE  **  Yes 
exactly.  Ha !  We  shall  impart  a  great  varietj 
of  information  to  our  little  friend,  and  bring  hin 
quickly  forward,  I  dare  say.  I  dare  say.  Quite  i 
virgin  soil,  I  believe  you  said,  Mr.  Dombey  ?" 

**  Except  some  ordinary  preparation  at  home,  an< 
from  this  lady,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey,  introducing 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  who  instantly  communicated  a  rigi 
dity  to  her  whole  muscular  system,  and  snorted  de 
fiance  beforehand,  in  case  the  Doctor  should  dia 
parage  her ; "  except  so  far,  Paul  has,  as  yet^  appUec 
himself  to  lio  studies  a^  all.** 

Dr.  Blimber  inclined  his  head,  in  gentle  toler 
ance  of  such  insignificant  poaching  as  Mrs.  Pip 
chin's,  and  said  he  was  glad  to  hear  iL  It  wa 
much  more  satisfactory,  he  observed,  rubbing  hi 
hands,  to  begin  at  the  foundation.  And  again  h< 
leered  at  Paul,  as  if  he  would  have  liked  to  \Ackl 
him  with  the  Greek  alphabet^  on  the  spot 

"That  circumstance,  indeed,  Doctor  timber,' 
pursued  Mr.  Dombey,  glancing  at  his  little  son 
**  and  the  interview  1  have  already  had  the  pleasur 
of  holding  with  you,  renders  any  further  explana 
tion,  and  consequently,  any  further  intrusion  a 
your  valuable. time,  so  unnecessary,  that — " 

**  Now,  Miss  Dombey  !"  said  the  acid  Pipchin. 

**  Permit  me,"  said  the  Doctor,  **  one  momen 
Allow  me  to  present  Mrs.  Blimber  and  my  6a.ugY 
ter,  who  will  be  associated  with  tlie  domestic  lii 
of  our  young  Pilgrim  to  Parnassus.  Mrs.  Blia 
ber,"  for  the  lady,  who  had  perhaps  been  in  waj 
ing,  opportunely  entered,  followed  by  ber  daughti 
that  fair  Sexton  in  spectacles,  **  Mr.  Dombey.  M 
daughter  Cornelia,  Mr.  Dombey.  Mr.  Dombey,  m 
love,"  pursued  the  Doctor,  turning  to  his  wife,  ** ; 
so  confiding  as  to — do  you  sec  ouijittle  friend  7** 

Mrs.  Blimber,  in  an  access  of  piimicss,  of  wbic 
Mr.  Dombey  was  the  object,  apparerfl|y  did  not,  fi 
she  was  backing  against  the  little  fri^njj)^  and  Tei 
much  endangering  his  position  on  the  taV?*  Bu 
on  this  liint,  she  turned  to  admire  his  clasaical  ac 
intellectual  liticaments,  and  turning  ag.iin  to  M 
Dombey,  said,  with  a  sigh,  tlial  she  envied  his  del 
son. 

**  Like  a  bee,  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Btimber,  with  u 
lifted  eyes,'**  about  to  .plunge  into  a  garden  of  tJ 
choicest  flowers,  and  sip  the  sweets  for  the  ^ 
time.  Virgil,  Horace,  Ovid,  Terence,  Plautus,  C 
cero.  What  a  world  of  honey  have  We  here  I 
may  appear  remarkable,  Mr.  Dombey,  in  one  wl 
is  a  wife — the  wife  of  such  a  husband-—** 

"Hush,  huAh,"  said  Doctor  Blifmber.  •*Fie  I 
shame !" 

<*Mr.  Dombey  will  forgive  the  partiality  o( 
wife,*'  said  Mrs.  Blimber,  with  an  engaging  amir 

Mr.  Dombey 'answered  **Not  at  f.!!:**  apply  ii 
those  words,  it  is  to  be  presumed,  to  the  pmrUalii 
and  not  to  the  fbrgivenete.        * 
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"^And  k  Btty  leett  retnarkabfe  in  otie.who  is 
t  mother  also,"  rwuixied  Mn.  Blimber. 

'*Aa4  Midi  atiDQtiier,"  observed  Mr.  DomlMj^, 
bowing  irith  some  eonufutad  idea  of  being  complk 
Q^Btaiy  te  CorneUa. 

•"But  raaUyr  iHirmed  Mrs.  Blimber,  *"  I  think 
if  I  Gonid  have  known  Oioero,  and  been  bis  friedd, 
vd  talked  with  kim  in  ilia  jretixemoni  at  Tusoulum 
(beaii.U.ilil  Tusculom!),  I  couid  iaave  died  con* 
tmted." 

A  learned  enthusiasm  is  so  very  contagious,  that 
Hi.  I>ombey  half  believed  this  was  exactly  his 
cue;  and  even  Mrs.  Pipchin,  who  was  not,  as  we 
hre  geen,  of  an  accommodating  disposition  ffcne- 
nli;,  gave  utterance  to  a  little  sound  betw^n  a 
fmn  and  a  sigh,  as  if  she  would  have  said  that 
nobody  but  Cicero  could  have  proved  a  l^tisff  con- 
Kiiation  under  that  failure  of  the  Peruvian  Mines, 
bet  that  be  indeed  would  have  been  a  .yejry  ,Davy>. 
hnpofrefc^. 

Oiroelia  looked  at  Mr.  JDombey  through  hor 
ipectacles,  as  if  she  would  have  liked  to  crack  a 
Bv  quotations  with  him  fiom  the  authority  in 
joestjon.  But  this  design,  if  she  entertained  it, 
tas  frustrated  by  a  kno(£  at  the  room-door. 

*•  Who  is  that  ?"  said  the  Doctor.  "  Oh !  Come 
to, Toots;  come  in.  Mr.  Dombcy.  Sir.**  Toots 
^wed.  **  Quite  a  coincidence  !"  said  Doctor  Blim. 
kr.  **  Here  we  have  the  beginning  and  the  end. 
^pha  and  Omega.    Our  head  boy,  Mr.  Dombe/.*' 

The  Doctor  might  have  called  him  their  head 
lad  ikouiders  boy,  for  he  was  at  least  tlmt  mucJi 
taller  than  any  of  the  rest  He  blushed  very  much 
at  fiadtiig  himaelf  among  strangers,  and  chuckled 

''An  addition  to  our  tittle'  Portico,  Toots,**  said 
4e  Doctor ;  "  Mr.  Porabey *s  son.** 

ToQog  Toot0  blushed  again ;  and  finding,  from 
iiolemn  silence  which  prevailed,  that  he  was  cx> 
fecied  to  say  something,  said  to  Paul,  **  How  are 
FW?**  in  a  voice  so  deep,  and  a  manner  so  shecp- 
i^tttiiat  if  a  laaob  had  roared  it  couldn*t  have  been 
Bore  surprising. 

" Ask  idr.  Feeder,  ifyou  please,  Toots,'*  said  the 
bctor,  *  to  prepare  a  few  introductory  volumes  for 
p.  Dombey's  son,  and  to  allot  him  a  convenient 
»t  tor  study.  My  dear,  1  believe  Mr.  Dombey 
As  not  seen  the  dormitories.'* 

"  If  Mr.  Dombey  will  walk  up  stairs,*^  said  Mrs. 
Siifflber,  **  1  slMlLbe  more  than  proud  to  show  him 
^  dominiMuiPKe  drowsy  God.** 

With  that,  Mrs.  Blimber,  who  was  a  lady  of 
p«at  sqavMy,  and  a  wiry  figure,  and  who  wore  a 
ip  composed  of  sky-blue  materials,  proceeded  up 
^ts  with  Mr.  Dombey  and  Cornelia ;  Mrs.  Pip. 
^  fiiUowin^  and  looking  out  sharp  for  hor  enemy 
beibotman. 

While  they  were  gone,  Paul  sat  upon  the  table, 
loUing'Florence  by  the  hand,  and  fflancing  timidly 
^  the  Doctor  round  and  rouna  the  room,  while 
be  Doctor,  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  with  his  hand 
A  his  breast  as  usual,  held  a  book  from  him  at 
'si^g  length,  and  read.  There  was  sometlung 
^  awful  in  this  manner  of  reading.  It  was 
•ch  a  determined,  unimpassioned,  inflexible,  cold. 
ilooded  way  of  goiufr  to  work.  |t  lefl  ,the  Doctor's 
^tenanoe  exposea  to  view ;  and  when  the  Doctor 
sniled  •aspiciouslv  at  his  author,ror  knit  his  brows, 
1  ^book  his  bead  and  made  wry  faces  at  him,  as 
ttacb  u  to.M|,  '  Don*t  tell  me,  SIV.  I  know  bet- 
•Tj^ilwitteirific. 


watch,  md  counting '  his  half-crgiwns.  But  that 
didn't  last  long;  for  Dr.  Blimber,  happening  to 
change  the  position  «f  his  'tight  plump  legs,  as  if- 
he  were  going  to  get  up,  Toots  swiilly  vaninhedf 
and  appeared  no  more. 

Mr.  Dooibey  uid  his  oondactrsss  were  «o»n 
heard  c«»aiiAg  down  staars  again,  talking  ail  th# 
way ;  and  presently  they  robeaatered  the  Doctor's 
stndy. 

"  I  hope,  Mr.  Dombey,"  said  the  Doctor,  laying 
down  his  book,  **  that  the  arrangements  meet  your 
approval.**  • 

"  They  are  excellent,  Sir,*'  caid  Mr.  Dombey. 

**  Very  fair,  indeed,**  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  in  a  low 
'voioe ;  nev^r  disposed  to  give  too  much  encourage, 
mcnt 

^*  Mrs.  >  Pivchin,'*  said  Mr.  Dombey,  wheeling 
round,  **  will,  with  your  permission,  Doctor  and 
Mrs.  Blimber^  visit  Paul  A9W  and  Uaeil.** 

u  Wrbenover  Mta*  Pipchin  pleases,**  oJbseived  the 
Doctor. 

"  Always  h^ppy  to  nee  her,"  said  Mrs.  Blimber. 

**  J  think,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  **  I  have  now  given 
all  the  trouble  I  need,  and  may  take  my  feave. 
Paul,  my  child,"  he  went  olose  to'  him^  as  he  sat 
upon  the  table.    **  Good  bye." 

"  Good  bye.  Papa.'* 

The  limp  and  careless  little  hand  that  Mr.  Dom- 
bey took  in  his,  was  singularly  out  of  keeping  with 
the  wistful  face.  But  he  had  t^o  part  in  its  soirow- 
ful  expression.  It  was  not  .addressed  to  iiim.  No* 
no.    To  Florence — aH  to  Floronce. 

If  Mr.  Daml>oy.  in  his  insalebce  ^f  wealth,  had 
ever  made  an  eoeipy,  bard  to  appease  and  cruelly 
vindictive  in  hi^  hate,  even  ^i|ch  a«  enemy  might 
have  received  the  pang  that  wrung  his  proud  heart 
then,  as  compensation  fer  bis  injury*  ' 
^Hc  bent  down  over  bis  boy,  aqd  kissed  him.  If 
his  sight  were  dimmed  as  he  did  so,  by  something 
that  &T  a  moment  blurred  the  little  face,  and  made 
it  indistinct  to  him,  his  montal  vision  may  have 
been,  for  that  short  time,  the  dearer  perhaps. 

**  1  shall  see  yon  soon,  Paul.  You  are  free  on 
Saturdays  and  Sundays,  you  know." 

'*  Yes,  Papa,"  returned  Paul :  looking  at  his  ats- 
ter.    **  On  Saturdays  and  Sundays.** 

"And  you'll  try  and  learn  a  great  deal  here, 
and  bo  a  clever  Jpan,"  said  Mr.  I^mbey ;  "  woA*t 
you?" 

**  I  'U  try,"  returned  the  child,  wearily. 

**  And  you  'U  soon  be  grown  op  now  !**  said  Mn 
Dombey. 

"  Oh !  very  soon !"  replied  the  child.  Once  more 
the  did,  old  look,  passed  rapidly  across  his  features 
like  a  strange  light  It  feU  on  Mrs,  Pipchin,  and 
extinguished  itself  in  her  blaok  dress.  That  ex^ 
ccllent  ogress  stepped  forward  to  take  leave  and  to 
b^ar  aff  Florence,  which  she  had  long  been  thirst- 
ing  to  doi  The  tpove  on  her  part  roused  Mr.  Domr 
bey,  whose  eyes  were  fixed  on  Paul.  Afler  paitiii^ 
him  on  the  head,  and  pressing  bis  small  hand  agaiif, 
he  jtook  leave  of  Dr.  BUm1]«r,  Mrs.  Blimber,  and 
Miss  Bliinher,  with  his  usual  polite  frigidity,  and 
walked  oat  of  the  study. 

Despite  his  entreaty  that  they  would  not  think 
of  stirringi  Doctor31iniber,  Mrs.  Blimber,  and  Miss 
Blimber  all  prcfised  forward  to  attend  him  to  the 
hall;  and  thus  Mra  Pipchin  got  into  a  state  of 
entanglemcut  with  Miss  BUniber  and  the  Doctor, 
and  was  crowded  out  of  the  study  before  she  could 
clutch  Florence.,   To  which  happy  accidcift  Paul 
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neck,  and  that  hen  was  the  last  &oe  in  the  door, 
way :  turned  towards  him  with  a  smile  of  encour> 
agement,  the  brighter  for  the  tears  through  which 
it  beamed. 

It  made  his  childish  bosom  heave  and  swell  when 
it  was  gone ;  and  sent  the  globes,  the  books,  blind 
Homer  and  Minerva,  swimming  round  the  room. 
But  they  stopped,  all  of  a  sudden ;  and  then  he 
heard  the  loud  clock  in  the  hall  still  gravely  in- 


quiring,  *•  how,  is,  my,  lit,  tie,  friend,  liow,  Is,  my, 
lit,  tie,  friend,*  as  it  had  done  before. 

He  sat,  with  folded  hands,  upon  his  pedestal, 
silently  listening.  But  he  might  have  answered 
*  weary,  weary  I  very  lonely,  very  sad  V  And  there, 
with  an  aching  void  in  his  yoang  heart,  and  all  out- 
side so  cold,  and  bare,  and  strange,  Paul  sat  as  if 
he  had  taken  life  unAirnisbed,  and  the  upholsterer 
were  never  cooiing. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

PAUL*S  EDUCATION. 


After  the  lapse  of  some  minutes,  which  appear- 
ed  an  immen^  time  to  little  Paul  Dombey  on  the 
table.  Doctor  Blimber  came  back.  The  Doctor's 
walk  was  stately,  and  caleulatod  to  impress  the 
juvenile  mind  with  solemn  feelings.  It  was  a  sort 
of  march ;  but  when  the  Doctor  put  out  his  right 
foot,  he  gravely  turned  upon  his  axis,  with  a  semi- 
circular sweep  towards  the  lefl ;  and  when  he  put 
out  his  left  foot,  he  turned  in  the  same  manner  to. 
wards  the  right  So  that  he  seemed,  at  every  stride 
he  took,  to  look  about  him  as  though  he  were  say- 
ing, **  Can  anybody  have  the  goodness  to  indicate 
any  subject,  in  any  direction,  on  which  I  am  unin- 
formed  7     I  rather  think  not" 

Mrs.  Blimber  and  Miss  Blimber  came  back  in 
the  Doctor's  company ;  and  the  Doctor,  lifting  his 
new  pupil  off  the  table,  delivered  him  over  to  Miss 
Blimber. 

••Conielia,"  said  the  Doctor,  "Dombey  will  be 
your  charge  at  first  Bring  him  on,  Cornelia,  bring 
Iiiro  on.** 

Miss  Blimber  received  her  young  ward  from  the 
Doctor's  hands;  and  Paul,  feeling  that  the  spec- 
tacles were  surveying  him,  cast  down  his  eyes. 

**  How  old  are  you,  Dombey  ?**  said  Miss  Blim- 
ber, 

'*Six,**  answered  Paul,  wondering,  as  he  stole  a 

irlance  at  the  young  lady,  why  her  hair  didn't  grow 
eog  like  Florence's,  and  why  she  was  like  a  boy. 

**  How  much  do  you  know  of  your  Latin  Gram- 
mar,  Dombey  ?**  said  Miss  Blimber. 

**  None  of  it,**  answered  Paul.  Feeling  that  the 
answer  Was  a  shock  to  Miss  Blimber*s  sensibility, 
be  looked  up  at  the  three  faces  that  were  looking 
down  at  him,  and  said : 

^  I  ha^vn't  been  well.  I  have  been  a  weak  child. 
I  couldn't  learn  a  Latin  Grammar  when  I  was  out, 
every  day^  with  old  Glubb.  I  wish  you  *d  tell  old 
Glubb  to  come  and  see  me«  if  you  please.'* 

**  Whai  a  dreadfully  low  name  !**  said  Mrs.  Blim- 
ber.  **  Uoclassical  to  a  degree !  Who  is  the  mon- 
sler,  child  ?" 

•*  What  monster  ?**  inquired  Paul. 

**  Glubb,**  said  Mrs.  Blimber,  with  a  great  dis- 
relish^ 

**  He  *8  ho  more  a  monster  than  yon  are,**  re- 
tnrncd  Paul. 

**  What  !'*  cried  the  Doctor,  in  a  terrible  voice. 
••  Ay,  ay,  ay  ?    Aba !     What 's  that  r 

Paul  was  dreadfully  frightened ;  but  still  he  made 
n  stand  for  the  absent  Glubb,  though  he  did  it  trem- 
bling. 

•♦He's  a  very  nice  old  man.  Ma'am,"  he  said. 


^eat  monsters  that  come  and  lie  on  rocks  in  the 
sun,  and  dive  into  the  waier  again  when  they're 
startled,  blowing  and  splashing  so,  that  they  can  be 
heard  for  miles.  There  are  some  creatures,"  said 
Paul,  warming  witli  his  subject,  **I  don't  knogr 
how  many  yards  lone,  and  i  forget  their  names, 
but  Florence  knows,  Uiat  pretend  to  be  in  dtsLress; 
and  when  a  man  goes  near  them,  out  of  corapss- 
sion,  they  open  their  great  jaws,  and  attack  him. 
But  all  he  has  got  to  do,**  said  Paul,  boldly  tender- 
ing  this  information  to  tlie  very  Doctor  himself,  **is 
to  keep  on  turning  as  he  runs  away,  and  then,  as 
they  turn  slowly,  because  they  are  so  lone,  tnd 
can't  bend,  be 's  sure  to  beat  them.  And  tboagh 
old  Glubb  don't  know  why  the  sea  should  make  rae 
think  of  my  Mamma  that's  dead,  or  what  it  is  that 
it  is  always  saying — always  saying ! — be  knows  t 
great  deal  about  it  And  I  wish,"  the  child  coit 
eluded,  with  a  sudden  falling  of  his  countenance, 
and  failing  in  his  animation,  as  he  looked  like  one 
forlorn,  upon  the  three  strange  faces,  **that  yoa'd 
let  old  Glubb  come  here  to  see  me,  for  I  know  hid 
very  well,  and  he  knows  me." 

**  Ha  !"  said  the  Doctor,  shaking  his  head ;  "thii 
is  bad,  but  study  will  do  much." 

Mrs.  Blimber  opined,  with  something  like  i 
shiver,  that  he  was  an  unaccountable  child ;  im 
allowing  for  the  difference  of  visage,  looked  at  h1| 
pretty  much  as  Mrs.  Pipchin  had  been  nsed  to  d& 

**  Take  him  round  the  house,  Cornelia,"  said  tfai 
Doctor,  **  and  familiarise  him  withJiis  new  sphere 


Go  with  that  young  lady,  Domb^pjl 
Dombey  obeyed ;  giving  his  hand  lo  t 
"  loo"  ■ 


theabstrosi 
Cornelia,  and  fooking  at'her  sideways,  with  tiini* 
curiosity,  as  they  went  away  together.  For  he 
spectacles,  by  reason  of  the  glistening  of  the  glassei 
made  her  so  mysterious,  that  he  didn't  know  when 
she  was  looking,  and  was  not  indeed  quite  sure  thi 
she  had  any  eyes  at  all  behind  them. 

Cornelia  took  him  first  to  the  school-room,  wbid 
was  situated  at  the  back  of  the  hall,  and  was  a{i 
preached  through  two  baize  doors,  which  deadeaet 
and  muffled  the  young  gentlemen*s  voices.  Hei« 
there  were  eight  young  gentlemen  in  various  stage 
of  mental  prostration,  all  very  hard  at  work,  ao 
very  grave  indeed.  Toots,  as  an  old  hand,  had  1 
desk  to  himself  in  one  comer :  and  a  ms^ifioai 
man,  of  immense%ge,  he  looked,  in  PauTs  younj 
eyes,  behind  it. 

Mr.  Feeder,  B.  A.,  who  sat  at  another  little  desi 
had  his  Virgil  ptop  on,  and  was  slowly  grindinj 
that  tune  to  rour  young  gentlemen.  Of  the  reroail 
ing  four,  two,  who  grasped  their  foreheads  convu] 
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liDGfa  crying,  wu  esdeaTourinir  to  floander  througn 
1  hopeless  number  of  lines  before  dinner;  and  one 
nt  looking  ai  his  task  in  stonej  stupefaction  and 
despair— which  it  seemed  bad  been  his  condition 
eter  since  breakfast  time. 

Tlie  appearance  of  a  new  boj  did  not  create  the 
Kosation  that  migfht  have  been  expected.  Mr. 
Feeder,  B,  A.  (who  was  in  the  habit  of  shaving  his 
head  for  coolness,  and  had  nothing  but  little  bristles 
OD  it),  gnYe  him  a  bouej  hand,  and  told  him  he  was 
|bd  to  see  hira-»which  Paul  would  have  been  very 
fjad  to  have  told  kim,  if  he  could  have  done  so  with 
the  least  sincerity.  Then  Paul,  instructed  by  Cor. 
ikGi,  shook  hands  with  the  four  young  gentlemen 
tf  Mr.  Feeder's  desk;  then  with  the  two  young 
mtlefflen  at  work  on  the  problems,  who  were  very 
sverisfa ;  then  with  the  yonng  gentleman  at  work 
ipinst  time,  who  was  very  inky ;  and  lastly  with 
tliie  young  gentleman  in  a  state  of  stupefaction,  who 
VIS  flabby  and  quite  cold. 

Paul  having  been  already  introduced  to  Toot% 
that  pupil  merriy  cfauekled  and  breathed  bard,  as 
kii  custom  was,  and  pursued  the  occupation  in 
which  he  was  engaged.  It  was  not  a  severe  one ; 
bt  on  account  of  his  having  **  gone  through*^  so 
mch  (in  more  senses  than  one),  and  also  of  his 
hiving,  as  before  hinted,  left  off  blowing  in  his 
prime.  Toots  now  had  license  to  pursue  his  own 
course  of  study :  which  was  chiefly  to  write  long 
letters  to  himself  from  persons  of  distinction,  ad- 
dnsKd  •'P.Toots,  Ew|uire,  Brighton,  Sussex,**  and 
to  preserve  them  in  his  desk  with  great  care. 

iniess  ceremonies  passed,  Cornelia  led  Paul  up 
itianto  the  top  of  the  house ;  which  was  rather  a 
>lov  journey,  on  account  of  Paul  being  obliged  to 
lud  both  feet  on  every  stair,  before  ne  mounted 
UMther.  But  they  reached  their  journey *8  end  at 
iMt;  tod  there,  in  a  front  room,  looking  over  the 
«iU  sea,  Cornelia  showed  him  a  nice  little  bed 
vitb  white  hangings,  close  to  the  window,  on  which 
there  was  already  beautifully  written  on  a  card  in 
tQund  text — down  strokes  very  t!uck,and  up  strokes 
?erjfine — Dombet;  while  two  other  little  bedsteads 
io  the  same  room  were  announced,  through  like 
ieans,  as  respectively  appertaining  unto  Baioos 
IdTozKa. 

Jost  as  they  got  down  stairs  again  into  the  hall, 
Piol  saw  the  wcak.eyed  young  man  who  had  given 
that  oiortal  offence  to  Mrs.  Pipchin,  suddenly  seize 
i  ver^  large  dfl^istick,  and  fly  at  a  gong  that  was 
koging  up,  a^w  he  had  gone  mad,  or  wanted  ven. 
feuce.  Instead  of  receiving  warning,  however, 
«  beiog  instantly  taken  into  custody,  tlic  young 
>Mi  left  off  unchecked,  after  having  made  a  dread- 
fcl  Boise.  Then  Cornelia  Blimber  said  to  Dombey 
that  dinner  would  be  ready  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
ud  perhaps  he  had  bettor  go  into  the  school-room 
iSKni^his  **  friend^** 

80  Dombey,  deferentially  passing  the  great  clock 
^iaeh  was  still  as  anxious  as  ever  to  know  how  he 
fcaod  himself^  opened  the  schoolroom  door  a  very 
jittle  vaj^,  and  strayed  in  like  a  lost  bov :  shutting 
it  after  him  with  some  difficulty.  His  friends  were 
ifl  dispersed  ahoui  the  room  except  the  stoney 
iicDd,  who  remained  immovable.  Mr.  Feeder  was 
■tKiefaiog  himself  in  bis  grey  gown,  as  if,  regard* 
kaa  of  expense,  he  wejre  resolved  to  pull  the  sleeves 

Heigh  bo  hum!**  cried  Mr.  Feeder,  shaking 
.-'  like  a  eart-horse.    ^  Qh  dear  me,  dear  me ! 

VuiMsa  anitA  nlarrriAH  hv  Mr.  "Ft^uLt^r^a  vnwn. 


ing ;  it  was  done  on  such  a  great  scale,  and  he  was 
so  terribly  in  earnest  All  the  boys  too  (Toots  ex- 
cepted) seemed  knocked  np,  and  were  getting  ready 
for  dinner  — some  newly  tying  their  neckcloths, 
which  were  very  stiff  indeed ;  and  others  washing 
their  hands  or  brushing  their  hair,  in  an  adjoining 
ante-chamber — as  if  they  didn*t  think  they  should 
enjoy  it  at  all.  # 

Young  Toots,  who  was  ready  beforehand,  and 
had  therefore  nothing  to  do,  and  had  leisure  to  be- 
stow  upon  Paul,  said,  with  heavy  good-nature : 

**  Sit  down,  Dombey.'* 

"  Thank  you.  Sir,"  said  Paul 

His  endeavouring  to  hoist  himself  on  to  a  very 
high  window-seat,  and  his  slipping  down  again, 
appeared  to  prepare  Toots's  mind  for  the  reception 
of  a  discovery. 

••  You  're  a  very  small  chap,"  s^d  Mr.  Toots. 

••  Yes,  Sir,  I  'm  small,**  returned  Paul  •*  Thank 
you.  Sir.** 

For  Toots  had  lifled  him  into  the  seat,  and  done 
it  kindly  too. 

*•  Who 's  your  tailor  ?*•  inquired  Toots,  after  look- 
ing at  him  fi)r  nome  moments. 

**  It  *s  a  woman  that  has  made  my  clothes  as  yet,** 
said  Paul.    **  My  sister's  dre^s-maker.** 

'^My  tailor's  Burgess  and  Co.,*'  said  Toots. 
*•  Fash'nable.     But  very  4ear," 

Paul  had  wit  enough  to  shake  his  head,  as  if  he 
would  have  said  it  was  easy  toseetAat;  and  indeed 
he  thought  so. 

"Your  father's  regularly  rich,  ain't  he?*»  in- 
quired Mr.  Toots. 

••Yes,  Sir,'*  said  Paul  ••He's  Dombey  and 
Son." 

"And  which  ?"  demanded  Toots. 

"And  Son,  Sir,"  replied  Paul. 

Mr.  Toots  made  one  or  two  attempts,  in  a  low 
voice,  to  fix  the  firm  in  his  mind ;  but  not  quite 
succeeding,  said  he  would  get  Paul  to  mention  the 
name  again  to-morrow  morning,  as  it  was  rather 
important  And  indeed  he  purposed  nothing  less 
than  writing  himself  a  private  and  confidential  let- 
ter from  Duuibey  and  Son  immediately. 

By  tins  time  the  other  pupils  (id ways  excepting 
the  stoney  boy)  gathered  round.  They  were  polite, 
but  pale ;  and  spoke  low ;  and  they  were  so  de- 
pressed in  their  spirits,  that  in  comparison  with  the 
general  tone  of  that  company,  Master  Bitherstone 
was  a  perfect  Miller,  or  complete  Jest  Book.  And 
yet  he  had  a  sense  of  injury  upon  him  too,  had 
Bitherstone. 

**  You  sleep  in  my  room,  don't  yon  ?"  asked  a 
solemn  young  gentleman,  whose  shirt-collar  curled 
up  the  lobes  of  his  ears. 

"  Master  Briggs  7"  inquired  Paul. 

"Tozer,"  said  the  young  gentleman. 

Paul  answered  yes ;  and  Tozer  pointing  out  the 
stoney  pupil,  said  that  was  Briggs.  Paul  hud  al- 
ready felt  certain  that  it  must  be  either  Briggs  or 
Tozer,  though  he  didn't  know  why. 

"Is  your's  a  strong  constitution 7"  inquired 
Tozer 

Paul  said  he  thought  not  Tozer  replied  that  he 
thought  not  also,  judging  from  Paul's  looks,  and 
that  It  was  a  pity,  for  it  need  be.  He  then  asked 
Paul  if  he  were  going  to  begin  with  Cornelia ;  and 
on  Paul  saying  "yes,"  all  the  young  gentlemen 
(Brigga  excepted)  gave  a  low  groan. 

It  was  drowned  in  the  tintinnabulation  of  the 
gong,  which  sounding  again  witii  great  fury,  thero 
wmi  »  oTAnArnl  move  tnwardd  the  dinlnir.room :  still 
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UEoeplang  Brings  the  stoney  boy,  who  remaiiied 
vhere  he  was,  and  as  he  was ;  and  on  its  way  to 
ivhom  Paul  presently  encountered  a  round  of  bread, 
^nteelly  served  on  a  plate  and  napkin,  and  with  a 
ulver  fork  lying  crosswise  on  the  top  of  it. 

Doctor  BJdmber  was  already  in  his  place  in  the 
lining-coom,  at. the  top  of  the  table,  with  Miss 
Blimber  and  Mrs.  Blimber  on  eitl^r  side  of  him. 
Mr.  Feeder  in  a  black  coat  was  at  the  bottom. 
Paulas  chair  was  next  to  Misis  Blimber;  but  it  being 
fbuod,  when  he  sat  in  it,  that  his  eyebrows  were 
lot' much  above  the  level  of  the  table-cloth,  some 
tKxiks  were  brought  in  from  the  Doctor*s  study«  on 
Bvhich  he  was  elevated,  and  on  which  he  always 
lat  from  that  time — carrying  them  in  and  out  him- 
lolf  on  after  occasions,  like  a  little  elephant  and 
castle. 

Grace  having  been  said  by  the  Doctor,  dinner 
began*  There  was  some  nice  soiip;  also  roast 
meat,  boiled  meat,  vegetables,  pie,  and  oheese. 
Every  young  gentleman  had  a  massive  silver  fork, 
uid  a  napkin;  and  all  the  arrangements  were 
stately  and  handsome.  In  particular,  there  was  a 
butler  in  a  blue  coat  and  bright  buttons,  who  gave 
[luite  a  winey  flavour  to  the  table-beer ;  he  poured 
It  o^it  so  superbly. 

Nobody  spoke,  unless  spoken  to,  except  Doctor 
Blimber,  Mrs.  Blimber,  and  Miss  Blimber,  who 
conversed  occasionally. '  Whenever  a  voung  gen- 
tleman  was  not  actually  engaged  with  his  knife 
and  fork  or  spoon,  nis  eye,  with  an  irresistible  at- 
traction,  sought  Uie  eye  of  Dr.  Blimber,  Mrs. 
Blimber,  or  Miss  Blimber,  and  modestly  rested 
there.  Toots  a])peared  to  be  the  only  exception  to 
this  rule.  He  sat  next  Mr.  Feeder  on  PauPs  side 
of  the  table,  and  frequently  looked  behind  and  be. 
fore  the  intervening  boys  to  catch  a  glimpse  of 
Paul. 

Only  once  during  dinner  was  tliere  any  con- 
versation that  included  the  young  gentlemen.  It 
Jiappened  at  the  epoch  of  the  cheese,  when  the 
Doctor,  having  taken  a  glass  of  port-wine,  and 
hemmed  twice  or  thrice,  said  : 

**It  is  remarkable,  Mr.  Feeder,  that  the  Ro- 


At  the  mention  of  this  terrible  people,  their  im- 
placable  enemies,  every  young  gentleman  fastened 
nis  graze  upon  the  Doctor,  with  an  assumption  of 
the  deepest  interest  One  of  the  number  who  hap- 
pened  to  be  drinking,  and  who  caught  the  Doctor's 
eye  glaring  at  him  through  the  side  of  his  tumbler, 
left  off  so  hastily  that  he  was  convulsed  for  pome 
momenta,  and  m  the  sequel  ruined  Dr.  Blimbcr's 
point. 

"  It  Is  remarkable,  Mr.  Feeder,"  said  the  Doctor, 
beginning  again  slowly,  ^*  that  the  Romans,  in  those 
gorgeous  and  profuse  entertainments  of  wluch  we 
read  in  the  days  of  the  Emperors,  when  luxury 
had  attained  a  height  unknown  before  or  since,  and 
when  whole  provinces  were  ravaged  to  supply  the 
splendid  means  of  one  Imperial  Banquet *' 

Here  the  oiFendcr,  who  had  been  swelling  and 
straining,  and  waiting  in  vain  for  a  full  stop,  broke 
out  violently. 

"  Johnson,"  said  Mr.  Feeder,  in  a  low  reproach, 
ful  voice,  "  take  some  water." 

The  Doctor,  looking  very  stern,  made  a  pause 
until  the  water  was  brought,  and  then  resumed : 

**  And  when,  Mr.  Feeder — " 

But  Mr.  Feeder,  who  saw  that  Johnson  must 
break  out  again,  and  who  knew  that  the  Doctor 
(^ould  never  come  to  a  period  before  the  young 


gentlenien  until  he  had  finished  ail  be  meant  t9 
say,  couIdn*t  keep  his  eye  off  Johnson ;  and  thus 
was  caught  in  the  fact  of  not  looking  at  the  Doo 
tor,  who  consequently  stopped. 

»  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Feeder,  red-. 
deniBg.    "  I  beg  your  pardon,  Doctor  Blimber." 

**  And  when,**  said  the  Doctor,  raisii^  his  voio^ 
**when.  Sir,  as  we  read,  and  have  no  reason  to 
doubt— incredible  as  it  mav  appear  to  the  vulgar 
of  our  time — ^the  brother  of  Vitellius  prepared  for 
him  a  feast,  in  which  weie  served,  of  fish,  twothoa- 
sand  dishes — " 

"  Take  some  water,  Johnoon — disbea.  Sir,**  said 
Mr.  Feeder. 

**  Of  various  sorts  of  fowl,  five  tbooaand  dishes.** 

"  Or  try  a  crust  of  bread,"  said  Mr.  Feeder. 

**  And  one  dish,**  pursued  Doctor  Blimber,  rais- 
ing his  voice  still  higlier  as  he  looked  all  round  the 
table,  "  called,  from  its  enormous  dimensions,  the 
Shield  of  Minerva,  and  made,  among  other  casUjr 
Ingredients,  of  the  brains  of  pheasants — ** 

**  Ow,  ow,  ow  !**  (from  Johnspn.) 

«  Woodcocks,** 

**  Ow,  ow,  ow  !** 

"  The  sounds  of  the  fish  called  seari,** 

**  You  *I1  burst  some  vessel  in  your  head,**  said 
Mr.  Feeder.     **  You  had  better  let  it  come." 

**  And  the  spawn  of  the  lamprey,  brought  fit>m 
the  Carpathian  Sea,**  pursued  the  Doctor,  in  his 
severest  voice;  "  when  we  read  of  costly  entertain, 
ments  such  as  these,  and  still  remember,  that  we 
have  a  Titus,*' 

**  What  would  be  your  mother*s  feelings  if  you 
died  of  apoplexy  !**  said  Mr.  Feeder. 

**  A  Domitian.*' 

**  And  you*re  blue,  you  know,**  said  Mr.  Feeder. 

^  A  Nero,  a  I'iberius,  a  Caligula,  a  Heliogabalus^ 
and  many  more,**  pursued  the  Doctor;  "it  is,  Mr. 
Feeder — if  you  are  doing  me  the  honour  to  attend 
— remarkable;  vbrt  remarkable.  Sir — " 

But  Johnson,  unable  to  suppress  it  any  lon^r* 
burst  at  that  moment  into  such  an  overwhclnung 
fit  of  coughing,  that,  although  both  his  immediate 
neighbours  thumped  him  on  the  back,  and  Mr. 
Feeder  himself  held  a  e^lass  of  water  to  his  lips, 
and  the  butler  walked  nim  up  and  down  scverdJL 
times  between  his  own  chair  and  the  sideboarC^ 
like  a  sentry,  it  was  full  five  minutes  before  he  was 
moderately  composed.  Then  there  was  a  profound 
silence. 

"Gentlemen,**  said  Doctor  Bldnbcr,  "rise  for 
Grace !  Cornelia,  lift  Dombey  down"^4iothing  of 
whom  but  his  scalp  was  accordingly  seen  above  the 
table-cloth.  "Johnson  will  repeat  to  me  to-monrov 
morning  before  breakfast,  without  book,  and  fitun 
the  Greek  Testament,  the  first  chapter  of  the  epistle  i 
of  Saint  Paul  to  the  Ephesians.  We  will  resume 
our  studies,  Mr.  Feeder,  In  hair.Bn.hour.** 

The  young  grentlemen  bowed  and  withdrew.  MK 
Feeder  did  likewise.  During  the  half  hour,  the 
young  gentlemen,  broken  into  pairs,  loitered  arm. 
in.arm  up  and  down  a  small  piece  of  ground  be. 
hind  the  house,  or  endeavoured  to  kindle  a  spark 
of  animation  in  the  breast  of  Briggs.  But  nothingp 
happened  so  vulgar  as  play.  Punctually  at  the  up- 
pointed  time,  the  gong  was  sounded,  and  the  sin* 
dies,  under  the  joint  auspices  of  Doctor  Blimber 
and  Mr.  Feeder,  were  resumed. 

As  the  Olympic  ^ame  of  lounging  up  and  down 
had  been  cut  shorter  than  usual  that  day,  on  John, 
son's  account,  they  all  went  out  for  a  walk  before 
tea.    Even  Briggs  (though  ho  hadn*t  begun  yet) 


POM  BEY  AiNB  80  If. 


Biioek  of  this  disiipatbn ;  in  the  enj<»yni«Bt  of 
rhich  he  looked  over  the  cUff  two  or  three  timeii 
arkljr.  Doctor  Blimber  aocotnpanied  theni ;  and 
^aul  had  the  bonoor  of  being  taken  in  tow  by  the 
>octor  himaelf:  a  dbtin^ui0bed  statQ  ofihJRgSfia 
^hich  be  looked  very  litUe  and  feeble. 

Tea  was  served  in  a  style  no  less  polite  than  the 
inner ;  and  after  tea,  the  young  genUemen  rising 
nd  bowing  as  before,  «pithdrew  to  fetch  up  the 
rnfinished  tasks  of  th^t  dsy,  or  to  get  up  tlie  al* 
eady  looniiiig  tasks  of  to-morrow.  In  the  mean- 
imo  Mr.  Feeder  withdrew  to  bis  own  room ;  and 
*aol  sat  in  a  corner  wondering  whether  Florence 
ras  thinking  of  him,  and  what  they  were  all  about 
it  Mrs.  Pipcbin*8. 

Mr.  Toots,  who  bad  been  detained  by  an  im^U 
nt  letter  from  the  Duke  oif  Wellington,  found  Paul 
lUt  after  a  time;  and  having  looked  at  him  for  a 
ong  while,  as  before,  inquired  if  he  was  ibud  of 
raistcoats. 

Paul,  said,  -  Yes,  Sir.- 

"So  am  I,"  said  Toots. 

No  word  more  spoke  Toots  that  night ;  but  he 
itood  looking  at  Paul  as  if  he  liked  him ;  and  as 
here  was  compafiy  in  that,  and  Paul  was  not  in- 
Jined  to  talk,  it  answered  his  purpose  better  than 
onversation. 

At  eight  o*clock  or  so,  the  gong  sounded  again 
br  prayers  in  the  dining-room,  where  the  builer 
Aerwards  presided  over  a  side  table,  on  which 
»read  aad  cheese  and  beer  were  spread  lor  such 
roung  gentlenten  as  desired  to  partake  of  those  re- 
reshments*  The  ceremonies  concluded  by  the 
!)octor*8  saying,  **  Gentlemen,  we  will  resume  our 
itudies  at  seven  lo-morrow ;"  and  then,  for  the  firiit 
ime,  Paul  saw  Cornelia  Bliuiber's  eye,  and  saw 
hat  it  was  upon  him.  When  the  Doctor  had  said 
hcse  words,  **  Gentlemen,  we  will  resume  our  stu- 
lies  at  seven  to-morrow,"  the  pupils  bowed  again, 
\ad  went  to  bed. 

In  the  confidence  of  their  own  room  up-stairs, 
Sriggs  said  his  head  ached  ready  to  split,  and  tliat 
le  should  wish  himself  dead  if  it  wasn*t  for  his 
nother,  and  a  blackbird  he  had  at  home.  Tozer 
lidn't  say  much,  but  he  sighed  a  good  deal,  and 
old  Paul  to  look  out,  for  his  turn  would  come  to- 
norrow.  Alter  uttcri^ig  those  prophetic  words,  he 
mdresaed  himself  moodily,  and  got  into  bed.  Briggs 
vas  in  his  bed  too,  and  Paul  in  his  bed  too,  before 
he  weak-eyed  young  man  appeared  to  take  away 
lie  candle,  when  he  wished  them  good  night  and 
>leasaDt  dreams.  But  his  benevolent  wishes  wore 
n  vain,  as  far  as  Briggs  and  Tozer  were  concerned ; 
br  Paul,  who  lay  awake  for  a  long  while,  and  often 
roke  alierwards,  found  that  Briggs  was  ridden  by 
^  lesson  as  a  nightmare :  and  that  Tozer,  whose 
nind  was  affected  in  his  sleep  by  similar  causes,  in 
i  minor  degree,  talked  unknown  tongues,-or  scraps 
if  Greek  and  Latin  —  it  was  all  one  to  Paul  — 
vhich,  in  the  silence  of  night,  had  an  inexpressibly 
vicked  and  guilty  effect 

Paul  had  sunk  into  a  sweet  sleep,  ond  dreamed 
hat  he  was  walking  hand  in  band  with  Florence 
hrough  beautiful  gardens,  when  they  came  to  a 
srgs  sunflower  which  suddenly  expanded  itself  into 
L  gong,  and  began  to  sound.  Opening  his  eyes,  he 
bond  that  it  was  a  dark,  windy  morning,  with  a 
Irisding  rain :  and  th^t  the  real  gong  was  giving 
Ireadful  note  of  preparation,  down  in  the  hull. 

So  he  got  up  directly,  and  found  Briggs  with 
Hirdly  any  ^yes,  for  nightmare  and  grief  had  made 
MI9  &ce  pafl(y,  patting  his  boots  on ;  while  Toaer 


stood  shivering  and  mbbiog  his  shAiilders,in  t  very 
bad  humour.  Poor  Paul  coulduH  dress  himself 
easily,  not  being  utied  to  it,  and  asked  them  if  tiiey 
would  have  the  goodness  to  tie  some  strings  for 
hill);  but  as  Briggs  merely  said  ** Bother!"  and 
Tozer,  **  Oh  yes  !"  he  went  down  when  he  wu 
otlibrwiae.  ready,  to  the  next  story,  where  he  saw  a 
pretty  young  woman  in  leatiier  gloves,  cleaning  « 
stote.  The  young  woAian  $cemed  surprised  at  his 
appearance,  and  asked  him  where  his  mother  wa8« 
VVheu  Paul  told  lier  she  was  dead,  she  took  her 
gloves  off,  and  did  what  he  wanted ;  and  further. 
more  xubbed  his  hands  to  warm  them ;  and  gav« 
him  a  kiss;  and  told  him  whenever  he  wanted  any* 
thing  of  that  sort — meaning  in  the  dressing  way--* 
to  ask  for  *Melia ;  which  Paul,  thanking  her  very 
much,  said  he  certainly  would.  He  then  proceeded 
sot\ly  on  his  journey  down<«tairs,  towards  the  room 
in  which  the  young  gentlemen  resumed  their  stui- 
dies,  when,  passing  by  a  door  that  stood  ajar,  a 
hvoice  from  witliin  cried  *'  Is  that  Dombey  7**  On 
Paul  replying,  **  Yes,  Mm 'am :"  fof  he  knew  Uie 
voice  to  be  Miss  BUmber's:  Mij^s  Blimber  said 
"Come  in,  Dombey."     And  in  he  went. 

Miss  Blimber  presented  exactly  the  appearance 
she  had  presented  yesterday,  except  tliut  she  wore 
a  shawl.  Her  little  light  curls  were  as  'crisp  as 
ever,  and  she  had  already  her  spuctacles  on,  which 
ntade  Puul  wonder  whether  she  went  to  bed  in 
them.  She  hod  o  cool  Uttle  sitting.room  of  her 
own  up  there,  with  some  books  in  it,  and  no  firq^ 
But  Miss  Blimber  y^bm  never  cold,  and  never  sleepy. 

"^  Now,  Dotnbey/'  said  Miss  Blimber,  ^  Vni  going 
out  for  a  constitutional." 

Paul  wondered  what  that  was,  and  why  sh« 
didn*t  send  the  footman  out  to  get  it  in  such  un- 
fovourable  weather.  But  he  made  no  observation 
on  the  subject :  his  attention  being  devoted  to  a 
little  pile  of  new  books,  on  which  Miss  Blimber  ap- 
peared to  have  been  recently  engaged. 

"  These  are  yours,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Blimber. 

"All  of  *em.  Ma'am?"  said  Paul. 

"  Yes,"  returned  Miss  Blimber;  "  and  Mr.  Feeder 
will  look  you  out  some  more  very  soon,  if  you  are 
as  studious  as  I  expect  you  will  be,  Dombey." 

"Thank  you,  Ma'am,"  said  PauU 

"  I  am  going  out  for  a  constitutional,"  resumed 
Miss  Blimber ;  **  and  while  I  am  gone,  that  is  to 
say  in  the  interval  between  this  and  breakfast, 
Dombey,  I  wish  you  to  read  over  what  I  have 
marked  in  these  books,  and  to  tell  me  if  you  quite 
understand  what  you  have  got  to  leurn.  Don't  lose 
time,  Dombey,  for  you  have  none  to  spare^  but  take 
them  down-stairs,  and  begin  directly." 

"  Yes,  Ma'am,"  answered  PauL 

There  were  so  many  of  them,  that  although  Paul 
put  one  hand  under  the  bottom  book  and  his  other 
hand  and  his  chin  on  the  top  book,  and  hugged 
them  all  closely,  the  middle  book  slipped  out  before 
he  reached  tlie  door,  and  then  they  all  tumbled 
down  on  the  floor.  Miss  Blimber  said,  **  Oh,  Dom- 
bey, Dombey,  this  is  really  very  careless  I"  and 
piled  them  up  afresh  for  him ;  and  this  time,  by 
dint  of  balancing  them  with  great  nicety,  Paul  got 
out  of  the  room,  and  down  a  few  stairs  before  two 
of  them  escaped  agnin.  But  he  held  the  rest  so 
tight,  that  he  only  lefl  one  more  on  the  first  floor, 
and  one  in  tlie  pas^ge ;  and  when  he  had  got  the 
main  body  down  into  the  school-room,  he  set  off 
up-stairs  again  to  collect  the  straggleis.  Having 
at  lost  amassed  tlie  whole  library,  and  climbed  int 
his  place,  he  fell  to  work,  encouraged  by  a  rcmar 
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from  Toxer  to  the  efifoet  that  he  **  was  in  for  it  now  ;** 
which  was  the  only  interruption  he  received  till 
breakfast  time.  At  that  meal,  for  which  he  had  no 
appetite,  everything  w^  quite  as  solemn  and  gen- 
teel  as  at  the  others ;  and  when  it  was  finished  he 
followed  Miss  Blimber  up;stair8. 

"Now,  Domboy,"  said  Miss  Blimber.  "How 
have  you  got  on  with  those  books  7" 

They  comprised  a  little  English,  and  a  deal  of 
Latin — names  of  things,  declensions  of  articles  and 
substantives,  exercises  thereon,  and  preliminary 
rules — a  trifle  of  orthogrsphy,  a  glance  at  ancient 
history,  a  Wink  or  two  at  modern  ditto,  a  few  tables, 
two  or  three  weights  and  measures,  and  a  little 
general  inibrmation.  When  poor  Paul  had  spelt 
out  number  two,  he  found  he  had  no  idea  of  number 
one ;  fragments  whereof  afterwards  obtruded  them- 
selves into  number  three,  which  elided  into  number 
four,  which  grafted  itself  on  to  number  two.  So 
that  whether  twenty  Romuluses  made  a  Remus,  or 
hie  hiBc  hoc  was  troy  weight,  or  a  verb  olway* 
agreed  with  an  ancient  Briton,  or  three  times  four 
was  Taurus  a  bull,  were  open  questions  with  him. 

"Oh,  Dombey,  Dombey !"  said  Miss  Blimber, 
•*  this  is  very  shocking." 

"  If  you  please,"  said  Paul,  "  I  think  if  I  might 
sometimes  talk  a  little  to  old  Glubb,  I  should  be 
able  to  do  better." 

"Nonsense,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Blimber.  "I 
eouldn*t  hear  of  it  This  is  not  the  place  for  Glubbe 
of  any  kind.  You  must  take  the  books  down,  I 
suppose,  Dombey,  one  by  one,  and  perfect  yourself 
in  the  day's  instalment  of  subject  A,  before  you 
turn  at  all  to  subject  B.  And  now  take  away  the 
top  book,  if  you  please,  Dombey,  and  return  when 
you  are  master  of  the  theme." 

Miss  Blimber  expressed  her  opinions  on  the  sub. 
ject  of  Paul's  uninstruclcd  state  with  a  gloomy  de. 
light,  as  if  she  had  expected  this  result,  and  were 
glad  to  find  that  they  must  be  in  constant  commu- 
nication.  Paul  withdrew  with  the  top  task,  as  he 
was  told,  and  laboured  away  at  it,  down  below : 
sometimes  remembering  every  word  of  it,  and  some, 
times  forgetting  it  all,  and  everything  else  besides : 
until  at  last  he  ventured  up  stairs  affain  to  repeat 
the  lesson,  when  it  was  nearly  all  driven  out  of  his 
head  before  he  began,  by  Miss  Bliniber*s  shutting 
up  the  book,  and  saying, "  Go  on,  Dombey  !"  a  pro- 
ceeding so  suggestive  of  the  knowledge  inside  of 
her,  that  Paul  looked  upon  the  yoiing  lady  with 
consternation,  as  a  kind  of  learned  Guy  Faux,  or 
artificial  Bogle,  stuffed  full  of  scholastic  straw. 

He  aequitted  himself  very  well,  nevertlieless ; 
and  Miss  Blimber,  commending  him  as  giving  pro- 
mise  of  getting  on  fast,  immediately  provided  him 
with  subject  B;  from  which  he  passed  to  C,  and 
even  D  before  dinner.  It  was  hard  work,  resuming 
his  studies,  soon  after  dinner;  and  he  felt  cfiddy 
and  confused,  and  drowsy  and  dull.  But  all  the 
other  young  gentlt^men  had  similar  sensations,  and 
were  obliged  to  resume  their  studies  too,  if  there 
were  any  comfort  in  that.  It  was  a  wonder  that 
the  great  clock  in  the  hall,  instead  of  being  con- 
stant  to  its  first  enquiry,  never  said,  "Gentlemen, 
we  will  now  resume  our  studies,"  for  that  phrase 
was  ofl<n  enough  repeated  in  its  neighbourhood. 
The  studies  went  round  like  a  mighty  wheel,  and 
the  young  gentlemen  were  always  stretched  upon 
it 

Afler  tea  there  were  exercises  again,  and  prepa. 
rations  for  Aext  day  by  candle-light  And  in  due 
course  there  was  bed ;  where,  but  for  that  resurop. 


tion  of  the  studies  which  took  place  in  dream 
were  rest  and  sweet  forgetfulness. 

Oh  Ssturdays !  Oh  happy  Saturdays,  when  Fk 
rence  always  came  at  noon,  and  never  would,  i 
any  weather,  stay  away,  though  Mrs.  Pipchi 
snarled  and  growled,,  and  worried  her  bitterl] 
Those  Saturdays  were  Sabbaths  for  at  least  tw 
little  Christians  among  all  the  Jews,  and  did  the  bd 
Sabbath  work  of  strengthening  and  knitting  op 
brother*8  and  a  sister's  love. 

Not  even  Sunday  nights  — the  heavy  Sunda 
nights,  whose  shadow  darkened  the  first  wakin 
burst  of  light  on  Sunday  mornings— •  could  mi 
those  precious  Saturdays.  Whetlier  it  was  the  grei 
sea  shore,  where  they  sat,  and  strolled  together ;  ( 
whether  it  was  only  Mrs.  Pipchin*s  dull  back  roor 
in  which  she  sang  to  him  so  softly,  with  his  drowi 
head  upon  her  arm ;  Paul  never  cared.  It  wi 
Florence.  That  was  all  he  thought  of.  So,  c 
Sunday  nights,  when  the  Doctor's  dark  door  stoc 
agape  to  swallow  him  up  for  another  week,  the  tin 
was  come  for  taking  leave  of  Florence ;  no  one  els 

Mrs.  Wickam  had  been  drafted  home  to  the  houi 
in  town,  and  Miss  Nipper,  now  a  smart  young  woma: 
had  come  down.  To  many  a  single  combat  wil 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  did  Miss  Nipper  gallantly  dcvo 
herself;  und  if  ever  Mrs.  Pipchin  in  all  her  life  hs 
found  her  match,  she  had  found  it  now.  Miss  Ni 
per  tlirew  awav  the  scabbard  the  fir^  morning  si 
arose  in  Mrs.  I^ipcbin's  house.  She  asked  and  ga> 
no  quarter.  She  said  it  must  be  war,  and  war 
was ;  and  Mrs.  Pipchin  lived  from  that  time  in  tl 
midst  of  surprises,  harassings,  and  defiances ;  an 
skirmishing  attacks  that  came  bouncing  in  upc 
her  from  the  passage,  even  in  unguarded  momen 
of  chops,  and  carried  desolation  to  her  very  toust 

Miss  Nipper  had  returned  one  Sunday  night  wi( 
Florence,  from  walking  back  with  Paul  to  3ie  Do 
tor's,  when  Florence  took  from  her  bosom  a  litt 
piece  of  paper,  on  which  she  had  pencilled  dow 
some  words. 

"See  here,  Susan,"  she  said.  "These  are  tl 
names  of  the  little  books  that  Paul  brings  home 
do  those  long  exercises  with,  when  he  is  so  tire 
I  copied  them  last  night  while  he  was  writing.** 

"  Don't  show  'em  to  me.  Miss  Floy,  if  you  pleaee 
returned  Nipper,  "  I M  as  soon  see  Mrs.  Pipchin.* 

"  I  want  you  to  buy  them  for  me,  Susan,  if  yc 
will,  to-morrow  morning,  I  have  money  enough 
said  Florence. 

"Why,  goodness  gracious  me,  Miss  Floy,"  r 
turned  Miss  Nipper,  "  bow  can  you  talk  like  thi 
when  you  have  books  upon  books  already,  ai 
masterscs  and  mississes  a  teaching  of  you  ever; 
thing  continual,  though  my  belief  is  that  your  I* 
Miss  Dombey,  never  would  have  Icnrnt  you  nothing 
never  would  have  thought  of  it,  unless  you  M  askt 
him — when  he  couldn't  well  refuse;  but  givii 
consent  when  asked,  and  offering  when  unaske 
Miss,  is  quite  two  tilings ;  I  may  not  have  my  o 
jections  to  a  young  man's  kcepmg  company  wi( 
me,  and  when  he  puts  the  question,  may  say  ^yei 
but  that 's  not  saying  *'  would  you  be  so  kind  i 
like  me.'" 

"But  you  esn  buy  me  the  books,  Susan;  an 
you  will,  when  you  know  why  I  want  them." 

"  Well,  Miss,  and  why  do  you  want  'em  t 
replied  Nipper;  adding,  in  a  lower  voice,'* If 
was  to  fling  at  Mrs.  Pipchin's  head,  I  *d  buy  a  car 
load." 

"  I  think  I  oould  perhaps  give  Paul  some  bel] 
J  Susan,  if  I  had  these  books,"  said  Fiorenoe,  ^  aa 
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ake  the  coming  week  a  little  easier  to  him.  At 
ut  1  want  to  try.  So  buy  them  for  me,  dear,  and 
will  never  forget  bow  kiod  it  was  of  you  to  do 

It  most  have  been  a  harder  heart  than  Susan 
ipper*s  that  could  have  lejected  the  little  purse 
loreuoe  held  out  with  these  wordis,  or  the  gentle 
ok  of  entreaty  with  which  she  seconded  her  peti- 
on.  Susan  put  the  purse  in  her  pocket  without 
(ply,  and  trotted  out  at  once  upon  her  errand. 
The  books  were  not  easy  to  procure ;  and  the  an- 
ver  at  several  shops  was,  either  that  they  were  just 
(It  of  them,  or  that  they  never  kept  them,  or  that 
ley  had  had  a  great  many  last  month,  or  thitt  they 
ipected  a  great  many  next  week.  But  Susan  was 
ot  essily  baffled  in  such  an  enterprise ;  and  having 
atrapped  a  white-haired  youth,  in  a  black  calico 
pron,  from  a  library  where  she  was  known,  to  ac- 
ompany  her  in  her  quest,  she  led  him  such  a  lile 
1  going  up  and  down,  that  he  exerted  himself  to 
le  utmost^  if  it  were  only  to  get  rid  of  her ;  and 
nally  enabled  her  to  return  home  in  triumph. 

With  these  treasures  then,  after  her  own  daily 
»8ons  were  over,  Florence  sat  down  at  night  to 
rack  Paul's  footstepa  through  the  thorny  ways  of 
larning ;  and  being  possessed  of  a  naturally  quick 
nd  sound  capocity,  and  taught  by  that  most  won. 
erful  of  masters,  love,  it  was  not  long  before  she 
ained  upon  Paul's  heels,  and  caught  and  passed 
lim. 

Not  a  word  of  this  was  breathed  to  Mrs.  Pipchin : 
ut  many  a  night  when  they  were  all  in  bed,  and 
rhen  Miss  Nipper,  with  her  hair  in  papers  and  her- 
lelf  asleep  in  some  uncomibrtable  attitude,  reposed 
ineonscious  by  her  side ;  and  when  the  chinking 
ishes  in  the  grate  were  cold  and  grey ;  and  when 
he  candles  were  burnt  down  and  guttering  out  ;— 
rlorenoe  tried  so  hard  to  be  a  substitute  for  one 
iinull  Dombey,  that  her  fortitude  and  perseverance 
night  have  almo^  won  her  a  free  right  to  bear  the 
lame  herself. 

And  high  was  her  reward,  when  one  Saturday 
evening,  as  little  Paul  was  sitting  down  as  usual  to 
^  resume  his  studies,**  she  sat  down  by  his  side,  and 
ihowed  him  all  that  was  so  roughymade  smooth, 
md  all  that  was  so  dark,  made  clear  and  plain,  be- 
ore  him.  It  was  nothing  but  a  startled  look  in 
Paul's  wan  face  —  a  flush  —  a  smile  —  and  then  a 
iUt&e  embrace  —  but  God  knows  how  her  heart 
«aped  up  at  this  rich  payment  for  her  trouble. 

"Ob.^Floy!"  cried  her  brother.  "How  I  love 
^ou  I    How  1  love  you,  Floy !" 

"And  I  you,  dear r 

"Oh  t  I  am  sure  of  thot,  Floy.'* 

He  said  no  more  about  it,  but  all  that  evening 
lat  dose  by  her,  very  quiet ;  and  in  the  night  he 
called  out  from  his  little  room  within  hers,  three  or 
four  times.  Chat  he  loved  her. 

Regularly,  after  that,  Florence  was  prepared  to 
lit  down  with  Paul  on  Saturday  night,*and  patiently 
smist  him  through  so  much  as  they  could  antici- 
pate  together,  of  !iis  next  w^k's  work.  The  cheer- 
ing thought  that  he  was  labouring  on  where  Flo- 
rence had  just  toiled  before  him,  would,  of  itself, 
have  been  a  stimulant  to  Paul  in  the  perpetual  re- 
mmption  of  his  studies ;  but  coupled  with  the  ac- 
tual lightening  of  his  load,  consequent  on  this  as- 
sistance, it  saved  him,  possibly,  from  sinking  under- 
neath  the  burden  which  the  fair  Cornelia  Blimber 
piled  upon  his  back. 

It  was  not  that  Miss  Blimber  meant  to  be  too 
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bear  too  heavily  on  the  young  gentlemen  in  gene- 
ral. Cornelia  merely  held  the  faith  in  which  she 
had  been  bred ;  ana  the  I>octor,  in  some  partial 
confusion  of  his  ideas,  regarded  the  young  gentle- 
men as  if  they  were  ail  Doctors,  and  were  born 
grown*  up.  Comforted  by  the  applause  of  the  young 
gentlemen's  nearest  relations,  and  urged  on  by 
their  blind  Vanity  and  ill-considered  hasie,  it  would 
have  been  strange  if  Doctor  Blimber  had  discovered 
his  mistake,  or  trimmed  his  swelling  sails  to  any 
other  tuck. 

Thus  Sn  the  ease  of  Pauk  When  Doctor  Blim- 
her  said  he  made  great  progrevs,  and  was  naturally 
clever,  Mr.  Dombey  was  more  bent  than  ever  on 
his  being  forced  and  crammed.  In  the  case  of 
Briggs,  when  Doctor  Blimber  reported  that  he  did 
not  make  great  progress  yet,  and  was  not  naturally 
clever,  Briggs  senior  was  inexorable  in  the  same 
purpose.  In  short,  however  high  and  false  the  tem- 
perature at  which  the  Doctor  kept  his  hothouse,  tho 
owners  of  the  plants  were  always  ready  to  lend  a 
helping  hand  at  the  bellows,  and  to  stir  the  fire. 

Such  spirits  as  he  had  in  the  outset,  Paul  soon 
lost  of  course.  But  he  retained  all  that  was  strange, 
and  old,  and  thoughtful,  in  his  character  :  and  un- 
der circumstances  so  favourable  to  the  development 
of  those  tendencies,  became  even  more  strange,  and 
old,  and  thoughtful,  than  before. 

The  only  difference  was,  that  he  kept  his  charac- 
ter to  himself.  He  grew  more  thoughtful  and  re- 
served, every  day  ;  and  had  no  such  curiosity  in 
any  living  member  of  the  Doctor's  household,  as 
he  had  hud  in  Mrs.  Pipchin.  He  loved  to  be  alone ; 
and  in  those  short  intervals  when  he  was  not  occu- 
pied  with  his  books,  liked  nothing  so  well  as  wan- 
dering  about  the  houite  by  himself,  or  sitting  on  the 
stairs,  listening  to  the  great  clock  in  the  hall.  He 
was  intimate  with  all  the  paper-hanging  in  tho 
house ;  saw  things  that  no  one  else  saw  in  the  pot 
terns;  found  out  niintaiure  tigers  and  lions  running 
up  the  bedroom  walls,  and  squinting  faces  leering 
in  the  squares  and  diamonds  of  the  floorcloth. 

The  solitary  child  lived  on,  surrounded  by  this 
arabesque  work  of  his  musing  fancy,  and  no  one 
understood  him.  Mrs.  Blimber  thought  him  "  odd," 
and  sometimes  the  servants  said  among  tliemselves 
that  little  Dombey  "moped ;"  but  that  was  all. 

Unless  young  Toots  had  some  idea  on  the  sub- 
ject, to  the  expression  of  which  he  was  wholly  un- 
equal. Ideas,  like  ghosts  (according  to  the  com- 
mon  notion  of  ghosts),  must  be  spoken  to  a  little 
before  they  wilt  explain  themselves ;  and  Toots 
had  long  left  off  asking  any  questions  of  his  own 
mind.  Some  mist  there  may  have  been,  issuing 
from  that  leaden  casket,  his  cranium,  which,  if  it 
could  have  taken  shape  and  form,  would  have  be- 
come a  genie ;  but  it  could  not ;  and  it  only  so  far 
followed  the  example  of  the  smoke  in  the  Arabian 
story,  OS  to  roll  out  in  a  thick  cloud,  and  there  hang 
and  hover.  But  it  left  a  little  figure  visible  upon  a 
lonely  shore,  and  Toots  was  always  staring  at  it. 

"How  are  you?"  he  would  say  to  Paul,  fifty 
times  a-day. 

"Quite  well,  Sir, thank  you,*'^Panl  would  answer. 
"Shake  hands,"  would  be  Toots's  next  advance. 
Which  Paul,  of  course,  would  immediately  do. 
Mr.  Toots  generally  said  again,  after  a  bng  interval 
of  staring  and  hard  breathing, "  How  ure  you  7" 
To  which  Paul  again  replied,  "Quite  well^  Sir, 
thank  you." 

One  evening  Mr.  Toots  was  sitting  at  his  desk 


OS 


VOUBI^Y  AND  SON* 


ieeroed  to  flash  upon  him.  He  laid  down  his  pen, 
and  went  oif  to  seek  Paul,  whom  be  found  at  last, 
after  a  long  search,  looking^  through  the  window 
of  his  little  bedroom. 

"  I  say  !"  cried  Toots,  speaking  the  moment  he 
entered  the  room,  lest  he  should  forget  it ;  **  w<l^  do 
you  tliink  about  ?" 

**  Oh !  I  think  about  a  great  many  things,"  re- 
plied  Paul. 

**  Do  you,  thoi:^h  7"  said  Toots,  appearing  to  coo- 
sider  that  fact  in  itself  surprising. 

**  If  you  had  to  die,"  said  Paul,  looking  up  into 
his  face- 
Mr.  Toots  started,  and  seemed  much  disturbed. 

"  —  Don*t  you  think  you  would  rather  die  on  a 
moonlight  night,  wlien  Uie  sky  was  quite  clear,  and 
the  wind  blowing,  as  it  did  last  nij^ht  7" 

Mr.  T«M)ts  said,  looking  doubtfully  at  Paul,  and 
shaking  his  head,  that  he  didn*t  know  about  that 

^  Not  blowing,  at  least,"  said  Poul,  **  but  sounding 
in  the  air  like  the  sea  sounds  in  tlie  shells.  It  was 
a  beautiful  night.  When  I  had  listened  to  the 
water  for  a  long  time,  I  got  up  and  looked  out. 
There  was  a  boat  over  there,  in  the  full  light  of  the 
moon:  a  boat  with  a  saiL" 

The  child  looked  at  him  so  steadfastly,  and  spoke 
6o  earnestly,  that  Mr.  Toots,  feeling  himself  called 
upon  to  say  something  about  this  boat,  said  ** Smug- 
glers." But  with  an  impartial  remembrance  of 
there  being  two  sides  to  every  question,  he  added, 
**  or  Preventive." 

"A  boat  with  a  sail,"  repeated  Paul,  ♦*  in  the  full 
light  of  the  moon.  Tiie  sail  like  an  arm,  ali  silver. 
It  went  away  into  the  distance,  and  what  do  you 
think  it  seemed  to  do  as  it  moved  with  the  waves  7" 

••  Pitch,"  said  Mr.  Tools. 

"  It  seemed  to  beckon,"  said  the  child,  "  to  beck- 
im  me  to  come ! — There  she  is  !-^Theie  she  is !" 

Toots  was  almost  beside  himself  with  dismay  at 
this  sudden  ezclauiation,  after  what  had  gone  be^ 
fore,  and  cried  **  Who !" 

**  My  sister  Florence !"  cried  Paul,  "  looking  up 


here,  and  waving  her  hand.  6he  sees  me — ^she  set 
me !     Good  night,  dear,  good  night,  good  night!" 

His  quick  transition  to  a  state  pf  unbounde 
pleasure,  as  he  stood  at  hi:«  window,  kissing  an 
clapping  hiB  hands:  and  the  way  in  which  ih 
light  retreated  from  his  features  as  she  passed  oi 
of  his  view,  and  lefl  a  patient  melancholy  on  tli 
little  face :  were  too  remarkable  wholly  to  escaf 
even  Toots's  notice.  Their  interview  being  inte 
rupted  at  this  moment  by  a  visit  from  Mrs.  Pipchii 
who  usually  brought  ber  black  skirts  to  bear  upc 
Paul  just  bc^re  dusk,  once  or  twice  a  week.  Tool 
had  no  opportunity  of  improving  the  occasion;  bi 
i(  lefl  so  marked  an  impression  on  his  mind  that  h 
twice  returned,  af\cr  having  exchanged  the  usus 
salutations,  to  ask  Mrs.  Pipchin  how  she  did.  Th 
the  irascible  old  lady  conceived  to  be  a  deeply-di 
vised  and  long-medituted  insult,  originating  in  ti: 
diabolical  iuventiou  of  the  weak-eyed  young  ma 
down  stairs,  against  whom  she  accordingly  lodge 
a  formal  complaint  with  Doctor  Bliinber  that  ver 
night;  who  mentioned  to  the  young  man  that  if  b 
ever  did  it  again,  he  should  be  obliged  to  part  wit 
him. 

The  evenings  being  longer  now,  Paul  stole  up  1 
his  window  every  evening  to  look  out  for  Florene 
She  always  passed  and  repassed  at  a  certain  timi 
until  she  saw  him ;  and  their  mutual  recpgnitio 
was  a  gleam  of  sunshine  in  Paul's  daily  life.  Ol\e 
after  dark,  one  other  figure  walked  alone  before  th 
Doctor's  house.  He  rarely  joined  them  on  the  & 
turday  now.  He  could  not  bear  it.  He  would  n 
tiier  come  unrecognised,  and  look  up  at  the  window 
where  his  son  was  qualifying  for  a  man ;  and  wai 
and  watch,  and  plaji,  and  liope. 

Oh !  could  he  but  have  seen,  or  seen  as  othei 
did,  the  slight  spare  boy  above,  watehing  the  wav< 
and  clouds  at  twilight,  with  his  earnest  eyes,  an 
breasting  the  window  of  his  solitary  cago  whc 
birds  flew,  by,  as  if  he  would  have  emulated  then 
and  soared  away  1 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

SHIPPING  INTELLIGENCE  AND  OFFICE  BUSINESS. 


Mr,  Dovbky'b  offices  were  in  a  court  where  there 
was  an  old-eRtablished  stall  of  choice  fruit  at  the 
corner;  where  perambulating  merchants,  of  both 
■exes,  offered  fur  sale  at  any  time  between  the 
hours  of  ten  and  five,  sHppers,  pocket-books, 
sponges,  dogs*  collars,  and  Windsor  soap;  and 
sometimes  a  pointer  or  an  oil  painting. 

The  pointer  always  camo  that  way,  with  a  view 
to  the  Stock  Exchange,  where  a  sporting  taste  (ori- 
^natiiig  generally  in  bets  of  new  hats)  is  much  in 
Vogue.  The  other  commodities  were  addressed  to 
the  general  public ;  but  they  were  never  offer<;d  by 
the  vendors  to  Mr.'Domboy,  When  he  appeared, 
the  dealers  in  those  wares  fell  off  respectfully.  The 
principal  slip[>er  and  dogs'  collar  man — who  consi- 
dered himself  a  public  character,  and  whoso  por- 
trait was  screwed  on  to  an  artistes  door  in  Cheap- 
side — threw  up  his  forefinger  to  the  brim  of  his  hat 
as  Mr.  Dombey  went  by.  The  ticket. porter,  if  he 
weiQ  not  absent  on  a  job,  always  ran  officiously  be- 


fore,  to  open  Mr.  Dombey's  office  door  as  wide  i 
possible,  and  hold  it  open,  with  his  hat  off,  while  i 
entered. 

The  clerks  within  were  not  a  whit  behindbai 
in  their  demonstrations  of  respect  A  solemn  hw 
prevailed,  as  Mr.  Dombey  passed  through  the  cob 
office.  The  wit  of  the  Counting- House  became  i 
a  moment  as  mute  as  the  row  of  leathern  fire-bucj 
ets  hanging  up  behind  him.  Such  vapid  and  fli 
daylight  as  filtered  through  the  ground-glass  wii 
dows  and  skylights,  leaving  a  black  sediment  upc 
the  panes,  showed  ^he  books  and  papers,  and  tl 
figures  bending  over  them,  enveloped  in  a  stadioi 
gux)ra,  and  as  m\ich  abstracted  in  appearance  froi 
the  world  without,  as  if  they  were  assembled  at  tl 
bottom  of  the  sea ;  while  a  mouldy  little  etron 
room  in  the  obscure  perspective,  where  a  shade 
lamp  was  always  burning,  might  have  repreacntc 
the  cavern  of  some  ocean-monstcr,  looking  on  wit 
a  red  eye  at  these  mysleries  of  tlie  deep. 
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When  PcrclTthe  menenger,  whose  place  wm  on 
little  bracket,  Kke  a  timepiece,  saw  Mr.  Dombey 
ome  in — or  rather  when  he  felt  that  he  was  com- 
ig,  for  he  had  nsually  an  instinctive  sense  of  his 
pproach  —  he  hurried  into  Mr.  Dombey *8  room, 
birred  the  fire,  quarried  ^sh  coaU  from  the  bowels 
f  the  coal  box,  hung  the  newspaper  to  air  upon  the 
mder,  put  the  chair  ready,  and  the  screen  in  its 
lace,  and  was  round  upon  his  heel  on  the  instant 
f  Mr.  Dombey *8  entrance,  to  take  his  great-coat 
nd  hat.  and  hang  them  up.  Then  Perch  took  the 
lewspaper,  and  gave  it  a  turn  or  two  in  his  hands 
eibre  the  fire,  and  laid  it,  deferentially,  at  Mr. 
>ambey*s  elbow.  And  so  little  objection  had  Perch 
o  being  deferential  in  the  last  degree,  that  if  he 
night  have  laid  himself  at  Mr.  Dombey*s  feet,  or 
night  have  called  him  by  some  such  title  as  used 
o  be  bestowed  upon  the  Caliph  Haroun  Alraschid, 
le  would  have  been  all  the  better  pleased. 

As  this  honour  would  have  been  an  innovation 
ind  an  experiment.  Perch  was  fain  to  content  him. 
elf  by  expressing  as  well  as  he  could,  in  his  man- 
ler.  You  are  the  light  of  my  Eyes.  Yon  arc  tlie 
Ireath  of  my  So.ul.  You  are  the  commander  of 
he  Faithful  rerch !  With  this  imperfect  happiness 
o  cheer  him,  he  would  shut  the  door  sofUy,  walk 
Lway  on  tiptoe,  and  leave  his  great  chief  to  be 
(fared  at,  through  a  dome^shapcd  window  in  the 
eada,  by  uriy  chimney  pots  and  backs  .of  houses, 
tnd  especiuly  by  the  bold  window  of  a  hair-cuttinf 
laloon  on  a  first  floor,  where  a  waxen  effigy,  bald 
IB  a  Mussulman  in  the  morning,  and  covered,  afler 
sieren  o'clock  in  the  day,  with  luxuriant  hair  and 
irhiskers  in  the  latest  Christian  fashion,  showed 
lim  the  wrong  side  of  its  head  for  ever. 

Between  Mr.  Dombey  and  the  common  world,  as 
it  was  accessible  through  the  medium  of  the  outer 
ifficc  —  to  which  Mr.  Dombey*s  presence  in  his 
ywn  room  may  be  said  to  have  struck  like  damp, 
jr  cold  air  —  there  were  two  degrees  of  descent 
Mr.  Carker  in  his  own  ofBce  was  the  first  step ; 
Mr.  Morfin,  in  hii  own  office,  was  the  second 
Bach  of  these  gentlemen  occupied  a  little  chamber 
ike  a  bath-room,  opening  from  the  passage  outside 
Mr.  Dombejr's  door.  Mr.  Carker,  as  Grand  Vizier, 
inhabited  the  room  that  was  nearest  to  the  Sultan. 
Mr.  Morfin,  as  an  officer  of  inferior  state,  inhabited 
the  room  that  was  nearest  to  the  clerks. 

The  gentleman  last  mentioned  was  a  cheerful- 
looking,  hazeKeyed  elderly  bachelor:  gravely  at- 
tired, as  to  his  upper  man,  in  black ;  and  as  to  his 
tegs,  in  pepper  and  salt  colour.  His  dark  hair  was 
pist  touched  here  and  there  with  specks  of  grey, 
IS  though  the  tread  of  Time  had  splashed  it :  and 
tiis  whiskers  were  already  white.  He  bad  a  mighty 
respect  for  Mr.  Dombey,  and  rendered  him  due 
liomage ;  bat  as  he  was  of  a  genial  temper  himself) 
ind  never  wholly  at  his  ease  in  that  stately  pre. 
lence,  he  was  disquieted  by  no  jealousy  of  tlie 
many  conferences  enfoyed  by  Mr.  Carker,  ^nd  felt 
t  secret  satisfaction  m  having  duties  to  discharge, 
ppfatch  ral^ely  eiposed  him  to  be  singled  out  lor 
mch  distinction.  He  was  a  great  musical  amateur 
in-  his  way  —  afbr  business ;  and  had  a  paternal 
ifI<&ction  for  his  violoncello,  which  was  once  in 
jvery  week  transported  from  Islington,  his  place 
sf  abode,  to  a  certain  club-room  hard  by  the  Bank, 
lirhere  quartettes  of  the  most  tormenting  and  ex- 
ertidating  nature  were  execated  every  Wednesday 
Bvening  by  a  private  party. 

Mr.  Carker  was  a  gentleman  thirty-eight  or  forty 
jrears  old,  of  a  florid  complexion,  and  with  two 


anbroken  rows  of  glistening  teeth,  whose  regularity 
and  whiteness  were  quite  distressing.  It  was  im 
possible  to  escape  the  observation  of  them,  for  he 
showed  them*  whenever  he  spoke  ;  and  bore  so  wide 
a  smile  upon  his  countenance  (a  smile,  however, 
very  rarely,  indeed,  extending  beyond  his  month), 
that^ere  was  something  in  it  like  the  snarl  of  a 
cat  He  affected  a  stiff  white  cravat,  aflcr  the  ex- 
ample of  his  principal,  and  was  always  closely 
buttoned  up  and  tightly  dressed.  His  manner  to- 
wards Mr.  Dombey  was  deeply  conceived  and  per- 
fectly expressed.  He  was  familiar  with  him,  in 
the  very  extremity  of  his  sense  of  the  distance  be- 
tween them.  **Mr.  Dombey,  to  a  man  in  your 
position  from  a  man  in  mine,  there  is  no  show  of 
subservience  compatible  with  the  transaction  of 
business  between  us,  that  I  should  think  sufficient 
I  frankly  tell  you.  Sir,  I  give  it  up  altogether.  I 
feel  that  I  could  not  satisfy  my  own  mind ;  and 
Heaven  knows,  Mr.  Dombey,  you  can  afford  to 
dispense  with  the  endeavour."  If  he  had  carried 
these  words  about  with  him  printed  on  a  placard, 
and  had  constantly  offered  it  to  Mr.  Dombey^s 
perusal  on  the  breast  of  his  coat,  he  could  not  have 
been  niore  explicit  than  he  was. 

This  was  Carker  tiie  Manager.  Mr.  Carker  the 
Junior,  Walter*s  friend,  was  his  brother ;  two  or 
three  years  older  than  he,  but  widely  removed  in 
station.  The  younger  brother*s  post  was  on  the 
top  of  the  official  ladder ;  the  elder  brother's  at  the 
bottom.  The  elder  brother  never  gained  a  stavcj  or 
raised  his  foot  to  mount  one.  Young  men  passed 
above  his  head,  and  rose  and  rose ;  but  he  was  al- 
ways at  the  bottom.  He  was  quite  resigned  to 
occupy  that  low  condition :  never  complained  of  it: 
and  certainly  never  hoped  to  escape  from  it 

**  How  do  you  do  this  morning  ?**  said  Mr.  Car- 
ker the  Manager,  entering  Mr.  Dombey*s  room 
soon  afler  his  arrival  one  day :  with  a  bundle  of 
papers  in  his  hand. 

**  How  do  you  do,  Carker  ?"  said  Mr.  Dombey 
rising  from  his  cliair,  and  standing  with  his  bad 
to  the  fire.    **  Have  you  anything  there  for  me  ?" 

"I  don't  know  that  I  need  trouble  you,"  returned 
Carker,  turning  over  the  papers  in  his  hand.  •*  You 
have  a  committee  to-day  at  three,  you  know!" 

•*  And  one  at  tliree,  three  quarters,"  added  Mr, 
Dombey. 

••  Catch  you  forgetting  anything !"  exclaimed 
Carker,  still  turnhig  over  his  papers.  ^'  If  Mr. 
Paul  inherits  your  memory,  he  '11  be  a  troublesome 
cu8tom<^r  in  the  house.    One  of  you  is  enough." 

**  You  have  an  accurate  memory  of  your  own," 
said  Mr.  Dombey. 

♦•Oh!  ir  returned  the  Manager.  "It's  the 
only  canital  of  a  man  like  me." 

Mr.  Dombey  did  not  look  less  pompous  or  at  all 
displedsed,  as  lie  stood  leaning  against  the  chimney- 
piece,  surveying  his  (of  course  unconscious)  clerk, 
fVom  head  to  foot.  The  stiffness  and  nicety  of  Mft 
Carkcr's  dress,  and  a  certain  arrogance  of  manner, 
cither  natural  to  him,  or  imitated  from  a  pattern 
not  far  off,  gave  great  additional  effisct  to  his 
humility.  He  seemed  a  man  who  would  contend 
against  the  power  that  vanquished  him,  if  he  could, 
but  who  was  utterly l>orne  down  by  the  greaLuO^se 
and  superiority  of  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Is  Morfin  here  ?"  asked  Mr.  Dombey,  after  a 
short  pause,  during  which  Mr.  Carker  had  been 
fluttering  his  papers,  and  muttering  little  abstracts  ' 
of  their  contents  to  himselC 

**  Morfin 's  here,"  he  answered,  looking  up  with 
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his  widest  and  most  sudden  smile;  ** hamming 
musical  recollections — of  his  last  nig^hf  s  quartette 
pai  ty,  I  suppose — through  the  walls  between  us, 
and  driving  nno  half  mad.  I  wish  heM  make  a 
bonfire  of  iiis  violoncello,  and  burn  bis  music-books 
in  it,"  , 

"  You  respect  nobody,  Carker,  I  think,"  said  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"  No  ?"  inquired  Carker,  with  another  wide  and 
roost  feline  show  of  his  teeth.  "  Well !  Not  many 
people,  I  believe.  I  wou)dn*t  answer  perhaps,"  he 
murmured,  as  if  he  were  only  tiiinking  it,  "for 
more  than  one." 

A  dangerous  quality,  if  real ;  and  a  not  less  dan. 
gerous  one,  if  feigned.  But  Mr.  Dombey  ha'dlv 
seemed  to  thiuk  so,  as  he  still  stood  with  his  back 
to  the  fire,  drawn  up  to  his  full  height,  and  looking 
at  his  heid-clerk  with  a  dignified  composure,  in 
which  there  seemed  to  lurk  a  stronger  latent  sense 
of  power  tlian  u«ual. 

"  Talking  of  Morfin,"  resumed  Mr.  Carker.  Uk- 
ing  out  one  paper  from  the  rest,  **  he  reports  a  ju- 
nior dead  in  the  agency  at  Barbadoes,  and  proposes 
to  reserve  a  passage  in  the  Son  and  Heir — she  Ml 
sail  in  a  month  or  so  —  for  the  successor.  You 
don*l  care  who  goes,  I  suppose  7  We  have  nobody 
of  that  sort  here." 

Mr.  Dombey  shook  his  head  with  supreme  indif- 
ference. 

**  It  ^s  no  very  precious  appointment,**  observed 
Mr.  Carker,  taking  up  a  pen,  with  which  to  endorse 
a  memorandum  on  the  back  of  the  paper.  "  I  hope 
be  may  bestow  it  on  some  orphan  nephew  of  a  mu- 
sicol  friend.  It  may  perhaps  stop  his  fiddle^lay- 
ing,  if  he  Ims  a  gift  that  way.  Who  *s  that  7  Come 
in !" 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Carker.  I  didn't 
know  you  were  here,  Sir,"  answered  Walter,  ap- 
pearlng  with  some  letters  in  his  hand,  unopened, 
and  newly  arrived.  "  Mr.  Carker  the  Junior,  Sir — " 

At  the  mention  of  this  name,  Mr.  Carker  the 
Manager  was,  or  affected  to  be,  touched  to  the  quick 
with  shuroe  and  humiliation.  He  caet  his  eyes  full 
on  Mr.  Dombey  with  an  altered  and  apologetic  look, 
abased  them  on  the  ground,  and  remained  for  a 
moment  without  speaking. 

*'  I  thought,  Sir,"  he  said  suddenly  and  angrjly, 
turning  on  Walter,  "  that  you  had .  been  before  re- 
quested not  to  drag  Mr.  Carker  the  Junior  into 
your  conversation." 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,'*  returned  Walter.  **  I  was 
only  going  to  say  that  Mr.  Carker  the  Junior  bad 
told  me  he  believed  you  were  gone  out,  or  I  should 
not  have  knocked  at  the  door  when  you  wore  en- 
gaged  with  Mr.  Dombey.  These  are  letters  for 
Mr.  Dombey,  Sir." 

"  Very  well.  Sir,"  returned  Mr.  Carker  the  Ma- 
nager,  plucking  them  sharply  from  his  hand.  **Go 
about  your  bunmess.'* 

But  in  taking  them  with  so  little  ceremony,  Mr. 
Oirker  dropped  one  on  the  floor,  and  did  not  see 
what  he  had  done;  neither  did  Mr.  Dombey  ob- 
serve  tlie  letter  lying  near  his  feet  Walter  hesi- 
tated for  a  moment,  thinking  that  one  or  other  of 
them  would  notice  it;  but  finding  that  neither  did, 
he  stopped,  came  back,  pinked  it  up,  and  laid  it 
himself  on  Mr.  Dombcy*s  desk.  The  letters  were 
post-letters ;  and  it  happened  tli.it  the  one  in  ques- 
^was  Mrs.  Pipchin's  nguljr  report,  directed  as 
^^•for  Mrs.  Pipchin  was  but  an  indifferent 
'  man  —  by  Florence.  Mr.  Dombey,  having 
intion  silently  called  to  this  letter  by  Walter, 


started  and  looked  fiorcely  at  him,  as  if  1b  beiitvi 
that  he  had  purposely  selected  it  from  all  the  rest 

**  You  can  leave  the  room,  Sir  V*  said  Mr.  Doi 
bey,  haughtily. 

ne  crushed  the  letter  in  his  hand ;  and  havii 
watched  WaRer  out  at  the  door,  put  it  in  bis  poet 
without  breaking  the  seal. 

**  You  want  somebody  to  send  to  the  West  1 
dies,  you  were  saying,**  observed  Mr.  Domb< 
hurriedly. 

**  Yes,**  replied  Carker. 

"  Send  young  Gay.** 

"  Good,  very  good  indeed.  Nothing  easier,"  si 
Mr.  Carker,  without  any  show  of  surprise,  i 
taking  up  the  pen  to  re-indorse  the  letter,  as  ooo 
as  he  had  done  before.    "  *  Send  young  Gay  I*  ** 

"Call  him  back,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

Mr.  Carker  was  quick  to  do  so,  and  Walter  v 
quick  to  return. 

"  Gay,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  taming  a  little  to  k 
at  him  over  his  shoulder.    Here  is  a — *'. 

"  An  opening,**  said  Mr.  Carker,  with  his  moi 
stretched  to  the  utmost. 

"  In  the  West  Indies.  At  Barbadoes.  I  am  goi 
to  send  yon,**  said  Mr.  Dombey;  scorning  to  e 
hellish  the  bare  truth,  "  to  fill  a  junior  situation 
the  counting-house  at  Barbadoes.  Let  your  un 
know  from  me,  that  I  have  chosen  you  to  go  to  t 
West  Indies.** 

Walter's  breath  was  so  completely  taken  a« 
by  his  astonishment,  that  he  could  hardly  £ 
enough  for  the  repetition  of  the  worda  "•  West '. 
dies." 

"Somebody  must  go,"  said  Mr.  Dombev, *'a 
you  are  young  and  ncalUiy,  and  your  uncle*s  ( 
cumstances  are  not  good.  Tell  your  uode  ti 
you  are  appointed.  You  will  not  go,  yet,  Th 
will  be  an  interval  of  a  month— or  two  perhaps.* 

"  Shall  I  remain  there.  Sir  7"  inquired  Walter 

"Will  you  remain  there,  Sir!"  repealed  1 
Dombey,  turning  a  little  more  round  towards  hi 
**  What  do  you  mean  7  What  does  he  mean,  C 
ker  ?" 

"  Live  there,  Sir,**  faltered  Walter. 

•*  Certainly,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey. 

Walter  bowed. 

"That*B  all,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  resuming 
letters.  "You  will  explain  to  him  in  good  ti 
about  the  usual  outfit  and  so  forth,  darker, 
course.    He  needn*t  wait,  Carker." 

"  You  needn*t  wait,  Gay,**  observed  Mr.  Cark 
bare  to  the  ffums. 

"Unless,**   said   Mr.  Dombey,  stopping  in 
reading  without  looking  off  the  letter,  and  seem 
to  listen.     "  Unless  he  has  anything  to  aay.** 

"  No,  Sir,"  returned  Walter,  agiUted  and  c 
fused,  and  almost  stunned,  as  an  infinite  vart 
of  pictures  presented  themselves  to  his  mil 
among  which  Captain  Cuttle,  in  his  glaied  1 
transfixed  with  astonishment  at  Mrs.  Mao  Stinge 
and  hitf  nncle  bemoaning  his  loss  in  the  little  bi 
parlour,  held  prominent  places.  "  I  hardly  knoi 
I — I  am  much  obliged.  Sir." 

"  He  needn*t  wait,  Carker,'*  said  Mr.  Dombey 

And  as  Mr.  Carker  again  echoed  the  words»  i 
also  collected  his  papers  as  if  be  were  going  ai 
too,  Walter  felt  that  his  lingering  any  longer  wo 
tje  an  unpardonable  intrusion-~-especially  as  he  1 
nothing  to  say — and  therefore  walked  oat  qi 
confounded. 

Going  alonff  the  passage,  with  the  mingled  e 
•cioosncss  and  helplessness  of  a  dream,  be  bsi 
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Mr.  Dombey't  door  shut  ttgain^  as  Mr.  Carker  eame 
Dd:  and  immedifttely  afterwards  that  gentleman 
BtUedtohim. 

"Bring  jour  friend  Mr.Carker  the  Jonior  to  mj 
loom,  Sir,  if  you  please.^* 

Walter  went  to  the  outer  office  and  apprised  Mr. 
i^ker  the  Junior  of  his  errand,  who  accordingly 
rune  oat  from  behind  a  partition  where  he  sat 
ikme  in  one  comer,  and  returned  with  him  to  the 
Man  of  Mr.  Carker  the  Manager. 
That  gentleman  was  standing  with  his  back  to 
Ibe  fire,  and  his  hondtf  under  his  coat-tails,  looking 
W3  his  white  cravat,  as  unpromieingly  as  Mr. 
IXxabey  himself  could  have  looked.  He  received 
tiieffl  without  any  change  in  his  attitude  or  soften- 
to;  of  hid  harsh  and  black  expression :  merely 
B^ing  to  Walter  to  close  the  door. 
"John  Carker,**  said  the  Manager,  when  this 
rai  done,  turning  suddenly  upon  his  brother,  with 
lis  two  rows  of  teeth  bristling  as  if  he  would  have 
itten  him,  **  what  is  the  league  between  ypu  and 
bitf  joung  man,  in  virtue  of  which  I  am  haunted 
ad  hunted  by  the  mention  of  your  name  7  Is  it 
M  enough  for  you,  John  Carker,  that  I  am  your 
ear  relation  and  can*t  detach  myself  from  that — ** 
'^  Say  disgrace,  James,**  interposed  the  other  in  a 
vf  voice,  finding  that  be  stammered  for  a  word. 
Toa  mean  it,  and  have  reason,  say  disgrace.** 
"From  that  disgrace,*'  assented  his  brother  with 
Kn  emphasis,  **  but  is  the  fact  to  be  blurted  out 
Dd  trumpeted,  and  proclaimed  continually  in  the 
reaeoce  of  the  very  House  !  In  momenta  of  con. 
denoe  too  7  Do  you  think  your  name  is  calculated 
>faanBonise  in  this  place  with  trust  and  confidence, 
ob  Carker  V* 

"Ko,"  returned  the  other.    '*Na,  James.    God 
anwg  I  hare  no  such  thought** 
"  What  is  your  thought,  Uien  7**  said  his  brother, 
iBd  why  do  yoa  thrust  yourself  in  my  way? 
UTen*t  you  injured  me  enough  already  ?** 
^  I  have  never  injured  you,  James,  wilfully.** 
"You   are   my   brother,**    said    the    Manager. 
That  *s  injury  enough.** 
^  I  wish  I  conld  undo  it,  James.** 
"I  wish  you  could  and  would.** 
During  this   conversation,  Walter  had   looked 
Mnone  brother  to  the  other,  with  pain  and  amaze- 
ttnt.    He  who  was  the  Senior  in  )rears,  and  Junior 
k  the  house,  stood,  with  his  eyes  cast  upon  the 
Knod,  and  his  head  bowed,  humbly  listening  to 
^  reproachea  of  the  other.    Though  these  were 
Eodened  very  bitter  by  the  tone  and  look  with  which 
key  were  accompanied,  and  by  the  presence  of 
l^ilter  whom  they  so  much  surprised  and  shocked, 
t  entered  no  other  protest  against  them  tlian  by 
Sghtly  raising  his  right  hand  in  a  deprecatory 
toaer,  as  if  he  would  have  said,  "  Spare  me  !** 
0,  had  they  been  blows,  and  he  a  brave  man,  un* 
n  strong  constraint,  and  weakened  by  bodily  suf> 
nng,  he  might  have  stood  before  the  executioner. 
Generous  and  quick  in  all  his  emotions,  and  re- 
ading himself  as  the  iimocent  occasion  of  these 
lonts,  Walter  now  struck  in,  with  all  the  eamest- 
Bn  he  felt 

"Mr.Carker,**  he  said,  addressing  himself  to  the 
bnaj2[er.  **  Indeed,  indeed  this  is  my  fault  solely. 
B  a  kind  of  heedlessness,  for  which  I  cannot  blame 
lytclf  enough,  I  have,  I  have  no  doubt  mentioned 
Ir.  Carker  the  Junior  much  ofiener  than  was  ne. 
eaaary ;  and  have  allowed  his  name  sometimes  to 
hp  throogh  my  lips,  when  it  was  against  your  ex- 
vetted  wish.    But  it  has  been  my  own  mistake, 


Sir.  We  have  never  exchanged  one  word  upon  the 
subjecU^very  few,  indeed,  on  any  subject  And  it 
has  not  been,**  added  Walter,  after  a  moment*s 
pause,  **'  all  heedlessness  on  my  part,  Sir ;  for  I  have 
felt  an  interest  in  Mr.  Carker  ever  since  1  have 
been  bore,  and  have  hardly  been  able  to  help  speak- 
ing of  him  sometimes,  when  I  have  thought  of  him 
so  much  !** 

Walter  said  this  from  his  soul,  and  with  the  ^ery 
breath  of  honour.  For  he  looked  upon  the  bowed 
head,  and  the  downcast  eyes,  and  upraised  hand, 
and  thought,  *  I  have  felt  it :  and  why  should  I  not 
avow  it  in  behalf  of  this  unfriended,  broken  man  !* 

**  In  truth,  you  have  avoided  me,  Mr.  Carker," 
said  Walter,  with  the  tears  rising  to  his  eyes ;  so 
true  was  his  compassion.  "  I  know  it,  to  my  dis« 
appointment  and  regret  When  I  first  came  here, 
and  ever  since,  I  am  sure  I  have  tried  to  be  as 
much  your  friend,  as  one  of  my  age  could  presume 
to  be ;  but  it  has  been  of  no  use.** 

*'  And  observe,**  said  the  Manager,  taking  him 
up  quickly,  **  it  will  be  of  still  less  use.  Gay,  if  yoa 
persist  in  forcing  Mr.  John  Carker*s  name  on  peo- 
ple's attention.  That  is  not  the  way  to  befriend 
Mr.  John  Carker.    Ask  him  if  he  thinks  it  is.** 

**  It  is  no  service  to  me,**  said  the  brother.  *'  It 
only  leads  to  such  a  conversation  as  the  present, 
which  I  need  not  say  I  could  have  well  spared.  No 
one  can  be  a  better  friend  to  me  :**  he  spoke  here 
very  distinctly,  as  if  he  would  impress  it  upon 
Walter :  **  than  in  fi>rgetting  me,  and  leaving  me 
to  go  my  way,  unquestioned  and  unnoticed.** 

**  Your  memory  not  being  retentive.  Gay,  of 
what  you  are  told  by  others,**  said  Mr.  Carker  the 
Manager,  warming  himself  with  great  and  in- 
crease satis&ction,  **I  thought  it  well  that  you 
should  be  told  this  from  the  best  authority,**  nod- 
ding towards  his  brother.  **  You  are  not  likely  to 
forget  it  now,  I  hope.  That  *s  all.  Gay.  You  can 
go.** 

Walter  passed  out  at  the  door,  and  was  about  to 
close  it  after  him,  when,  hearing  the  voices  of  the 
brothers  again,  and  also  the  mention  of  his  own 
name,  he  stood  irresolutely,  with  his  hand  upon  the 
lock,  and  the  door  ajar,  uncertain  whether  to  return 
or  go  away.  In  this  position  he  could  not  help 
overhearing  what  followed. 

**  7'hink  of  me  more  leniently,  if  yon  can,  James,*' 
said  John  Carker,  **  when  I  tell  you  I  have  had— 
how  could  I  help  having,  with  my  history,  written 
here** — striking  himself  upon  the  breast,  **my 
whole  heart  awakened  by  my  observation  of  that 
boy,  Walter  Gay.  I  saw  in  him  when  he  first  came 
here,  almost  my  other  self.*' 

**  Your  other  self!'*  repeated  the  Manager,  dia- 
dainfuUy. 

**  Not  as  I  am,  but  as  I  was  when  I  first  came 
here  too;  as  sanguine,  giddy,  youthful,  inex- 
perienced ;  flushed  with  the  same  restless  and  ad- 
venturous fancies ;  and  full  of  the  same  qualities, 
fraught  with  the  same  capacity  of  leading  on  to 
good  or  evil.** 

**  I  hope  not,**  said  his  brother,  with  some  hidden 
and  sarcastic  meaning  in  his  tone. 

**You  strike  me  sharply;  and  your  hand  b 
steady,  and  your  thrust  b  very  deep,**  returned  the 
other,  speaking  (or  so  Walter  thought)  as  if  some 
cruel  weapon  actually  stabbed  him  as  he  spoke.  **  I 
imagined  all  this  when  he  was  a  boy.  I  believed 
it  It  was  a  truth  to  me.  I  saw  him  lightly  walk-  jt 
ing  on  the  edge  of  an  unseen  gulf  where  so  many^ost 
others  walk  with  equal  gaiety,  and  firom  which— 


ts 


dombeV  and  so*. 


••  The  old  exeose,**  intorropted  his  brother  as  he 
ttirred  the  fire.  **So  many.  Go  on.  Say,  bo 
many  fall." 

"  Froni  which  one  traveller  fell,"  returned  the 
other,  **  who  set  forward,  on  his  way,  a  boy  like 
him,  and  missed  his  footing  more  and  more,  and 
•iippled  a  little  and  a  Kttle  lower,  and  went  on 
stumbling  still,  until  he  fell  headlong  and  found 
himself  below,  a  shattered  man.  Think  what  I 
suffered,  when  I  watched  that  boy." 

*•  You  have  only  yourself  to  thank  for  it,"  re- 
tamed  the  brother. 

*«Only  myself,"  he  assented  with  a  siglu  **I 
don*t  seek  to  divide  the  blame  or  shame." 

**  You  have  divided  the  shame,"  James  Carker 
muttered  through  his  teeth.  And,  through  so  many 
and  such  dose  teeth,  he  could  mutter  well. 

**  Ah  James,"  returned  his  brother,  speaking  for 
the  first  time  in  an  accent  of  reproach,  and  seem- 
ing,  by  tlie  sound  of  his  voice,  to  have  covered  his 
face  with  his  hands,  **  I  have  been,  since  then,  a 
useful  foil  to  you.  You  have  trodden  on  me  freely,  in 
your  climbing  up.   Don*t  spurn  me  with  your  heel !" 

A  silence  ensued.  After  a  time,  Mr.  Garker  the 
Manager  was  heard  rutttling  among  his  papers,  as 
If  he  had  resolved  to  bring  the  interview  to  a  con- 
clusion, At  the  same  time  his  brother  withdrew 
Bearer  to  the  door. 

**Thal*s  all,"  he  said.  »I  watched  him  with 
each  trembling  and  such  fear,  as  was  some  little 

rinishment  to  me,  until  he  passed  the  place  where 
first  fell ;  and  then,  though  I  had  been  his  father, 
I  bctieve  I  never  could  have  ihanked  God  more  de- 
voutly, f  didn't  dare  to  warn  him,  and  advise  him ; 
but  if  I  had  seen  direct  cause,  I  would  have  shown 
him  my  example.  I  was  afraid  to  be  seen  speak- 
ing  with  him,  lest  it  should  be  thought  I  did  him 
harm,  and  tempted  him  to  evil,  and  corrupted  him  : 
or  lest  I  really  should.  Tliere  may  be  such  con- 
tagion  in  me;  I  don*t  know.  Pii-ce  out  my  his- 
tory,  in  connexion  with  young  Waller  Gay,  and 
what  he  has  mode  me  feci ;  and  think  of  mo  more 
leniently,  James,  if  you  can." 

Wiih  these  wirds  he  came  out  to  where  Walter 
was  Btmding.  Ho  turned  a  little  poler  when  he 
saw  him  there,  and  paler  yet  when  Wdtcr  caught 
him  by  the  hatid,  and  siid  in  a  wliiiiper: 

**  Mr.  Carker,  pray  let  me  thank  you  i  Let  me 
say  bow  much  I  feel  for  you !  How  sorry  I  am,  to 
have  been  the  unhappy  cause  of  all  this  !  How  I 
almost  look  upon  you  now  as  my  protector  and 
guardian !  How  vory,  very  much,  I  feel  obliged 
to  you  and  pity  you  !"  said  Walter  squeezing  both 
his  hands,  and  hardly  knowing,  iu  his  agitation, 
what  he  did  or  said. 

Mr.  Morfin's  room  being  close  it  hand  and 
empty,  and  the  door  wide  open,  they  moved  thither 
by  one  accord :  the  passage  being  seldom  free  from 
some  one  passing  to  or  fro.  When  they  were  there, 
and  Waller  saw  in  Mr.  Carker^s  face  some  traces 
of  the  emotion  within,  he  almost  felt  as  if  he  had 
never  seen  the  face  before;  it  was  so  greatly 
changed. 


"  WaHer,**  he  said,  laying  his  hand  on  Ws  she 
der.  **  I  am  far  removed  from  you,  and  may  I  e 
be.    Do  you  know  what  I  am  ?" 

•  What  you  are  !"  appeared  to  hang  on  WalU 
lips,  as  he  regarded  him  attentively. 

"  It  was  begun,"  said  Carker,  "  before  my  tw 
ty-first  birthday— led  up  to,  long  before,  but 
begun  till  near  that  time.  I  had  robbed  them  wl 
I  came  of  age.  I  robbed  them  afterwards.  Bel 
my  twenty-second  birthday,  it  was  all  found  o 
and  then,  Walter,  from  all  men's  society,  I  dice 

Again  his  last  few  words  hung  trembling  u 
Walter's  lips,  but  he  could  neither  utter  them, 
any  of  his  own. 

**  The  House  was  very  good  to  me.  May  fi 
ven  reward  the  old  man  for  his  forbearance  I  1 
one,  too,  his  son,  who  was  then  newly  in  the  fi 
where  I  had  held  great  trust !  I  was  called  i 
that  room  which  is  now  his— I  have  never  ente 
it  since — and  came  out,  what  you  know  me. 
many  years  I  sat  in  my  present  seat,  alone  as  n 
but  then  a  known  and  recognized  example  to 
rest  They  were  all  merciful  to  me,  and  I  lii 
Time  has  altered  that  part  of  my  poor  expiatii 
and  I  think,  except  tiie  three  heads  of  the  Hoi 
there  is  no  one  here  who  knows  my  story  righ 
Before  the  little  boy  grows  up,  and  has  it  told 
him,  my  cornel^  may  be  vacant  I  would  rat 
that  it  might  be  so !  This  is  the  only  change  to 
since  that  day,  when  I  lefl  all  youth,  and  hope,  i 
good  men's  company,  behind  me  in  that  room,  i 
bless  you,  Walter !  Keep  yon,  and  all  dear  to  j 
in  honesty,  or  strike  them  dead !" 

Some  recollection  of  his  trembling  from  hea< 
foot,  as  if  with  excessive  cold,  and  of  his  burst 
Into  tears,  was  all  that  Walter  could  add  to  t 
when  he  tried  to  recall  exactly  what  had  pai 
between  them. 

When  Walter  saw  him  next,  he  was  bend 
over  his  desk  in  his  old  silent,  drooping,  hum) 
way.  Then,  observing  him  at  his  work,  and  i 
ing  how  resolved  he  evidently  was  that  no  fiirl 
intercourse  should  arise  between  them,  and  thi 
ing  again  and  again  on  all  he  had  seen  and  he 
that  morning  in  so  short  a  time,  in  connection  d 
the  history  of  both  the  Carkers,  Walter  cc 
hardly  believe  that  he  was  under  orders  for 
West  Indies,  and  would  soon  be  lost  to  Uncle  i 
and  Captain  Cuttle,  and  to  glimpses  few  and 
between  of  Florence  Dombey — no,  he  meant  I 
— and  to  all  he  loved,  and  liked,  and  looked  foi 
his  daily  life. 

But  it  was  true,  and  the  news  had  already  pi 
trated  to  the  outer  office ;  for  while  he  sat  wil 
heavy  heart,  pondering  on  these  things,  and  rest 
his  head  upon  his  arm.  Perch  the  messenger, 
scending  from  his  mahogany  bracket,  and  jogg 
his  elbow,  begged  his  pardon,  but  wished  to  saj 
his  ear.  Did  he  think  he  could  arrange  to  send  Ik 
to  England  a  jar  of  preserved  Ginger,  cheap, 
Mrs.  Perch's  own  eating,  in  the  course  of  her 
covery  from  her  next  confinement  7 


Major  Bagstock  it  delighted  to  liave  that  opportunity. 


.red.  Ml 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

PAUL  GROWS  MORE  AND  MORE  OLD-FASHIONED,  AND  GOES  HOME  FOR  THE 

HOLIDAYS. 


Whei  the  Midsammer  vacation  approached,  no 
nxiecent  manifeatatitins  of  joy  were  exhibited  by 
the  Jeaden-eyed  young  gentlemen  assembled  at 
Dr.  Blimber*8.  Any  such  violent  expression  as 
** breaking  up/*  would  have  been  quite  inapplicable 
to  that  polite  establishment  The  young  gentlemen 
ooed  away,  semi-annually,  to  their  own  homes; 
Itt  tbej  never  broke  up.  They  would  have  scorn- 
id  the  action. 

Toaer,  who  was  constantly  galled  and  tormented 
by  a  starched  white  cambric  neck-kerchief,  which 
be  wore  at  the  express  desire  of  Mrs.  Tozer,  his  pa^ 
rent,  who,  designing  him  for  the  Church,  was  of 
Ofxoion  that  he  couldn't  be  in  that  forward  state 
of  preparation  too  soon  —  Tozor  said,  indeed,  that, 
diooiing  between  two  evils,  he  thought  he  would 
nther  stay  where  he  was,  than  go  home.  '  However 
ioeoniistent  this  declaration  might  appear  with 
that  passage  in  Toxer^s  E^say  on  the  subject,  where- 
in he  had  observed  **  that  the  thoughts  of  home  and 
ill  its  recollections,  awakened  in  his  mind  the  most 
pleasing  emotions  of  anticipation  and  delight,**  and 
Old  also  likened  himself  to  a  Roman  General,  flush- 
ed  with  a  recent  victory  over  the  Iceni,  or  laden 
vith  Carthaginian  spoil,  advancing  within  a  few 
^oort*  march  of  the  Capitol,  presupposed,  for  the 
pupQses  of  the  simile,  to  be  the  dwelling-place  of 
^  Toxer,  still  it  was  very  sincerely  made.  For 
'A  aeemed  that  Toxer  had  a  dreadful  uncle,  who  not 
<ioly  volunteered  examinations  of  him,  in  the  holi- 
<^7s,  on  abstruse  jx)ints,  but  twisted  innocent 
tventi  and  things,  and  wrenched  them  to  the  same 
ftll  purpose.  So  that  if  this  uncle  took  him  to  the 
^y,  or,  on  a  similar  pretence  of  kindness,  carried 
Ittm  to  see  a  Giant,  or  a  Dwarf,  or  a  Conjuror,  or 
iBvthing,  Tuzer  knew  he  had  read  op  some  classi- 
al  allusion  to  the  Subject  beforehand,  and  was 
Ifarown  into  a  state  of  mortal  apprehension:  not 
^Rseeing  where  he  might  break  out,  or  what  au- 
Ibority  he  might  not  quote  against  him. 

As  to  Briggs,  hU  father  made  no  show  of  artifice 
■Itoot  it  He  never  would  leave  him  alone.  So 
BQnierous  and  severe  were  the  mental  trials  of  that 
tti£)rtunate  youth  in  vacation  time,  that  the  friends 
of  the  fiunily  (then  resident  near  Bayswater,  Lon- 
^)aeldorn  approached  the  ornamental  piece  of 
*tter  in  Kensington  Gardens,  without  a  vague  ex- 
pectation of  seeing  Master  Briggg^s  hat  floating  on 
1^  foriace,  and  on  unfinished  exercise  lying  on 
Ae  bank.  Briggs,  therefore,  was  not  at  all  san- 
fvine  on  the  subject  of  holidays ;  and  those  two 
■fatrers  of  little  Paul*s  bedroom  were  so  fkir  a  sam- 
pie  of  the  young  gentlemen  in  general,  that  the 
Aost  elastic  among  them  contemplated  the  arrival 
of  those  festive  periods  with  genteel  resignation. 

It  was  far  otherwise  with  little  Paul.  The  end 
•f  these  first  holidays  was  to  witness  his  separation 
from  Florence,  but^who  ever  looked  forward  to  the 
end  of  holidays  whose  beginning  was  not  yet 
CMne!  Not  rani,  assuredly.  As  the  happy  time 
jfvvnear,  the  lions  and  tigers  climbing  up  the 
^Bdroooi  walla,  became  quite  tame  and  frolicsome. 
j|w  grim  tly  faces  in  the  squares  and  diamonds 
"^tttt  floor-cloth,  relaxed  and  peeped  out  at  him 
VWliM  wteked  eves.    The  irrave  old  clock  had 


inquiry;  and  the  restless  sea  went  rolling  on  all 
night,  to  the  sounding  of  a  melancholy  strain — yet 
it  was  pleasant  too  —  that  rose  and  fell  with  th« 
waves,  and  rocked  him,  as  it  were,  to  sleep. 

Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  seemed  to  think  that  he,  too, 
would  enjoy  the  holidays  very  much.  Mr.  Toots 
projected  a  life  of  holidays  from  that  time  forth ; 
for,  as  he  regularly  informed  Paul  every  day,  it 
was  his  "last  hulf^'  at  Dr.  Blimber*s,  and  he  was 
going  to  begin  to  come  into  his  property  directly. 

It  was  perfectly  understood  between  Paul  and 
Mr.  Toots,  that  they  were  intimate  friends,  notwith- 
standing their  distance  in  point  of  years  and  sta- 
tion.  As  the  vacation  approached,  and  Mr.  Toots 
breathed  harder  and  stared  oflener  in  Paul's  so- 
ciety, than  he  had  done  before,  Paul  knew  that  he 
meant  he  was  sorry  they  were  going  to  lose  sight 
of  each  other,  and  felt  very  much  obliged  to  him 
for  his  patronage  and  good  opinion. 

It  was  even  understood  by  Doctor  Blimbcr,  Mrs. 
Blimber,  and  Miss  Blimber,  as  well  as  by  the  young 
gentlemen  in  general,  that  Toots  had  somehow 
constituted  himself  protector  and  guardian  of  Dom- 
bey;  and  the  circumstance  became  so  notorious, 
even  to  Mrs.  Pipchin,  that  the  good  old  creature 
cherished  feelings  of  bitterness  and  jealousy  against 
Toots;  and,  in  the  sanctuary  of  ner  own  homo, 
repeatedly  denounced  him  as  '*a  chuckleheaded 
noodle.*'  Whereas  the  innocent  Toots  had  no  more 
idea  of  awakening  Mrs.  Pipchin*s  wrath,  than  lie 
had  of  any  other  definite  possibility  or  propoFition. 
On  the  contrarv,  he  was  disposed  to  consider  her 
rather  a  remarkable  character,  with  many  points 
of  interest  about  her.  For  this  reason  he  smiled  on 
het  with  so  much  urbanity,  and  asked  her  how  she 
did,  so  oflen,  in  the  course  of  her  visits  tu  little 
Paul,  that  at  last  she  one  night  told  him  plainly, 
she  wasn't  used  to  it,  whatever  he  might  think; 
and  she  could  not,  and  she  would  not  bear  it,  either 
from  himself  or  any  other  puppy  then  existing:  at 
which  unexpected  acknowledgment  of  hfs  civilities, 
Mr.  Toots  was  so  alarmed  that  he  secreted  himself 
in  a  retired  spot,  until  she  had  gone.  Nor  did  he 
ever  again  face  the  doughty  Mrs.  Pipchin,  under 
Doctor  Biimber's  roof. 

They  were  within  two  or  three  weeks  of  the  holi- 
days, when,  one  day,  Cornelia  Blimber  called  Paul 
into  her  room,  and  said,  **  Dombey,  I  am  going  to 
send  home  your  analysis." 

•*  Thank  you.  Ma'am,"  returned  Paul. 

"  You  know  what  I  mean,  do  you,  Dombey  T* 
inquired  Miss  Blimber,  looking  hard  at  him,  through 
the  spectacles. 

•♦No,  Ma'am,"  said  Paul. 

**  Dombey,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Blimher,  •*  I  bo- 
gin  to  be  afraid  you  are  a  sad  boy.  When  you 
don't  know  the  meaning  of  an  expression,  why 
don*t  Tou  seek  for  information  T" 

"Mrs.  Pipchin  told  me  I  wasn't  to  ask  ques 
tions,"  returned  Paul. 

"  I  must  beg  you  not  to  mention  Mrs.  Pipchin  to  > 
me,  on  any  account,  Dombey,"  returned  Miss  Blinnat 
her.    "I  couldn't  think  of  allowing  it  The  connost 
of  study  here,  is  very  far  removed  from  any' 
of  that  sort     A  reoetition  of  such  allusion/ved.  Mi 
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out  a  mistake,  before  breakfast  time  to-morrow 
•  morning,  from  Verlmm  perionale  down  to  iimillitna 
eygno:* 

"  I  didn't  mean,  Ma'am,"  begran  little  Paul. 

**  I  must  trouble  you  not  to  tell  me  that  you  didn't 
mean,  if  you  please,  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Blimber, 
who  preserved  an  awful  politeness  in  her  admoni- 
4ions.  **  That  is  a  line  of  argument,  I  couldn't 
dicam  of  permitting." 

Paul  felt  it  safest  to  say  nothing  at  all,  so  he  only 
looked  at  Miss  Blimber's  apectaclcs.  Miss  Blimbcr 
having  shaken  her  head  at  him  gravely,  referred  to 
a  paper  lying  before  her. 

**  *  Analysis  of  the  character  of  P.  Dombey.'  If 
my  recollection  serves  me,"  said  Miss  Blimber 
breaking  off,  **the  word  analysis  as  opposed  to 
synthesis,  is  thus  defined  by  Walker.  *  The  reso- 
lution of  an  object,  whether  of  the  senses  or  of  the 
intellect,  into  its  first  elements.'  As  opposed  to 
synthesis,  you  observe.  iVbu)  you  know  what  ana- 
lysis is,  Dombey." 

Dombey  didn't  seem  to  be  absolutely  blinded  by 
the  light  let  in  upon  his  intellect,  but  he  made  Miss 
Blimber  a  little  bow. 

**  *■  Analysis,'  resumed  Miss  Blimber,  casting  her 
eye  over  the  paper,  *  of  the  character  of  P.  Dom- 
bey.' I  find  that  the  natural  capacity  of  Dombey 
is  extremely  good ;  and  that  his  general  disposition 
to  study  may  be  stated  in  an  equal  ratio.  Thus, 
taking  eight  as  our  standard  and  highest  number, 
I  find  these  qualities  in  Dombey  stated  each  at  six 
three- fourths  I" 

Miss  Blimber  paused  to  see  how  Paul  received 
this  news.  Being  undecided  whether  six  three- 
fourths,  meant  six  pounds  fifteen,  or  sixpence  three 
-  iartliings,  or  six  foot  three,  or  three  quarters  past 
six,  or  six  somethings  that  he  hadn't  learnt  yet, 
with  three  unknown  something  elses  over,  Paul 
rubbed  his  hands  and  looked  straight  at  Miss  Blim- 
ber. It  happened  to  answer  as  well  as  anything 
else  he  could  have  done ;  and  Cornelia  proceeded. 

"  *  Violence  two.  Selfishness  two.  Inclination  to 
low  company,  as  evinced  in  the  case  of  a  person 
naiffed  Glubb,  originally  seven,  but  since  reduced. 
Gentlemanly  demeanour  four,  and  improving  with 
advancing  years.'  Now  what  I  particularly  wish 
to  call  your  attention  to,  Dombey,  is  the  general 
observation  at  the  close  of  this  analysis." 

Paul  set  himself  to  follow  it  with  great  care. 

**  *  It  may  be  generally  observed  of  Dombey,' " 
said  Miss  Blimber,  reading  in  a  loud  voice,  and  at 
every  second  word  directing  her  spectacles  towards 
the  little  figure  before  her :  **• '  that  his  abilities  and 
inclinations  are  good,  and  that  he  has  made  as  much 
progress  as  under  the  circumstances  could  have  been 
expected.  But  it  is  to  be  lamented  of  this  young 
gentleman  that  he  is  singular  (what  is  usually 
termed  old-fashioned)  in  his  character  and  conduct, 
and  that,  without  presenting  anything  in  either 
which  dist'nctly  calls  for  reprobation,  he  is  often 
ver^  unlike  other  young  gentlemen  of  his  age. and 
social  position.*  Now  Dombey,"  said  Miss  Blim- 
ber, laying  down  the  paper,  *Mo  you  understand 
that?" 

"  I  think  I  do.  Ma'am,"  said  Paul. 

*_This  analysis,  you  see,  Dombey,"  Miss  Blimber 
'/*is  going  to  be  sent  home  to  your  re- 
jent  It  will  naturally  be  very  painful  to 
4  o  kg^a  i  ^^'^  you  are  singular  in  your  character 
^  f  .5  "S  ^^  ^^  *•  naturally  painful  to  us  j  for  we 
•  ''  -S  I  'Syou,  you  know,  Dombey,  as  well  ba  we 


had  secretly  become  more  and  more  ■olicitous  (m 
day  to  day,  as  the  time  of  his  departure  drew  moi 
near,  that  all  the  house  should  like  him.  For  son 
hidden  reason,  very  imperfectly  understood  by  hin 
self-^if  understood  at  all — he  felt  a  gradnijly  l 
creasing  impulse  of  affection,  towards  almost  ever 
thing  and  everybody  in  the  place.  He  could  n 
bear  to  think  that  they  would  be  quite  indiffereRt 
him  when  he  was  gone.  He  wanted  tliem  to  r 
member  him  kindly;  and  he  had  made  it  his  hw 
ness  even  to  conciliate  a  great  hoarse  shaggy  do 
chained  up  at  the  back  of  the  house,  who  bad  pc 
viously  been  the  terror  of  his  life:  that  even  be  inig 
mins  him  when  he  was  no  longer  there. 

Little  thinking  that  in  this,  he  only  showed  aga 
the  difference  between  himself  and  his  oompeei 
poor  tiny  Paul  set  it  forth  to  Miss  Blimber  as  wi 
as  he  could,  and  begged  her,  in  despite  of  the  offici 
analyt^is,  to  have  the  goodness  to  try  and  like  hii 
To  Mrs.  Blimbcr,  who  had  joined  them,  he  pi 
ferred  the  same  petition :  and  when  that  lady  coq 
not  forbear,  even  in  hia  presence,  from  giving  utt< 
ance  to  her  oflen.repeated  opinion,  that  he  was  i 
odd  child,  Paul  told  her  that  he  was  sure  she  w 
quite  rieht ;  that  he  thought  it  must  be  his  bon< 
but  he  didn't  know  ;  and  Uiut  he  hoped  she  wou 
overlook  it,  for  he  was  fond  of  them  all. 

^Not  so  fond,"  said  Paul,  with  a  mixture 
timidity^  and  perfect  frankness,  which  was  one 
the  most  peculiar  and  most  engaging  qualities  oft 
child,  **  not  so  fond  aa  I  am  of  Florence,  of  coar: 
that  could  never  be.  Ton  couldn't  expect  th 
could  you.  Ma'am  ?" 

^*  Oh,  the  old-fashioned  litUe  soul !"  cried  M 
Blimber,  in  a  whisper. 

"  But  I  like  everybody  here  very  much,"  pursi 
Paul,  **  and  I  should  grieve  to  go  away,  and  thi 
that  any  one  was  glad  that  I  was  gone,  or  did 
care." 

Mrs.  Blimber  was  now  quite  sure  that  Paul  « 
the  oddest  child  in  the  world;  and  when  she  t 
the  Doctor  what  had  passed,  the  Doctor  did  i 
controvert  his  wife's  opinion.  But  he  said,  as 
had  said  before,  when  Paul  first  came,  that  sto 
would  do  much ;  and  he  also  said,  as  he  had  said 
that  occasion,  ^  Bring  him  on,  Cornelia !  Bring  h 
on!" 

Cornelia  had  always  brought  him  on  as  vig 
ously  as  she  could ;  and  Paul  had  had  a  bard  1 
of  it«  But  over  and  above  the  getting  through 
tasks,  he  had  long  had  another  purpose  always  p 
sent  to  him,  and  to  which  he  still  held  fast  It « 
to  be  a  gentle,  useful,  quiet  little  fellow,  alwi 
striving  to  secure  the  love  and  attachment  of 
rest ;  and  though  he  was  yet  oflen  to  be  seen  at 
old  post  on  the  stairs,  or  watching  the  waves  i 
clouds  from  his  solitary  window,  he  was  o(U\ 
f;und,  too,  among  the  other  boys,  modestly  rend 
ing  them  some  little  voluntary  service.  Thua 
came  to  pass,  that  even  among  those  rigid  and 
Borbed  young  anchorites,  who  mortified  themael 
beneath  the  roof  of  Dr.  Blimber,  Paul  was  an  obj 
of  general  interest ;  a  firagile  little  plaything  V 
they  all  liked,  and  that  no  one  would  have  thnqj 
of  treating  roughly.  But  he  could  not  cbaiige 
nature,  or  rc-wrile  the  analysis;  and  so  they 
agreed  that  Dombey  was  old-fashioned. 

Tfiere  were  some  immunities,  however,  attai 
ing  to  the  character  enjoyed  by  no  one  else.  Tl 
could  have  better  spared  a  newer-fashioned  C|^ 
and  that  alone  was  much.  When  the  others  91 
bowed  to  Doctor  Blimber  and  family  on  retinaf 
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iMd,  aftd  kldlr  abftke  the  Doctor's;  alao  Mrs. 
fiiimiwr't ;  nWCornelia'a.  If  anybody  wob  to  be 
begfed  off  from  impending  punishment,  Paul  was 
dvaya  the  delegate*  The  weak-eyed  yoang  man 
biiofelf  bad  ooce  consulted  him,  in  reference  to  a 
Jittle  breakage  of  glass  and  china.  And  it  was 
^klj  rumoured  that  the  butler,  regarding  hito 
vith  fuch  favour  as  that  stern  man  had  never 
ihovn  before  to  mortal  boy,  had  sometimes  min- 
|ied  porter  with  his  table-beer  to  make  him  strong. 

Over  and  above  these  extensive  privileges,  Paul 
had  free  right  of  entry  to  Mr.  Feeder*s  room,  from 
vhich  apartment  he  had  twice  led  Mr.  Toots  into 
the  open  air  in  a  state  of  faintness,  consequent  on 
u  onsaccessfol  attempt  to  smoke  a  very  blunt 
ci^:  one  of  a  bundle  which  that  young  gentle, 
lun  bad  covertly  purchased  on  the  shingle  from  a 
Bost  desperate  smuggler,  who  had  acknowledged, 
in  confidence,  that  two  hundred  pounds  was  the 
price  set  upon  his  head,  dead  or  alive,  by  the  Cus- 
lorn  House.  It  was  a  snug  room,  Mr.  Feeder's, 
vith  his  bed  in  another  little  room  inside  of  it ;  and 
1  flote,  which  Mr.  Feeder  couldnH  play  yet,  but 
su  going  to  make  a  point  of  lenming,  he  said, 
Paging  up  over  the  fire-place.  There  were  some 
inoks  in  it,  too,  and  a  fishing-rod  ;  for  Mr.  Feeder 
Bid  he  should  certainly  make  a  point  of  learning 
bo  fish  when  he  should  find  time.  Mr.  Feeder  had 
unaased,  with  similar  intentions,  a  beautiful  little 
early  second-hand  key-bugle,  a  chess-board  and 
neo,  a  Spanish  Grammar,  a  set  of  sketching  ma- 
leri&ls,  and  a  pair  of  boxing-gloves.  The  art  of 
Kl£de&noe  Mr.  Feeder  said  be  should  undoubtedly 
mike  a  point  of  learning,  as  he  considered  it  the 
^  of  every  roan  to  do :  for  it  might  lead  to  the 
protection  of  a  female  in  distress. 

Bat  Mr.  Feeder's  great  possession  was  a  large 
peen  jar  of  snuff,  which  Mr.  Toots  had  brought 
ilovo  as  a  present,  at  the  close  of  the  last  vacation ; 
lod  for  Which  he  had  paid  a  high  price,  as  having 
keen  the  genuine  property  of  the  Prince  Regent. 
Neither  Mr.  Tools  nor  Mr.  Feeder  could  partake  of 
^  or  any  other  snuff,  even  in  the  most  stinted  and 
moderate  degree,  without  being  seized  with  convul- 
liou  of  sneezing.  Nevertheless  it  was  their  great  de- 
light to  moisten  a  box-full  with  cold  tea,  stir  it  up  on 
t  piece  of  parchment  with  a  paper-knife,  and  devote 
Ihemselves  to  its  consumption  then  and  there.  In 
the  course  of  which  cramming  of  their  noses,  they 
Bsdored  surprising  torments,  with  the  constancy  of 
Bttrtyrs:  and,  drinking  table-beer  at  intervals,  felt 
^  tile  glories  of  dissipation. 

To  little  Paul  sitting  silent  in  their  company,  and 
hf  the  side  of  his  chief  patron,  Mr.  Toots,  there 
*u  a  dread  charm  in  these  reckless  occasions ; 
M  when  Mr.  Feeder  spoke  of  the  dark  mysteries 
Bf  London,  and  told  Mr.  Toots  that  he  was  going 
Is  observe  it  himself  closf  ly  in  all  its  ramifications 
in  the  approaching  holidays,  and  for  that  purpose 
had  made  arrangements  to  board  with  two  old 
Baiden  ladies  at  Peckham,  Paul  rej^arded  him  as 
if  be  were  the  hero  of  some  book  of  travels  or  wild 
idTCQture,  and  was  almost  afiraid  of  such  a  slash- 
ing person, 

Going  iuto  this  room  one  evening,  when  the  ho- 
fi^ys  were  very  near,  Paul  found  Mr.  Feeder  filling 
Dp  the  blank*  in  some  printed  letters,  while  some 
bUwi,  already  filled  up  and  strewn  before  him, 
frere  bein^  fi>lded  and  sealed  by  Mr.  Toots.  Mr. 
Feeder  said,  "Aha,  Dombey,  there  you  are,  are 
|M^— fcr  they  were  always  kind  to  him,  and 
iMt^ipe  him— and  then  said,  toesinir  one  of  the 


letters  towards  htm^  "And  there  yod  are,  too,  Doi» 
bey.  That?s  yours." 
"■  Mine,  Sir  ?"  said  Paul. 
•*  Your  invitation,"  returned  Mr.  Feeder, 
Paul,  looking  at  it,  found,  in  copper-plate  print, 
with  the  exception  of  his  own  name  and  the  date, 
which  were  in  Mr.  Feeder's  penmanship,  that  Doc- 
tor  and  Mrs.  Blimber  requested  the  pleasure  of  Mr. 
P.  Dombcy*s  company,  at  an  early  party  on  Wednes- 
day Evening  the  Seventeenth  Instant ;  and  thut  the 
hour  was  half-past  seven  o'clock  ;  And  that  the 
object  was  Quadrilles.  Mr.  Toots  also  showed  him, 
by  holding  up  a  compunion-sheet  of  paper,  that 
Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimbicr  requested  tlie  pleasure  of 
Mr.  Toots's  company  at  an  early  party  on  Wednes- 
day Evening  the  Seventeenth  Instant,  when  the 
hour  was  half-prist  seven  o'clock,  and  when  the 
object  was  Quadrilles.  He  also  found,  on  glancing 
at  the  table  where  Mr.  Feeder  sat,  that  the  pleasure 
of  Mr.  Brigg's  company,  and  of  Mr.  Tozer's  com- 
pany, and  of  every  young-  gentleman's  company, 
was  requested  by  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber  on  the 
same  genteel  occasion. 

Mr.  Feeder  then  told  him,  to  his  great  joy,  that 
his  sister  was  invited,  and  that  il  was  a  half  yearly 
event,  and  that,  as  the  holidays  began  that  day,  he 
could  go  away  with  his  sister,  after  the  party,  if  he 
liked,  which  Paul  interrupted  him  to  say  ho  would 
like,  very  ^uch.  Mr.  Feeder  then  gave  him  to  un- 
derstand that  he  would  be  expected  to  inform  Doe- 
tor  and  Mrs.  Blimber,  in  superfine  small-hand,  tiiat 
Mr.  P.  Dombey  would  be  happy  to  have  the  honour 
of  waiting  on  them»  in  accordance  with  their  polite 
invitation  Lastly,  Mr.  Feeder  said,  he  had  better 
not  refer  to  tlie  foative  occasion,  in  the  hearing  of 
Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber ;  as  these  preliminaries, 
and  the  whole  of  the  arrangements,  were  conducted 
on  principles  of  classicality  and  high  breeding;  and 
that  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Blimber  on  the  one  hand,  and 
the  young  gentlemen  on  the  other,  were  supposed, 
in  their  scholastic  capacities,  not  to  have  the  least 
idea  of  what  was  in  the  wind. 

Paul  thanked  Mr.  Feeder  for  these  hint^  and 
pocketing  his  invitation,  sat  down  on  a  stool  by  the 
side  of  Mr.  Toots,  as  usual.  But  Paul's  head,  which 
bad  long  been  ailing  more  or  less,  and  was  some- 
times very  heavy  and  painful,  felt  so  uneasy  that 
night,  that  he  was  obliged  to  support  it  on  his  hand. 
And  yet  it  drooped  so,  that  by  little  and  little  it 
snnk  on  Mr.  Toot's  knee,  and  rested  there,  as  if  it 
had  no  care  to  be  ever  lifted  up  again. 

That  was  no  reason  why  he  should  be  deaf;  but 
he  must  have  been,  he  thought,  for,  by  and  by,  lie 
heard  Mr.  Feeder  calling  in  his  ear,  and  gently 
shaking  him  to  rouse  his  attention.  And  when  he 
raised  his  head,  quite  scared,  and  looked  about  hmi, 
he  found  that  Dr.  Blimber  had  oome  into  the  room ; 
and  that  the  window  was  open,  and  that  his  fore- 
head was  wet  with  sprinkled  water ;  though  how  ail 
this  had  been  done  without  his  knowledge,  was  very 
curious  indeed. 

•"  Ah !  Come,  come !  That 's  well !  How  is  my 
little  friend  now  I'*  said  Doctor  Blimber,  encourag- 
ingly* I 

**  Oh,  quite  vfell,  thank  you  Sir,"  said  Paul. 

But  there  seemed  to  hie  something  the  matter 
with  the  floor,  for  he  couldn't  stand  upon  it  steaai- 
ly ;  and  with  the  walls  too,  for  they  were  iocline<ir 
to  torn  round  and  round,  and  could  only  be  stopniat 
by  being  looked  at  very  hard  indeed.  Mr.  Trmost 
head  hi^  the  appearance  of  being  at  once.  ^ 

and  fiurther  off  than  was  auite  natural :  irved.  Ml  . 
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be  took  Paul  in  his  arm*,  to  carry  him  up-vtaira, 
Paul  observed  with  astonishment  that  the  door  was 
in  quite  a  different  place  from  that  in  which  he  had 
expected  to  find  it,  and  almost  thought,  at  first,  that 
Mr.  Topts  was  going  to  walk  straight  up  tlie 
chimney. 

It  was  Tery  kind  of  Mr.  Toots  to  carry  him  to 
the  top  of  the  liouse  so  tenderly ;  and  raul  told 
him  that  it  was.  But  Mr.  Toots  said  he  would  do 
a  great  deal  more  than  that,  if  he  could ;  and  in- 
deed  he  did  liiore  as  it  was :  for  he  helped  Paul  to 
undress,  and  helped  him  to  bed,  in  the  kindest  man- 
ner |)ossiblc,  and  then  sat  down  by  the  bedside  and 
chuckled  very  much ;  while  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  lean, 
iiig  over  the  bottom  of  the  bedstead,  set  all  the  little 
bristles  on  his  head  bolt  upright  with-  his  honey 
hands,  and  then  made  believe  to  spar  at  Paul  with 
great  science,  on  account  of  his  being  all  right 
again,  which  was  so  uncommonly  fiicetious,  and 
kind  too  in  Mr.  Feeder,  that  Paul,  not  being  able 
to  make  up  his  mind  whether  it  was  best  to  laugh 
or  cry  at  him,  did  both  at  once. 

How  Mr.  Toots  melted  away,  and  Mr.  Feeder 
changed  into  Mrs.  Pipchio,  Paul  never  thought  of 
asking ;  neither  was  he  at  all  curious  to  know ;  but 
when  he  saw  Mrs.  Pipchin  standing  at  the  bottom 
of  the  bed,  instead  of  Mr.  Feeder,  he  cried  oat, 
••  Mrs.  Pipchin,  don't  tell  Florence !" 

**  Don't  tell  Florence  what,  my  little  Aul  ?"  said 
Mrs.  Pipchin,  coming  round  to  the  bedside,  and  sit- 
ting  down  in  the  chair. 

**  About  me,''  said  Paul. 

**  No,  no,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

"  What  do  you  think  I  mean  to  do  when  I  grow 
up,  Mrs.  Pipchin  7"  inquired  Paul,  turning  his  face 
towards  her  on  bis  pillow,  and  resting  his  chin 
wistfully  on  his  folded  hands. 

Mrs.  Pipchin  couldn't  guess. 

**  I  mean,"  said  Panl,  **  to  put  my  money  all  to- 
gether in  one  Bank,  never  try  to  get  any  more,  go 
away  into  the  country  with  my  darling  Florence, 
have  a  beautiful  garden,  fields,  and  woods,  and  live 
there  with  her  all  my  life !" 

"*  Indeed  ?"  cried  Mrs.  Pipchin. 

••  Yes,"  Haid  Paul.  "  That 's  what  I  mean  to  do, 
when  I — "  He  stopped,  and  pondered  for  a  mo- 
ment 

Mrs.  Pipchin*s  grey  eye  scanned  his  thoughtful 
face. 

••  If  I  grow  up,"  said  Paul.  Then  he  went  on 
immediately  to  tell  Mrs.  Pipchin  all  about  the 
party,  about  Florence's  invitation,  about  the  pride 
ne  would  have  in  the  admiration  that  would  be  felt 
for  her  by  all  the  boys,  about  their  being  so  kind  to 
him  and  fond  of  him,  about  his  being  so  fond  of 
them,  and  about  his  being  so  glad  of  it  Then  he 
told  Mrs.  Pipchin  about  Uie  analysis,  and  about  his. 
being  certainly  old-fashioned,  and  took  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin's  opinion  on  that  point,  and  whether  she  knew 
why  it  was,  and  what  it  meant  Mrs.  Pipchin  de- 
nied the  fact  altogether,  as  the  shortest  way  of  get- 
ting out  of  the  difficulty ;  but  Paul  was  tar  from 
satinfied  with  that  reply,  and  looked  so  searcbingly 
at  Mrs.  Pipchin  for  a  truer  answer,  that  she  was 
obliged  to  get  up  and  look  out  of  the  window  to 
'  -eyes. 

1^  a  certain  calm  Apothecary,  who  attend- 
^blishinent  when  any  of  the  young  gen- 
I  ill,  and  somehow  he  got  into  the  room 
)d  at  the  bedside,  with  Mrs.  Blimbor. 
I  me  there,  or  how  long  they  had  been 
didn't  know :  but  when  he  saw  them. 


he  sat  up  in  bed,  and  answered  all  the  Apothecary' 
questions  at  full  length,  and  whispered  to  him  thi 
Florence  was  not  to  know  anything  about  it,  if  h 
pleased,  and  that  he  had  set  his  mind  upon  b< 
coming  to  the  party.  He  was  very  chatty  withth 
Apothecary,  and  they  parted  excellent  friends.  Li 
ing  down  again  with  his  eyes  shut,  he  heard  U 
Apothecary  say,  out  of  the  room  and  quite  a  loo 
way  off— or  he  dreamed  it — ^that  there  was  a  waj 
of  vital  power  (what  was  that,  Paul  wondered 
and  great  constitutional  weakness.  That  as  tl 
little  fellow  had  set  his  heart  on  parting  with  h 
schoolmates  on  the  seventeenth,  it  would  be  betU 
to  indulge  the  fancy  if  he  grew  no  worse.  Ti» 
he  was  glad  to  hear  from  Mrs.  Pipchin,  that  tli 
little  fellow  would  go  to  his  friends  in  London  q 
the  eighteenth.  That  he  would  write  to  Mr.  Don 
bey,  when  he  should  have  gained  a  better  knov 
ledge  of  the  cane,  and  before  that  day.  That  thei 
was  no  immediate  cause  for — what?  Paul  lostUii 
word.  And  that  the  little  fellow  had  a  fine  mini 
but  was  an  old-fashioned  boy. 

What  old  fashion  could  that  be,  Paul  wondere 
with  a  palpitating  heart,  that  was  so  visibly  e; 
pressed  in  him  ;  so  plainly  seen  by  so  many  people 

He  could  neither  make  it  out,  nor  trouble  hin 
self  long  with  the  effort  Mrs.  Pipchin  was  agai 
beside  him,  if  she  had  ever  been  away  (he  th6ttgl 
she  had  gone  out  with  the  Doctor,  but  it  was  all 
dream  perhaps),  and  presently  a  bottle  and  ?lai 
got  into  her  hands  magically,  and  she  poureo  oi 
the  contents  for  him.  After  that,  he  had  some  re 
good  jelly,  which  Mrs.  Blimber  brought  to  him  he 
self;  and  then  he  was  so  well,  that  Mrs.  Pipchi 
went  home,  at  his  urgent  solicitation,  and  Bng\ 
and  Tozer  came  to  bed.  Poor  Briggs  grumbled  tc 
ribly  about  his  own  analysis,  which  could  hard 
have  discomposed  him  more  if  it  had  been  a  cfa 
mical  process ;  but  he  was  very  gcx>d  to  Paul,  ai 
so  was  Tozer,  and  so  were  all  the  rest,  for  th* 
every  one  looked  in  before  going  to  bed,  and  sai 
•* How  are  you  now.  Dombcy  7"  "Cheer  op,  liti 
Donibey  !*'  and  so  fortli.  After  Briggs  had  got  in 
bed,  he  lay  awake  for  a  long  time,  still  bemoanii 
his  analysis,  and  saying  he  knew  it  was  all  wron 
and  they  couldn't  have  analysed  a  murderer  won 
and  —  how  would  Doctor  Blimber  like  it  if  I 
pncket-money  depended  on  it  7  It  was^ery  eai 
Briggs  said,  to  make  a  galley-slave  of  a  boy  all  t 
half  year,  and  then  score  him  up  idle ;  and  to  ei 
two  dinners  a-week  out  of  his  board,  and  thensco 
him  up  greedy  ;  but  that  wj8n*t  going  to  be  s« 
mitted  to,  he  believed,  was  it  7     Oh  !     Ah  ! 

Before  the  weak-eyed  young  man  performed 
the  gong  next  morning,  he  came  up  stairs  to  Pi 
and  told  him  he  was  to  lie 'still,  which  Paul  ve 
gladly  did.  Mrs.  Pipchin  reappeared  a  little  bef 
the  Apothecary,  and  a  little  afler  the  good  youi 
woman  whom  Paul  had  seen  cleaning  the  stOTe 
that  first  morning  (how  long  ago  it  seemed  no« 
had  brought  him  his  breakfast.  There  was  i 
other  consultation  a  long  way  off,  or  else  Pa 
dreamed  it  again ;  and  then  the  Apothecary,  comi 
back  with  Doctor  and  Mrs.  BIiml)er,  said  : 

"  Yes,  I  think.  Doctor  Blimber,  we  may  relea 
this  young  gentleman  from  his  books  just  now ;  t 
vacation  being  so  very  near  at  hand." 

"By  all  means,"  said  Doctor  Blimber.  •** 
love,  you  will  inform  Cornelii,  if  you  please.** 

**  Assuredly,"  said  Mrs.  Blimber. 

The  Apothecary  bending  down,  looked  dose 
into  Paul's  eves,  and  felt  his  head,  and  his  Duh 
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ifld  hit  heart,  with  so  much  interest  and' care,  that 
Pad  said,  -Thank  you,  sir." 

**Oar  httle  friend,"  obseTved  Dr.  Blimber,  **  has 
nerer  complained." 

*0h  noT*  replied  the  Apothecary.  '*He  was 
not  likely  to  compLin.'* 

•You  find  him  greatly  better?"  said  Doctor 
Blimber. 

""Oh!  He  is  greatly  better,  sir,"  returned  the 
Apothecary. 

Paul  had  be^un  to  speculate,  in  his  own  odd 
way,  on  the  subject  that  might  occupy  the  Apothe. 
arj's  mind  just  at  that  moment ;  so  musingly  had 
be  answered  the  two  questions  of  Doctor  Blimber. 
Ha  the  Apothecary  happening  to  meet  his  little 
fident's  eyes,  as  the  latter  set  off  on  that  mental, 
eipedition,  and  coming  instantly  out  of  his  abstrac- 
tion with  a  cheerful  smile,  Paul  smiled  in  return 
i&d  abandoned  it. 

He  lay  in  bed  all  that  day,  dozing  and  dreaming, 
aod  looking  at  Mr.  Toots ;  but  got  up  on  the  next, 
lud  went  down  stairs.  Lo  and  behold,  there  was 
nmethingHhc  matter  with  the  great  clock ;  dud  a 
workman  on  a  pair  of  steps  had  taken  its  face  off, 
lod  was  pokin?  instruments  into  the  works  by  the 
^ht  of  a  candle  !  This  was  a  great  event  for  rau), 
who  sat  down  on  the  bottom  stair,  and  watched  the 
Bfter&tion  attentively :  now  and  then  glancing  at 
tbe  clock  &ce,  Icaumg  all  askew,  against  the  wall 
krd  by,  and  feeling  a  little  confused  by  a  suspicion 
Ibat  it  was  ogling  him.' 

The  wprkman  on  the  steps  was  very  civil ;  and 
u  lie  said,  when  he  observed  Paul, "  How  do  you 
do,Br?"  Paul  got  into  conversation  with  him,  and 
tdd  him  he  hadn*t  been  quite  well  lately.  The  ice 
heifif  thus  broken,  Paul  asked  him  a  multitude  of 
qoeitions  about  chimes  and  clocks:  as,  whether 
people  watched  up  in  the  lonely  church  steeples  by 
si^lit  to  make  them  strike,  and  how  the  bells  were 
Tta^  when  people  died,  and  whether  those  were 
(fiierent  bells  from  wedding  beUs,  or  only  sounded 
ditmal  in  the  fancies  of  the  living.  Finding  that 
hit  new  acquaintance  was  not  very  well  informed 
« the  subject  of  the  Curfew  Bell  of  ancient  days, 
Pttd  gave  him  an  account  of  that  institution ;  and 
tl»  asked  him,  awa  practical  man,  what  he  thought 
thoot  King  Alfred^s  idea  of  measuring  time  by  the 
boning  of  candles ;  to  which  the  workman  replied, 
that  be  thought  it  would  be  the  ruin  of  the  clock 
tiade  if  it  was  to  come  up  again.  In  fine,  Paul 
koked  on,  until  the  clock  had  quite  recovered  its 
iuniliar  aspect,  and  resumed  its  sedate  inquiry; 
vben  the  workman,  putting  away  his  tools  in  a 
in;  basket,  bade  him  good  day,  and  went  away. 
TboQgh  not  before  he  had  whispered  something, 
on  the  door.mat,  to  the  footman,  in  which  there 
vss  the  phrase  **  old-fiishioned" — for  Paul  heard 
tt. 

What  could  that  old  fashion  be,  that  seemed  to 
make  the  people  sorry  !     What  could  it  be  ! 

Having  nothing  to  learn  now,  he  thought  of  this 
frequently ;  though  not  so  often  as  he  might  have 
done,  if  he  had  had  fewer  things  to  think  of.  But 
he  had  a  great  many ;  and  was  always  thinking, 
tU  day  long. 

First,  there  was  Florence  coming  to  the  party. 
Florence  would  see  that  the  boys  were  fond  of  him ; 
•nd  that  would  make  her  happy.  This  was  his 
great  theme.  Let  Florence  once  be  sure  that  they 
wrcre  gentle  and  good  to  jiim,  and  that  he  had  be. 
««e  a  little  fiivourite  aaong  them,  and  then  she 
^''Mdd  aKraws  think  of  the4ime  he  had  naRfied  thfira. 


the  happier  too  for  that,  perhaps,  when  he  came 
back. 

When  he  came  back!  Fifly  times  a-day,  bis 
noiselesa  little  feet  went  up  the  stairs  to  his  own 
room,  as  he  collected  every  book,  and  scrap,  and 
trifle  that  belonged  to  him,  and  put  them  all  toge- 
ther there,  down  to  the  minutest  thing,  for  taking 
home !  There  was  no  shade  of  coming  back  on 
little  Paul ;  no  preparation  for  it,  or  other  reference 
to  it,  grew  out  of  anything  he  thought  or  did,  ex. 
cept  this  slight  one  in  connection  with  his  sister. 
On  the  contrary,  he  had  to  think  of  everything  fa. 
miliar  to  him,  in  his  contemplative  moods  and  in 
his  wanderings  about  the  house,  as  being  to  be 
parted  with ;  and  hence  the  many  things  he  had  )o 
think  of,  all  day  long. 

He  had  to  peep  into  those  rooms  up-stairs,  and 
think  how  solitary  they  would  be  when  he  was 
gone,  and  wonder  through  how  many  silent  days, 
weeks,  months,  and  years,  they  would  continue 
just  as  grave  and  undisturbed.  He  had  to  think — 
would  any  other  child  (old-fashioned,  like  himself) 
stray  there  at  any  time,  to  whoni  the  same  gro* 
tesque  distortions  of  pattern  and  furniture  would 
manifest  tliemselves ;  and  would  anybody  tell  that 
boy  of  little  Dombey,  who  had  been  there  once. 

He  had  to  think  of  a  portrait  on  the  stairs,  which 
always  looked  earnestly  after  him  as  he  went  away, 
eyeing  it  fiver  his  shoulder ;  and  which,  when  he 
passed  it  in  the  company  of  any  one,  still  seemed 
to  gaze  at  him,  and  not  at  his  companion.  He  had 
much  to  think  of^  in  association  with  a  print  that 
hung  up  in  another  place,  where,  in  the  centre  of  a 
wondering  group,  one  figure  that  he  knew,  a  figure 
with  a  light  about  its  head — benignant,  mild,  and 
merciful — stood  pointing  upward. 

At  his  own  bedroom  window,  there  were  crowds 
of  thoughts  that  mixed  with  these,  and  came  on, 
one  upqn  another,  one  upon  another,  like  the  rolU 
ing  waves.  Where  those  wild  birds  lived,  that 
were  always  hovering  out  at  sea  in  troubled  wea. 
ther;  where  the  clouds  rose,  and  first  began; 
whence  the  wind  issued  on  its  rushing  flight,  and 
where  it  stopped ;  whether  tlie  spot  where  he  and 
Florence  had  so  often  sat,  and  watched,  and  talked 
about  these  things,  could  ever  be  exactly  as  it  used 
to  be  without  them ;  whether  it  could  ever  be  the 
same  to  Florence,  if  he  were  in  some  distant  place, 
and  she  were  sitting  there  alone. 

He  had  to  think,  too,  of  Mr.  Toots,  and  Mr.  Fee- 
der,  B.  A. ;  of  all  the  boys ;  and  of  Doctor  Blimber, 
Mrs.  Blimber,  and  Miss  Blimber;  of  home,  and  of 
his  aunt  and  Miss  Tox ;  of  his  fiither,  Dombey  and 
Son,  WaSter  with  the  poor  old  uncle  who  had  got 
the  money  he  wanted,  and  that  gruff-voiced  Cap. 
Uin  with  the  iron  hand.  Besides  all  this,  he  had 
a  number  of  little  visits  to  pay,  in  the  course  of  the 
day ;  to  the  school-room,  to  Doctor  BIimber*s  study, 
to  Mrs.  'Blimber^s  private  apartment,  to  Miss  Blim. 
ber's,  and  to  the  dog.  For  he  was  free  of  the  whole 
house  now, 'to  range  it  as  he  chose ;  and,  in  his  de- 
sire  to  part  with  everybody  on  aflbctionate  terms, 
he  attended,  in  his  way,  to  them  atl.  Sometimes 
he  found  places  in  books  for  Briggs,  who  was  aU 
ways  losing  them;  sometimes  he  looked  up  words 
in  dictionaries  for  other  young  gentlemen  who  were 
in  extremity ;  sometimes  he  held  skeins  of  silk  for 
Mrs.  Blimber  to  wind ;  sometimes  he  put  Cornelia^Mi 
desk  to  rights ;  sometimes  he  would  even  creep  irnat 
the  Doctor's  study,  and,  sitting  on  |he  carpets  most 
his  learned  feet,  turn  the  globes  sofUy,  and  ^j. 

the  world,  nr  tnkn  it  fUirht  mnnno-  thn  fhr^rVftd.   Ml 
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in  short,  when  the  other  yomig  gentlemen  were 
labouring  for  dear  life  through  a  general  resump- 
tion of  the  studies  of  the  whole  half  year,  Paul  was 
^uch  a  privileged  pupil  as  had  never  been  seen  in 
that  house  before.  He  could  hardly  believe  it  him- 
self; but  his  liberty  lasted  from  hour  to  hour,  and 
tram  day  to  day ;  and  little  Dombcy  was  caressed 
by  every  one.  Doctor  Blimber  was  so  particular 
about  him,  that  he  requested  Jolmson  to  retire  from 
the  dinner-table  one  day,  for  having  thoughtlessly 
spoken  to  him  as  "poor  little  Dombey;"  which 
Paul  thought  rather  hard  and  severe,  though  he  had 
flushed  at  the  moment,  and  wondered  why  Johnson 
should  pity  him.  It  was  the  more  questionable  jus- 
tice, Paul  thought,  in  the  Doctor,  from  his  having 
certainly  overheard  that  great  authority  give  his 
assent  on  the  previous  evening,  to  the  proposition 
(stated  by  Mrs.  Blimber)  that  poor  dear  little  Dom- 
bey was  more  old-fashioned  than  ever.  And  now 
it  was  that  Paul  began  to  think  it  must  surely  be 
old-fashioned,  to  be  very  thin,  and  light,  and  easily 
tired,  and  soon  disposed  to  lie  down  anywhere  and 
rest :  for  he  couldnH  help  feeling  that  tiiese  were 
'more  and  more  his  habits  every  day. 

At  last  the  party-day  arrived ;  and  Doctor  Blim- 
ber said  at  breakiust,  **  Gentlemen,  we  will  resume 
our  studies  on  the  twenty-fifth  of  next  month.'* 
Mr.  Toots  immediately  threw  off  his  allegiance,  and 
ptit  on  his  ring;  and  mentioning  the  Doctor  in 
casual  conversation  shortly  afterwards,  spoke  of 
him  as  "Blimber!"  This  act  of  freedom  inspired 
the  older  pupils  with  admiration  and  envy ;  but  the 
younger  spirits  were  appalled,  and  seemed  to  mar- 
vel that  no  beam  fell  down  and  cru^'hcd  him. 

Not  the  least  allusion  was  made  to  the  ceremonies 
of  the  evening,  either  at  breakfast  or  at  dinner;  but 
.there  was  a  bustle  in  the  house  all  day,  and  in  tlie 
course  of  his  perambulations,  Paul  made  acquain- 
tance witli  various  strange  benches  and  candle- 
sticks, and  met  a  harp  in  a  green  great-coat' stand- 
ing on  the  landing  outside  Uie  drawing-room  door. 
There  was  something  queer,  too,  about  Mrs,  Elira- 
bcr's  head  at  dinner-time,  as  if  she  had  screwed  hor 
hair  up  too  tight;  and  though  Miss  Blimber  show- 
ed a  graceful  bunch  of  plaited  hair  on  each  temple, 
she  seemed  to  have  her  own  little  curls  in  paper  un- 
derneath, and  in  a  playbill,  too:  for  Paul  read 
**  Theatre  Royal"  over  one  of  her  sparkling  spec- 
tacles, and  "  Brighton"  over  the  other. 

There  was  a  grand  array  of  white  waistcoats  and 
cravats  in  the  young  gentlcmen^s  bed-rooms  as 
evening  approached;  and  such  a  smell  of  singed 
hair,  that  Doctor  Blimber  sent  up  the  footman  with 
his  compliments,  and  wished  to  know  if  the  house 
was  on  fire.  But  it  wad  only  the  hair-diesser  curl- 
ing the  young  gentlemen,  and  over-heating  his 
tongs  in  the  ardour  of  business. 

When  Paul  was  dressed  —  which  was  very  soon 
done,  for  he  felt  unwell  and  drowsy,  and  was  not 
able  to  stand  about  it  very  long — he  went  down  into 
the  drawing-room ;  where  he  found  Doctor  Blimber 
pacing  up  and  down  the  room  full  dressed,  but  with 
a  dignified  and  unconcerned  demeanoar,  as  if  he 
thought  it  barely  possible  that  one  or  two  people 
might  drop  in  by  and  bye.  Shortly  afterwards,  Mrs. 
^"  ^appeared,  looking  lovely,  Paul  th(mght; 

^  '  in  such  a  number  of  skirts  that  it  was 
[sion  to  walk  round  her.  Miss  Blim- 
rn  soon  after  her  mamma;  a  little 

''JfcS  o  5  .^]pcarancc,  but  very  charming. 

_  *•  **  «  ^  hd  Mr.  Feeder  were  the  next  arrivals. 
■^'  geutlemen  brought  his  hat  in  his 


were  announced  by  the  batler.  Doctor  Blimber  mi^ 
'•  Aye,  aye,  aye !  God  bless  ray  soul !"  and  seemed 
extremely  glad  to  see  them.  Mr.  Toots  was  oat 
blaze  of  jewellery  and  buttons ;  and  he  iblt  the  eir 
cumstance  so  strongly,  that  when  he  had  shaker 
hands  with  the  Doctor,  and  had  bowed  to  Mrs 
Blimber  and  Miss  Blimber,  he  took  Paul  aside,  aoi 
said,  "  What  do  you  tliink  of  this,  Dombey  I" 

But  notwithstanding  this  modest  confidence  ii 
himself^  Mr.  Toots  appeared  to  be  involved  inra  goot 
deal  of  uncertainty,  whether,  on  the  whole,  it  wa 
judicious  to  button  the  bottom  button  of  his  wai^ 
coat,  and  whether,  on  a  calm  reviHion  of  all  the  cii 
cumstanccs,  it  was  best  to  wear  his  wristband 
turned  up  or  turned  down.  Observing  that  Mi 
Feeder's  were  turned  up,  Mr,  Toots  turned  his  up 
but  Uie  wristbands  of  the  next  arrival  being  turnei 
down,  Mr.  Toots  turned  his  down.  The  dinerence 
in  point  of  waistcoat-buttoning,  not  only  at  the  bot 
torn,  but  at  tlie  top,  too,  became  so  numerous  an* 
complicated  as  tlie  arrivals  thickened,  that  Mi 
I'oots  was  continually  fingering  that  article  ofdresf 
as  if  he  were  performing  on  some  instrument;  ani 
appeared  to  find  the  incessant  execution  it  demand 
ed,  quite  bewildering. 

All  the  young  gentlemen  tiffhtly  cravatted,  curl 
ed,  and  pumped,  and  with  their  best  hats  in  thei 
hands,  having  been  at  different  times  annooncc( 
and  introduced,  Mr.  Baps,  the  dancing-master,  cam( 
accompanied  by  Mrs.  Baps,  to  whom  Mrs.  Blimbc 
was  extremely  kind  and  condescending.  Mr.  Bap 
was  a  very  grave  gentleman,  with  a  slow  and  mst 
sured  manner  of  speaking;  and  before  he  had  stoo 
under  the  lamp  five  minutes,  he  began  to  talk  t 
Toots  (who  had  been  silently  comparing  pump 
with  him)  about  what  you  were  to  do  with  you 
raw  materials  when  they  came  into  your  ports  i 
return  for  your  drain  of  gold.  Mr.  Toots,  to  whoi 
the  question  seemed  perplexing,  suggested, "Coo 
'em."  But  Mr.  Baps  did  not  appear  to  think  thi 
would  do. 

Paul  now  slipped  away  from  the  cushioned  conu 
of  a  sofa,  which  had  been  his  post  of  obser\'atio] 
and  went  down-stairs  into  the  tea-room  to  be  read 
for  Florence,  whom  he  had  not  seen  for  nearly 
fortnight,  as  he  had  remained  at  Doctor  Blimber 
on  the  previous  Saturday  and  Sunday,  lest  he  shooi 
take  cold.  Presently  she  came  :  looking  so  beaal 
ful  in  her  simple  ball-dress,  with  her  fresh -flowe 
in  her  hand,  that  when  she  knelt  down  on  ti 
ground  to  take  Paul  round  the  neck  and  kiss  hi 
(for  there  was  no  one  there,  but  bin  friend  and  ai 
other  young  woman  waiting  to  serve  out  the  tea 
ho  could  hardly  make  up  nis  mind  to  let  her  j 
again,  or  take  away  her  bright  and  loving  eyes  fro 
his  face. 

'*  But  what  is  the  matter,  Floy  7"  asked  Pv 
almost  sure  that  he  saw  a  tear  there. 

"Nothing,  darling;  nothing,"  returned  f\ 
rence. 

Paul  touched  her  cheek  gently  with  bis  finger- 
and  it  was  a  tear  !  "  Why,  Floy  i"  said  he. 

"  We  'II  go  home  together,  and  I  'U  nurse  yo 
love,"  said  Florence. 

"  Nurse  me  1"  echoed  Paul. 

Paul  couldn't  understand  what  that  had  to  i 
with  it,  nor  why  tiie  two  young  women  looked  < 
Bo  seriously,  nor  why  Florence  turned  away  h 
face  for  a  moment,  and  then  turned  it  back,  lighti 
up  SLgain  willi  smiles. 

"  Floy,"  said  Paul,  holding  a  ringlet  of  her  dai 
hair  in  his  hand.    "  Tell  me,  dear.    Do  y»i»  thii 
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Ris  sifter  laughed,  and  fendled  him,  and  told 
Hm-No." 

**  Because  I  know  they  say  so,**  returned  Paul, 
■and  I  waul  to  know  what  they  mean,  Floy." 

But  a  loud  double  knock  coming  at  the  door,  and 
PloreDce  hurrying  to  the  table,  there  was  no  more 
laid  between  them.  Paul  wondered  again  when  he 
Bv  his  friend  whisper  to  Florence,  as  if  she  were 
Domfbrting  her ;  bat  a  new  arrival  put  that  out  of 
kit  head  speedily. 

ft  was  Sir  Bamet  Skettles,  Lady  Skettles,  and 
Muter  Skettlefl.  Master  Skettles  was  to  be  a  new 
haj  after  the  vacation,  and  Fame  had  been  busy,  in 
Mr,  Feeder*8  room,  with  his  fkther,  who  was  in  the 
Bouse  of  Commons,  and  of  whom  Mr.  Feeder  had 
ind  that  when  he  did  catch  the  Speaker's  eye 
[which  he  had  been  expected  to  do  for  three  or  four 
fears),  it  was  anticipated  that  he  would  rather 
loach  up  tlie  Radicals. 

•And  what  room  is  this  now,  for  instance?" 
aid  Lady  Skettles  to  Paul's  friend,  *Melia. 

"  Doctor  BIimber*s  study,  Ma'am,"  was  the  reply. 

Lady  Skettles  took  a  panoramic  survey  of  it 
Irough  her  glass,  and  said  to  Sir  Barnet  Skettles, 
rith  a  nod  of  approval,  •*  Very  good.**  Sir  Barnet 
nseuted,  but  Master  Skettles  looked  suspicious  and 
babtfnl. 

*And  this  little  creature,  now,*'  said  Lady  Sket- 
fes,  turning  to  Paul.    **  Is  he  one  of  the" — 

•*  Young  gentlemen,  Ma'am ;  yes,  Ma'am,"  said 
hwl's  friend. 

*  And  what  is  your  name,  my  pale  child  7"  said 
Id^r  Skettles. 

"bombey,**  answered  Paul. 

Sir  Barnet  Skettles  immediately  interposed,  and 
hid  that  he  had  had  the  honour  of  meeting  Paul's 
Isther  at  a  pablic  dinner,  and  that  he  hoped  he  was 
leiy  well.  Then  Paul  heard  him  say  to  Lady 
Skettles,  "City  —  very  rich  — most  respectable  — 
Doctor  mentioned  it."  And  then  be  said  to  Paul, 
*Will  you  tell  your  good  Papa  that  Sir  Barnet 
Settles  rejoiced  to  hear  that  he  was  very  well,  and 
tent  him  his  best  compliments  ?" 

*  Yes,  sir,**  answered  Paul. 

"That  is  my  brave  boy,"  said  Sir  Barnet  Sket- 
fcs.  •*  Barnet,"  to  Master  Skettles,  who  was  re- 
tvnging  himself  for  the  studies  to  come,  on  the 
Jtom-cake,  ••this  is  a  young  gentleman  you  ought 
D  know.  This  is  a  young  gentleman  you  may 
bow,  Barnet,"  said  Sir  Barnet  Skettles,  with  an 
snpbasis  on  the  permission. 

■What  eyes  !  What  hair !  What  a  lovely  fiice  !" 
Bidaimed  Lady 'Skettles  softly,  as  she  looked  at 
PWencc  through  her  glass. 

"  My  sister,"  said  Pdul,  presenting  her. 

The  satisfaction  of  the  Skettlcses  was  now  com. 
1^.  And  as  Lady  Skettles  hdd  conceived,  at  first 
light,  a  liking  for  Paul,  they  all  went  upstairs  to- 
S^faer :  Sir  Bamet  Skettles  taking  care  of  Florence, 
lad  ynang  Barnet  following. 

Toong  Barnet  did  not  remain  \aas  in  the  back- 
pound  af^er  they  had  reached  the  drawing.room, 
ur  Dr.  BKmber  had  him  out  in  no  time,  dancing 
vith  Florence.  He  did  not  appear  to  Paul  to  be 
particularly  happy,  or  particularly  anything  but 
^kv,  or  to  care  mnch  what  he  was  about;  hut  as 
Paul  heard  Lady  Skettles  say  to  Mrs.  Blimber, 
•hife  she  beat  time  with  her  fun,  that  her  dear  boy 
»«s  evidently  smitten  to  death  by  that  angel  of  a 
^ild.  Mist  Dombey,  it  would  seem  that  Skettles 
Jimior  was  in  a  state  of  bliss,  without  showing  it 


and  that  when  he  came  into  the  room  again,  they 
should  all  make  way  for  him  to  go  back  to  it,  re« 
membering  it  was  his.  Nobody  stood  before  him 
either,  when  they  observed  that  he  liked  to  see 
Florence  dancing,  but  they  left  -the  space  in  fhont 
quite  clear,  so  that  he  might  follow  her  with  his 
eyes.  They  were  so  kind,  too,  even  the  strangers, 
of  whom  there  were  soon  a  great  many,  that  they 
came  and  spoke  to  him  every  now  and  then,  and 
asked  him  how  he  was,  and  if  his  head  ached,  and 
whether  he  was  tired.  He  was  very  much  obliged 
to  them 'for  all  their  kindness  and  attention,  and' 
reclining  propped  up  in  his  corner,  with  Mrs.  Blim- 
ber and  Lady  Skettles  on  tho  same  sofa,  and  Flo- 
rence coming  and  sitting  by  his  side  as  soon  as 
every  dance  was  ended,  he  looked  on  very  happily 
indeed. 

Florence  would  huve  sat  by  him  all  night,  and 
would  not  have  danced  at  all  of  her  own  accord, 
but  Paul  made  her,  by  telling  her  how  much  it 
pleased  him.  And  he  told  her  the  truth,  too ;  for 
his  small  heart  swelled,  and  his  face  glowed,  when 
he  saw  how  much  they  all  admired  her,  and  how 
she  was  the  beautiful  little  rosebud  of  the  room. 

From  his  nest  among  the  pillows,  Paul  could  see 
and  hear  almost  everything  that  passed,  as  if  the 
whole  were  being  done  for  his  amusement.  Amonff 
other  little  incidents  that  he  observed,  he  observed 
Mr.  Baps  the  dancing-master  get  into  conversation 
with  Sir  Barnet  Skettles,  and  very  soon  ask  him, 
as  he  had  asked  Mr.  l^oots,  what  you  were  to  do 
with  your  raw  materials,  when  they  came  into  your 
ports  in  return  for  your  drain  of  gold  — which  was 
such  a  mystery  to  Paul  that  he  was  quite  desirous 
to  know  what  ought  to  be  done  with  them.  Sir 
Barnet  Skettles  had  much  to  say  upon  the  question, 
and  said  it ;  but  it  did  not  appear  to  solve  the  ques. 
tion,  for  Mr.  Baps  retorted.  Yes,  but  supposing 
Russia  stepped  in  with  her  tallows ;  which  struck 
Sir  Barnet  almost  dumb,  for  he  could  only  shake 
his  head  after  tliat,  and  say,  why  then  you  must 
fall  back  upon  your  cottons,  lie  supposed.  « 

Sir  Barnet  Skettles  looked  after  Mr.  Baps  when 
be  went  to  cheer  up  Mrs.  Baps  (who,  being  quite 
deserted,  was  pretending  to  look  over  the  music- 
book  of  the  gentleman  who  played  the  harp),  as  if 
he  thought  him  a  remarkable  kind  of  man;  and 
shortly  afterwards  he  said  so  in  those  words  to 
Doctor  Blinkber,  and  inquired  if  he  might  take  the 
liberty  of  asking  who  he  was,  and  whether  he  had 
ever  been  in  tlic  Board  of  Trade.  Doctor  Blimber 
answered  no,  he  believed  not ;  and  that  in  fact  he 
was  a  Professor  of— 

"Of  something  connectjed  with  statistics,  I'll 
swear  ?"  observed  Sir  Barnet  Skettles. 

*•  Why  no,  Sir  Barnet,"  replied  Dr.  Blimber,  rnb- 
bing  his  chin.    "  No,  not  exactly." 

•*  Figures  of  some  sort,  I  would  venture  a  bet," 
said  Sir  Barnet  Skettles. 

"  Why  yes,"  said  Dr.  Blimber,  "yes,  but  not  of 
that  sort  Mr.  Baps  is  a  very  worthy  sort  of  man, 
Sir  Barnet,  and  —  in  fact  he's  our  professor  of 
dancing." 

Paul  was  amazed  to  see  that  this  piece  of  in- 
formation  quite  altered  Sir  Barnet  Skettles'  opinion 
of  Mr.  Baps,  and  that  Sir  Barnet  flew  into  a  per- 
fect rage,  and  glowered  at  Mr.  Baps  over  on  the 
other  side  of  the  room.  He  even  went  so  far  as  to 
o  Mr.  Baps  to  Lady  Skettles,  in  telling  her  what 
had  happened,  and  to  say  that  it  was  like  his  most 
con.sum-mate  and  con-found-ed  impudence. 
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giu,  began  to  enjoy  himsclfl  The  dancing  in  ge- 
neral was  oeremoniouB,  and  the  music  rather  solemn 
-^a  little  like  church  music  in  fact  —  but  after  the 
custard-cups,  Mr.  Feeder  told  Mr.  To6ts  that  he  was 
going  to  throw  a  little  spirit  into  the  thing.  Afler 
that,  Mr.  Feeder  not  only  began  to  dance  as  if  he 
meant  dancing  and  nothing  else,  but  secretly  to  sti- 
mulate the  music  to  peribrni  wild  tunes.  Further, 
he  became  particular  in  his  attentions  to  the  ladies ; 
and  dancing  with  Miss  Blimber,  whispered  to  her — 
whispered  to  her !  —  tliough  not  so  sofUy  but  that 
Paul  heard  him  say  this  remarkable  poetry, 

**  Had  I  a  heart  for  (himhood  framed, 
I  ne'er  could  injure  YooT 

This,  Paul  heard  him  repeat  to  four  young  ladies, 
in  succession.  Well  he  might  say  to  Mr.  Toots, 
that  he  wa«  afraid  he  should  be  the  worse  for  it,  to- 
morrow ! 

Mrs.  Blimber  was  a  little  alarmed  by  this — com- 
paratively speaking — profligate  behaviour ;  and  cs- 
pccially  by  the  alteration  in  the  character  of  the 
music,  which,  beginning  to  comprehend  low  melo- 
dies that  were  popular  in  the  streets,  mif  ht  not  un- 
naturally be  supposed  to  give  offence  to  Lady  Sket- 
tles.  But  Lady  Skettles  was  so  viery  kind  as  to  beg 
Mrs.  Blimber  not  to  mention  it;  and  to  receive  her 
explanation  that  Mr.  Feeder^s  spirits  sometimes 
betrayed  him  into  excesses  on  these  occasions,  with 
tlie  greatest  courtesy  and  politeness;  observing, 
tliat  be  seemed  a  very  nice  sort  of  person  for  his 
situation,  and  that  she  particularly  liked  the  unas- 
suming style  of  his  hair — which  (as  already  hinted) 
was  about  a  quarter  of  an  inch  long. 

Once,  when  there  was  a  pause  in  the  dancing. 
Lady  Skettles  told  Paul  that  he  seemed  veiy  fond 
of  music.  Paul  replied,  that  he  was;  and  if  she 
was  too,  she  ought  to  hear  his  sister,  Florence,  sing. 
Lady  Skettles  preseatly  discovered  that  she  was 
dying  with  anxiety  to  have  that  gratification ;  and 
tliough  Florence  was  at  first  very  much  fi-ightencd 
at  being  asked  to  sing  before  so  many  people,  and 
begged  earnestly  to  be  excused,  yet,  on  Paul  calling 
her  to  him,  and  saying,  **  Do,  Floy  I  Please !  For 
me,  my  dear  V*  she  went  straight  to  the  piuno,  and 
bejg^an.  When  they  all  drew  a  little  away,  tJiat  Paul 
might  see  her  :  and  when  he  saw  her  sitting  there 
alone,  so  young,  and  good,  and  beautiful,  and  kind 
to  him ;  and  heard  her  thrilling  voice,  so  natural 
and  sweet,  and  such  a  golden  link  between  him  and 
all  his  life's  love  and  happiness,  rising  out  of  the 
silence ;  he  turned  his  face  away,  and  hid  his  tears. 
Not,  as  he  told  them  when  they  spoke  to  him,  not 
that  the  music  Was  too  plaintive  or  too  sorrowful, 
but  it  was  BO  dear  to  hini. 

They  all  loved  Florence.  How  could  they  help 
it!  Paul  had  known  beforehand  that  they  must 
and  would;  and  sitting  in  his  cushioned  comer, 
with  calmly  folded  hands,  and  one  leg  loosely  doubled 
mider  him,  few  would  have  thought  what  triumph 
and  delight  expanded  his  childish  bosom  while  he 
watched  her,  or  what  a  sweet  tranquillity  he  felt 
Lavish  encomiums  on  "Dom  bey's  sister,**  reached 
his  ears  from  all  the  boys :  admiration  of  the  self- 
possessed  and  modest  little  beauty,  was  on  every 
lip :  reports  of  her  intelligence  and  accomplishments 
floated  past  him,  constantly ;  and,  as  if  borne  in 
upon  the  air  of  the  summer  night,  there  was  a  half, 
intelligible  sentiment  diffused  around,  referring  to 
Florence  and  himself^  and  breathing  sympathy  for 
both,  that  soothed  and  touched  him. 
^    He  did  not  know  why.    For  all  that  the  child 


observed,  and  felt,  and  thought,  that  night— th 
present  and  the  absent ;  what  was  then  and  wba 
had  been  —  were  blended  like  the  colours  in  thi 
rainbow,  or  in  the  plumage  of  rich  birds  when  tb 
sun  is  shining  on  them,  or  in  the  softening  sk; 
when  the  same  sun  is  setting.  The  many  things  b 
had  had  to  think  of  lately,  passed  before  him  in  th 
music ;  not  as  claiming  his  attention  over  again, q 
as  likely  ever  more  to  occupy  it,  but  as  peaoefoll 
disposed  of  and  gone.  A  solitary  window,  gaxe 
through  years  ago,  looked  out  upon  an  ocean,  mile 
and  miles  away ;  upon  its  waters,  fancies,  busy  wit 
him  only  yesterday,  were  hushed  and  lulled  io  rei 
like  broken  waves.  The  same  mysterious  morms 
he  had  wondered  at,  when  lying  on  his  cooch  npo 
the  beach,  he  thought  he  still  heard  sounding  throug 
bis  sister's  *ong,  and  through  the  hum  of  voices 
and  the  tread  of  feet,  and  having  some  part  in  tfa 
faces  flitting  by,  and  even  in  the  heavy  gentleoei 
of  Mr.  Toots,  who  frequently  came  up  to  shake  hit 
by  the  hand.  Through  Uie  universal  kindness  h 
siill  thought  he  heard  it,  speaking  to  him ;  and  evei 
his  old-fashioned  reputation  seemed  to  be  allied  t 
it,  he  knew  not  how.  Thus  little  Paul  sat  musing 
lisleniog,  looking  on,  and  dreaming ;  and  wu  verj 
happy. 

Until  the  time  arrived  for  taking  leave :  and  then 
indeed,  there  was  a  sensation  in  the  party.  Si 
Barnet  Skettles  brought  up  Skettles  Junior  to  shak 
hands  with  him,  and  asked  him  if  he  would  remen 
her  to  tell  his  good  Papa,  with  his  best  complimenti 
that  be,  Sir  Barnet  Skettles,  had  said  he  hoped  th 
two  young  gentlemen  would  become  intimately  a( 
quainted.  Lady  Skettles  hissed  him,  and  parted  bi 
hair  upon  his  brow,  and  held  him  in  her  arms ;  to 
oven  Mrs.  Baps  —  poor  Mrs.  Baps !  Paul  was  g\t 
ot  that — came  over  from  beside  the  music-book  o 
the  gentleman  who  played  the  harp,  and  took  leaf 
of  hirn'quite  as  heartily  as  anybody  in  the  room. 

**  Good  bye,  Doctor  Blimber,"  said  Paul,  stretd 
ing  out  his  band. 

"  Good  bye,  my  little  friend,**  returned  the  Docto 

**  Pm  very  much  obliged  to  you.  Sir,**  said  Pao 
looking  innocently  up  into  his  awful  fiicc.  *^A» 
them  to  take  care  of  Diogenes  if  you  please.** 

Diogenes  was  the  dog :  who  had  never  in  his  lii 
received  a  friend  into  his  confidence,  before  Pau 
The  Doctor  promised  that  every  attention  should  I 
paid  to  Diogenes  in  Paul's  absunce,  and  Paul  bavin 
again  thanked  him,  and  shaken  hands  with  hin 
hade  adieu  to  Mrs.  Blimber  and  Cornelia  with  sac 
heartfelt  earnestness  that  Mrs.  Blimber  forgot  froi 
that  moment  to  mention  Cicero  to  Lady  SkctUei 
though  she  had  fully  intended  it,  all  the  evcuinj 
Cornelia  taking  both  Paul's  hands  in  hers,  sai< 
V  Dombey,  Dombey,  vou  have  always  been  my  fi 
vourite  pupil.  God  bless  you!**  And  it  showed 
Paul  thought,  how  easily  one  might  do  injustice  1 
a  person ;  for  Miss  Blimber  meant  it  —  though  sfa 
teas  a  Forcer — and  felt  it 

A  buzK  then  went  round  among  the  young  gei 
tlcmen,  of  »*  Dom bey's  going  I**  "  Little  Dombey' 
going!*'  and  there  was  a  general  move  afier  Pal 
and  Florence  down  the  staircase  and  into  the  hal 
in  whicli  the  whole  Blimber  family  were  include 
Such  a  circumstance,  Mr.  Feeder  said  aloud,  a 
had  never  happened  in  the  case  of  any  former  youD{ 
gentleman  within  his  experience ;  but  it  would  b 
difficult  to  say  if  this  were  sober  fact  or  custard 
cups.  The  servants  with  the  butler  at  their  hcai 
had  all  an  interest  in  seeing  Little  Dombey  go;  am 
even  the  wealueyed  young  man.  taking  ool  ki 
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nob  lod  tnmfci  to  the  eo^ioh  that  was  to  carry 
la  tnd  Florenoe  to  Mrs.  PipchtD*s  for  the  night, 
wlted  visibly. 

Not  even  the  infloenoe  of  the  eofler  passion  on 
he  Toong  gentlemen— and  they  all,  to  a  boy,  doted 
D  Florence-'Could  restrain  them  from  taking  quite 
Doby  leave  of  Paul ;  waving  hats  after  him,  press- 
if  down  stairs  to  shake  hands  witli  him,  crying 
MiiTidnally  **■  Dombey,  don*t  forget  me  !'*  and  in. 
B%ing  in  many  such  ebullitions  of  feeling,  unoom- 
m  among  those  young  Cbester6elds.  Paul  whis- 
end  Florence,  as  she  wrapped  him  up  before  the 
nor  was  opened.  Did  she  hear  them  ?  Would  she 
m  fiMTget  it?  Was  she  glad  to  know  it?  And 
lively  delight  was  in  his  eyes  as  he  spoke  to 
er. 

Onee,  for  a  last  look,  he  turned  and  gazed  upo«i 
s  &ces  thus  addressed  to  him,  surprised  to  see 
w  shining  and  how  bright,  and  numerous  they 
ere,  and  how  they  were  all  piled  and  heaped  up, 
frees  are  at  crowded  theatres.  They  swam  before 
Bi,  as  he  looked,  like  faces  in  an  agitated  glass ; 
d  Biezt  moment  be  was  in  the  dark  coach  outside, 
Iding  close  to  Florence.  From  that  time,  when- 
9  he  thought  of  Doctor  Blimber's,  it  came  back 
he  bad  seen  it  in  this  last  view ;  and  it  never 
Mrod  to  be  a  real  place  again,  but  always  a 
sam,  Ibll  of  eyes. 

rhis  was  not  quite  the  last  of  Doctor  Blimber's, 
sever.  There  was  something  else.  There  was 
'.  Too<SL  Wlu\  unexpectedly  letting  down  one 
the  eoach-windows,  and  looking  in,  said,  with  a 
s( egregious  chuckle,  '*Is  Domhey  there?'*  and 
mediately  put  it  up  again,  without  waiting  for 
answer.  Nor  wa«  this  quite  the  last  of  Mr. 
•(B,even;  for  before  the  coachman  could  drive 
,  be  as  suddenly  let  down  the  other  window,  and 
king  in  with  a  precisely  similar  chuckle,  said  in 
precisely  similar  tone  of  voice,  ^Is  Domhey 
le  7"  and  disappeared  precisely  as  before. 


How  Florence  laughed !  Paul  often  remembered 
it,  and  laoghed  himself  whenever  he  did  so. 

Bat  there  was  much,  soon  afterwards — next  day, 
and  after  that — which  Paul  could  only  reccJlect 
confusedly.  A.*,  why  they  stayed  at  Mra.  Pipchin's 
days  and  nights,  instead  of  going  home ;  why  he 
lay  in  bed,  with  Florence  sitting  by  his  side ;  whe- 
ther that  had  been  his  father  in  the  room,  or  only  a 
tdll  shadow  on  the  wail;  whether  he  had  heard  his 
doctor  say,  of  some  one,  that  if  they  had  removed 
him  before  the  occasion  on  which  he  had  built  op 
fiincies,  strong  in  proportion  to  his  own  weakness, 
it  was  very  possible  he  might  have  pined  away. 

He  could  not  even  remember  whether  he  bad 
often  said  to  Florence,  Oh  Floy,  t^e  me  home,  and 
never  leave  me  !**  but  he  thought  he  had.  He  fan- 
cied sometimes  he  had  hoard  himself  repeating, 
**  Take  me  home,  Floy  !  take  me  home  !*' 

But  he  could  remember,  when  he  got  home,  and 
was  carried  up  the  well-remembered  stairs,  that 
there  had  been  the  rumbling  of  a  coach  for  many 
hours  together,  while  he  lay  upon  the  seat,  with 
Florence  still  beside  him,  and  old  Mrs.  Pipchin  sit- 
ting  opposite.  He  remembered  his  old  bed  too, 
when  they  laid  him  down  in  it:  his  aunt,  Miss 
Toz,  and  Susan :  but  tliere  was  sometliing  else,  and 
recent  too,  that  still  perplexed  him. 

**  I  want  to  speak  to  Florence,  if  you  please,"  he 
said.    ^  To  Florence  by  herself,  for  a  moment  !** 

She  bent  down  over  him,  and  the  others  stood 
away. 

**Fioy,  my  pet,  wasn't  that  Papa  in  the  hall, 
when  they  brought  me  from  the  coach  ?** 

**  Yes,  dear." 

**  He  didn't  cry,  and  go  into  his  room,  Floy,  did 
he,  when  he  saw  me  coming  in  ?" 

Florence  shook  her  head,  and  pressed  her  lips 
against  his  cheek. 

^  I  'm  very  glad  he  didn't  cry,"  said  little  Paul. 
«"  I  thought  he  did.    Don't  tell  them  that  I  asked.'* 


CHAPTER  XV. 

JfAZINO  ARTFULNESS  OF  CAPTAIN  CUTTLE,  AND  A  NEW  PURSUIT  FOR 

WALTER  GAY. 


KiLTn  ooold  not,  for  several  days,  decide  what 
» in  the  Barbadoes  business ;  and  even  cherished 
s  &int  hope  that  Mr.  Dombey  might  not  have 
Bl  what  he  had  said,  or  that  he  might  change 
■ind,  and  tell  him  he  was  not  to  go.  But  as 
ring  occurred  to  give  this  idea  (which  was  suffi. 
tly  improbable  in  itself)  any  touch  of  coniirma. 
,atid  as  tiine  was  slipping  by,  and  he  had  none 
se,  be  Mt  that  he  must  act,  witliout  hesitating 
loo^r. 

^alter*«  chief  difficulty  was,  how  to  break  the 
ige  ID  hi«  afl^irs  to  Uncle  Sol,  to  whom  he  was 
ible  it  would  be  a  terrible  blow.  He  bad  the 
ler  difficalty  in  dashing  Uncle  Sol's  spirits 
I  siicb  an  aatoondijig  piece  of  intelligence,  be. 
le  they  ha<i  lately  recovered  very  much,  and  the 
TOtn  bad  become  so  cheerful,  that  the  little  back 
itaelf  again.  Uncle  Sol  had  paid  the 
Bortieo  of  the  debt  to  Mr.  Dombev. 


rest ;  and  to  cast  him  down  afresh,  when  he  had 
.sprung  up  so  manfully  from  his  troubles,  was  a  very 
distressing  necessity. 

Yet  it  would  never  do  to  run  away  from  him* 
He  must  know  of  it  beforehand ;  and  how  to  tell 
him,  was  the  point  As  to  the  question  of  going 
or  not  going,  Walter  did  not  consider  that  he  had 
any  power  of  choice  in  the  matter.  Mr.  Dombey 
had  truly  told  him  that  he  was  young,  and  that  his 
uncle's  circumstances  were  not  good ;  and  Mr. 
Dumbey  had  painfiilly  expressed,  in  the  glance  with 
which  he  had  accompanied  that  reminder,  that  if 
he  declined  to  go  he  might  stay  at  home  if  he  chone, 
but  not  in  his  coonting>house.  His  uncle  and  he 
lay  under  a  great  obligation  to  Mr.  Dombey,  which 
was  of  Walter's  own  soliciting.  He  might  have 
begun  in  secret  to  despair  of  ever  winning  that  gen. 
tleman's  favour,  and  might  have  thought  that  he 
was  now  and  then  disnosed  to  nut  a  slisrht  unon 
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been  duty  without  that,  was  still  duty  with  it— or 
Walter  thougfht  ao— and  duty  must  be  done. 

When  Mr.  Dombey  had  looked  at  him,  and  told 
him  he  was  young,  and  iliat  his  uncle*B  circum- 
stances  were  not  good,  tliere  had  been  an  expres- 
sion  of  disdain  in  hit  face;  a  contemptuous  and 
disparaging  assumption  that  he  would  be  quite  con- 
tent  to  live  idly  on  a  reduced  old  man,  which  stung 
the  boy*8  generous  soul.  Determined  to  assure  Mr. 
Dombey,  in  so  far  as  it  was  possible  to  give  him  the 
assurance  without  expressing  it  in  words,  that  in- 
deed  he  mistook  his  nature,  Walter  liad  been  anxious 
to  show  even  more  cheerfulness  and  activity  after 
the  West-Indian  interview  than  he  had  shown  be- 
lore :  if  that  were  possible,  in  one  of  his  quick  and 
zealous  dispositton.  He  was  too  young  and  inex- 
perienoed  to  think,  that  possibly  this  very  quality 
in  him  was  not  agreeable  to  Mr.  Dombey,  and  that 
it  was  no  stepping-stone  to  his  good  opinion  to  be 
elastic  And  hopeful  of  pleasing  under  the  shadow 
of  his  powerful  displeasure,  whether  it  were  right 
or  wrong.  But  it  may  have  been  -^  it  may  have 
been — that  the  great  man  thought  himself  defied  in 
this  new  exposition  of  an  honest  spirit,  and  pur- 
posed  to  bring  it  down. 

"  Well !  at  last  and  at  least.  Uncle  Sol  must  be 
told,"  thought  Walter  with  a  si^ii.  And  as  Walter 
was  apprehensive  that  his  voice  might  perhaps 
quaver  a  little,  and  that  bis  countenance  might  not 
be  quite  as  hopeful  as  he  could  wish  it  to  be,  if  he 
told  the  old  man  himself,  and  saw  tlie  first  eflfecls 
pf  his  communication  on  his  wrinkled  face,  he 
resolved  it}  avail  himself  of  the  services  of  that 
powerful  mediator.  Captain  Cuttle.  Sunday  coming 
round,  he  set  off,  therefore,  after  break&st,  once 
more  to  beat  up  Captain  Cuttle's  quarters. 

It  was  not  unpleasant  to  remember,  on  the  way 
thither,  that  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  resorted  to  a  great 
distance  every  Sunday  morning,  to  attend  the  min- 
istry of  the  Reverend  Mclchiscdcch  Howler,  who, 
having  been  one  day  discharged  from  the  West 
India  Docks  on  a  false  suspicion  (got  up  expressly 
against  him  by  the  general  enemy)  of  screwing 
,gimlct8  into  puncheons,  and  applying  his  lips  to 
the  orifice,  had  announced  the  destruction  of  the 
world  for  that  day  two  years,  at  ten  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  opened  a  front  parlour  for  tiie  reception  of 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the  Ranting  persuasion, 
upon  whom,  on  the  first  occasion  df  tlieir  asseni- 
bliige,  the  admonitions  of  the  Reverend  Melchise- 
decti  had  produced  so  powerful  an  effect,  that,  in 
their  rapturous  performance  of  a  sacred  jig,  whicii 
closed  the  service,  the  whole  flock  broke  tbrough 
into  a  kitchen  below,  and  disabled  a  mangle  be- 
Uutging  to  one  of  the  fold. 

Ihia  the  Captain,  in  a  moment  of  uncommon 
conviviality,  had  oonfidijd  to  Walter  and  his  uncle, 
between  tlie  repetitions  of  lovely  Peg,  on  the  night 
when  Brogley  tlie  broker  was  paid  ouL  The  Cap- 
tain  himself  was  punctual  in  his  attendance  ol  a 
church  in  his  own  ttt;ighbourhood,  which  hoisted 
the  union  jack  every  Sunday  morning ;  and  wliere 
he  was  good  enough  —  the  lawful  boadle  being  in- 
firm — to  keep  an  eye  upon  the  boys,  r>ver  whom  he 
exercised  great  power,  in  virtue  of  his  mysterious 
hook.  Knowing  the  regularity  of  tlie  C^aptain's 
habits,  Walter  made  all  tilic  haste  lio  could,  Uiat  he 
might  anticipate  his  going  out ;  and  he  made  such 
good  speed,  that  he  had  the  pleasure,  on  turning 
into  Brig  Place,  to  behold  the  broad  blue  coat  and 
Kraifetcoat  hanging;^ out  of  the  Captain*s  open  win- 
low,  to  air  in  the  sun. 


could  ba  seen  by  morUl  eyes  without  the  Capluii; 
but  he  certainly  w«s  not  in  them,  otherwise  hii 
legs  —  the  houses  in  Brig  Place  not  being  lofty  — 
would  have  obstructed  the  street  door,  which  wai 
perfectly  clear.  Quite  wondering  at  this  discovery 
Walter  gave  a  single  knock. 

**  Stinger,"  he  distiocUy  heard  the  Captain  say 
up  in  his  room,  as  if  that  were  no  business  of  hu 
Therefore  Walter  gave  two  knocks. 

**  Cuttle,"  he  heard  the  Captain  say  upon  that 
and  immediately  afterwards  the  Captain,  in  hi 
clean  shirt  and  braces,  with  has  neckerchief  bang 
ing  loosely  round  his  throat  like  a  coil  of  rope,  am 
his  glutod  hat  on,  appeared  at  tiie  whidow,  leaniiij 
out  over  the  broad  blue  coat  and  waistcoat. 

"  WalV !"  cried  the  Captain,  looking  down  npo 
him  in  amazement 

**Aye,  aye.  Captain  Cuttle,**  retunied  Wmltei 
•*  only  me." 

"What's  the  matter,  my  lad?"  inquired  th 
Captain,  with  great  concern,  **  Gills  an*t  been  an 
sprung  nothing  again  ?** 

"*  No,  no,"  said  Walter.  *"  My  uncle 's  all  rlgh 
Captain  Cuttle.** 

The  Captain  expressed  his  gratifioation,  and  sai 
he  wosld  come  down  below  and  open  the  doo 
which  he  did. 

»*  Thouffh  you  *re  early,  Wal*r,'*«aid  theCaptaii 
eyeing  him  still  doubtflilly,  when  they  got  uj 
stairs. 

*'  Why,  the  fiict  is,  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Walts 
sitting  down,  "  I  was  afhiid  jou  would  have  g^s 
out,  and  I  Want  to  benefit  by  your  friendly  oo«i 
sel." 

"  So  you  shall,**  said  the  Captain ;  "*  wh«t  *11  ye 
take?" 

"  I  want  to  take  your  opinion.  Captain  Cottle, 
returned  Walter,  smiling.  **  That  *s  the  only  thin 
for  me." 

"Come  on,  then,"  said  the  Ctptaio.  *^  Willi 
will,  my  lad !" 

Walter  related  to  him  what  had  happened ;  az 
the  difficulty  in  which  he  felt  respecting  his  unci 
and  the  relief  it  would  be  to  him  if  Captain  Cuttl 
in  his  kindness,  would  help  him  to  smooth  it  awaj 
Captain  Cuttle's  infinite  consternation  and  astonis 
ment  at  the  prospect  unfolded  to  him,  gradual 
swallowing  that  gentleman  up,  until  it  left  his  ftu 
quite  vacant,  and  the  suit  of  blue,  the  glazed  hi 
and  tlie  hook,  apparently  without  an  owner. 

"  You  see,  Captain  CutUe,"  pursued  Waller,  *•  f 
myself,  I  am  young,  as  Mr.  Domliey  said,  and  n 
to  be  considered.  I  am  to  fight  my  way  throng 
the  world,  I  know ;  but  there  are  two  points  I  w. 
tliinking,  as  I  came  along,  thai  I  should  he  vei 
particular  about,  in  respect  to  my  uncle.  I  dos 
mean  to  say  Uiat  I  deserve  to  be  the  pride  and  d 
light  of  his  lifb  — you  believe  roe,  I  know -«  bat 
am.    Now,  don*t  you  think  I  am  7*' 

The  Captain  seemed  to  make  an  endeavour 
rise  from  the  depths  of  his  astonishment,  and  g 
back  to  his  fiice ;  but  the  efibrt  being  ineflfectai 
tlie  glazed  hat  merely  nodded  with  a  mute,  unuttc 
abk  meaning.  . 

«•  If  I  live  and  have  my  health,**  said  Walta 
**  and  I  am  not  afraid  of  Uiat,  still,  when  I  Im 
England  I  can  hardly  hope  to  see  my  uncle  agmi 
He  is  old.  Captain  Cuttle;  and  besides,  his  life  ii 
life  of  custom—** 

"*  Steady,  WaPr !  Of  a  want  of  oostoin  ?**  n 
the  Captain,  suddenly  re-appearing. 

"*  Too  true.**  returned  Walter,  shaking'  his  htm 
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»iC  fff  cortom.  And  if  («8  yon  very  truly  said,  I 
n  sure)  he  would  have  died  tiie  sooner  fur  Uie  losa 
r  the  stock,  and  all  those  objects  to  which  he  has 
sen  accusiomed  for  so  many  years,  donH  you  think 
s  might  die  a  little  sooner  for  the  I<ia8  of—" 
"Ol  his  Nevy,"  interposed  the  Captain.  "  Right  I" 
*•  Well  Uieii,"  said  Walter,  trying  to  speak  gaily, 
we  must  do  our  best  to  muke  him  believe  that  the 
ipu-ation  is  but  a  tenipoi  ary  one,  after  all ;  but  as 
know  better,  or  dread  ihut  I  know  belter,  CapUin 
uttte,  and  as  I  have  so  many  reasons  for  regard- 
ing him  with  affection,  and  duty,  and  honour,  I  am 
traid  I  siiould  make  but  a  very  poor  hand  at  that, 
'  I  tried  to  persuade  him  of  it  •  That  *s  my  great 
easoD  for  wishing  you  to  break  it  out  to  him ;  and 
iAt*8  the  6nit  point** 

**  Keep  her  off  a  point  or  so !"  observed  tJie  Cap- 
in,  in  a  contemplative  voice. 
**What  did  you  say,  Captain  Cuttle?"  inquired 
Salter. 

"Stand  by  r  returned  the  Captain  thoughtfully. 
Waller  paused  to  ascerUin  if  the  Captain  had 
iiy  particular  in^rmation  to  add  to  this,  but  as  he 
lid  DO  more,  went  on. 

••  Now,  the  second  point.  Captain  Cuttle.  I  am 
MTj  to  say,  I  am  not  a  ikvourite  with  Mr.  Dom- 
if.  I  have  always  tried  to  do  my  best,  and  I  have 
Iways  done  it ;  but  he  does  not  like  me.  He  can't 
elp  his  likings  and  dislikings,  perhaps.  I  say 
[>thiDg  of  that  I  only  say  that  I  am  certain  he 
!>es  not  like  me.  He  does  not  send  me  to  this  post 
I  a  good  one ;  he  disdains  to  represent  it  as  being 
Btter  than  it  is ;  and  I  doubt  very  much  if  it  will 
per  lead  me  to  advancement  in  the  House  —  whe- 
ler  it  does  not,  on  the  contrary,  dispose  of  me  for 
rer,  and  put  me  out  of  the  way.  Now,  we  must 
Lj  nothing  of  this  to  my  uncle.  Captain  Cuttle, 
It  must  make  it  out  to  be  as  favourai>le  and  pro- 
iising  as  we  can ;  and  when  I  tell  you  what  it 
!alJy  is,  I  only  do  so,  that  in  case  any  means  should 
rer  arise  of  lending  me  a  hand,  so  far  off,  1  may 
Lve  one  fi'iend  at  home  who  knows  my  real  situa- 
>n. 

•*  Wal'r,  my  boy,"  replied  the  Captain,  **  in  the 
roverbs  of  Solomon  you  will  find  the  ibllowing 
orda, '  May  we  never  want  a  friend  in  need,  nor 
bottle  to  give  him  I*    When  found,  make  a  note 

Here  the  Captain  stretched  out  his  hand  to  Wal- 
r,  with  an  air  of  downright  good  faith  that  spoke 
ihmies;  at  the  same  time  refieating  (for  he  felt 
'oud  of  the  accuracy  and  pointed  application  of 
m  quoUtion),  "When  found,  make  a  note  of." 
■'Captain  CuUle,"  said  Walter,  taking  the  im- 
enae  fist  extended  to  him  by  the  Captain  in  botli  his 
inds,  which  it  completely  filled,  **  next  to  my  undo 
il,  I  love  you.  There  is  no  one  on  earth  in  whom 
eaii  more  aafely  trust,  I  am  sore.  As  to  the  mere 
»ing  away,  Captain  Cuttle,  I  don*t  care  for  that ; 
ky  should  I  care  for  that !  If  i  were  firee  to  seek 
Y  own  fortune — if  I  were  free  to  go  as' a  common 
lior  —  if  I  were  fi-ee  to  venture  on  my  own  ac- 
nnt  to  tlie  farthest  end  of  the  world  ->  I  woald 
idlj  go !  I  w^ould  have  gladly  gone,  years  ago, 
d  taken  raj  chance  of  what  might  come  of  it 
it  it  was  against  my  uncle*s  wishes,  and  against 
e  plans  he  had  formed  for  me ;  and  there  was  an 
d  of  that  But  what  I  feel.  Captain  Cuttle,  is 
at  we  have  been  a  little  mistaken  all  along,  and 
■t,  so  iar  as  any  unprovement  in  my  prospects  is 
ncemed,  I  am  no  better  off  now  than  I  was  when 


worse,  for  the  House  may  have  been  kindly  indin- 
ed  towards  me  then,  and  it  certainly  is  not  now." 

"  Turn  again,  Whittington,"  muttered  the  dis. 
coosolate  Captain,  after  looking  at  Walter  for  some 
time. 

"  Aye !"  replied  Walter,  laughing,  "  an<'  turn  a 
great  many  times,  too.  Captain  Cutile,  I*m  afraid, 
before  such  fortune  as  his  ever  turns  up  again.  Not 
that  I  complain,"  he  added,  in  bis  lively,  aniraatud, 
energetic  way.  **  I  have  notliing  to  comphiin  of.  I 
am  provided  for.  I  can  live.  When  I  leave  my 
uncle,  I  leave  him  to  you  ;  and  I  can  leave  him  to 
no  one  better,  Capuin Cuttle.  I  haven't  told  you  ail 
this  because  1  despair,  not  I ;  it's  to  eonvince  you 
that  I  can't  piok  and  choose  in  Dombey's  House, 
and  that  where  I  am  scut,  there  I  must  go,  and 
what  I  am  offt^rcd,  that  I  must  take.  It's  belter 
fur  my  uncle  that  I  should  bo  sent  away ;  for  Mr. 
Dombey  is  a  valuable  friend  to  him,  as  he  proved 
htmselt^  you  know  when,  Captain  Cuttle ;  and  I  am 
persuaded  he  won't  be  less  valuable  when  he  hasn't 
ms  there,  every  day,  to  awaken  bis  dislike.  So 
hurrah  for  the  West  Indies,  Captain  Cuttle  I  How 
does  that  tune  go  that  the  sailors  sing  7 

**  For  the  Port  of  Barbadoes,  boyst 

Cbeerily! 
Ijeavlng  old  England  behind  u»,  hoys!  • 
Cheerily!'* 

Here  the  Captatn  roared  in  ehorus 

"  Qb  clieerily,  cheerily ! 

••Ohcheer-l-lyr 

The  last  line  reaching  the  quick  ears  of  an  ar« 
dent  skipper  not  quite  sober,  who  lodged  opposite, 
and  who  instantly  sprung  out  of  bed,  threw  up  his 
window,  and  joined  in,  across  the  street,  at  tlie  top 
of  his  vdoe,  produced  a  fine  effect  When  it  was 
impossible  to  sustain  tiie  concluding  note  any 
longer,  the  skipper  bellowed  forth  a  terrific  "  ahoy  1" 
intended  in  part  as  a  friendly  greeting,  and  in  part 
to  show  that  he  was  not  at  all  breathed.  That  done, 
he  »hut  down  his  window,  and  went  to  bed  again. 

'*And  now,  Captain  Cuttle."  said  Walter,  hand- 
ing him  the  blue  coat  and  waistcoat,  and  bustling 
very  much,  "  if  you  'II  come  and  break  the  news 
to  Uncle  Sol  (which  he  ought  to  have  known,  days 
upon  days  ago,  by  rightf>)  I'll  leave  you  at  the  door, 
you  know,  and  walk  about  until  the  aiUrnoon." 

The  Captain,  however,  scarcely  appeared  to  rel- 
ish the  commission,  or  to  be  by  any  means  confi- 
dent of  his  powers  of  executing  it  He  had  arrangM 
the  future  life  and  adventures  of  Walter  so  very 
differently,  and  so  entirely  to  his  own  satisfaction ; 
he  had  felicitated  himself  so  ot\en  on  the  sagacity 
and  foresight  displayed  in  that  arrangement,  and 
had  found  it  so  complete  and  perfect  in  all  its  parts ; 
that  to  suffer  it  to  go  to  pieces  all  at  once,  and  even 
to  assist  in  breaking  it  up,  required  a  great  effort 
of  his  resolution.  '1  he  Captain,  too,  found  it  difi&. 
cult  to  unload  his  old  ideas  upon  the  subject,  and  to 
take  a  perfectly  new  cargo  on  board,  with  that 
rapidhy  which  the  circumstances  required,  or  with- 
out jumbling  and  confounding  the 'two.  Conse- 
quently, instead  of  putting  on  his  coat  and  waist- 
coat with  anything  like  the  impetuosity  that  could 
alone  have  kept  pace  with  Walter's  mood,  he  de- 
clined to  invest  himself  with  those  garments  at  all 
at  present;  and  informed  Walter  that  on  such  a 
serious  matter,  he  must  he  allowed  to  **  bite  his 
nails  a  bit" 

"It's  an  old  habit  of  mine,  Wal'r,"  said  the  Cap- 
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PJed  Cuttle  bite  his  nails,  WaPr,  then  you  may  knew 
that  Ned  Cattle  *s  Bgrroond.** 

Thereupon  the  Captain  put  his  iron  hook  between 
bis  te^th,  as  if  it  were  a  hand ;  and  with  an  air  of 
wisdom  and  profundity  that  was  the  very  concentra- 
tion  and  sublimation  of  all  philrjsophioal  reflection 
and  grave  inquiry,  applied  himself  t6  the  considers- 
tion  of  the  subject  in  its  various  branches. 

»*  There 's  a  friend  of  mine,"  murmured  the  Cap- 
tain, in  an  absent  manner,  **but  he*8  at  present 
coasting  round  to  Whitby,  that  would  deliver  such 
sn  opinion  on  this  subject,  or  any  other  that  could 
be  named,  as  would  give  Parliament  six  and  beat 
'em.  Been  knocked  overboard,  that  man/*  said  the 
Captain,  "  twice,  and  none  the  worse  for  it.  Was 
beat  in  his  apprenticeship,  for  three  weeks  (off  and 
on),  about  tlie  head  with  a  ringbolt  And  yet  a 
clearer-minded  man  don*t  walk.'* 

In  spite  of  his  respect  for  Captain  Cuttle,  Walter 
could  not  help  inwardly  rejoicing  at  the  absence  of 
this  sage,  and  devoutly  hoping  that  his  limpid  in- 
tellect  might  not  be  brought  to  bear  on  his  difficul- 
ties until  they  were  quite  settled. 

**■  If  you  was  to  take  and  show  that  man  the  buoy 
at  the  Nore,"  said  Captain  Cuttle  in  the  same  tone, 
**  and  ask  him  his  opinion  of  it,  Wal'r,  he  'd  give 
you  an  opinion  that  was  no  more  like  that  buoy 
than  your  uncle's  buttons  are.  There  an't  a  man 
that  walks  —  certainly  not  on  ftoo  legs — that  can 
come  near  him.    Not  near  him !" 

•*  What 's  his  name,  Captain  Cuttle  ?"  inquired 
Walter,  determined  to  be  interested  in  the  Captain's 
friend. 

**  His  name 's  Bunsby,"  said  tlie  Captain.  ••  But 
Lord,  it  might  be  anything  for  tlie  matter  of  tliat, 
with  such  a  mind  as  his !" 

The  exact  idea  which  the  Captain  attached  to 
this  concluding  piece  of  praise,  he  did  not  further 
elucidate ;  neither  did  Walter  seek  to  draw  it  forth. 
For  on  his  beginning  to  review,  with  the  vivacity 
natural  to  himself  and  to  his  situation,  the  leading 
points  in  his  own  affairs,  he  soon  discovered  that 
the  Captair^  had  relajji^ed  into  his  former  profound 
state  of  mind ;  and  that  while  he  eyed  him  sted- 
fastly  from  beneath  his  bushy  eyebrows,  he  evi- 
dently neither  saw  nor  heard  him,  but  remained 
immersed  in  cogitation. 

In  fact.  Captain  Cuttle  was  labouring  with  such 
great  designs,  that  far  from  being  aground,  he  soon 
got  off  into  the  deepest  of.  water,  and  could  find  no 
bottom  to  his  penetration.  By  degrees  it  became 
perfectly  plain  to  the  Captain  that  there  was  some 
mistake  here ;  that  it  was  undoubtedly  much  more 
likely  to  be  Walter's  mistake  than  his ;  that  if  there 
were  really  any  West  India  scheme  afoot,  it  was  a 
very  different  one  from  what  Walter,  who  was  young 
and  rash,  supposed ;  and  could  only  be  some  new 
device  for  making  his  fortune  with  unusual  celerity. 
^Or  if  there  should  be  any  little  hitch  between 
'em,"  thought  the  Captain,  meaning  between  Walter 
and  Mr.  Dombey,  **  it  only  wants  a  word  in  season 
from  a  friend  of  both  parties,  to  set  it  right  and 
smooth,  and  make  all  taut  again."  Captain  Cuttle's 
deduction  from  these  considerations  was,  that  as  he 
already  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  knowing  Mr.  Dom- 
bey,  from  having  spent  a  very  agreeable  half  hour 
in  his  company  at  Brighton  (on  the  morning  when 
they  borrowed  the  money)  ;  and  that,  as  a  couple  of 
men  of  the  world,  who  understood  each  other,  and 
were  mutually  disposed  to  make  things  comfortable, 
could  easily  arrange  any  little  difficulty  of  this  sort, 
and  come  at  the  real  facto :  the  friendlv  thinir  for 


it  to  Walter  at  present,  just  to  step  up  to  Mr.  l>om 
bey's  house — say  to  the  servant  "  Would  ye  be  so 
good,  my  lad,  as  report  Cap'en  Cuttle  here  r'---meet 
Mr.  Dombey  in  a  confidential  spirit — hook  him  by 
the  button-hole— t«ilk  it  over— make  it  all  right— 
and  come  away  triumphant  I 

As  these  reflections  presented  themselves  to  the 
Captain's  mind,  and  by  slow  degrees  assumed  this 
shape  and  form,  his  visage  cleared  like  a  doubtful 
morning  when  it  gives  place  to  a  bright  noon.  His 
eyebrows,  which  had  been  in  the  highest  degree 
portentous,  smoothed  their  rugged  bristling  aspect, 
and  became  serene ;  his  eyes,  which  had  been  nearly 
closed  in  the  severity  of  his  mental  exercise,  opened 
freely ;  a  smile  which  had  been  at  first  but  three 
specks^-one  at  the  righuhand  corner  of  his  mouth, 
and  one  at  the  corner  of  each  eye — gradually  over- 
spread his  whole  face,  and,  rippling  up  into  his  fore- 
head,  lifted  the  glazed  hat:  as  if  that  too  had  been 
aground  with  Captain  Cuttle,  and  were  now,  like 
him,  happily  afloat  again. 

Finally,  the  Captain  left  off  biting  his  nails,  and 
said,  •*  Now  Wal'r,  my  boy,  you  may  help  me  on 
with  them  slops."  By  which  the  Captain  meant 
his  coat  and  waistcoat 

Walter  little  imagined  why  the  Captain  waa  so 
particular  in  the  arrangement  of  his  crayat,  as  to 
twist  the  pendent  ends  into  a  sort  of  pigtail,  and 
pass  them  through  a  massive  gold  ring  with  a  pic- 
ture of  a  tomb  upon  it,  and  a  neat  iron  railing,  and 
a  tree,  in  memory  of  some  deceased  friend.  Noi 
why  the  Captain  pulled  up  his  shirt-cdlar  to  th« 
utmost  limits  allowed  by  the  Irish  linen  below,  and 
by  so  doing  decorated  himself  with  a  complete  pair 
of. blinkers;  nor  why  he  changed  his  shoes,  and 
put  cfu  an  unparalleled  pair  of  ankle-jaoks,  whicli 
he  only  wore  on  extraordinary  occasions.  The  Cap- 
tain being  at  length  attired  to  his  own  completfl 
satisfaction,  and  having  glanced  at  himself  firoDi 
head  to  foot  in  a  shaving-glass  which  he  removed 
from  a  nail  for  that  purpose,  took  up  his  knotted 
stick,  and  said  he  was  ready. 

The  Captain's  walk  was  more  complacent  thai 
usual  when  they  got  out  into  the  street ;  but  thii 
Walter  supposed  to  be  the  effect  of  the  ankie-jocka 
and  took  little  heed  ot  Before  they  had  gone  ver^ 
.far,  they  encountered  a  woman  selling  flowers; 
when  Uie  Captain  stopping  short,  as  if  struck  by  a 
happy  idea,  made  a  purchase  of  the  largest  bondk 
in  her  basket:  a  most  glorious  nosegay,  fan.shape4 
some  two  feet  and  a  half  round,  and  composed  <^  alj 
the  jolliest-looking  flowers  that  blow. 

Armed  with  this  little  token,  which  he  designed 
for  Mr.  Dombey,  Captain  Cuttle  walked  on  with 
Walter  until  they  reached  the  Instrument-maker*! 
door,  before  which  they  both  paused. 

"You're  going  in?"  said  Walter. 

**Yes;"  returned  the  Captain,  who  felt  thai 
Walter  must  be  got  rid  of  before  he  proceeded  any 
further,  and  that  he  had  better  time  his  projected 
visit  somewhat  later  in  the  day. 

**  And  you  won't  forget  anything  V*  said  Walter. 

**  No,"  returned  the  Captain. 

**  I  '11  go  upon  my  walk  at  once,"  said  Walter, 
*'and  then  I  shall  be  oat  of  the  way,  Captain 
Cuttle." 

'*  Take  a  good  long  'un,  my  lad !"  replied  the 
Captain,  calling  afier  him.  Walter  waved  his  hand 
in  assent,  and  went  his  way. 

His  way  was  nowhere  in  particular;  but  he 
thought  he  would  go  out  into  the  fields,  where  he 
conld  reflect  unon  the  unknown  life  before  buOi 
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bew  no  better  fields  than  those  near  Hampstead, 
lOfi  DO  better  means  of  getting  at  them  than  by 
paning  Mr.  Dombey^s  house. 

It  was  as  stately  and  as  dark  as  ever,  when  he 
frent  by  and  glanced  ap  at  its  fh)wning  front.  The 
>limia  were  ail  pulled  down,  but  the  upper  windows 
flood  wide  open,  and  the  pleasant  air  stirring  those 
nrtains  and  waving  them  to  and  fro,  was  the  only 
ign  of  animation  in  the  whole  exterior.  Walter 
nilked  softly  as  he  passed,  and  was  glad  when  he 
lid  left  the  nouso  a  door  or  two  behind. 

He  looked  back  then ;  with  the  interest  he  had 
ilways  felt  fiv  the  place  since  the  adventure  of  the 
at  child,  years  ago ;  and  looked  especially  at  those 
ip^r  windows.  While  he  was  thus  engaged,  a 
sbriot  drove  to  the  door,  and  a  portly  gentleman 
n  black,  with  a  heavy  watch-chain,  alighted,  and 
mt  in.  When  he  afterwards  remembered  this 
icntleman  and  his  equipage  together,  Walter  had 
D  doubt  he  was  a  physician ;  and  then  he  won. 
iered  who  was  ill ;  but  the  discovery  did  not  occur 
»him  until  he  had  walked  some  distance,  thinking 
sdcssly  of  other  things. 

Though  still,  of  what  the  house  had  suggested  to 
im;  for  Walter  pleased  himself  with  thinking  that 
erfaaps  the  time  might  come,  when  the  beautiful 
hild  who  was  his  old  friend  and  had  always  been 
»  grateful  to  him  and  so  glad  to  see  him  since, 
light  interest  her  brother  in  his  behalf  and  influ- 
■oe  his  fortunes  for  the  better.  He  liked  to  ima- 
iae  this — more,  at  that  moment,  for  the  plea^^ure 
f  imagining  her  continued  renfembrance  of  him, 
bsn  for  any  worldly  profit  he  might  gain:  but 
Drther  and  more  sober  fancy  whimpered  to  him 
bst  if  he  were  alive  then,  he  would  be,  beyond  the 
ea  and  forgotten ;  she  married,  rich,  proud,  happy. 
Rbere  was  no  more  reason  why  she  should  rcmem- 
er  him  with  any  interest  in  such  an  altered  state 
r  things,  than  any  plaything  she  ever  had.  No, 
■t  SD  much. 

Yet  Walter  so  idealised  the  pretty  child  whom 
t  had  found  wandering  in  the  rough  streets,  and 
I  identified  her.  with  her  innocent  gratitude  of 
lit  night  and  the  simplicity  and  truth  of  its  ex. 
Mssion,  that  he  blushed  for  himself  as  a  libeller 
fben  be  argued  that  she  could  ever  grow  proud, 
b  the  other  hand,  his  meditations  were  of  that 
■fastie  order  that  it  scented  hardly  less  libellous 
I  him  to  imagine  her  grown  a  woman  ;  to  think 
r  her  as  anything  hut  the  same  artless,  gentle, 
jbaing  little  creature,  that  she  had  been  in  the 
»fa  of  good  Mrs.  Brown.  In  a  word,  Walter 
Hid  out  that  to  reason  with  himself  about  Flo- 
HKc  at  all,  was  to  become  very  unreasonable  in- 
Bed ;  and  that  he  could  do  no  better  than  preserve 
er  isMge  in  his  mind  as  something  precious,  un- 
SCamable,  unchangeable,  and  indefinite — indefinite 
raO  but  its  power  of  giving  him  pleasure,  and  re- 
taining him  like  an  AngcPs  hand  from  anything 
nr«rthy. 

It  was  a  long  stroll  in  the  fields  that  Walter  took 
■i  day,  listening  to  the  birds,  and  the  Sunday 
&,  and  the  softened  murmur  of  the  town— breath- 
g  sweet  scents ;  |rlancing  sometimes  ut  the  dim 
iraoo  bejond  which  his  voyage  and  his  place  of 
istinatioD  Uy ;  then  looking  round  on  the  green 
•Irtish  grass  and  tlic  home -landscape.  But  he 
irfly  onoc  thought,  even  of  goint  away,  distinctly ; 
h1  seemed  to  pat  off  reflection  idly,  from  hour  to 
p«r,  and  from  minute  to  minute,  while  he  yet 
Bttt  on  fefleeting  all  the  time. 

left  the  6clds  behind  him.  and  was 


w^en  he  heard  a  shout  from  a  man,  and  then  a 
woman^s  voice  calling  to  him  loudly  by  name. 
Turning  quickly  in  his  surprise,  he  saw  that  a 
hackney-coach,  going  in  tlie  contrary  direction, 
had  stopped  at  no  great  distance ;  that  the  coach- 
man was  looking  back  from  his  box,  and  making 
signals  to  him  with  his  whip ;  and  that  a  young 
woman  inside  was  leaning  out  of  the  window,  and 
beckoning  with  immense, energy.  Running  up  to 
this  cotch,  he  found  that  the  young  woman  was 
Miss  Nipper,  and  that  Miss  Nipper  was  in  such  a 
flutter  as  to  be  almost  beside  herself. 

"Staggs's  Gardens,  Mr.  Walter!"  said  Miss 
Nipper ;  "  if  you  please,  oh  do !" 

**Eh?"  cried  Walter;  «  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

♦*Oh,  Mr.  Walter,  Staggs's  Gardens,  if  you 
please !"  said  Susan. 

*♦  There  I"  cried  the  coachman,  appealing  to 
Walter,  with  a  sort  of  exulting  despair ;  **  that 's 
the  way  the  young  lady  ^s  been  a  goin*  on  for  up- 
wards of  a  mortal  hour,  and  me  continivally  backing 
out  of  no-thorough fares,  where  she  would  drive  up. 
I  Ve  had  a  many  fares  in  this  coach  first  and  last, 
but  never  such  a  fare  as  her." 

'*  Do  you  want  to  go  to  Staggs's  Gardens,  Su- 
san ?"  inquired  Walter. 

"  Ah  !  She  wantn  to  iro  there  !  Wherz  is  it  ?" 
growled  the  coachman. 

"  I  don't  know  where  it  is !"  exclaimed  Susan 
wildly.  "Mr.  Walter,  I  was  there  once  myself, 
along  with  Miss  Floy  and  our  own  poor  darling 
Master  Paul,  on  the  very  day  when  you  found  Miss 
Floy  in  the  city,  for  we  lost  h#r  coming  home,  Mrs. 
Richards  and  me,  and  a  mad  bull,  and  Mrs.  Rich- 
ards*s  eldest,  and  though  I  went  there  afterwards, 
I  can't  remember  where  it  is,  I  think  it's  sunk 
into  the  ground.  Oh,  Mr.  Walter,  don't  desert  me, 
Staggs'a  Gardens,  if  you  please  !  Miss  Floy's  dar- 
ling — ^all  our  darlings — little,  meek,  meek  Master 
Paul !    Oh  Mr.  Walter  !" 

"  Good  God  r  cried  Walter.    •*  Is  he  very  ill  r 

•*  The  pretty  flower !"  cried  Susan,  wringing  her 
hands,  "  has  took  the  fancy  that  he'd  like  to  see  his 
old  nurse,  and  I  *ve  come  to  bring  her  to  his  bed- 
side, Mrs.  Staggs,  of  Polly  Toodle's  Gardens,  some 
one  pray !" 

Greatly  moved  by  what  he  heard,. and  catching 
Susan's  earnestness  immediately,  Walter,  now  that 
he  understood  the  nature  of  her  errand,  dashed  into 
it  with  such  ardour  that  the  coachman  had  enough 
to  do  to  follow  closely  as  he  ran  before,  inquiring 
here  and  tliere  and  everywhere,  the  way  to  Staggs'a 
Gardens. 

There  was  no  such  place  as  Staggs's  Gardens. 
It  had  vanished  fVom  tlic  earth.  Wiiere  the  old 
rotten  summer-houses  once  had  stood,  palaces  now 
reared  their  heads,  and  granite  columns  oT gigantic 
girth  opened  a  vista  to  the  railway  world  beyond. 
The  miserable  waste  ground,  where  the  refuse- 
matter  had  been  heaped  of  yore,  was  swallowed  up 
and  gone ;  and  in  its  frowsy  Stead  were  tiers  of 
'warehouses,  crammed  with  rich  goods  and  costly 
merchandise.  The  old  by-strects  now  swarmed 
with  pas.scngers  and  vehicles  of  every  kind ;  the 
new  streets  that  had  stopped  disheartened  in  the 
mud  and  wagon-ruts,  formed  towns  within  tlicm- 
selvcs,  originating  wholesome  comforts  and  convo- 
nienccs  belonging  to  themselves,  and  never  tried 
nor  thought  of  until  tliey  sprung  into  existence. 
Bridges  that  had  led  to  nothing,  led  to  villas,  gar- 
dens, churches,  healthy  public  walks.  The  car- 
casses of  houBos.  and  beirinninirs  of  new  thorousrh- 
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ppeed,  and  shot  away  into  tiie  country  m  a  monator 
train. 

As  to  the  neighbourhood  which  had  hesitated  to 
acknowledge  the  raihY>ad  in  its  struggling  days, 
that  had  grown  wise  and  penitent,  as  any  Christian 
might  in  such  a  csjse,  and  now  boasted  of  its  power- 
ful and  prosperous  relation.  There  were  railway 
patterns  in  its  drapers*  shops,  and  railway  journals 
in  the  windows  of  its  newsmen.  There  w<-re  rail- 
way hotels,  coffee-houses,  lodging-houses,  boarding- 
houKCs;  railway  plans,  maps,  views,  wrappers, 
bottles,  sandwich.bozes,  and  time  tables;  railway 
hiickney-coach  and  cab-stands ;  railway  onmibuses, 
railway  streets  and  buildings,  railway  hangers-on 
and  parasites,  and  flatterers  out'bf  all  calculation. 
There  was  even  railway  time  observed  in  clocks, 
as  if  the  sun  itself  had  given  in.  Among  the  van- 
quished, was  the  master  chimney-sweeper,  whilom 
incredulous  at  Staggs*s  Gardens,  who  now  lived  in 
a  stuccoed  house  three  stories  high,  and  gave  him- 
self  out,  with  golden  flourishes  upon  a  varnished 
board,  as  contractor  for  the  cleansing  of  the  railway 
chimneys  by  machinery. 

To  and  from  the  heart  of  this  great  change,  all 
day  and  night,  throbbing  currents  rushed  and  re- 
turned incessantly  like  its  life's  blood.  Crowds  of 
people  and  mountains  of  goods,  departing  and  ar- 
riving  scores  upon  scores  of  times  in  every  four- 
and-twenty  hours,  produced  a  fermentation  in  the 
place  that  was  always  in  action.  7'he  very  houses 
seemed  disposed  to  pack  up  and  take  trips.  Won- 
derful Members  of  Parliament,  who,  little  more 
than  twenty  years  ibcfore,  had  mnde  tliemselves 
merry  with  the  wild  railroad  tlieories  of  engineers, 
and  given  them  the  liveliest  rubs  in  cross-examina- 
tion, went  down  into  the  north  with  their  watches 
in  their  hands,  and  sent  on  messages  before  by  tlie 
electric  telegraph,  to  say  that  they  were  coining. 
I^i^lit  and  day  the  conquering  engines  rumbled  at 
their  distant  work,  or,  advancing  smoothly  to  their 
journey's  end,  and  gliding  like  taane  dragons  into 
the  allotted  corners  groovea  out  to  the  inch  for  their 
reception,  stood  bubbling  and  trembling  there, 
making  ^be  walls  quake,  as  if  they  were  dilating 
with  the  secret  knowledcfe  of  great  powers  yet  un- 
sui^pected  in  them,  and  strong  purposes  not  yet 
achieved. 

But  Staggs*s  Gardens  had  been  cut  up  root  and 
branch.  Oh  woe  the  day  !  when  "  not  a  rood  of 
English  ground"  —  laid  out  in  Staggs's  Gardens — 
is  secure ! 

At  last,  after  much  flruilless  inquiry,  Waller,  fol- 
lowed by  the  coach  and  Susan,  found  a  man  who 
had  once  resided  in  that  vanished  land,  and  who 
was  n6  other  than  the  master  sweep  before  referred 
to,  grown  stout,  and  knocking  a  double  knock  at 
his  own  door.  He  knowed  Toodlc,  he  said,  well. 
Belonged  to  the  Railroad,  didn't  he  ? 

"Yes,  sir,  yesl"  cried  Susan  Nipper  fi*om  the 
coach  window. 

Where  did  he  live  now  7  hastily  inquired  Walter. 

He  lived  in  the  Company's  own  Buildings,  second 
turning^  to  the  right,  ddwn  the  yard,  cross  over, 
and  take  the  second  on  the  right  again.  It  was 
number  eleven;  they  couldn't  mistake  it;  but  if 
they  did,  they  had  only  to  ask  for  Toodle,  Engine 
Fireman,  and  any  one  would  show  them  which  was 
his  house.  At  thig  unexpected  stroke  of  success, 
Susan  Nipper  diamounicd  from  the  coach  with  all 


•peed,  took  Waller's  arm,  and  set  oflT  at  a  brattk. 
less  pa4je  on  foot ;  leaving  the  coach  thero  to  await 
tlieir  return. 

"^Has  the  littk  boy  been  long  ill,  Susan  7**  io. 
quired  Walter,  as  they  harried  on. 

"  Ailing  for  a  deal  of  time,  but  no  one  knew  how 
much,"  said  Susan ;  adding,  with  ezoessiTe  sharp. 
iiesB,  "Oh  them  Blimbers  !" 

*•  Blimbers  ?"  echoed  Walter. 

"  T  oouldn't  forgive  myself  at  such  a  time  as  this, 
Mr.  Walter,"  said  Susan,  **  and  when  there  ^s  so 
much  serious  distress  to  think  about,  if  I  rested 
hard  on  any  one,  especially  on  them  that  littl 
darling  Paul  speaks  well  of|  but  I  may  wish  thsA 
the  family  was  set  to  work  in  a  stony  soil  to  make 
new  roads,  and  that  Miss  Blimber  went  in  front, 
and  had  the  pickaxe !" 

Miss  Nipper  then  took  breath,  and  went  on  fastei 
than  before,  as  if  this  ejctraordinary  aspiration  had 
relieved  her.  Walter,  who  had  by  this  time  nc 
breath  of  his  own  to  spare,  hurried  along  without 
asking  any  more  qucHtions ;  and  they  soon,  in  theii 
impatience,  burst  in  at  a  little  door  and  came  intc 
a  clean  purlour  full  of  children. 

**  Where 's  Mrs.  Richards !"  exclaimed  SasHU 
Nipper,  looking  round.  "  Oh  Mrs.  Richards,  Mrs. 
Richards,  come  along  with  me,  my  dear  creetur  !*' 

VWhy,  if  it  an't  Susan!"  cried  Polly,  rising 
with  her  honest  face  and  motherly  figure  from 
among  the  group,  in  -great  surprise. 

"  Yes,  Mrs.  Richards,  it's  mo,"  said  Susan,  ■*and 
I  wish  it  wasn't,  though  I  may  not  seem  to  flattei 
when  I  say  so,  but  little  Master  Paul  is  very  ill^ 
and  told  his  Pa  to-dny  that  he  would  like  to  see  the 
face  of  his  old  nurse,  and  him  and  Miss  Floy  hope 
you  '11  come  along  with  me — and  Mr.  Waller  Mrs. 
Richards — forgetting  what  is  past,  and  do  a  kind- 
ness  to  the  tr^cet  dear  that  is  withering  away.  Oh, 
Mrs.  Richards,  withering'  away  !"  Susan  Nippei 
crying,  Polly  shed  tears  to  see  her,  and  to  heai 
what  she  had  said ;  and  all  the  children  gathered 
round  (including  numbers  of  new  babies);  and 
Mr.  Toodle,  who  had  just  come  home  from  Bir- 
mingham,  and  was  eating  his  dinner  out  of  a  basin 
laid  down  his  knife  and  fork,  and  put  on  his  wifeV 
bonnet  and  shawl  for  her,  which  were  hanging  Uf 
behind  the  door;  then  tapped  her  on  the  back;  and 
said,  with  more  fatherly  feeling  than  eloquence 
"  Polly  !  cut  away  I" 

So  they  got  back  to  the  coach,  long  before  th< 
coachman  expected  tliem;  and  Walter  pntting 
Susan  and  Mrs.  Richards  inside,  took  his  seat  oi 
the  box  himself  that  there  might  be  no  more  mi* 
takes,  and  deposited  them  safely  in  the  hall  of  Mr 
Dombey's  house  —  where,  by  tlie  by,  he  saw  a 
mighty  nosegay  lying,  which  reminded  him  of  th< 
one  Captain  Cuttle  had  purchased  in  his  companj 
that  morning.  He  would  have  lingered  to  knovi 
more  of  the  young  invalid,  or  waited  any  length  of 
time  to  see  if  he  could  render  the  least  service 
but;  painfully  sensible  that  such  conduct  would  b< 
looked  upon  by  Mr.  Dombey  as  presumptuous  anc 
forward,  he  turned  slowly,  sadly,  anxiously 
away. 

He  had  not  gone  five  minutes'  walk  from  th< 
door,  when  a  man  came  running  aAer  him,  an< 
begged  him  to  return.  Walter  retraced  his  step 
as  quickly  as  he  could,  and  entered  the  gloomj 
house  with  a  sorrowful  foreboding. 
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WHAT  THE  WAVES  WERE  ALWAYS  SAYING. 


Pavl  had  never  riien  from  his  little  bed.  He  Uy 
bere,  luiteiiiag  lo  the  Doi»es  in  the  street,  qnite  tran- 
uilly ;  not  oaring  much  how  the  time  went,  but 
ratching  it  and  woitching  everytiiinf  about  bin 
rith.obeerving  eyes. 

Wheo  the  sunbeams  struck  into  his  room  thrott|rh 
lie  rvstUng  blinds,  and  quivered  on  the  opposite 
r-all  like  grolden  water,  he  knew  that  evening  was 
omiog  on,  and  that  the  sky  was  red  and  beautiful. 
Li  the  reflection  died  away,  and  a  gloom  went 
ratpiag  up  the  wall,  be  watched  it  deepen,  deepen, 
eepen,  into  night^  Then  be  thought  how  the 
>Bg  s^rsets  were  dotted  with  lamps,  and  how  the 
caceful  stars  were  shining  overhead.  His  fancy 
ad  a  strange  tendency  to  wander  to  the  river, 
rhich  he  knew  was  flowing  tbrourh  the  great  city; 
ad  now  he  thought  how  black  it  was,  and  how 
Sep  it  would  look,  refleoling  the  beets  of  stare— 
nd  mere  than  all,  how  steadily  it  roUed  away  to 
leet  the  sea. 

As  it  grew  later  in  the  night,  and  ^teCeps  in  the 
Lreet  became  so  rare  that  he  could  hear  them  com- 
ig,  count  thenfi  aa  they  paused,  and  loee  them  in 
be  hollow,  distanee,  be  would  lie  and  watch  the 
lany-coloured  ring  ahont  the  candle,  and  wait 
Btiently  for  deiy.  Hie  only  trouble  was,  the  swifl 
nd  tapid  river.  He  ftlt  forced,  aometimes,  to  try 
y  stop  it**4o  stem  it  with  his  childish  hands— or 
hoke  its  way  with  sand — and  when  he  saw  it  com- 
ig  on,  resietlesa,  he  cned  ont !  But  a  word  from 
''iorenoe,  wbo  waa  alwaya  at  his  side,  lesloied  htm 
>  himself;  and  leaning  his  poor  head  upon  her 
rssBt,  he  lokl  Floy  nf  hie  dream,  aad  smiled. 

When  day  began  to  dawn  again,  be  watched  for 
IS  sun ;  and  when  its  cheerful  light  began  to  apar- 
le  in  the  room,  be  pictured  to  himself— pictured ! 
e  saw— the  high  church  towers  rising  up  into  the 
UHrning  aky,  the  town  revivinir,  waking,  starting 
ito  life  once  more,  the  river  glistening  as  it  rolled 
>at  rolling  fast  as  ever),  and  the  country  bright 
Jtb  dew.  Familiar  sonnda  and  ciies  came  by  de- 
rees  into  the  street  below;  the  servants  in  the 
ooae  were  roused  and  busy;  faces  looked  in  at  the 
oor,  and  voices  asked  his  attendants  softly  how  he 
ras.  Paul  always  answered  for  himself,  **I  am 
etter.  I  am  a  great  deal  better,  thaak  you !  Tell 
apa  so  r 

By  little  and  little,  he  pt  tired  of  the  bustle  of 
be  day,  the  noise  of  carraagrs  and  carts,  and  people 
assing  and  re-passiog;  and  would  fall  aaleep,  or 
e  troubled  with  a  restbas  and  uneasy  sense  again 
;-the  child  could  hardly  tell  whether  this  were  in 
is  sleeping  or  his  waking  moments— of  that  rush- 
Ig  river.  **  Why,  will  it  never  stop,  Floy  ?"  he 
rould  sometirae8-.ask  hei.  **  liis  bearing  me  away, 

think!"  * 

Bat  Floy  could  always  soothe  and  reassure  him  ; 
nd  it  was  his  daily  delight  to  make  her  lay  her 
ead  down  on  his  pillow,  and  take  some  rest 

•*  You  are  always  watiohing  me,  Floy.  Let  me 
wtch  yoK,  now  •"  They  would  prop  him  up  with 
uihions  in  a  corner  of  his  bed,  and  there  he  would 
ecline  the  while  she  lav  beside  him :  bending  for. 
rard  oftentimes  to  kiss  her,  end  whispering  to  those 
rbo  whte  near  that  she  was  tired,  and  how  she  had 


Thus,  the  flush  of  the  day,  in  its  heat  and  light* 
would  gradually  decline;  and  again  the  golden 
water  would  be  dancing  ou  the  wall. 

He  was  visited  by  aa  many  as  three  grave  doc- 
tors—they used  to  assemble  down  stairs,  and  come 
up  together— and  the  room  was  so  quiet,  and  Paul 
was  so  observant  of  them  (though  he  never  asked 
of  anybody  what  they  said),  that  he  even  knew  the 
differeuce  in  the  sound  of  their  watches.  But  his 
interest  centered  in  Sir  Parker  Peps,  who  always 
took  his  seat  on  the  side  of  the  bed.  For  Paul  had 
heard  them  say  long  ago,  that  that  gentleman  had 
been  with  his  mamma  when  she  clasped  Florenoe 
in  her  arms,  and  died.  And  he  could  not  forget  it, 
now.    He  liked  him  fbr  it     He  was  not  afraid. 

The  people  round  him  changed  as  unaccount- 
ably  as  on  that  first  night  at  Dr.  Blirober's— except 
Florence ;  Florenoe  never  changed — and  what  bad 
been  Sir  Parker  Pepc^  was  now  his  father,  sitting 
with  his  head  upon  his  hand.  Old  Mrs.  Pipchia 
dosing  in  an  easy  chair,  often  changed  to  Miss  Tox, 
or  his  aunt :  and  Paul  was  quite  content  to  shut  his 
eyes  again,  and  see  what  happened  next*  withoqt 
emotion.  But. this  figure  with  its  head  upon  iu 
-hand  returned  so  often,  and  remained  so  long,  and 
sat  so  still  and  solemn,  never  speaking,  never  being 
spoken  to,  and  rarely  lifting  up  its  fiiee,  that  Paul 
began  to  wonder  Lmguidly,  if  it  were  real ;  and  in 
the  night-time  saw  it  sitting  there,  with  fear. 

"  Floy  !'*  he  said.    •*  What  U  that  ?" 

-Where,  dearest?" 

"  There  •  at  the  bottom  of  the  bed." 

''  There  *s  nothing  there,  except  Papa !" 

The  figure  lifted  up  its  head,  and  rose,  and  com^ 
ing  to  the  bedside,  said : 

**  My  own  boy  I  Don*t  you  know  me  ?" 

Paul  looked  it  in  the  face,  and  thought,  was  thip 
bis  father  ?  But  the  face,  so  altered  to  his  thinking, 
thrilled  while  he  gazed,  as  if  it  were  in  pain ;  and 
before  he  could  reach  but  both  his  bands  to  take  it 
between  them,  and  draw  it  towards  lum,  the  figure 
turned  away  quickly  from  the  little  bed,  and  went 
out  at  the  door. 

Paul  looked  at  Florence  with  a  fluttering  heart, 
but  he  knew  what  she  was  going  to  say,  and  stop- 
ped her  with  his  face  against  her  lips.  The  nexi 
time  he  observed  the  figure  sitting  at  the  bottom  of 
the  bed,  he  called  to  it 

**  DonH  be  so  sorry  for  me,  dear  Papa !  Indeed  I 
am  quite  happy !" 

His  father  coming,  and  bending  down  to  him-*- 
which  he  did  quickly,  and  without  first  pausing  by 
the  bedside — Paul  neld  him  round  the  neck,  and 
repealed  those  words  to  him  several  times,  and  very 
earnestly;  and  Paul  never  saw  him  in  his  room 
again  at  any  time,  whether  it  were  day  or  night, 
but  he  called  out,  -  Don't  be  so  sorry  for  me!  In- 
deed I  am  quite  happy  !"  This  was  the  beginning 
of  his  always  saying  in  the  morrung  that  he  was  a 
great  deal  better,  ar^d  that  they  were  to  tell  his 
fother  so. 

How  many  times  the  ^Iden  water  danced  upon 
the  wall ;  how  many  nights  the  dark  dark  river 
rolled  towards  the  sea  in  spite  of  him  ;  Paul  never 
counted,  never  sought  to  know.    If  their  kindness 
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more  kind,  and  he  more  grateful  eTery  day ;  but 
whether  there  were  many  days  or  few,  appeared  of 
little  moment  now,  to  the  gentle  boy. 

One  night  he  had  been  thinking  of  bis  mother, 
and  her  picture  in  the  djrawing-room  down  stairs, 
and  had  thought  she  mufit  have  loved  sweet  Florence 
better  than  his  father  did,  to  have  held  her  in  her 
arms  when  she  felt  that  she  was  dyins^  —  Sat  even 
he,  her  brother,  who  had  such  dear  love  for  her, 
could  have  no  greater  wish  than  that.  The  train 
of  thought  suggested  to  him  to  inquire  if  lie  had 
ever  seen  his  mother  7  for  he  could  not  remember 
whether  they  had  told  him  yes,  or  no,  the  river 
running  very  fast,  and  confusing  his  mind. 

**  Floy,  did  I  ever  see  mamma  ?" 

"No,  darling,  why?" 

**  Did  I  never  see  any  kind  face,  like  a  mamma's, 
looking  at  me  when  I  was  a  baby,  Floy  ?" 

He  asked,  incredulously,  aa  if  he  had  some  vision 
of  a  face  before  him. 

"Oh  yes,  dear!" 

"Whose,  Floy?" 

"  Your  old  nurse's.    Often." 

"  And  where  is  my  old  nurse  ?"  said  Paul  «•  Is 
•he  dead,  too  ?  Floy,  are  we  all  dead,  except  you  7" 

There  was  a  hurry  in  the  room,  for  an  instant- 
longer,  perhaps;  but  it  seemed  no  more  —  then  all 
was  still  again ;  and  Florence,  with  her  face  quite 
colourless,  but  smiling,  held  his  head  upon  her  arm. 
Her  arm  trembled  very  much. 

"  Show  me  that  old  nurse,  Floy,  if  you  please !" 

"She  is  not  here,  darling.  She  shall  come  to- 
morrow." 

"Thank  you,  Floy!" 

.  Paul  ciosiBd  his  eyes  with  those  words,  and  fell 
asleep.  When  he  awoke,  the  sun  was  high,  and 
the  broad  day  was  clear  and  warm.  He  lay  a  lit- 
tie,  looking  at  the  windows,  which  were  open,  and 
the  curtains  rustling. in  the  air,  and  waving  to  and 
fro ;  then  he  said,  "  Floy,  is  it  to-morrow  ?  Is  she 
oome  7" 

Some  one  seemed  to  go  in  quest  of  her.  Perhaps 
it  was  Susan.  Paul  thought  he  heard  her  telling 
him  when  he  had  closed  his  eyes  again,  that  she 
would  soon  be  back ;  but  he  did  not  open  them  to 
see.  She  kept  her  word  —  perhaps  she  had  never 
been  away — but  the  next  thing  that  happened  was 
a  noise  of  footsteps  on  the  stairs,  and  then  Paul 
woke— woke  mind  and  body — and  sat  upright  in 
his  bed.  He  saw  them  now  about  him.  There  was 
no  gray  mist  before  them,  as  there  had  been  some- 
times  in  the  night  He  knew  them  every  one,  and 
called  them  by  their  names. 

"And  who  is  this 7  Is  this  my  old  nurse ?"  said 
the  child,  regarding  with  a  radiant  smile,  a  figure 
coming  in. 

Yes,  yes.  No  other  stranger  would  have  shed 
those  tears  at  sight  of  him,  and  called  him  her  dear 
boy,  her  pretty  boy,  her  own  poor  blighted  child. 
No  other  woman  would  have  stooped  down  by  his 
bed,  and  taken  up  his  wasted  hand,  and  put  it  to 
her  lips  and  breast,  as  one  who  had  some  right  to 
fondle  it  No  other  woman  would  have  so  forgot- 
ten  everybody  there  but  him  and  Floy,  and  been  so 
lull  of  tenderness  and  pity. 

"  Floy !  this  is  a  kind,  good  face !"  said  Paul. 
**  I  am  glad  to  see  it  again.  Don't  go  away,  old 
nurse !    Stay  here  !" 

His  senses  were  all  quickened,  and  he  heard  a 
name  he  knew. 


"Who  was  that,  who  said  ' WatterT  "  he  u 
looking  round.  "Some  one  said  Walter.  I 
here  7    I  should  like  to  see  him  very  much." 

Nobody  replied  directly ;  but  his  father  soon 
to  Susan,  "Call  him  back,  then :  let  him  come 
A  Her  a  short  pause  of  expectation,  during  v 
he  looked  with  smiling  interest  and  wonder,  o 
nurse,  and  saw  that  she  had  not  forgotten 
Walter  was  brought  into  the  roomf  His  open 
and  manner,  and  his  cheerful  eyes,  had  aj 
made  him  a  favourite  with  Paul ;  and  when 
saw  him,  he  stretched  out  his  hand,  and 
"Good-bye!" 

"  Good-bye,  my  cliild !"  cried  Mrs.  Pipcbin, 
rying  to  his  bed's  head.    "  Not  good4>ye  ?" 

For  an  instant,  Paul  looked  at  her  with  the 
ful  face  with  which  he  had  so  oflen  gased  upo 
in  .his  oorner  by  the  fire.  "Ah,  Yea,"  he 
placidly,  "good'bye!  Walter  dear,  good-byi 
turning  his  head  to  where  he  stood,  and  pt 
out^his  hand  again.    "  Where  is  Papa  ?" 

He  f^lt  his'&ther's  breath  upon  his  cheek,  I 
the  words  had  parted  from  his  lips. 

"  Remember  Walter,  dear  Papa,"  he  whia| 
looking  in  his.  face.  " Remember  Walter.  ] 
fond  of  Walter !"  The  feeble  hand  waved  i 
air,  as  if  it  cried, '  good-bye  !*  to  Walter  once  a 

"  Now  lay  me  down,"  he  said ;  "  and  Floy, 
dose  to  me,  and  let  me  see  you !" 

Sister  and  brother  wound  their  arms  around 
other,  and  the  golden  light  came  streaming  ii 
fell  upon  them,  locked  together. 

"How  fast  the  rirer  runs,  between  its 
banks  and  the  rushes,  Floy !    But  it 's  verj 
the  sea.    I  hear  the  waves !    They  alwaji 
so!" 

Presently  he  told  her  that  the  motion  of  lli 
upon  the  stream  was  lulling  him  to  reat. 
green  the  banks  were  now,  how  blight  the  fl 
growing  on  them,  and  how  tall  the  rushes  ! 
the  boat  was  out  at  sea,  but  gliding  smooth 
And  now  there  was  a  shore  before  him. 
stood  on  the  bank  ! — 

He  put  his  hands  toirether,  as  he  had  beei 
to  do,  at  his  prayers.  He  did  not  remove  his 
to  do  it ;  but  they  saw  him  fold  them  so,  I 
her  neck. 

"  Mamma  is  like  you,  Floy.  I  know  lier  1 
face !  But  tell  them  that  the  print  upon  the 
at  school,  is  not  divine  enough.  The  hght 
the  head  is  shining  on  me  as  I  go !" 

The  golden  ripple  on  the  wall  oame  back  \ 
and  notliing  else  stirred  in  the  room.  The  e 
flishion !  The  fashion  that  came  in  with  oi 
garments,  and  will  last  unchanged  until  on 
has  run  ite  course,  and  the  wide  firmament  is 
up  like  a  scroll.    The  old,  old  fashion — I>ea1 

Oh,  thank  Gon,  all  who  see  it,  for  that 
fashion  yet,  of  Immortality  !    And  look  ap 
angels  of  young  children,  with  regards  noi 
estranged,  when  the  swift  river  bean   ua 
ocean! 


"  Dear  roe,  dear  me !  To  think,"  said  Mia 
bursting  out  afresh  that  night,  as  if  her  hear 
broken,    "that  Dombey  and    Son    should 
Daughter  after  all!" 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


CAPTAIN  CUTTLE  DOES  A  UTTLE  BUSINESS  FOR  THE  YOUNG  PEOPLE. 


;itfTJa!fOim>tK,  iiitii»e»roMoof4hal«irpriNii|f 
wt  fir  deepAmid  «nd  rnifklhomable  ■ehetninsTi 
kwlueb  (as  moot  oimBiial  in  men  oftnuMfMrent 
^city)  he  sincefelj  believed  himself  to  be  en* 
mi  bj  natnre,  had  gene  td  Mr.  Dambey*t  hottse 
Ihi  cvenlfbi  Stmdaj,,  winkin^r  all  the  way  aa  a 
tftr  his  saparflaow  iag*eity,  and  had  preeMiled 
■df  in  the  loll  hiitve  of  the  aokle.jaeka  beAre 
rffee  of  TowKaaon.  HMrIng  from  that  indifi: 
i,to  hh  great  eoneern,  of  the  impeodhig  eala- 
^,CapUiA  Cstlle,  in  hia  delicacj,  abeered  off 
■  eonfiiindad ;  mecely  handing  m  the  noaefaT 
imatt  "mmrk  itThm  solicitude,  and  leaving  his 
fKliil  cMttpiimsnts  fir  the  fiinilj  io  general, 
idi  he  aeoomponied  with  an  azpressien  of  his 
•  that  they  would  lay  their'  heads  weH  to  the 
i  miller  existnig  drcamstaacea,  and  m  friendly 
■Ktioa  thntte  would  **look  up  again'' 


Ebe  CapCain*8  eompliments  were  never  heard  nf 
rsMre.  Tbe  Capmnfs  noiegny,  alter  lying  In 
kD  all  niwhnt  was  swept  into  tbo  dnst'binn  neirt 
Mag;  and  the  Caplain*s  aly  arrangement,  in- 
Bi  m  one'  oaiaslrophe  with  greater  hopea  and 
hr  desiffnBt  ^>*  ordshed  to  pieces.  So,  when 
whnrhr  bears  down  a  monntain-fofest,  twigs 
Kteifacs  soflbr  witfii  tfad  trees,  and  all  perish  to. 

Hbb  Walttt  nfamied  honm  on  the  Sunday 
Wm  ttom  las  long  walk,  and'  its  memorable 
k  be  was  too  mndi  oecapied  at  first  by  the 
i|i  he  had  to  pre  them,  and  by  the  emotions 
My  awaksaed  in  his  breast  by  the  scene 
■|b  which  he  had  passed,  taobferve  either  that 
laelft  i#aa  evideatly  onacquainted  with  the  in- 
Ifmee  the  Capy>in  had  undertaken  to  impart, 
ttat  tbe  Captain  made  signals  with  his  Ikook, 
Ihkig  him  to  av^d  the  subject  Notthstthe 
jhia^  sieiialawere  cakmlafed  to  haviB  pqrored 
r  aampfeDafisib]e«  however  attentively  observed ; 
[fts  tboas  Chinese  sages  who  are  said  in  their 
ikcaees  U»  irrito  certein  learned  words  in  the 
liat  ate  wjbolly  impdnible  of  promuieisition,  the 
inB  made  audi  waves  and  flourishes  as  nobody 
Int  a  pievioos  knowledge  of  his  mystory, 
Hi  have  been  at  all  likely  to  understand. 
P^iia  rnltlii,  however,  becoming  oognlaantof 
BM  happened,  relinquished  these  attempts,  as 
iHttivcd  the  slender  ohaaoe  that  now  existed 
bbatog  abk  Jo  obtain  a  iitik  easy  chat  with  Mr. 
Mqr  befti*  dfca  period  of  WalterV  departure. 
t  in  admitting  to  himself,  with  a  disappointed 
I  erast^eft  Mttnteoance^  that  Sol  Oills  must 
M>  and  A^^atter  Bbi»r  go^tahing  the  ease 
'  fie  present  ^s  he  Ibund  it,  and  not  having  it 
igiaened  or  imptoved  beforehand  by'th^  know- 
[  flaoagenaeat  of  a  frieUd— Ue  Captain  stiU  ftlt 
nssbated  eanfdenoe  that  he,  Ned  Cuttle,  was 
\mut  fir  Mt:  IMnbey ;  and  that,  to  set  WaHer's 
Ivss  fnito  aqpara,  jMlhing  was  wanted  but  that 
f  taw  shoold  come  togetoer.  For  the  Captain 
mttM  fifprt  bow  W41  hs(  and  Mr.  Dombey 
tpUm  aif^hton ;  with  what  nicety  each  of 
'  "'  "  word  when  it  was  wanted ;  how 
one  another's  measurq ;  nor 


tha  first  extremity,  and  had  brought  the  interview 
to  the  desired 'termination.  On  all  these  grounds 
the  Captain  soothed  himself  with  thinking  that 
though  Ned  Cuttle  was  ibrced  by  the  pressure  of 
evento  to  **  stand  by'*  almost  useless  for  the  present, 
Ned  would  feteh  up  with  a  wet  sail'  in  good  time, 
and  carry  all  befire  htm. 

Under  the  inflaenoe  of  this  good*natored  delu. 
sien,  Captain  Cuttle  even  went  so  fir  as  to  revolve 
in  his  own  bosom,  white  be  eat  looking  at  Walter 
and  listenir>g  with  a  tear  on  hii  shirt-collar  to  wKat 
be  related,  whether  it  might  not  be  at  once  genteel 
and  politie  to  give  Mr.  Dombey  a  verbal  invitation, 
whenever  theyabould  meet,  to  come  and  cut  his 
mutton  in  Brig  Placo  on  some  day  of  his  own 
naming,  and  enter  on  the  question  of  his  young 
friend's  prospecto  c^%t  a  social  glass.  But  tlie  un. 
certain  temper  of  Mrs^  Mac  Stinger,  and  the  possi. 
bility  of  her  setting  up  her  rest  in  the  passage  dur- 
ing  auch  ^n  entertainmenti  and  there  delivering 
some  homily  of  an  uncomplimentary  nature,  ope- 
rated  as  a  check  on  the  Cantain's  bospttable 
thooghte,  and  rendered  him  timid  of  giving  them 
encouragement 

One  fict  was  quite  clear  to  tbe  Captain,  as  Wal- 
ter,  sitting  thoughtfully  over  bis  untasted  dinner, 
dwelt  on  all  that  had^hapoened;  namely,  that  how. 
ever  Waltor^s  modesty  might  stand  in  the  way  of 
his  peteiring  it  himself,  Iw  Was,  as  one  might  say, ' 
a  member  of  Mr.  ]>>mbey's  fitaily.    Re  had  been, 
in  Ins  own  person^  connected  with  the  incident  be 
so  patbetically  described ;  he  had  been  by  name  re- 
membered and  commended  in  close  association 
with  it;  tnd  his  fbrtunes  must  have  a  particular 
interest  in  his  employer's  eyes.   If  the  Captain  had 
any  lurking  .doubt  whatever  of  his  own  conclu- 
sions, he  had  not  the  least  doubt  that  they  w«fa  • 
good  conclusions  fbr'the  peace  of  mind  of  the  In-^ 
strument-malter.    Therefore  he  availed  himself  of 
so  fivourable  a  moment  for  breaking  the  West  lo-^ ' 
diaa  intelligence  to  his  old  friend,  as  a  piece  of  ex- 
traordinary pKftrment ;  declaring  that  for  his  part 
he  would  freely  give  a  hundred  thousand  pounds 
(if  he  hod  it)  for  Walter*s  gain  in  the  long'^run,  and ' 
that  he  had  no  doubt  *suoh  an  investment  would 
yield  a  handsome  premium. 

Solomon  Gills  was  at  first  stunned  by  the  com* 
monication,  which  fell  upon  the  little  back-pailonr 
like  a  thunderbolt,  and  tore  up  the  hearth  savsgdy. 
But  the  Captain  flashed  such  golden  prospecte  be- 
fore his  dim  sight :  hinted  so  mysteriously  at  Whit 
tingtonian  conseqaenoes :  laid  such  emphasis  en 
wkttt  Wdlter  bad  just  now  told  them :  and  appealed 
to  it  so  confidently  as  a  corroboration  of  hb  predic« 
tiobs,  and  si  great  adtancs  towards  the  roalsation 
of  tha  romantic  legend  af  Lovely  Peg :  that  he  be- 
wildered  the  old  man.  Walter,  for  bis  part,  fiigned 
to  be  so  fbll  of  hope  and  ardour,  and  so  sure  of ' 
coming  homo  again  soon,  and  backed  up  the  Cap- 
tain with  such  expressive  shakings  of  his  head  and 
rubbings  of  his  bands*  that  Sol«non,  looking  first 
at  him  and  then  at  Captain  Cuttle,  began  to  think 
ha  ought  to  be  tranapcrted  With  joy. 

**  But  I  'in  behind  the  timo,  you  ondeittand,**  ha 
observed,  in  apddgyf  passing  bla  hand  nwnMv 
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and  then  up  again,  as  if  they  were  beadt  and  he 
were  telling  them  twice  over :  **  and  I  would  rather 
have  my  dear  boy  her&  It  *8  an  old-fasbion^d  no^ 
tion,  I  dare  say.  He  was  always  fond  of  the*  sea. 
He*s**— and  he  looked  wistfully  at  Walter— •*«  he  *8 
glad  to  ?o.** 

>*  Uncle  Sol  T  cried  Walter,  quickly,  "  if  you  say 
that;  I  umH  (o.  No,  CapUia  Cuttle,  I  wonH.  If 
my  ande  thmks  I  aould  be  glad  to  leave  him, 
though  I  was  going  to  be  made  Governor  of  all  the 
Islands  in  the  Weet  Indies,  that  *s  enough.  I  *m  a, 
fixture." 

"  WalV,  my  lad,"  said  the  Captaiau  •♦Steady  J 
Sol  Gills,  take  an  observation  of  yottr  nevy*" 

Following  with  his  eyes  the  majestie  action  of 
the  Captain^s  hook,  the  old  man  koked  at  Walter. 

**  Here  is  a  certain  craft,"  said  tibte  Captain  with 
a  magnificent  sense  of  the  allegory  into  whioh  he, 
was  soaring,  **a.goijBg  to  put  out  on  a  certain 
voyage.  What  name  is  wrote  upon  tbat  crail  in*- 
delibTy?  Is  it  The  Gay?  or,"  said  th^  Captain, 
raising  his  voice  as  much  as  to  say,  observe  the 
point  of  this,  ''is  it  Tlie  Gills.'* 

**  Ned,"  said  the  old  man,  drawing  Walter  to  his 
side,  and  taking  his  arm  tenderly  through  his,  *•  I 
know.  I  know.  Of  course  I  know  that  Wally 
considers  me  more  than  himself  always^  That  *s 
in  my  mind.  When  I  say  he  is  glad  to  go,  I  mean 
I  hope  he  is.  Eh  7  look  you,  Ned,  and  you  too, 
Wally,  my  dear,  tbis  is  new  and  anezpected  to  roe ; 
and  I  *m  afraid  my  being  behind  the  tisAe».  and 
poori  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  Is  it  rcsUy  good  tor- 
tune  for  him,4o  yon  iett  roe,  now?"  said  tho  old 
man,  feohing  anxiously  from  one  to  the  other. 
^Really  and  truly  7  Is  it  ?  I  can  reconcile  myself 
to  almost  anything  that  advances  Wally,  but  I 
won't  have  WaQy  patting  hinwelf  at  any  disad. 
vantage  for  me,  or  keeping  anythiof  from  kne. 
Yon,  Ned  Cattle  2"  said  tho  old  mas,  fastenin|^  on 
the  Captain,  to  the  roanifost  confusion  of  that  diplo. 
matist;  '♦are  yott  dealing*  i^nly  by  your  old 
friend  7  Speak  out,  Ned  Cuttle.  Is  there  anythiiqr 
behind  7  Ought  he  to  go  7  How  do  you  know  it 
first,  and  why  7" 

As  it  Was  a  contest  of  affection  and  self-dcrtial, 
Walter  struck  in  with  infinite  effect,  to  the  Cap* 
Uin's  relief;  and  between  them  they  tolerably  re« 
eoDclled  old  Sol  Gills,  by  continued  talking,  lo  the 
projoct ;  or  rather  so  confused  him,  that  nothing, 
not  even  the  pain  of  separation,  was  distinctly  clear 
to  his  mind. 

He  had  not  mvch  time  to  bahinee  the  matter ; 
for  on  the  very  next -day,  Walter  received  from  Me. 
Catker,  (he  Mitnager,  the  neoessary  credentials. ftr 
bis  passage  and  outfit,  togniher  with  tlie  infbrma*. 
tion  that  the  Son  and  Hctr  would  sail  in  a  fortnight, 
or  within  a  dayior  two  afterwards  at- latest  I&  tho 
hwry  of  preparation:  which  Walter  purposely  en. 
hanced  aa  muoh  as  possible:  tbe  old  man  lost; 
what  little  self-possession  he  evof  had ;  and  so  the 
time  of  departure  drew  on  rapidly* 

Tho  Captain,  who  did  not  fril  to  make  himself 
arquainted  with  all  that  passed,  through  inquiries 
of  Waller  from  day  to  da^,  found  the  time  still 
tondittg  on  towards  his  gomg  away^  without  any 
occasion  offering  itself,  or  seeming  likeljr  to  offer 
itself,  for  a  better  nnderOtanding  of  his  position.  It 
was  after  much  oonsldemtion  of  this  fiict,  and  muoh 
pondering  over  snoh  an  unfortunate  oombination 
of  circumstances,  that  a  bright  idea  ooourred  to  the 
Oaptaln.  Soppose  he  made  a  call  on  Mr.  Carkttr, 
and  tried  to  find  out  from  kim  howtho  land  really  U]^! 


came  npon  him  in  a  moment  of  mipiration,  as  ha 
was  smoking  an  early  pipe  in.  Brig  Place  afrei 
Ihireakfiist;  atid  it  was  worthy  of  tbe  tobacco.  I( 
would  quiet  his  conscience,  which  was  an  honest 
pne.  and  was  made  a  little. uneasy  by  what  W^tei 
had  confided  to  him,  and  what  Sol  dills  had  said: 
and  it  would  be  a  deep,  shrewd  act  of  friendship.  H« 
would  sound  1€t,  Carker  oatefiiUy^'and  any  moofe 
or  little,  Jnst  as  ho  nand  that  gontleman'a  character 
and  dkoovered  that  they  gaOon  well  ta|;ether  oi 
tho  reverse. 

Aoflordio^,  Without  tho  fear  of  Waltar  befon 
his  e;^os  (who  he  know  wao  at  Jxuno  pocking) 
Captain  Cuttle  again  aasninod  hill  muklcjacko  anc 
rooorning  hroo6h,  and  issued  forth  t<on  thia  wtooai 
expeditioD.  Ho  pqxohaoOd  no'posfrftiatDry  nosegaj 
on  the  proaoht  occasion,  aaiio  was'going  to  a  plaoi 
of  businaos  (  hot  he  put  n  omnft  oonfiower  in  hii 
bnttoo-holo logive hiaaaelf  an  agflsonhlo  relish  M 
the  country;  aind.with  ibis,  sad  tlio  knobby  sttok 
and  the  glasodhat^  bote  4ittm  npat  the  oOoeo  d 
Dombey  and  Son. 

Afior  taking  a  glass  of  wtenh  mra<and.iR4ter  a 
a  tavorn  does  byi  to  ooUoot  bis  thonghts,  tho  Gap 
tain  made  a  rofh  down  the  ooa^t,  last  its  moot 
effects  should  evaporate,  and  appeared  suddenly  t 
Mr.'Perdbi     • 

**  Matey,"  odd  the  Captain,  in  porsnative  aooent< 
''One  of  jronriSovemorsis'aamad  jQarker.^* 

Mn  Poroh  admiUed  it;  bat  Vavtt  him  to  nndoi 
stand,  as  in  oflioinl  duty  bonnd^  that  all  his  G« 
vornora  were  engaged,  and  nevor  expooted  fen  h 
disengaged  any  more. 

**  Uiok'ee  hero,  mate,**  aaid  tho  Captain  in  hi 
ear ;  **  my  name  *s  Cap^en  Cuttle.** 

The  Captiiin  woaU  UaVe  hooked  Pohsh  gently  h 
him,  hot  Mp.Pereh  elnded  tho  sAtempt;  not  si 
mnch  in  design,  as  in  storting  at  tbaouddoo  though 
that  snoh  a  weapon  nnexpoctedlv  oirhibftod  to  Mn 
Porch  might,  in  her  then  oondftion,  bo  deatraotl>ii 
to  that  laj3y*s  hopes. 

**'  If  yon  Ml  he  so  good  as  jost  report  Cap^On  Col 
tie  hore«  when  yoti  get  a  ehanoe,**  said  the  Coptaii] 
-I»Uwaif» 

filing  which,  tho  Captain  took  -hio  ssat  oo  Mi 
Perab'a  braoket,  and  drawing  out  hU^faindkeroliio] 
from  the  crown  of  the  glased  fiat*  whioh  he  Jamntei 
between  his  knees  (withont  injnvy  to  ita  shape,  fo 
nothing  homan  oovld  bend  it),  r«bb6d  his  heai 
well.aU  ovoivand  appeared  revesKed.  Ho  sohoe 
qneniUy  axranged  his  hair  with  hia^iook,  andoa 
looking  ronna  the  office,  oontemptaitfaig  the  dork 
with  a  seranOrespeot 

The  Captain's  oaoaninrity  was  so  impenotnable 
and  he  wan  akogether  so  myoterttfus  a  being,  Iha 
Pemh  tho  oacasangor  was  daunted. 

«Whnt  name  was  k  fan*  oaifi  f**  nskod  Mi 
Penh,  beading  down  o^r  him  ah  bo  sat  on  thi 
bsaOket 

**>CnpVn,**  in  a  doap  hoasso  whitper* 

«*  Yes,'*  said  Mr.iM^  koepiifg'  time  with  hi 


"Cottle."  "     • 

*«  Oh  P*  said  Mr.  Perob,  in  the  s4mo  tooo,  fiir  h 
caaght  it,  atid  couldn't  helpit;  thh  Captain,  in  hi 
diplomacy,  wah  io  iniprossivo.  ^Vi\  aeo  if  he^ 
dUea^ed  now.  I  don't  know.  (.>Perhhpo  ho  bm; 
bo  fiM*  a  mtdato.** 

**Aye,  aye,  my*  kjd,  I  wont  dMlUn  him  biige 
than  a  mhittte,"  said  the  Captaln„fiodding  with  al 
the  Weighty  impertanoo  that  he  foH  Irithin  hi«B 
Percb,  aoon  retumingi  said,  <*  Will  Captain  CnttI 
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dl 


Mr.  Cbrker  fbc  m&naper,  statidingr  on  the  hearth- 
ig  belbre  the  empty  fire-plaee,  wby^  was  orna- 
eat^d  with  a  catteHated  sheet  of  fa^vn'^iaper, 
ofced  lU  the  Cbptain  as  he  came  in,  with  no  very 
leeial  encoangement 
*Mr.  GLrker?**  said  Oaptain  Cattle. 

•  I  believe  so,"  said  Mr.  Carltcr,  showings  all  his 
eto. 

The  Ciptam  Kked  his  answerinjf  nvHh  a  smile  ; 
looked  pleasant  *  Yon  see,**  began  the  Csptain, 
iHng  hb  eyes  shnrly  ronnd  tlie  little  room,  and 
^Ang  in  u  mnch  of  ft  as  his  shirt  collar  permitted ; 
Vm  a  se&iaring  man  myself;  Mr.  Carkor,  and 
rt!V,  as  is  on  your  books  here,  is  a'most  a  son  of 
■e.- 

■  Walter  Gay  r  teid  Mr.  Carker,  showing  all  Us 
eA  again. 

•  WaPr  Gay  it  is,"  replied  the  Captain,  ••  right  IT 
be  Captain's  manner  expressed  a  warm  approval 
'  Mr.  Carker's  anickness  of  t>erccption.  **  I  'm  a 
timale  friend  or  his  and  his  uncle's.  Perhaps,** 
id  the  Captain,  **you  jnay  have  heard  yonr  head 
svemor  mention  tny  name?— Captain  Cuttle." 
"No!"  said  Mr.  Carker,  with  a  still  wider  de- 
DBstration  than  befbre. 

•  Well,"  resumed  tiie  Captain,  » I  Ve  the  pleasure 
his  aequuntance.  I  waited  upon  him  down  on 
p  ftissez  coast  there,  with  my  young  friend  Wal% 
ben,>-iD  short,  when  there  was  a  httle  accomtpo- 
fion  wanted."  The  Captain  nodded  his  head  in 
DBaoner  thai  was  at  once  comfortable,  easy,  and 
presstfe.    ••You  remember,  I  dare  say  7" 

"I  think,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  •* I  had  the  honour 
arranging  the  business."  . 
•To  be  sure!"  letnmcd  the  Captain.    •Right 
lain!  you  had.    Now  IVe  took  the  liberty  of 
■ring  here— " 

•  Wonn  yoo  sit  down  ?"  said  Mr.  Ctrker,  smilmg. 
•Thank'ce,"  returned  the  Captain,  availing  him- 
If  of  tfie  €fftT,  ■•A  man  does  get  more  way  upon 
Bisel^  perhaps,  in  his  conyer«ation,  when  be  sits 
WB.    Won't  jrou  take  a  cheer  yourself?" 

*No  thank  you,"  said  the  manager^  standing, 
riiaps  from  the  Ibroo  of  winter  habit,  with  his 
ek  asrainst  the  chimney-pieee,  and  looking  down 
m  me  Captain  with  an  eye  in  every  tooth  and 
ht.    •^Yon  havo  taken  the  liberty,  you  were 

%to  say — though  it 's  none — ^ 
iank*e^  kindly,  my  lad,"  returned  theCapttiin : 
if  coming  here,  on  account  of  my  friend  Wal'r. 
i  Gills,  his  uncle,  is  a  man  of  science,  and  in 
kaoe  be  may  be  considered  a  clipper;  bat  he 
a^what  I  should  altogether  call  a  able  seaman — 
It  a  man  of  practice.  WaPr  is  as  trim  a  lad  as 
cr  stepped ;  but  he  *s  a  little  down  by  the  head  in 
B  respect,  and  that  is,  modesty.  'Now  whbt  I 
oild-wisfc  t6  put  to  you,"  saM  the  Oi^ln,  low. 


B  year  head  Governor  has  woi^  Mttnd  a  bit,  and 

ean  come  alongside  ^f  him,  is  this. -» Is  every. 

lag  right  and  eomftrtaUe  b^i«,  and  Is  WaPr  out. 

rd  bound  with  a  pretty  fair  wind  f" 

"What  de  you  think  now,  Captain  QittIe,"Te. 

raed  Otrh^,  gathering  up  his  skirts  and  settlhig 

oself  hi  his  position.  *•  re«  are  a  practical  man ; 

bat  do  you  think  r 

nMaemeness  and  signifh&ance  of  theCaptoSnV 

re^  as  ht  «oeked  ft  in  reply,  no  words  short  of 

tm  tMoMsraUe  Chinese  v  ords  beflfe  veftrred  to 


**  borne !"  said  the  Captain,  unspeakably  en- 
couraged, •*  what  do  yoif  say  7  Am  i  rignt  or, 
wrong?"  '  ,       ' 

So  much  haid  the  Captain  expressed  in  his  'eye, 
emboldened  and  incited  by  Mr.  Carker's  smiling 
urbanity,  that  he  felt  himself  in  ^s  fair  a  condition, 
to  put  the  question,  as  if  he  had  expressed  his  sen 
timcnta  with  the  utmost  elaboration. 

^•Ri^ht,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "I  have  no  doubt." 

**  Out'ard  bound  with  fair  weather,  then,  I  »ay," 
cried  Captain  Cuttle. 

Mr.  Carker  smiled  assent 

••Wind  right  Astarn,  and  plenty  of  ^t," pursued 
the  Captain. 

Mr.  Carker  smiled  assent  again. 

•»^yo,  aye !"  said  Captain  Cfuttle,  greatly  relieved 
and  pleased.  *•!  know'd  how  she  headed,  well 
enough ;  I  told  Wafr  so.    Thank'ec,  thauk'ee." 

••Gay  has  brilliant  prospects,"  observed  Mr. 
Carker,  stretchhig  his  mouth  wider  yet;  **all  the 
world  before  him." 

••All  the  world  and  hU  wife  too.  as  the  saying 
is,"  returned  the  delighted  Captain. 

At  the  word  •*  wife/*  (which  he  had  uttered  with- 
out design),  the  Captain  stopped,  cocked  his  eye 
agaii),  and  putting  the  glazed  hat  on  the  top  of  the 
knobby  sticK,  gave  it  a  twirl,  and  looked  sideways, 
at  his  always-smiling  friend. 

••I  *d  bet  a  ^ilt  of  old  Jamaica,"  said  the  Cap-, 
tain,  eyeing  him  attentively,  ••that  .1  know  what 
►you  *rt  a  smiling  at" 

Mr.  Carker  took  his  cue,  and  smiled  the  more. 

••  It  goes  no  farther  ?"  said  the  Captain,  making, 
a  poke  at  the  door  with  the  knobby  stick  to  assure 
himself  that  it  was  shut 

••Not  an  inch,"  said  Mr.  Carker. 

••You^re  a  thinking  of  a  capital  F  perhaps?" 
said  the  Captain. 

Mr.  Carker  didn't  deny  it 

••Anything  about  a-L,"  said  the  Captain,  •*or  ». 
0?" 

Mr.  Carker  still  smiled., 

••Am  I  ri^ht  again  7"  hiquired  the  Captain  in  a 
whiBper,  with  the  scarlet  circle  on  his  forehead, 
swelling  In  his  triumphant  Joy. 

Mr.  Carker,  in  reply,  still  smiling,  and  now  nod- 
ding  assent.  Captain  Cuttle  rose  and  sc^ueczcd  him. 
by  the  hand,  assuring  him,  warmly,  that  they 
were  on  the  same  tack,  and  that  as  for  him  (Cuttle) 
he  had  laid  his  course  that  way  all  along.  *•  He, 
knowM  her  first,"  said  the  Captain,  with  all  the 
secrecy  and  gravity  that  the  subject  demanded,; 
••in  an  uncommon  manner — you  remember  his 
finding  her  \n  the  street,  when  she  was  almost  a 
baby — he  has  liked  her  ever  since,  a«d  she  him,  as 
much  as  two  such  youngsters  can.  We  *vc  alwavs 
said,  Sol  GiUs  and  me,  that  tbey  was  cut  out  ior 
each  other." 

A  cat,  or  a  monkey,  or  a  hyena,  or  a  death's^ 
head,  could  not  have  shown  the  Captain  more  teeth' 
at  one  time,  than  Mr.  Carker  showed  at  tliia  period 
of  their  hitcrview.  "* 

••There 's  a  general  in-drtiught  that  way,"  observed 
the  hajjpy  Captain,  •*  Whid  and  water  sets  m  that 
direction,  you  see.  Look  at  his  being  presexit 
t'other  day!" 

•*  Mo^t  favourable  to  his  hopc8,'^aid  Mr.  Carker. 

••Look  at  his  being  towed  along  in  the  wake  of 
that  day !"  pursued  the  Captain.  ••  Why  what  ci^ 
cut  him  adrift  ijow  7" 

••Nothihg,"  replied  Mr.  Carker. 
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pving  his- hand  anothex  i^ieeie.  **Nolibinf  at  is. 
So!  fteady!  There *8  a  son  |rone:  pretty  little 
oreetar*.    Ain't  there?" 

^  Yes,  there 's  a  son  gaiD»^^  said  the  aoqniesoont 
Carker. 

<*  Pass  the  word,  and  there  *s  another  ready  for 
you,**  qooth  the  Captain,  '  ^Nevy  of  a  scientific 
uncle!  Nevy  of  Sol  Gills!  WalV!  WalV,  as  is 
already  in  your  husiness !  And**— said  the  Captain, 
rising  gradually  to  a  quotation  he  was  preparing 
for  a  fuial  burst,  **who — comes  from  Sol  Gills*s 
daily,  to  your  business,  and  your  buzzums.** 

The  CapMiin*s  complacency  as  he  gently  jtMfged 
Mr.  Carker  with  his  dbow,  on  concluding  eaca  of 
the  foregoing  short  sentences,  could  be  surpassed 
\ty  nothing  but  the  exultation  with  which  he  lell 
hack  and  eyed  him  when  he  had  finished  this  bril- 
liant display  of  eloquence  and  sagacity  ;  his  great 
blue  waistcoat  heaving  with  the  throes  of  such  a 
masterpiece,  ^nd  his  nose  in  a  state  of  violent  iA-> 
iiammation  fhoai  the  same  cause. 

**  Am  I  right  ?**  said  the  Captain. 

**  Captain  Cutfle,**said  Mr.  Carker,  bending  down 
at  the  knees,  for  a  moment,  in  an  odd  manner,  as 
if  he  were  falling  together  to  hug  the  whole  of 
himself  at  once,  **your  views  in  reference  to  Walter 
Oay  are  thoroughly  and  accurately  rieht  I  un- 
derstand that  we  speak  together  in  confidence.** 

"  Honour  I**  interposed  the  Captain.  **Kot  a 
word.** 

**  To  him  or  any  one  ?**  pursued  the  Manager. 

Captain  Cuttle  frowned  and  shook  his. head. 

**  But  merely  for  your  own  satisfaction  and  guid- 
ance—  and  guidance,  of  course,**  repeated  Mr. 
Carker,  **  with  a  view  to  your  future  {Nrocoedings.** 

**  Thank*ee  kindly,  I  am  sure,**  said  the  Captain, 
listening  with  rreat  attention. 

**  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,  that*B  the  fact 
You  have  hit  the  probabilities  exactly.** 

**  And  with  regard  to  your  head  governor,**  said 
the  Captain,  **  wny  an  interview  had  better  CMie 
about  nat*ral  between  ns.    There  *s  time  enoagb.** 

Mr.  Carker,  with  his  mouth  from  ear  to  car,  je- 
peated  **  Time  enough.**  Not  articulating  tlie  words, 
but  bowing  his  bead  affably,  and  forming  them  with 
his  tongue  and  lips. 

"  And  as  I  know  now — ^it  *s  what  I  always  said— 
tliat  WaKr  *s  in  a  way  to  make  his  fortune,**  said 
the  Captain. 

**  To  make  his  fortune,**  Mr.  Carker  repeated,  in 
the  same  dumb  manntrr. 

**  And  as  Warr  's  going  on  thb  little  vo3rago  is, 
MM  I  may  say,  in  his  day"s  work,  and  a  part  S  his 
general  expectations  here,**  said  the  Captain. 

**  Of  his  gonpral  expectations  here,**  assented  Mr. 
Carker,  dumbly  as  before. 

**  W^y,  so  long  as  I  know  that,**  pursued  theCsjp. 
tain,  **  there  *8  no  hurry,  and  my  mind  *s  at  ea«e,*^ 

Mr.  Carker  still  blandly  assenting  in  the  same 
voiceless  maimer.  Captain  Cattle  was  strongly  con- 
firmed  in,  his  opinion  that  ha  was  one  of  the  moat 
agreeable  men  ne  had  ster  met,  and  that  even  Mf . 
I>ombey  might  improve  bimsnlf  on  such  a  modsl. 
With  great  heartiness,  therefore,  the  Captain  once 
again  extended  his  enormous  hand  (not  unlike  an 
old  block  in  colour),  and  gave  him  a  grip  that  left 
upon  his  smootlyr  flesh  a  proof  immession  of  the 
ooinks  and  crevices  with  which  the  Captain's  palm 
was  liberally  tAttoo*d. 

"Farewell  !**  said  the  Cajytain.    ••  I  aB*t  a  man 

of  many  words,  but  I  take  H  rerv  kind  of  yoa  to 

^   Wt  M  ^;|indljFa  wd  above-board.  Yoa  *I1  ezcose  ne 


if  I'vebeen  at  all  iatnidiag,  will  foa?"itidl 
Csptain. 

**Not  at  all«**  letumod  the  other. 

*'Thank*ee.  My  berth  an*t  very  roomy,**  a 
the  Captain,  turning  back  again,  **bat  it*s  tele 
ble  snug;  and  if  you  was  to  find  yourself  n 
Brkf  Place,  number  nine,  at  anv  time— will  j 
make  a  note  of  it? — and  would  come  up  stai 
without  mindinff  what  was  said  by  the  person 
the  door,  I  should  be  proud  to  see  you.** 

With  that  hospitahte  invitation,  the  Captain  s 
**6ood  day  !**  and  walked  oat  and  shut  the  do 
leavinjg  Mr.  Carker  still  reclining  against  the  cbi 
ney-piece.  In  whose  sly  look  and  watchfal  m 
ner ;  in  whose  &lse  mouth,  stretched  but  not  laoj 
ing ;  in  whose  spotless  ciwvat  and  verv  whiske 
even  in  whose  suent  passing  of  his  solt  hand  o 
his  white  linen  and  his  smooth  fitce;  there  i 
something  desperately  cat-like. 

The  unconscious  Captain  walked  oat  a  a  si 
of  selflgk^rification  that  imparted  qaite  a  new  i 
to  the  broad  blue  suit.  •«  Stand  by,  N«l  !**  said  i 
Captain  to  himself.  *^  You  *ve  done  a  littk  basin 
for  the  youngsters  to-day,  my  lad  f 

In  his  exiutation,  and  in  his  familiari^,  picsi 
and  prospective,  with  the  Hoose,  the  Captam,  wl 
he  reached  the  ootar  office,  oould  not  refiraio  fit 
rally iog  Mr.  Perch  a  little,  and  asking  him  wh«|] 
he  thought  everybody  was  still  engaged.  Bat  i 
to  be  hitler  oo  a  man  who  had  dons  his  doU, 
Captain  whispered  in  his  ear,  that  if  he  fw  < 
poeed  for  a^  glass  of  rara-and-water»  and  would  i 
low,  he  would  bo  happy  to*  bestow  tha  same  q 
him. 

BeioM  leaving  the 'premises,  the  Captaio,  sei 
what  to  the  oistonishment  of  the  derks,  looked  rei 
firom  a  central  point  of  view,  and  took  a  gene 
surverjr  of  the  office  as  part  and  parcel  of  a  piaj 
in  which  his  yonng  friend  was  nearly  intersil 
The  strong-room  excited  his  especial  admiratw 
but^  that  he  might  not  appear  too  particular, 
limited  himself  to  an  approving  glance,  and,  a 
a  graceful  recognition  of  the  clerks  as  a  body,  i 
was  full  of  politeness  and  patroaa|[e»  passed 
into  the  court  Being  promptly  joined  by  I 
Perch,  he  conveyed  that  gentleman  to  the  taw 
and  fulfilled  his  pledge-3iastily,  for  Perch's  ti 
was  precioaa 

•*  I  *il  give  yoa  fiir  a  toast,**  said  the  Capti 
"Wal'rr 

*'  Who  7**  sabmit^  Mr.  Perch. 

•«Wal*r!*'  repeated  the  Captain,  ia  a  foies 
thunder. 

Mr.  Perdi,  who  seemed  to  reoiember  hav 
heard  ia  infancy  that  there  was  onea  a  poet  of  I 
name,  made  no  objection;  but  ha  was  much 
tonished  at  the  Captain's  cominf  into  the  GU] 
propoee  a  poet;  indeed  if  be  had  proposed  le  p 
poet's  stotne  up— say  Shakespeare's  tor  exanfli 
-*in  a  civie  thoreogh&re,  be  ooold  faatdljr  have  d 
a  greater  ootnife  to  Mr,  Perob**  experisnee* 
the  whole,  he  was  eooh  a  myster  ioos  and  iaei 
preheosihie  character,  that  Mr.  Pereh  deoided 
to  mention  him  to  Mrs.  Peroh  at  aU,  in  ease 
ginag  rise  to  any  dieagiceable  oooeeqaepees. 

M^tfcriooe  and  inoomprebeneible  the  Oapti 
with  that  lively  eense  opoa  him  of  bavioff  te 
little  business  tot  the  yoangsters,  remained  all  d 
even  to  hie  pDSt  kitioiate  firiende;  and  bat  t 
Walter  attriboled  his  winks  and  arina,  add  ei 
soch  paatgmim*e  reliefs  of  hunsel^  to  hie  eelM 
tion  in  the  socc  )ss  of  thtsr  imocent  d«o«r^NB  ^ 


bom3c;y  and  sok. 


44  Sol  Gillii.1w  would  tMoredfr  hmv«  betrayed 
Untdf  hf&n  niifkt  Am  it  wm»  kowsver,  he  kept 
his  own  leeret ;  and  went  home  late  from  the  III* 
tframeic-maker't  bboM,  wetriiig'the  ^laied  hat«o 
modi  oa  one  side,  and  darning  aueh  a  beamiof^ 
cipceMion  in  Im  ejes,  that  Msb.  MaoStinger  (who 


might  haw  been  broaght  up  at  I^octor  nimber^s^ 
she  waa  iueh  a  Roman  mittroo)  fortified  herself  at 
the  first  glimpse  of  him,  behind  the  open  street, 
door,  aiid  rcfbsed  to  come  out  to  the  oontem}datiou 
cf  her  blessed  iniantSi  until  he  was  secorely  lodged 
in  his  own  room. 


CHAPTER  XVm. 

FATHER  AND  DAUCHKTJJR. 


TwaK  la  a  hush  through  Mr.  Dombey'siiouse. 
Bvfants  ffKdtng  up  and  floWa  stairs  rustle  bol  ibake 
M  foaad  of  fbotstepe.  They  talk  togelhei^  eoo* 
rtutly,  and  ait  long  at  meals,  mdkio^  much  of  their 
■Mi  and  ddnk,  «id  enjoyiBg  Uiemselves  after  a 
pin  unholy  ftsfaioo.  Mm  Wickam,  with  her  eyes 
mCined  with  tears,  relatss  melancholy  anecdotes  \ 
m  fells  them  faow  she  alwav/i  said  at  Mrt  INp- 
ckin*t  that  it  would  be  so,  and  takes  moi'e  table«4ie 
Au  asoB],  and  is  tery  sorry  but  sociable.  Ckwk's 
iUteof  nund  is  similar.  She  promUes  n  little  fry 
Sirsapper,  and  struggles  about  equally  sgaioet  her 
fafiogs  and  the  oniotis.  Towlinson  begmslo  think 
ttere*t  s  &te  in  it,  and  wants  to  know  if  anybody 
M  tell  him  of  any  good  that  ever  eame  of  living 
B  i  oomerJioiMe.  it  teems  to  aU  of  them  as  having 
^■ppeoed  a  long  lime  ago;  though  yet  the  child 
Bei)  cafan  and  beautiful,  upon  his  httle  bed. 

After  dark  th^re  eome  some  visitors  —  noiseless 
vidtora,  with  shoes  of  felt— who  had  been  there  be* 
Ibe;  and 'With  them  comes  that  bed  of  rest  which 
b  fo  strange  a  one  £>r  infant  sleepers.  AU  this 
^  the  bereaved  father  has  not  been  seen  even  by 
kis  attendant ;  fi>r  he  sits  in  an  inner  corner  of  hie 
MB  dark  nom  when  any  one  is  there,  ^nd  never 
Kerns  to  move  at  other  times,  except  to  pace  it  to 
»d  fra  Bui  in  the  morning  it  is  nthispered  aijffeng 
k  boosehold  that  he  was  heard  to  go  up  stairs  in 
^  dead  night,  and  that  he  stayed  there -^tn  the 
tan^until  the  SQi|  w^  shining. 

At  the  offices  in  the  city,  the  ground-glass  win. 
'mi  are  made  more  dim  by  shutters ;  and  while 
dw  lighted  lampa  upon  the  desks  are  half  extin. 
IMhed  by  the  day  that  wanders  in,  the  day  is  half 
MiDguisiied  by  the  lamps^  nod  an  unusual,  gloom 
pMails.  There  is  not  much  buainess  done.  The 
derks  are  indisposed  to  work }  and  they  make  as* 
H^^^ooa  to  eat  chops  in  the  aAsrnoon,  and  go  up 
w  river.  Perch,  the  messenger,  stays  long  upon 
kb  errands ;  and  iSnds  hioiself  in  bare  of  puUic- 
houaes,  invited  thither  by  friends,  and  holding  forth 
n  the  uncertainty  of  human  affairs.  He  goes 
Mne  to  Ball's  Pond  earlier  in  the  eveniiu^  than 
Mai,  and  treats  Mrs.  Perch  to  a  veal  cutlet  and 
Meh  ale.  Ifr.  Carker  the  manager  treats  no  one ; 
yifaris  he  treated ;  but  alone  in  his  own  room  he 
VMhis  teeth  an  day;  and  it  would  seem  that  there 
gone  firom  Mr.  Carker's  path  —  some 
•which  «]eaift  his  way  before  hm. 


Now  the  rosy  children  living  opposite  to-  Mr. 
Dombey's  house,  pee|l  from  theff  nurseij  windows 
down  into  the  street;  for  there  are  four  bkck  horsee 
at  his  door,  with  feathers  on  their  heads;  and 
feathers  trembte  on  the  cariiage  that  they  dvaw ; 
and  these,  and  an  array  of  men.  with  scarves  and 
staves,  attract  a  crowd.  The  juggler  who  watf 
going  to  twirl  the  baein,  puts  hie  loose  ooat  on  again 
over  his  fine  drese ;  and  his  trudging  wife,  onesided 
with  her  heavy  baby  in  hor  arms,  loiters  to  see  tlm 
company  come  out  But  closer  to  her  dinffy  breai^ 
she  presses  her  baby,  when  the  burden  tnat  is  so 
easily  earned  is  borne  forth;'  and  the  youngest  of 
the  rosy  children  at  the  high  window  opposit^  need* 
no  restraining  hand  to  oheck  her  in  her  glee,  when, 
pointing  with  her  dimpled  finger,  she  looks  iuto  her 
nurse^s  (ace,  and  asks  *"  What's  that !" 

Aud  now,  amcng  the  knot  of  servanle  dressed  in 
mourning,  and  the  weeping  women,  Mr.  Dombey 
passes  tl^ough  the  hall  to  the  other  carriage  that 
ie  waiting  to  rooeivd  him.  He  is  not  **  brought 
down,*'  these  observers  think,  by  sorrow  and  disw 
tress  of  mind.  His  walk  is  as  erect,  his  bearing  is 
as  stiff  as  ever  it  has  been.  He  hides  his  face  be. 
hind  no  handkerchief  and  looks  before  him.  But 
that  his  face  is  something  sunk  and  rigid,  and  ia 
pale,  it  bears  the  same  expression  as  ot  old.  Ho 
takes  his  place  within  the  carriage,  and  three  ether 
gentlemen  follow.  Then  the  grand  funeral  move« 
slowljr  down  the  street  The  feathers  are  yet  nod* 
ding  m  the  distance,  when  the  juggler  has  the  basia 
spinning  on  a  oane,  and  has  the  same  erowd  to  ad- 
mire it  But  the  juggler's  wife  is  lees  alert  than 
uanal  with  the  money-box,  for  a  child\i  burial  has 
set  her  thinking  that  perhaps  the  baby  underneath 
her  shabby  shawl  may  not  grow  up  to  be  a  man« 
and  wear  a  sky-blue  fillet  round  his  head,  and 
salmon-coloured  worsted  drawers,  and  tumble  in 
the  mud. 

The  feathers  wind  their  gloon^  way  along  the 
streeti,  and  come  within  the  sound  of  a  churdi 
bell.  In  this  same  church,  the  pretty  boy  received 
aH  that  will  soon  be  left  of  him  on  earth-^a  name. 
All  of  him  that  is  dead,  they  lay  there,  near  the 
perishable  substance  of  his  mother.  It  is  well. 
Their  ashes  lie  where  Florence  in  her  walks — o^ 
louely,  lonely  walks ! — may  pass  them  any  day. 

The  service  over,  and  the  clergyman  withdrawn^ 
Mr.  Dombey  looks  round,  demandintr  In  a  low 
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IM>]ifBEY  AND  SON; 


vpr<^,  whether  ihS  person  if^ho  has  been  reqtieited 
to  attend  to  receiYo  iitstnictions  for  .the  tablet,  la 
there? 

Some  one  cornea  forward,  and  says  **  Vee.** 
.  Mr.  Dombey  intimates  where  he  would  ha^e  it 
placed;  and  shows  him,  with  his. hand  upon  Ijie 
wall,  the  shape  and  size ;  and  how  it  is  to  follow 
the  memorial  to  the  mother.  Then,  with  his  pencil, 
he  writes  out  the  inscription,  and  gives  it  to  him : 
adding,  **  I  wish  to  have  it  done  at  once.** 

"  It  shall  be  done  immediately,  sir.*' 

**  There  is  really  nothing  to  inscribe  bat  name 
and  age,  you  see.** 

Tlie  man  bows,  glancing  at  the  paper,  but  ap. 

Eears  to  hesitate.  Mr.  Dombey  not  observing  his 
esitation,  turns  away,  and  leads  towards  the  porch. 

**I  beg  your  pardon,  sir;**  a  touch  falls  gently 
on  his  mourning  cloak ;  **  but  as  you  wish  it  done 
immediately,  and  it  may  be  put  in  hand  when  I  gel 
back—**  •'  • 

"Well?" 

"  Will  you  be  so  good  as  read  it  6ver  again  7  I 
think  there 's  a  misUke.** 

••WheiB?" 

The  statuary  ^ives  him  back  the  paper,  and 

£)ints  out,  with  his  pocket  rule,  the  words  "  be* 
ved  and  only  child.** 
,  •«  It  should  be  '  son,*  I  think,  sir  ?** 

**  You  are  right  Of  course*  Make  the  correc- 
tlon.**' 

The  father,  with  a  hastier  step,  pnrsoes  his  way 
to  the  coach.  When  the  other  three,  who  follow 
doeely,  take  their  seats,  his  iHce  is  hidden  for  the 
first  time-*4haded  by  his  cloak.  Nor  do  they  see 
it  any  more  that  day.  He  alights  first;  and  passes 
immediately  into  his  own  room.  The  other  mourn. 
•  ers  (who  are  only  Mr.  Chiok,  and  two  of  the  medi- 
cal  attendants)  proceed  up-stairs  to  the  drawing, 
room,  to  be  received  by  Mrs.  Chick  and  Miss  Toz. 
And  what  the  fhce  is,  in  the  shut-up  ohamber  un- 
derneath! or  what  the  thouierhts  are:  what  the 
Ikeart  is,  what  the  contest  or  the  suffering :  no  one 
knows. 

The  chief  thing  that  they  know,  below-stairs,  in 
the  kitchen,  is  that  '*  it  seems  like  Sunday.**  They 
can  hardly  persuade  themselves  but  that  there  is 
something  unbecoming,  if  not  wicked,  in  the  con- 
duct  of  the  people  out  of  doors,  who  pursue  their 
ordinary  occupations  ahd  wear  their  every- day  at- 
tire. It  is  quite  a  novelty  to  have  the  blinds  up, 
tfnd  the  shutters  open ;  and  they  make  themselves 
dismally  comfortable  over  bottles  ot  wine,  which 
are  freely  broached  as  on  a  festival.  They  are 
much  inclined  to'  moralise.  Mr.  Towlinson  pro- 
poses with  a  sigh,  "Amendment  to  us  all!**  for 
which,  as  Cook  says  with  another  sigh,  **  There  *b 
room  enough,  God  knows."  In  the  evening,  Mrs. 
Chick  and  Miss  Tox  take  to  needlework  again,  tn 
the  evening  also,  Mr.  Towlinson  goes  oat  to  take 
the  air,  actpmpanied  by  the.  hoosem^ud,  who  has 
not  yet  tried  her  moumrnfir  bonnet.  •  They  are  very 
tender  to  each  other  at  dusky  street-corners,  and 
Towlinson  has  visions  of  leading  an  altered  and 
blameless  existence  as  a  serious  green-grocer  in 
Oxford  Market. 

-  There  is  sounder  sleep  and  deeper  rest  in  Mr. 
Dombey*s  house  to-night,  than  there  has  been  for 
many  nights.  The  morning  sun  awakens  the  old 
household,  settled  down  once  more  in  their  old 
ways.  The  rosy  children,  opposite,  ran  past  with 
hoops.  There  is  a  splendid  wedding  in  the  church. 
The  tliflr<r1fir'«  wife  i«  active  with  tha  mrmnv.bnT  in 


another  quarter  of  the  town*'  The  rodson  sings  aft 
whistles  us  he  chips  out  p*a-u-i<  m  the  marbk  sia 
befi>re  him.  • 

And  can  it  he  that  in  a  world  so  fall  and  bus] 
the  loss  of  one  weak  creature  makes  a  void  in  an 
heart,  so  wido  sad  deep  that  nothiof  but  thewidt 
and  depth  of  vast  eternity  can  fill  it  up !  Fiorenct 
in  her  innocent  affliction,  might  have  answerei 
**  Oh  my  brother,  oh  my  dearly  loved  and  lovin 
brother !  Only  friend  and  companion  of  mv  sligh 
ed  childhood !  Could  any  less  idea  shed  the  ligl 
already  dawning  on  your  early  grave,  or  ^ve  birt 
to  the  softened  sorrow  that  is  springing  into  111 
beneath  this  rain  of  tears!** 

*'  My  dear  child,**  said  Mrs.  Chick,  who  held 
as  a  duty  incumbent  on  her,  to  improve  the  occi 
sion,  **  when  you  are  as  old  as  I  am — *' 

**  Which  will  be  the  prime  of  life,**  observed  Mii 
Tox. 

**  T6u  will  then,**  pursued  Mrs.  Chick,  gentl 
squeezing  Miss  Tox*s  hand,  in  acknowledgment  c 
her  friendly  remark,  "  you  will  then  know  that  a 
grief  is  unavailing,  and  that  it  is  our  duty  to  sul 
mit**  . 

**  I  will  try,  dear  auat  I  do  try,**  answered  Flc 
rence,  sobbing. 

**  I  am  fflad  to  hear  it,'*  said  Mrs.  Chick,  *«bi 
cause,  my  love,  as  our  dear  Miss  Tox — of  wfaoi 
sound  sense  and  excellent  judgvient  there  camu 
possibly  be  two  opinions—*' 

"  My  dear  Louna,  I  shall  really  be  pcottd,  soon, 
said  Miss  Tox. 

— **  will  tell  you,  and  confirm  bv  her  experience, 
pursued  Mrs.  Chick^  **  we  are  called  upon  on  all « 
easions  to  make  an  e£R>rt.  It  is  required  of  us.  I 
any — ^my  dear,**  turning  to  Miss  Tox,  "  I  want 
word.    Mis —  Mis—** 

"  Demeanour  7'*  suggested  Miss  Tox. 

"  No,  no,  no,**  said  iSrs.  Chick.  **  How  ean  yea 
Goodnes*  me,  it's  on  the  end  of  ray  tongm 
Mis-** 

**  Placed  afiection?*'  suggested  Bliss  Tox,  t 
midly. 

**  Good  gracious,  Lueretia  !**  returned  Mrs.  Chiel 
**  how  very  monstrous !  Misanthrope  is  the  wor 
I  want  The  idea !  Misplaced  aflbction !  I  sa) 
if  any  misanthrope  were  to  put,  in  my  presence 
the  question,  *  Why  were  we  bom  7*  I  should  replj 
•To  make  an  effort.'*' 

**  Very  good  indeed,*'  said  Miss  Tox,  much  In 
pressed  by  the  originality  of  the  sentiment  *^Ver 
good." 

"Unhappily,**  pursued  Mrs.  Chick,  "we  hate  i 
warning  under  our  own  eyes.  We  have  but  toi 
much  reason  to  suppose,  my  dear  child,  that  if  si 
effort  had  been  made  in  time,  in  this  family,  a  tnii 
of  the  most  trying  and  distressing  circumstance 
might  hare  been  avoided.  Nothing  shall  ever  par 
suade  me,*'  observed  the  good  matron,  with  a  reso 
lute  air,  **  but  that  if  that  effort  had  been  made  b] 
poor  dear  Fanny,  the  poor  dear  darlin?  child  wook 
at  least  have  had  a  stronger  constitution." 

Mrs.  Chick  abandoned  herself  to  her  f^Kngs  h 
half  a  moment ;  but,  as  a  practical  illustration  ^ 
her  doctrine,  brought  herself  up  short,  in  the  mid 
die  of  a  sob,  and  went  on  again. 

••Therefore,  Florence,  pray  let  us  see  that  yei 
have  some  strength  of  mind,  and  do  not  seffishlj 
aggravate  the  distress  m  whidi  your  poor  papa  t 
plunged." 

••  Dear  aunt !"  said  Florence,  kneeling^  qulckl] 

dnwn    hf>fi\rA  h^r    fTmt  ah*  mwrht  tM  Wttsr  UH 


DOlTBliy   AND  SON. 
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Don  euncillrlool:  into  lierftee.  ■*  Tell  me  more 
ibodt  Papa.  Fray  tell  me  about  him  I  I»  he  qoite 
lieartbroken  V* 

Miaa  Tox  was  of  a  tender  nature,  and  there  waa 
nmething  in  tMi  appeal  that  moved  her  very  much. 
RTiiether  she  law  in  it  a  successioQ,  on  the  part  of 
Ibe  neglected  ehiM,  to  th^  affectionatse  concern  so 
Aen  eipressed  by  her  dead  brother — or  a  love  that 
Mogfat  to  twine  itself  about  the  heart  that  had  loved 
hiiDi  and  that  coald  not  bear  to  be  shnt  ont  fVom 
TDj^tby  with  each  a  sorrow,  In  such  sad  90m- 
■viity  df  lofve  and  grief— or  whether  'sh6  6n]jr  re- 
Kpmd  the  edrnest  and  devoted  spirit  which,  al- 
thoogh  discarded  and  repulsed,  was  wrung  with 
tEsdemess  long  nnretarned,  and  in  the  waste  and 
lolHode  of  this  bereavement  cried  to  him  to  seek  a 
»oifert  in  ii,  and  to  give  some,  by  some  small  re- 
ipoose — ^whatever  may  have  been  her  understand. 
ng  of  it,  it  moved  Miss  Tox.  For  the  moment  she 
htgoi  the  majesty  of  Mrs.  Chick,  and,  patting  Flo- 
cses  hastily  on  the  cheek,  turned  aside  and  suf. 
bed  the  tears  to  gush  from  her  eyes,  without  wolt- 
flg  for  a  lead  fi>om  that  wise  matron. 

Mrs.  Chick  herself  lost,  for  a  moment,  the  pre- 
ioce  of  mind  on  which  she  so  much  prided  her- 
elf;  and  remained  mute,  looking  on  the  beautiful 
roong  lace  that  had  so  long,  so  steadily,  and  pa- 
aeotly,  been  turned  towards  the  little  bed.  But 
wotering  her  voice — which  was  synonymous  with 
Kr  presence  of  mind,  indeed  they  were  one  and 
ht  tame  thin|r — she  replied  with  dignity : 

*Floreace,'iny  dear  child,  your  poor  papa  is  pe- 
alitr  at  times ;  and  to  question  me  about  him,  is 
te^Bestionm^  upon  a  subject  which  I  really  do 
Ml  pretend  to  understand.  I  believe  I  have  as 
Men  influence  with  your  papa  as  anybody  has. 
Bun,  all  I  can  say  is^  that  he  has  said  ^ery  little  to 
■e;  and  that  I  have  only  seen  him  once  or  twice 
br  a  minute  at  a  time,  and  indeed  have  hardly  seen 
bin  then,  for  his  room  has  been  dark.  I  have  said 
io  your  papa  *  Paul  !*— Uiat  is  the  exact  expression 
I  used—*  Paul  \  why  do  you  not  take  something  sti- 
DokUngr  Your  papa*s  reply  has  always  been, 
Louisa,  have  the  gobdness  to  leave  me.  I  want 
Dolhmg.  I  am  better  by  myself.*  If  I  was  to  be 
pot  upon  my  oath  lo-morrow,  Lucretia,  before  a 
Bsgiatrale,**  said  Mrs.  Chick,  ^  I  have  no  doubt 
I  could   venture   to    swear    to    those   identical 


Min  Tox  expressed  her  admiration  by  saying, 
*  My  Louisa  is  ever  methodical  !** 

*  In  short,  Florence,**  resumed  her  aunt,  "lite, 
nlly  nothing  has  passed  between  your  poor  papa 
isd  myself,  nnti|  to-day;  when  I  mentioned  to  your 
pipa  that  Sir  3arnet  ahd  Lady  Skettles  had  written 
neeedingly  kind  notes ^ our  sweet  boy!  Lady 
Skettles  loved  him  like  a— ^whcre  *s  my  pocket 
Wdkerchief!*' 

Mils  Tox  produced  one. 

"Execedingfy  kind  notes,  proposing  that  you 
iboold  visit  them  for  change  01  scene.  Mentioning 
to  your  papa  fh^t  I  thought  Miss  Tox  and  myself 
Kight  now  go  home  (in  which  he  quite  agreed),  I 
nqnired.if  he  had  any  objection  to  your  accepting 
thv  invitation.  He  said,  *No  Louisa,  not  the 
fcsstr" 

HoieQce  raised  her  tearful  eyes. 

"At  the  same  time,  if  you  would  prefer  staying 
nre,  Fkvence,  to  paying  this  visit  at  present,  or  to 
fMBC  home  with  me—** 

*r  should  much  prefer  it,  aunt,**  was  the  fUnt 


«  Why  then,  ehlld,"  saW  Mrs.  Chiek, "  yon  can. 
It  *s  a  strange  choice,  I  must  say.  But  you  alwnys 
were  strange.  Anybody  else  at  your  time  of  life, 
and  alter  what  has  passed— my  dear  Miss  Tox,  I 
have  lost  my  pocket  handkerchief  again— would  be 
glad  to  leave  here,  one  wnuld  suppose.'* 

"  I  should  not  like  to  fbel,'*  Said  Florence,  *•  as  if 
the  house  was  avoided.  I  should  not  like  to  think 
that  the-~his — die  roonM  up-stairs  were  quite  empty 
and  dreary,  aunt  I  wodld  rather  slay  here,  for  the 
present    Oh  my  brother !  bh  nvy  brother  !** 

It  was  a  natural  (Cotton,  nat  to  be  suppressed ; 
and  it  would  make  VIray-  even  between  the  fingers 
of  the  hands  wHh  which  iihe  edvered-up  her  ute. 
The'  overcharged  and  heavy.laden  breast  roust 
sometfmes  have  that  veht,  or  the  poor  Wounded  soli- 
tarv  heart  within  it  would  have  fluttered  like  a  bird 
vfrith  broken  ^ings,  and  sunk  down  in  the  dust 

**Wt]l,  ehild!"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  after  a  pause. 
**  1  wouldn't  on  any  account  say  anything  unkind 
to  you,  and  that  I*m  sure  you  know.  You  will 
remain  here,  then,  and  do  exactly  as  yon  like.  No 
one  will  interfere  with  you,  Florence,  or  wish  to  in* 
terlhre  with  you,  I  'm  sure." 

Florence  shook  her  head  in  sad  assent 

**  I  had  no  sooner  begun  to  advise  your' poor  papa 
that  he  really  ought  to  seek  some  distraction  and 
restoration  m  a  temporary  change,*'  said  Mrs. 
Chick,  '^than  he  told  me  he  had  already  formed  the 
intention  of  going  into  the  country  for  a  short  time. 
I  *m  sure  I  hope  he  'Q  go  very  Soon.  He  can't  go 
too  soon.  But  I  suppose  there  arc  some  arrange, 
ments  connected  with  his  private  papers  and  so 
forth,  consequent  on  the  affliction  that  has  tried  ns 
^11  so  much — ^I  can't  think  whales  become  of  mine : 
Lucretia  Ifend  me  yours  my  dear— that  may  occupy 
him  fbr  one  or  two  evenings  in  his  own  room. 
Your  papa's  a  Dombey,  child»  if  ever  there  was 
one,"  said  Mrs.Chack,  drying  both  her  eyes  at  once 
with  great  care  on  opposite  corners  of  Miss  Tos*« 
handkerchief.  "Hell  make  sai  effort  There's 
nd  ftar  of  him."  ■  , 

••  Is  there  nothing,  aunt,'*  asked  Florence,  trcin. 
bling.    ••  I  might  do  to ^ 

"Lord,  my  dear  child,"  interposed  Mrs. Chick, 
hastily,  "what  are  you  talking  about?  If  your 
papa  said  to  Me— -I  have  given  you  his  exact  words, 
*  Louisa  I  want  nothing  \  I  am  better  by  mysMf ' — 
what  do  you  think  he "'d  say  to  you  ?  You  mustn't 
show  yourself  to  him,  child.  Don't  dream  of  such 
a  thing." 

**  Aunt,"  said  Florence,  •*  I  will  go  and  lie  down 
in  my  bed." 

Mrs.  Chick  approved  of  this  resolution,  and  dis. 
missed  her  with  a  kiss.  But  Miss  Tox,  on  a  faint 
pretence  of  looking  for  the  mislaid  handkerchief, 
went  up-stairs  after  her;  and  tried  in  a  few  stolen 
minutes  to  comfort  her,  in  spite  of  great  discou. 
ragement  from  Susan  Nipper.  For  Miss  Nipper, 
in  her  burning  zeal,  disparaged  Miss  Tox  as  a 
crocodile ;  yet  ner  sympathy  seemed  ^genuine,  and 
had  at  least  the  vantage-ground  of  disinterestedness 
— there  was  little  fkvour  to  be  won  by  it 

And  was  there  no  one  nearer  and  dearer  than 
Susan,  to  uphold  the  striving  heart  in  its  anguish  7 
Was  there  no  other  neck  to  clasp ;  no  other  face  to 
turn  to ;  no  one  else  to  say  a  soothing  word  to  such 
deep  sorrow  7  Was  Florence  so  alone  in  the  bleak 
world  that  nothing  else  remained  to  her  ?  Nothing. 
Stricken  motherless  and  brotherless  at  once — for 
in  the  loss  of  little  Paul,  that  first  and  greatest  loss 
fell  heavily  upon  her— this  was  the  only  help  she 
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bftd*    Oh,  who  can  tell  iiow  niiieh  the  needed  help 

At  fint,  when  the  bouee  eubsided.  into  its  mocos* 
tomed  ooorae,  ajid  they  had  all  gone  awaj,  exoept 
the  ■erv«Dte,-and  her  fiither  ebut  ap  in  hie  own 
roome,  Florence  eould  do  nothing  bnt  weep,  and 
wander  np  and  down,  and  eoroetimea,  in  a  iodden 
pang  of  deflate  remem^anoe,  fly  to  her  own 
chamber,  wring  her  hands,  lay  her  face  down  en 
her  bed,  and  know  no  eonaolatioja :  nothing  but  the 
bitterness  and  orueiiy  of  frie£  This  commonly 
ensued  npon  the  recpgniUoii  of  some  spot  or  object 
very  tenderly  associated  with  him ;  and  it  made  the 
miserable  hoosc^  at  first,  a  place  of  agony, 

Bui  it  is  not  in  the  natnre  of  pure  love  to  bom 
so  fiercely  and  unkindly  long.  The  flamer  that  in 
its  greaser  composition  has  the  taint  of  earth,  may 
prey  opon  the  breast  that  gives  it  shelter ;  but  the 
sacred  fire  irom  heaven,  is  as  gentle  in  the  heart, 
as  when  it  rested  on  the  heads  of  the  assembled 
twelve,  and  showed  each  roan  his  brother,  bright- 
ened end  unhurt  The  image  coajurcd  up,  there 
soon  returned  the  placid  fiioe,  tlie  soAened  voice, 
the  loving  looks,  the  quiet  troftfulneta  and  peace ; 
and  Florence,  though  she  wept  still,  wept  more 
tranquilly,  and  courted  the  remembrance. 

It  was  not  very  long  before  the  golden  water, 
dancing  on  the  wall,  in  the  old  plaee  aA  Uie  old  se- 
xene  time,  had  her  calm  eyes  fixed  upon  it  as  it 
ebbed  away.  It  was  not  very  long  before  that  room 
again  knqw  her,  often ;  sitting  there  alone,  as  pa- 
tient  and  as  mild  as  when  she  had  watclied  beside 
the  little  bed.  When  any  sharp  sense  of  its  being 
empty  smote  upon  her,  she  could  kneel  beside  i^ 
and  pray  Goi>-^t  was  the  pouring  out  of  her  full 
heart^-to  let  one  angel  love  her  and  remember  her. 

It  was  not  very  long,  before,  in  the  midst  of  the 
dismal  house  so  wide  and  dreary,  her  low  voice  in 
the  twilight,  slowly  and  stopping  sometimes,  touched 
tJie  old  air  to  which  he  had  so  oflen  listened,  with 
his  drooping  bead  upon  her  arm.  And  after  that, 
and  when  it  was  quite  dark,  a  little  strain  of  npsic 
trembled  in  the  room :  so  softly  played  and  sung, 
that  it  was  more  like  the  mournful  recollection  of 
what  she  had  done  at  his  request  on  that  last  night, 
than  the  reality  repeated.  Bat  it  was  repeated, 
often  — very  often,  in  the  shadowy  solitude;  and 
broken  murmurs  of  the  strain  still  trembled  on  the 
key»,  when  the  sweet  voice  was  hushed  in  tears. 
^  Thus  she  gained  heart  to  look  upon  the  work 
IK  ith  which  her  fingers  had  been  busy  by  his  side 
on  the  sca^shore;  and  thus  it  was  not  very  long 


him  up  the  stairs;  «ad  Florenee  woirfd  see  her  i 
t^rwards  sitting  by  his  side,  or  on  his  knee,  < 
haAging  coazingly  about  his  neck'  and  talking 
him :  and  though  they  were  always  gay  togetn< 
he  would  often  vmtch  her  face  as  if  he  thought  h 
like  her  mother  that  was  dead.  Florence  wos 
sometimes  look  no  more  at  this,  and  bursting  in 
tears  would  hide  behind  the  curtain  as  if  she  we 
firigfatened,  or  would  hurr^  from  the  window.  T 
she  could  not  help  returning ;  and  her  work  won 
soon  fall  nnh^ded  from  her  hands  again. 

It  was  the  boose  that  had  been  emp^,7eafB  a| 
It  had  remained  so  for  a  long  time* .  At  last*  ai 
while  she  had  been  away  from  home,  this  fkm\ 
had  taken  it;  and  it  was  repaired  and  newly  paii 
ed ;  and  there  were  birds  and  flowers  about  it ;  aj 
it  looked  very  different  from  its  old  se]£  But  a 
never  thought  of  the  honse.  The  children  and  thf 
father  were  all  in  all. 

When  he  had  dined,  she  could  see  them,  throQ| 
the  open  windows,  go  down  with  ^eir  governe 
or  nurse,  and  cluster  round  the  table ;  and  in  tJ 
still  summer  weather,  the  sound  of  their  ckildii 
voices  and  clear  laughter  would  come  ringii 
across  the  street,  into  the  drooping  air  of  the  rooi 
in  which  she  sat  Then  they  would  cKmb  ac 
clamber  up  stairs  with  him,  and  romp  about  hii 
on  the  SOUL,  or  group  themselves  at  his  knee,  a  vei 
nosegay  of  little  faces,  while  he  seemed  to  tell  the 
some  story.  Or  they  would  come  ruoninff  out  in 
the  balcony ;  and  then  Florence  would  hide  herse 
quickly,  lest  it  should  check  them  in  their  joj,  1 
see  her  in  her  black  dress,  silting  there  alone. 

The  elder  child  remained  with  her  fiither  wh< 
the  rest  had  cone  away,  and  made  his  tea  for  him- 
happy  little  nouaekeeixsr  she  was  then ! — and  ■ 
conversing  with  him,  sometimes  ^t  the  wimkn 
sometimes  in  the  mom,  until  the  candles  cam 
He  made  her  his  companion,  though  she  was  bqq 
years  younger  than  Florence ;  and  she  could  "be  i 
staid  and  pleasantly  demure  with  her  little  book  ^ 
work-boz,  as  a  woman.  When  they  Bad  candle 
Florence  from  her  own  dark  room  was  not  afral 
to  look  again.  But  when  the  time  came  for  tl 
child  to  say  **6ood  night,  papa,**  and  go  to  be 
Florence  would  sob  and  tremble  as  she  raised  hi 
face  to  him,  and  could  look  no  more. 

Though  still  she  would  turn,  again  and  ngr^ 
before  going  to  bed  herself  from  the  simple  air  tfas 
had  lullBd  him  to  rest  so  often,  long  ago,  and  froi 
the  other  low  soft  broken  strain  or  music,  back  j 
that  house.    But  that  she  ever  thought  of  it,  % 


before  she  took  to  it  again— with  something  of  a   watched  it,  was  a  secret  which  she  kept  within  he 


human  love  for  it,  as  if  it  had  been  sentient  and 
had  known  him;  and,  sitting  in  a  window,  near 
her  mother's  picture,  in  the  unused  room  so  long 
deserted,  wore  away  the  thoughtful  hours. 

Why  did  the  dork  eyes  tarn  so  often  from  this 
work  to  where  the  roqy  children  lived  7  They 
were  not  immediately  suggestive  of  her  loss ;  for 
they  were  all  girls :  four  Tittle  sisters.  But  they 
were  motherless  like  her— and  had  a  fiither. 

It  was  easy  to  know  when  he  had  stone  out  and 
was  expected  home,  for  the  elder  cliila  was  always 
dressed  and  waiting  for  him  at  the  drawing-room 
window,  or  in  the  Imlcony ;  and  whci)  he  appeared, 
her  expectant  face  lighted  up  with  joy,  while  the 
others  at  the  hi^h  window,  and  always  on  the  watch 
too,  clapped  their  hands,  and  drummed  them  on  the 
sill,  and  called  to  him.  The  elder  child  would  come 
dcwD  to  the  hall,  and  put  her  hand  in  his,  and  lead , 


own  young  breast 

And  did  that  breast  of  Florence— Florenee,  no  h 
geouous  and  true  ->•  so  worthy  of  the  love  that  li 
had  borne  her,  and  had  whispered  in  his  last  fkii 
words—whose  guileless  bean  Was  hiirrored  in  ik 
beauty  of  her  mee,  and  breathed  in  every  acoei 
of  her  gentle  voice— did  that  young  breaiA  hold.ui 
other  secret  7   Yes.    One  more. 

When  no  one  in  the  house  was  stirring,  and  t| 
lights  were  all  extinguished,  she  would  softly  lent 
her  own  room,  and  with  noiseless  f^  deseeXMl  tib 
stair^case,  and  approach  her  father*s  doOr.  Ag^ni 
it,  scarcely  breathing,  she  would  riest  her  hoe  ao 
head,  and  press  her  lips,  in  the  yearning  of  he 
love.  She  crouched  upon  the  cola  stone  floor  ooi 
side  It,  every  night,  to  Ksieli  even  for  his  breatli 
and  in  her  one  absorbing  wish  to  be  allowed  I 
show  bim  some  afiectioo,  to  be  t  consofatinn  t 
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iktt  to  irio  faini  over  to  the  en4aranee  of  Bomo 
todenmi  from  iior,  bM  ■olitary  ohild,  ahe  would 
btTe  kneh  down  at  his  feet,  if  she  hMi  diuredt  Ui 


Ho  OM  knew  it  No  one  thought  of  it  Tbe 
door  was  ever  clooed,  and  he  ohot  qp  within.  Ho 
mot  out  oQoe  or  twiooi  aad  it  wao  ooid  in  tho 
Miia  that  bo  wao  vory  lOou  going  on  hio  oottstry 
jMney;  but  he  litpod  in  those  roomiy  ond  lived 
lifloe,  and  neve?  tow  her,  or  inquired  fi>r  her.  Per- 
■pi  in  did  not  evon  know  that  «he  woo  ia  tho 
■Me. 

Om  da  J,  about  o  week  albr  tho  fuuerol,  Floremo 
■■i  ottiog  at  her  worb,  whra  Susan  oppoaiod, 
*Kfa  a  iace  half  laughing  ond  half  crying,  to  fu^ 
MODoe  a  ritiUir. 

*f  visitor!  To  me,  Swonr  oaid  Fbtreneo, 
oeiiof  op  in  astonishmeot 

•Well,  U  is  a  wonder,  ain't  it  now  Mm  Floy," 
ud  Susan  {  **  but  I  wish  you  had  a  many  Tiaitora, 
ji(H  indeed,  ibr  you'd  bo  ^U  the  bettor  for  it,  and 
•  my  opinio^  that  tho  sooner  you  «td  mo  goes 
xn  to  them  old  Skettleses,  Miss,  the  bettor  fe^ 
<th,  I  may  not  wish  to  live  in  crowds.  Miss  JFloy, 
DtHiHIhnuot.aoystcr." 
To  do  Miss  Nipper  justioo,  sbe  opoko  moieior 
v  joung  mtotrcog  than  herself;  and  her  feoe 

HWMiit 

■Bat  the  visitor,  Susan,**  said  Florenee. 
wa,  with  an  hysterical  expkMion  that  was  as 
nth  a  hogh  us  a  sob,  and-oe  much  &  sob  aa  a 
agfs  answerod, 
"Mr.  toots !« 

Tk  smilo  that  appeared  on  Florence's  face 
■nd  from  it  in  a  moment,  and  her  eyes  filkd 
■»  tears.  Bat  at  any  rote  it  was  a  smile,  and 
>lnvo  groat  aatisfaotion  to  Miss  Nipper  ' 
■My  own  feelings  exactly,  Miss  Floy,"  said 
■MB,  putting  her  apron  to  her  eyes,  and  shaking 
'^ead.  **  Immediately  I  see  that  Innocent  in 
•Halt,  Miss  Floy,  I  bunt  out  hmghing  first,  and 
n  I  choked." 

^^om  Nipper  inToluntarily  proceeded  to  do  the 
'*  again  on  tho  spot  In  the  meaatimo  Mr. 
^  who  had  ooroo  up  stairs  after  her,  aU  un* 
■^oos  of  tho  ellbct  be  produced,  announced 
Mf  with  hia  knuekleo  on  the  door,  and  walked 
«pr  briskly. 

*Bow  d'yo  do,  Mi«  Domboy  7"  said  Mr.Toolsb 
^  very  well,  I  tbank  yoa ;  how  are  you?" 
lb. Toots —than  whom  tbero  were  few  bettot 
vaa  in  tho  worU,  though  there  may  have  been 
*  w  two  brighter  spiriU  —  had  laboriously  ia- 
^  Chis  hog  burst  of  disoburse  with  the  view 
"amoving  tho  feelings  both  of  Florence  and  him. 
K  But  finding  that  he  had  ran  through  hia  pro. 
%  as  it  were,  in  an  xnjadieious  manner,  by 
jwdcring  tho  whole  befope  takittg  a  chair,  or 
^  Floroneo  hp4  uHored  m  word,  or  bofeio  ho 
I  wea  got  in  at  the  door,  he  doomed  it  advisaldo 


j'm  do,  Miss  Domboy  7"  said  Mr.  Toots. 
"la  very  well,  I  thank  yoa  {  how  are  you  7" 
^Wcaoe  gave  him  her  hand,  and  said  she  was 
yweU. 

'f  *m  very  well  iudoed,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  taking 
*air.    **  Very  well  indeed,  I  am.    I  don't  re. 
nber,"  said  Mr.  Toota,  after  refleotttog^  a  little, 
at  I  was  over  better,  thank  yoo." 
'It's  vfiy  lund  of  yon  to  come,"  said  Fbrence, 


taking  vp  her  work*  **I  im  vury  glad  to  ait 
you," 

Mr.TootereapoadedwithaohQokhi.  Thmkinc 
that  might  be  too  lively,  ho  corrected  it  with  a  sigfa. 
Tbiaki^  that  might  be  too  niolaitcholy,  he  oor* 
rected  it  with  a  chuckle.  Not  thoroughly  pleamnff 
himsdf  with  slUior  mode  of  repfy,  ho  faroathed 
hard. 

**  You  wore  vary  kitid  to  my  dear  brother,"  sail 
Florence,  obeying  hor  own  natural  impulse  to  ttt 
JUeye  ]|im  by  oagring  sia.  '^Ho  often  talked  to  me 
about  you.'* 

«*0h,  it's  of  uo.cenoefiuoiiaa,"  said  Mr.Toott 
liOsibUy^    «*,Warm«aiu'tit7" 

**  It  ia  boautilhl  weaCher,"  rapped  Fkreaoo. 

**It  agiees  with  me  ."*  aaid  Mr.  Toots.  ^  I  do&t 
think  I  ever  was  so  woU  as  I  fiml  myself  at  pmsent, 
I  *m.  obliged  to  you." 

After  stating  this  euriona  and  unexpected  feel, 
Mr.  TooU  feu  into  a  deep  wdl  of  silence. 

••  Yqu  have  left  Doctor  Biimber's,  I  tUnk  7"  said 
Floreaoe,  trying  to  help  him  out 

"*!  should  hope  so/'  returned  Mr.  Toots.  And 
tumbled  in  agaim 

He -remained  at  tho  bottom,  apparently  drowned, 
fer  at  least  ten  minutos.  At' the  expiration  of  that 
period,  ho  suddenly  floated,  and  said, 

«"  WoU  1  Good  morning,  Mias  Dombsy." 

**  Arc  you  going  1"  aiied  FlorencOt  rising. 

**  I  don't  know,  though.  No,  not  just  at  present," 
said  Bfr.- Toots,  sitting  down  agaii^  most  nnex. 
peoted^.    •«  Tho  faet  is-^I  say,  Miss  Domboy  1" 

**  Dont  be  afraid  to  speak  to  nao,"  said  Fldrenoo, 
with  a  quifit  smilo,  **  I  should  bo  very  glad  if  you 
would  talk  about  my  brother." 

**  Would  you,  tbCiwh,"  retorted  Mr.  Toots,  with 
sympathy  iu  every  nbro  of  his  otherwiae  ezprea- 
iiontoes  feco.  **■  Poor  Domboy !  I  'm  sure  I  never 
thought  that  Burgess  db  Ca— feshionable  tailon 
(but  very  dear),  that  we  used  to  talk  about— would 
make  this  suit  of  clothed  for  such  a  purpoee."  Mr. 
Toots  was  dressed  in  mourning.  **  Poor  Domboy ! 
I  say !  Miss  Dombey  I"  blubbered  Toota. 

"Yes,"  said  Floreuee. 

^  There's  a  friend  he  took  to  very  much  at  Jaat 
I  thought  you'd  like  to  have  him,  perhaps,  as  a  sort 
of  keepsake.  You  remember  his  remembering 
Diogenes  7" 

**Oh  yes !  oh  yes!^  cried  Florence.  « 

»Poor  Dombey!    So  do  I,"  said  Mr. Tools. 

Mr.  Toots,,  seeing  Florenoo  in  tears,  had  great 
difficulty  in  getUng^  b^ond  thb  point,  and  had 
nearly  tumbled  into  tho  weU  again.  But  a  ohuckla 
saved  him  on  the  brink.  . 

••  I  iay,"  he  proceeded,  *«  Miss  Dombey !  I  could 
have  had  him  stolon  for  ten  shUUnga,  if  they  hadn't 
given  him. up :  and  I  would :  but  they  wern  glad  to 
set  rid  of  him,  I  think.  If  you  'd  like  to  have  him, 
ho 's  at  tho  door.  I  brought  him  on  purpose  for 
you.  He  ain't  a  lady's  dog^  you  know,"  said  Mr, 
Toots,  **  but  you  won't  mind  that,  wiU  you  7" 

In  fiuct,  Diogenes  was  at  that  moment  as  they 
prMontiy  ascertainod  from  looking  down  .hito  tlw 
street  ataring  through  ihe  wiodiHV  of  a  haokney 
cabriolet  into  which,  fer  conveyance  to  that  spot 
ho  had  been  ensnared,  on  a  false  pretence  of  rata 
among  the  straw.  Sooth  to  say,  ha  was  as  unlike 
a  lady's  dog  as  dog  might  be ;  and  in  his  groff 
anxiety  to  ^t  out  presented  an  appearance  suffix 
oienUy  unpromising,  ae  he  gSfTc  short  yelpe  out  of 
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one  tMo  of  hki  mooth,  ktid  orerb&lanein^  himself 
by  the  intensity  of  every  one  of  those  efforts,  torn. 
bledTdowh  into  the  ttraw,  arid  then  «praiiff  fwntm^ 
ap  agaiOrputtib^  out  his  tongue,  as  if  he  had  oome 
expreas  to  a  Ditponsary  to  lie  examined  for  his 
health; 

:  Bat  tiioogh  Pio^en^i  was  aff  vidieulous  a  doff  as 
one  would  meet  with  on  a  summer's  day ;  a  Uun- 
dBririg',  ilUfa^nred,  el«iaiiy,  bullet-faieaded  4ogi  con- 
tinnally  acting  on  a  wrong  idea  that  there  was  an 
•neny  in  the  neighbolirhood,  whoqi  it  was  merito- 
riooB  to  bark  at ;  and  though  he  was  &r  from  good- 
iBm^rod,  and  certainly  was  not  ctcver^  and  had 
hair  all  over  his  eyes,  and  a  comic  nosc,  knd  an  i«i- 
consistsnttail,  and  agrnffVoioe;  he  was  deafer  to 
Florence,  in  Tirtue  of  that  parting  remembrance  of 
J^im  aqd  that  request  that  be  might  be  takfen  care 
of,  than  the  most  valuable  and  beaatifhl  of  his  kin^. 
£6  dea^,  indeed,  was  this  same  ngly  Diogenes,  and 
so  welcome  to  her,  that  she  took  the  jewelled  hand 
Af  Mr.  Toots  and  kissed  it  in  her  gratitude.  And 
when  Diogenes,  released,  came  tearing  up  the  atairs 
and  boancihg  into  the  room  (sach  a  business  as 
there  was,  first,  to  get  him  out  of  the  cabriolet !) 
-dived  under  aU  the  furniture^  and  wound  'a  long 
-iron  chain,  that  dangled  from  his  neck,  rouAd  legs 
of  chairs  and  tables,  and  then  tugged  at  it  until  hia 
eyes  bec'ante  onnatorally  visible,  in  consoquence  of 
their  nearly  starting  out  of  his  bead ;  and  wheA  he 
growled  at  Mr.  Toots,  who  afiected  familiarity ;  and 
-went  pell-mell  at  Towlinson,  morally'  convinced 
that  he  wa»  the  enem^  whom  he  had  barked  at 
joond  the  comer  all  his  life  and  had  nevei'seen  yet ; 
f  Iprence  was  as  pleased  with  him  as  if  he  had  been 
a  miracle  of  discretion. 

Mr.  Toots  was  so  overjoyed  by  the  sneoess  of  his 
present,  and  was  so  delighted  to  see  Florence  bend, 
ing  down  over  Diogenes,  smoothing  his  coarse  back 
with  her  little  delicate  hand— Diogenes  graciously 
allowing  it  from  the  first  moment  of  their  acquaint- 
Anoe-^that  he  felt  it  difliccdt  to  take  leave,  and 
would,  tio  doubt,  have  been  a  much  longer  time  in 
making  up  his  mind  to  do  so,  if  he  had  not  beeii 
assisted  by  Diogenes  himself^  who  suddenly  took  it 
into  his  head  to  bay  Mr^  Toots,  and  to  make  short 
runs  at  him  with  his  month  open.  Not  exactly  see- 
ing his  way  to  the  end  of  these  demonstrations,  and 
sensible  that  they  placed  the  pantaloons  oonstraoted 
bjr  the  art  of  Bnr|^ss  &  Ga  in  jeopardy,  Mr.  Toots, 
with  ^bncUbi^,  lapsed  but  at  the  door:  by  which, 
after  looking  in  again  two  &r  three  times  without 
any  object  at  all,  and  beine  on  each  occasion  greet, 
ed  with  a  &efeh.ran-fit>m  Diogenes,  he  finally  took 
himself  off  and  got  away.   . 

'^Cdme,  then,  Di !  Dear  Di !  Make  friends  with 
yoor  new  mistress.  Let  us  love  each  other,  Di  !** 
said  Florence,  fondling  his  shiggy  head.  And  Di, 
the  rough  and  gruff,  09  if  his  hairy  hide  were .  per. 
vious  to  the  tear  that  dropped  bpon  it,  and  his  dog*s 
heart  melted  as  it  ftU,  put  his  nose  Up  to  her  fiioe, 
and  sWore  fidelity.  .      • 

Diogenes  the  man  did  not  speak  joiner  to  Alex- 
ander the  Great  than  Diogenbs  the  dog  spoke  to 
FlorenoiB.  He  subscribed  to  the  ofibr  of  his  little 
Aiistress  cheerfully,  and  devoted  himself  to  her  ser* 
▼ice.  A  banquet  was  immediately  provided  fbr  him 
in  a  comer ;  and  when. he  had  eaten  and  drunk  his 
'fill,  he  went  to  the:  window  where  Florence  was 
ntting,  looking  on,  rose  up  on  his  hind  legs,  with 
his  awktvard  ftre  paws  on  her  shoulders,  Iiofced 
her  fiice  and  hands,  nestled  his  great  head  against 


her  heart,  and  wagged  his  tail  till  he  wae  tired 
Finally,  Diogenes  OHled  hhnself  ttp  at  her  ftet,  ani 
went  to  sleep. 

Although  Miss  Nipper  was  nerrous  in  regard  o 
dogs,  and  felt  it  necessary  to  eome  into  the  roou 
with  her  skirts  carefully  collected  about  her,  as  11 
she  Were  crossing  a  brook  on  stepping-stones ;  als( 
to  utter  little  screams  and  stand  up  on  chairs  whei 
Diogenes  stretched  himself;  she  was  in  her  owi 
fflatmer  affected  by  the  kindness  t>f  Mr,^  Toots,  an< 
eould  not  ice  Florence  so  alive  to  the  attacbmen 
and  society  of  this  mde  friend  of  little  PauPs^  with 
out  some  mental  oomments  thereupon  that  brough 
the  water  to  her  eyes.  •  Mr.  Dombey,  as  a  part  o 
her  reflectioBs,  mty  have  been,  in  the  associa^i 
of  ideas,  connected  with  the  dog;  but,  at  any  rate 
after  observing  Diogenefe  and  his  laistrcss  all  th 
evening,  and  after  exerting  herself  with  much  goo 
will  to  provide  Di6genes  a  bed  in  an  ante-chambe 
outside  his  misti-es8*s  door,  nhto  said  hurriedly  % 
Florence,  befbre  leaving  her  fbr  the  night : 

**  Your  Fa*s  a  going  off,  Miss  Floy,  to-morrow 
morning.*^  •  • 

**  To^Aorrow  morning,  Susan  V^ 

**  Yes,  Miss ;  tliat  *s  the  orders.    Early.*' 

**  Do  you  know,"**  asked  Florenoe,  without  look 
ing.  at  tier,  **  where  Papa  is  going,  Susan  V* 

^  Not  exactly.  Miss.  He  *s  going  to  meet  tha 
precious  Major  ^st,  and  I  must  say,  if  I  was  ac 
quainted  with  any  Major  myself  (which  Heaven 
forbid),  it  shouldn't  be  a  blue  one !" 

**  Hush,  Susan !"  urged  Florence  gently. 

»  Well,  Misk  Floy,"  returned  Miss  Nipper,  wh 
was  full  of  burning  indignation,  and  minded  he 
stops  even  less  than  'usual.  **  I  can't  help  it,  blu 
he  i^  and  while  I  was  a  Christian,  although  hun) 
ble,  I  would   have    nataral-oohmred    friends,  q 


It  a|)peaied  from  what  she  added  and  had  glcai 
ed  down  stairs,  that  Mrs.  Chick  had  proposed  th 
Major  for  Mr.  Dombey's  companion,  and  that  M; 
Dombey,  ailer  some  hesitation,  had  invited  him. 

"  Talk  of  Aim  being  a  change,  indeed  !**  observe 
Miss  Nipper  to  herself  with  boundless-  coatemp 
*Mf  he  *s  a  cbattge,  give  me  a  constancy." 

*'Grood  night,  Susan,"  said  Florence. 

**  Good  night,  my  darling  dear  Miss  Floy.** 

Her  tone  of  commiseration  smote  the  chord  1 
oftsii  rohghly  touched,  but  never  listenod  to  whil 
she  or  any  .one  looked  on.  Floreiice,  left  alone,  lai 
iier  head  upon  her  hand,  and  pressing  the  oth( 
over  her  swoiiing  heart,  held  fi^ee  comnranicatio 
with  her  sorrows. 

It  was  a  wet  night;  and  the  melancholy  rai 
foil  pattering  and  dropping  with  a  weary  sound,  j 
sluggish  Wind  was  blowing,  and  went  moanin 
round  the  house,  as  if  it  were  in  pain  or  grieC  , 
shrill  noise  quivered  through  the  trees.  While  wh 
satt  weeping,  it  grew  late,  and  dreary  midnigl 
toOed  out  from  the  steeples. 

Florence  was  little  more  than  a  child  in  yeann 
nAt  jet  fourteen — and  the  loneliness  and  gloom  0 
such  an  hour  in  the  great  house  where  I^ath  hs 
Islely  made  its  own  tremendous  devastation,  migl 
have  set  an  older  fancy  brooding  on  vague  terror 
But  her  innocent  imaginatton  was  too  fiill  of  01 
theme  to  admit  them.  Nothing  wandered  in  h( 
thoughts  but  love— a  wandering  love,  indeed,  as 
castaway — but  turning  always  to  her  fother. 

There  was  nothing  in  th9  dreeing. of  the  rai 
the  moaning  of  the  wind,  the  shuddering  of  tl 
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ia,  the  striking  of  the  solemo  clocks,  that  shook 
I  one  thought,  or  diminished  its  interest  Her 
oUections  of  the  dear  dead  boj — and  they  were 
"er  absent  —  were  itself;  the  same  thing.  .  And 
to  be  shut  oat:  to  be  so  lost:  never  to  have 
ked  mto  her  father's  face  or  touched  him,  since 
thour! 

She  cottid  not  go  td  bed,  poor  child,  and  oever 
I  rooe  jet,  since  then,  without  making  her 
htly  pilgrimage  to  his  door.  It  would  have 
a  a  strange  sad  sight,  to  see  her  now,  stealing 
btlj  down  the  stairs  through  the  fhick  tloQm, 
1  rtoppiog  at  it  with  a  beating  heart,  and  blinded 
H,  and  hur  that  fell  down  lowely  and  unthougbt 
ud  touching  it  outside  with  her  w.et  cheek. 
t  the  night  ct^vered  it,  and  no  one  knew. 
Hie  moment  that  she  toQohed  tho  door  on  this 
^Fkreoce  found  that  it  yrtA  open.  For  the 
X  tioM  it  stood  open,  though  by  but  a  htur*8- 
ad(h :  and  there  was  a  light  witliio*  The  first 
[Hiise  of  the  timid  child*-aod  she  yielded  to  iIf— 
I  to  retire  awiHly.  Her  ne^t,  to  ffo  back^  and  to 
er;  and  this  second  impulse  held  her  in  irreso^ 
ion  on  the  stair>caa«i 

k  its  standing  open,  even  by  lo  much  as  that 
ok,  there  seemed  to  be  hope.  There  was  en- 
ingement  in  s^iog  a  roy  of  light  from  within, 
ding  throuffh  the  oark  stem  doorway^  and'fidl- 
[  ia  a  thread  upon  the  marble  floor.  She  turned 
:kf  hardly  knowing  what  she  did,  but  urged  on 
the  love  within  her«  and  the  trial  they  had  nn- 
rgooe  together,  but  not  shared:  and  with  her 
i&  i  litUe  raited  and  trembling,  glided  in. 
Bsr  father  sat  at  his  old  table  in  the  middle  room. 
'  hsd  been  arranging  some  papern,  and  destt^ying 
ttn,  and  the  latter  lay  in  fifagile  ruins  beibre 
a.  The  rain  dripped  heavily  upon  the  ghua 
MS  in  the  outer  room,  where  he  had  so  often 
>tehed  poor  Paul,  a  baby ;  himI  the  low  complain- 
p  of  the  wind  wej^  heard  without 
But  not  by  him.  He  sat  with  his  eyes  fixed  on 
(table,  so  immersed  in  thought,  that  a  far  heavier 
•d  than  the  light  fixit  of  his  child  conU.make, 
|ht  have  failed  to  rouse  him.  His  &ce  was 
raed  towards  her.  By  the  waning  lamp,  and  at 
tt  haggard  hour,  it  looked  worn  and  dejected; 
4ia  the  utter  looelinesa  surrounding  him,  there 
Man  appeal  to  Florekioe  that  struck  home. 
"Ftps!  Paps.!  Speak  to  me,  dear  Fapa!'* 
He  started  at  her  voiee,  and  leaped  up  from  his 
IL  She  was  dose  before  him  with  extended 
nsbotheleUback. 

*Wh«t  is  tho  matter  r  he  said,  sternly.  •«  Why 
JW  come  here  7  What  has  fi-ighlened  yon  ?** 
tt  anything  hod  frightened  her,  it  ^as  the  faoe 
ifned  upon  her.  The  glowing  love  within  the 
M  of  his  young  daughter  frooe  befiire  it,  and 
s  stood  and  looked  at  him  as  if  stricken  into 
Me. 

1^  was  not  one  tooch  of  tenderness  or  pity  in 
There  was  not  one  gleam  of  interest,  parental 
B^tion,  or  relenting  in  It  There  was  a  change 
»>  but  not  of  that  kind.  The  old  indifferenoo 
dcsld  constraint  had  given  place  to  something : 
w,she  never  thought  and  did  not  dare  to  think, 
i*^ygt  she  felt  It  in  its  ibcce,  and  knew  it  well 
■ml  ft  name:  that  as  it  looked  upon  her,  seemed 
^  a  shadow  on  her  head. 
PAdhs  see  befiire  him  the  sucoessibl  rival  of  his 
Pi  «  health  and  life  7    Did  he  bok  upon  his  own 


successftil  rival  in  that  son's  affection  ?  Did  a  mad 
jealousy  and  withered  pride,  poison  sweet  remem- 
brances that  should  have  endeared  and  made  her 
precious  to  him  7  Could  it  be  possible  that  it  was 
gall  to  him  to  look  upon  her  in  her  beauty  and  her 
promise :  thinking  of  his  infant  boy ! 

Florence  had  no  such  thoughts.  But  love  is 
quick  to  know  when  it  is  spurned  and  hopeless : 
and  hope  died  out  of  hers,  as  she  stood  looking  in 
her  father's  face. 

**  I  ask  you,  Florence,  are  you  frightened  7  Is 
thete  anything  the  matter,  that  you  come  here  7** 

•"  I  came  Papa—" 

**  Against  my  wishes.    Why  7** 

Bhe  saw  he  knew  why :  it  was  written  broadlv 
on  hb  face  t  and  dropped  her  head  upon  her  hanoi 
with  one  prolonged  low  cry. 

L^t  him  remember  it  in  mat  room,  years  to  come. 
It  has  fiided  f>om  the  air,  before  he  breaks  the 
sUence.  It  may  pass  as  quickly  from  his  brain,  as 
he  believes,  but  it  is  there.  Let  him  remember  it 
in  that  room,  years  to  oome ! 

He  took  her  by  the  arm'.  His  hand  was  cold, 
and  loos9i  and  soaroelv  closed  npon  her. 

**  Yon  are  tired,  I  dare  say,**  he  said,  taking  up 
the  light,  and  loading  her  towards  the  door,  **  and 
want  rest.  We  all  want  rest.  Go,  Florence.  You 
have  been  dreaming.** 

The  dream  she  aa.d  bad,  was  over  then,  Qod  help 
her !  and  she  felt  that  it  could  never  more  come 
baok. 

**  I  will  remain  here  to  light  yon  up  the  stairs. 
The  whole  house  is  yours  above  there,"  said  her 
father,  slowly.  **•  You  are  its  mistress  now.  Good 
night  !*^ 

Still  covering  her  fiice,  she  sobbed,  and  answered 
'*  Good  night,  dear  Papa,**  and  silently  ascended. 
Onoe  she  looked  back  as  if  she  would  have  returned 
to  him,  but  Rtr  fear.  It  was  a  momentary  thought 
too  hopeless  to  encourage;  and  her  father  stood 
there  with  the  light —>•  herd,  unresponsive,  motion- 
less—until the  fluttering  dress  of  his  fair  child  was 
lost  in  the  darkness. 

Let  him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to 
come.  The  rain  that  fiills  upon  the  roof:  the  wind 
that  mourns  outside  the  door;  may  have  foreknow, 
ledge  in  their  melancholy  sound.  Let  him  re* 
member  it  in  that  room,  years  to  come ! 

Hie  last  time  he  had  watched  her,  from  the 
same  place,  winding  up  those  stairs,  she  had  had 
her  brother  in  her  arms.  It  did  not  move  his  heart 
towards  her  now,  it  steeled  it :  but  he  went  into  his 
room,  and  locked  his  door,  and  sat  down  in  hia 
dudr,  and  cried  for  his  lost  (by. 

Diogenes  was  broad  awake  upon  his  post,  and 
waiting  ibr  his  little  mistre88.> 

**OhDi!    Oh  dear  Di!    Love  me  for  his  sake !** 

Diogenes  already  loved  her  for  her  own,  and  didn*t 
care  how  much  he  showed  it  So  he  made  himself 
vastly  ridiculous  by  performing  a  variety  of  uncouth 
bounces  in  the  ante^amber,  and  concluded,  when 
poor  Florence  was  at  last  asleep,  and  dreaming  of 
the  rosy  <^ldren  opposite,  by  scratching  open  her 
bedroom  door :  rolling  up  his  bed  into  a  pillow : 
lying  down  on  the  boiutls,  at  the  full  length  of  his 
tether,  with  his  head  towards  her:  and  looJcing 
lajily  at  her,  upside  down,  out  of  the  tops  of  his 
eyes,  until  from  winking  and  winking  he  fell  asleep 
himself  and  drewned,  with  gruff  barks,  of  his 
enemy. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


WAl«TBR  GOES  AWAT 


Tbe  Wood«B  MicUhifMni^  at  tJie  InafnimenU 
maker*8  door,  like  the  liardJieatted  little  midahip. 
man  be  wu,  remained  luprcmelv  iodiffecenl  te 
Walter's  going  away,  evep  wben  toe  very  lost  day 
of  hie  soioum  in  the  back^parlow  was  on  tbe  d&> 
cline.  With  hi^  qiiadrant  at  hit  round  black  knob 
of  an  eve,  and  his  figure  in  iU  old  attitude  of  in* 
domitable  alacrity,  th^  midshipman  displayed  his 
elfin  s^all-clothes  to  the  beet  iMlraiitagev  and,  ab> 
borbed  in  scientific  p^rsuj^,  h»  liad  no  sympathy 
with  worldly  concerns.  He  waa  $o  ftfr  Ihe  cceatnre 
of  circumstances,  that  a  4ry  day  covered  him  with 
dutl,  and  a  misty  ^ay  peppered  him  frith,  little  bits 
of  soot,  and  a  wet  day  brightejied  op  his  tarnished 
uniform  for  the  moment,  and  a  very  hot  day  blis- 
tered him ;  but  otherwise  ho  fras:  ft  OftUcHs,  obdu* 
rate,  conceited  midshipman,  intent  on  his  own  dis. 
coTeries,  and  caring  n  little  for  what  iv^nlt  on 
about  him,  terre»trlaUy,  as  ^chimedes  at  tho  taking 
of  Syracuse. 

Such  a  midshipman  he  seemed  to  be,  at  I^uit,  in 
the  then  position  of  domestic  affairs.  Walter  eyed 
him  keenly  many  ^  time  in  passing  in  and  out ; 
and  poor  om  8oI,  when  Walter  was  not  there,  would 
oome  and  lean  against  the  door-post,  resting  his 
weary  wig  as  near  the  sboe-buckl^sx^the  guafdian 
genius  otlns  trade  and  shop  as  he  could.  But  no 
fierce  idol  with  a  mouth  wm  ear  to  eari  and  a 
murderous  visage  made  of  parroCs  feathers,  WM 
ever  more  indifferent  to  tbe  appeals  of  its  savM;e 
votaries,  than  was  the  midshipman  to  theqe  owcks 
of  attachment 

Walter's  heart  felt  heavy  as  he  looked  rqiind  his 
old  bed-room,  up  aniong  the  parapets  apd  chiamey* 
pots,  and  thought  that  one  more  night  alre^oy 
Barkening  would  close  his  aoquaintaqoe  with  il^ 
perhups  tor  ever.  Dismantled  of  hip  ^tle  stock  of 
books  and  pictures,  it  kwked  coldiv  and  reptoach- 
ftdly  on  him  fi>r  his  desertion,  and  had  already  a 
fereshadowing  upon  it  of  its  coming  strangeness. 
"A  few  hours  more,"  thought  Walter,  "and  no 
dream  I  ever  had  here  when  I  was  ^.  schoql-boy 
will  be  BO  little  mine  af  this  old  room.  The  dream 
may  come  back  in  my  sleep,  and  I  may  ration 
waking  to  this  place,  it  may  be :  but  the  dream  at 
least  will  serve  no  other  master,  and  th^  room  may 
have  a  score,  and  every  one  of  them  i^ay  change^ 
nedect,  misuse  it" 

But  his  uncle  was  not  to  be  left  alqoe  in  the  little 
back-parloar,  where  he  was  then  sitting  by  himself; 
£>r  Captain  Cuttle,  cpnsfderate  in  his  roughness, 
stayed  away  against  his  will,  nurposely  that  they 
should  have  some  talk  together  unobserved:  so 
Walter,  newly  returned  home  firom  his  last  day's 
bustle,  descended  briskly,  to  bear  hio^  oompaay. 

••  Uncle,"  be  said  gailv,  laying  his  hand  upon  the 
dd  man's  shoulder,  **  wnat  shall  I  send  you  home 
from  BsrhsdoeaT** 


•"Hope,  nsy  dtu  WaSy.  Hope  tiiat  we  shal 
meet  again,  on  this  side  ef  the  grave.  Send  me  m 
much  of  that  as  yea  oas." 

**So  I  will,  Unele:  I  have  enough  and  to  spaM 
and  I  '11  not  be  ebary  of  it !  And  as  to  Kvely  tur 
tks,  and  limes  for  Captain  Cuttle's  pnneh,  and  pre 
serves  fbr  yoH  on  Sundays,  and  all  that  sort  d 
thi»f  ,  why  I  '11  send  you  shiploads.  Uncle  s  whei 
I '«  rich  enoogb.** 

Old  Sol  wiped  his  spectacles,  and  (aintly  smiled 


We  '11  be  as  gay  as  larks  to-morrow  'morning 
Unde,  and  we  'U  fly  as  high !  As  to  my  aatiei 
patiboB,  they  ^xe  singfaig  out  of  sight  now.'* 

**  Wally,  my  dear  boy,"  returned  the  oM  man 
«*  I  '11  do  my  best,  I  '11  do  my  bc^t" 

««And  ymr  best,  Unde,"  said  Walter,  wkh  hk 
pleasant  laugh,  «"  is  the  best  best  that  I  know 
Voa  '11  not  lorget  what  you  're  to  send  ««,  Uncle  V 

**>fo,  Wally,  no,"  repli^  the  dd  man;  **ever^ 
thing  I  hear  about  Miss  Domhay,  now  that  she  i 
left  alone,  poor  lamb,  1 11  write.  I  tear  it  won't  b 
much  thouEfa,  WaUy." 

»  Why,  f 'U  teU  you  what,  Unde,"  said  WaltM 
aflet  a  monent's  hesitation,  HI  have  just  been  U] 
there." 

*«Ay,  ay,  ay?"  monnared  the  old  man,  raiun| 
his  eyebrows,  and  his  spectacles  with  them. 

•^Not  to  see  Jksr,"  said  Walter,  "^  though  I  conli 
hitve  seen  her,  I  dare  say,  if  I  had  asked.  Mi 
Dombey  heing  out  of  town :  but  to  say  a  partiD] 
word  to  Susan.  I  thought  I  might  venture  to  d< 
that,' you  know,  under  the  drcuknstanoes,  and  re 
meBnbaing  when  I  saw  Miss  Dombey  last" 

*"  Yes,  my  boy,  yes,"  replied  his  uncle,  twmQ{ 
himsdf  from  a  temporary  abstraetieB. 


f«(9o  I  saw  her,"  pursued  Walter,  **S 
mean :  and  I  tdd  her  I  was  off  and  away  to-aaor 
row.  And  1  said,  Unde,  that  you  had  always  ha< 
aa  iaterest  in  Miss  Dombey  since  that  night  whei 
she  was  here,  and  always  wished  her  well  and  ba|] 

Ey,  and  always  would  be  proud  and  glad  to  serr 
er  in  the  least :  I  thought  I  might  say  that,  jo^ 
kiiow,  under  the  cireunistantfeB.  Doni  you  thm] 
«>t" 

**  Yes,  my  boy,  yes,"  replied  his  unde,  in  tb 
same  tone  as  before. 

«"  And  I  added,"  pursued  Walter,  «*  that  if  she- 
Susan,  I  mean  — -  oould  ever  let  you  know,  eitbe 
tbrongfa  herKl^  or  Mrs.  Richards,  or  anybody  els 
who  misht  be  coming  this  way,  that  Miss  Dombe; 
fDOM  WW  and  happy,  you  would  take  it  very  kindli 
and  would  write  so  much  to  me,  and  I  should  tak 
itviBirylE[]Bdl|y  too»  Then!  Upon  my  word.  Uncle, 
said  Walter,  **  I  scarcely  slept  all  last  night  throog 
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nUd  wlwa  I  VMost,  vfaetber  to  do  it  w  Bol;  vod 
ret  I  am  rare  it  is  the  truo  IbeliiMr  of  my  boart,  and 
I  sboald  have  bees  ^aite  miaaraMo  aftorwavda  if  I 
lad  not  roEeved  it.** 

HU  honest  voice  and  maiuier  corroborated  what 
le  Mkid,  and  quite  eatabliabed  its  ingennousneM, 

*•  So  if  you  ever  see  her^  Uooloft'*  said  Walter,  **  I 
nean  Miss  Dombmr  now  —  aad  perhaps  70a  may, 
arho  knows !  •—  tell  her  how  much  I  felt  finr  her ; 
bow  mnch  I  used  to  think  of  her  when  I  was  here ; 
bow  I  spoke  of  her,  with  the  tears  in  my  eyes, 
[lacle,  on  thi^  last  aigfat  before  I  went  awav.  Tell 
tier  that  I  said  I  never  could  forget  her  gentle  man- 
lier, or  her  beautiful  &ce,  or  her  sweet,  kind  dispo- 
lition  tliat  was  better  than  all.  And  aa  I  didn*t 
take  tbem  from  a  woman's  feet,  or  a  young  lady's : 
SDly  a  little  innocent  child V.  ^ud  Walter:  **tett 
her,  if  you  don't  mind,  Uncle,  that  I  kept  those 
ihocs  she  '11  remember  bow  often  they  fell  eff  that 
Kiight-^«nd  took  them  away  with  me  as  a  remem- 
brance I" 

They  were  at  that  very  moment  going  out  at  the 
door  in  one  of  Walter's  trunks.  A  porter  carrying 
off  his  baggage  on  a  truck  for  shipment  at  the 
docks  on  board  the  Son  and  Heir,  had  got  posses* 
sioa  of  them ;  and  wheeled  tbem  away  under  the 
Tery  eye  of  tbe  insensible  Midshipman  before  their 
owner  had  well  finished  speaking. 

But  that  anoient  mariner  might  have  been  ez* 
cueed  his  insensibility  to  the  treasure  as  it  roUed 
away.  For,  under  his  eye  at  the  same  moment, 
accurately  within  his  ran^  of  observation,  coming 
full  into  the  sphere  of  his  startled  and  intensely 
wide-awake  look-out,  were  Florence  and  Susan 
Ntp^:  Florence  looking  up  into  his  face  half 
timidly,  and  receiving  Uie  whole  shock  of  his 
wooden  ogling! 

More  than  this,  they  passed  into  the  shop,  and 
passed  in  at  the  parloar  door  before  they  were  ob- 
aerved  by  anybody  but  the  Midshipman^  And  Wal* 
ter,  having  bis  back  to  the  door,  would  have  known 
noUiing  of  tbeir  apparition  even  then,  hut  for  see- 
iJDg  bis  uncle  spring  out  of  his  own  chair,  and 
nearly  tumble  over  another. 

"Why  Uncle!"  exclaimed  Walter.  "What's 
the  matter  7" 

Old  Sobmon  replied,  **  Miss  Dombey  I" 

"Is  it  possible!*'  cried  Walter,  looking  round 
snd  startiiqr  up  in  his  turn.    "  Here !" 

Why  it  was  so  possible  and  so  actual,  that,  while 
the  words  were  on  his  lips,  Florence  hurried  past 
him ;  took  Uncle  Sol*s  snuff-ooloured  lappels,  one 
in  each  hand ;  kLssed  him  on  the  cheek ;  and  turn- 
ing,  gave  her  hand  to  Walter  with  a  simple  truth 
«nd  earnestness  that  was  her  own,  and  no  one 
else's  in  the  world ! 

**  Going  away,  Walter !"  said  Florence. 

"■Yea,  Misa  Dombey,"  he  replied,  but  not  so 
'Bopefhlly  as  he  endeavoured:  **I  have  a  voyage 
before  me." 

"  And  your  Uncle,'*  said  Tloeenee,  looking  back 
•t  Solomon.  **  He  is  eorrjr  yod  are  going,  I  am 
■ure.  Ah  1  I  eee  he  is !  I)ear  Walter,  I  am- vary 
sorry  too." 

^Goodness  knows,"  ezdaimed  Bfias  Nipper, 
^there^s  a  many  we  eould  spate  instead,  if  num. 
bers  is  a  object,  Mrs.  Plpchin  as  a  overseer  would 
come  cheao  at  bar.  weight  in  gold,  and  if  a  know- 
lodge  of  'Mack  slavery  should  be  required,  them 
Ambers  is  the  very  people  for  the  sitiwation." 

With  that  Miss  Nipper  untied  her  bonnet  strings^ 
jmd  after  looking  vacantly  ibr  some  moments  into 


a  liMle  blaek  tea-pot  thai  was  aet  iiirth  with  tha' 
itsual  homely  asrviee,  on  the  taUe,  ahdok  her  bead- 
and  a  tin  aaniatar,  and  bbgaa  aaaskisd  to  make  tb» 
tea. 

la  die  meanttnie  Florence  had  turned  again  to 
the  lAstnunlmt-makeff,  who  was  as  full  of  admiraii^ 
tiOwwauiyrise.  *" So  grown !"  said  old  SoL  •'So 
imipraved!  And yel  »ot  altered !  Just  the  same !'* 
•«  Indoed  I"  said  Fbiwoe. 
**  Ye^yea,"  returned  old  Sol,  rabbin^  his  hand* 
slowly,  and  considering  Ihe  matter  half  aloud,  aa 
something  pensive  in  the  bright  eyes  looking  at 
him  arrested  his  attemion*  ^*  Yea,  thai  ezpreasioft 
was  in  the  younger  &ee,  too !" 

**Yoa  remember  me,"  said  FIocoimib,  with  a 
smiK  *'4u»d  what  a  little  creature  I  was  then  7" 

**My  dear  young  lady,"  returned  Hie  lustra, 
ment-maker,  **  how  could  I  forget  yon,  ofien  as  1 
hgve  thought  of  you  and  beard  of  yon  since !  At 
the  verv  moment,  indeed,  when  yon  came  in,  WaU^ 
WHS  talking  about  you  to  me,  and  teaving  messagea 
for  you,  and — ^ 

••Waa  he  7"  swd  Florence.  ••  Tha^L  you.  Wai- 
ter !  Oh  thank  you,  Walter !  I  was  afhdd  yoa 
mitfht  be  going  away  and  hardly  thinking  of  me;" 
and  again  sbe  gave  hiaa  her  little  hand  so  freely 
and  so  faithfully  that  Walter  held  it  for  some  mo* 
ments  in  his  own>  and  could  kiot  bear  to  let  it  go. 

Yet  Walter  did  not  hold  it  as  he  might  have  held 
it  one^i  nor  did  its  touch-  awaken  those  old  dty^ 
dzeama  of  his  boyhood  that  had  floated  past  hioa 
sometimes  even  ktely,  and  confused  him  with  their 
indistinct  and  broken  shapes.  The  purity  and  in* 
nocence  of  her  endearing  manner,  and  its  perfect 
trustfulness,  and  the  undisguised  regard  for  hum  that 
lay  so  deeply  seated  in  her  constant  eyes,  and  glowed 
upon  her  fair  fiice  through  the  smile  that  sheded— 
fi>r  alaa  I  it  was  a  vmiM  too  sad  to  brigfaten*^it, 
were  not  of  their  romantie  race.  They  brought 
back  to  his  thoughts  the  early  death..bed  he  had 
seen  her  tending,  and  the  love  the  child  had  homo 
her;  and  on  the  wings  of  such  remembrances  she 
seemed  to  rise  up^  £r  above  his  idle  fancies,  into 
clearer  and  serener  air. 

*•  I^I  am  afraid  I  musicall  you  Walter's  Undo, 
Sir,"  said  Florence  to  the  old  mas,  '*if  yoa'U  let 
me." 

**  My  dear  ^ooog  lady,"  cried  old  Sol*  **  Let 
you!    Good  gracious !" 

**  We  always  knew  you  by  that  name,  and  talked 
of  you,"  said  Florence,  glancing  round,  and  sighing 

Siutly.  •''The  nice  old  parlour i  Just  the  samel 
ow  weUIrecoUectitr 

Old  Sol  looked  first  at  her,  then  at  his  nephew, 
and  then  rubbed  his  hands,  and  rubbed  his  specta- 
cles,  and  said  below  his  breath,  **  Ah !  tinis^  tima»' 
tiroel" 

lliere  was  a  short  silence ;  4«ing  which  Sosaa 
Nipper  skil&l^  impounded  two  extra  cKip&  and 
saucers  from  the  cupboard,  and  awaited  the  drawing 
of  tbe  tea  with  a  thoughtfbl  air. 

''I  want  to  tell  Walter's  Unde,"  said  Florenca. 
laying  lier  hand  timidly  upon  the  old  maB*s<  as  it 
rested  on  the  table,  to  bespeak  his  attentiont "  aoma* 
thing  that  I  am  anxious  about  He  is  going,  to  be 
left  alone,  and  if  he  wiH  allow  m« — not  to  tak» 
Walter's  pkee,  Sat  that  I  couldn't  do,  but  to  be  hie 
true  friend  and  help  him  if  I  ever  can  while  Walter 
is  away,  I  shall  be  very  much  obliged  to  him  in* 
deed.    WiUyou?    May  I,  Walter'a  Undo  r 

Hie  Instrument-maker,  without  speaking,  p/ 
her  hand  to  bis  lips,  and  Susan  Nipper,  leanin| 
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book  with  >faer  aAoM  crtin^  ift  the  cWr  bfpMtu 
dency  into  whteh  she  had  TMted  herielf»  bit  one  end 
of  her  bonnet  «trin|tst  and  Ueftved  a  gentfe  aigfa:aa 
■he  looked  np  at  the  skylight 

"You  will  let  ine  come  to 'see  ycm,*'  saift  Flo- 
MDoe,  ^  when  I  can ;  and  yon  wiU  tell  me  ewiy- 
Ihing  aboat  yooraelf  and  Walter;  and  yoowiU 
have  no  secreta  from  Soaaa  wfaeta  ehe  ^mee  and  I 
do  not,  but  will  confide  mns,  and  trnst  us,  and  rely 
nptm  tifl.  And'  you  HI  try  to  let  ns  be  a  oomfiirt  to 
you?  Will  yon,  Walter's  Under* 
:  The  sweet  face  lookingf  into  bis,  the  gisntly 
pleading  eyes,  the  soft  voice,  and  the  ligfht  toQeh  on 
his  arm  made  the  more  winning  by  a.  child'lB  re> 
■peot  and  faonoor  for  hit  age,  that  gave  to  all  an  air 
of  graccfhl  doubt  and  modest  hesitation  ^—  these, 
and  her  natund  eamestneee,  so  overcame  the  p6or 
old  Instramentitmaker,  that  he  only  answered  : 
'  **Wally*  say  a  word  fxa  me,,  my 'dear.  I*m 
wry  grateful.** 

**  No,  Waiter,"  returned  Florence  with  her  quiet 
smile.  **Sav  nothing  for  him,  if  yon  ]dea8e.  I 
uidbrstand  Jiim  vc^ry  well,  and  we  mutt  learn  to 
talk  together  without  you,  dear  Walter.** 

The  regretful  tone  in  which  she  said  these 
latter  words,  toocbed  WaKer  more  than  all  the 
rest 

^Mist  Florence,**  he  replied,  with  an  effort  to 
recover  the  cheerful  manner  he  had  preserved  while 
talking  with  his  uncle,  ^  I  know  no  more  than  mv 
uncle,  what  to  say  in  acknowledgment  of  such 
kindness,  I  am  sure.  But  what  could  I  say,  after 
all,  if  I  had  the  power  of  talking  for  an  hour,  ex- 
cept that  it  IS  like  you  !'* 

Susan  Nipper  beran  ikpon  a  new  part  of  her  bon. 
net  string,  and  nodded  at  the  skylight,  in  approval 
of  the  sentiment  expressed. 

•»Oh!  but  Walter,**  said  Florence,  "there  is 
somiething  that  I  wish  to  say  to  you  before  you  go 
away,  and  you  mast  call  me  Florence  if  you  please, 
and  not  speak  like  a  stranger.** 

••Like  a  stranger!**  returned  Walter.  «No.  I 
eouldn*t  speak  so.  I  am  sure,  at  leaift,  I  couldn*t 
fbel  like  one.** 

**  Aye,  but  that  is  not  enough,  and  is  not  wYiat 
I  meo^l.  For  Wakcr,**  added  Florence,  bursting 
into  tears,  ^  he  liked  you  very  much,  and  said  be. 
Ayre  he  died  that  (le  was  fond  of  yon,  ahd  sai^  *  Re. 
member  Walter  !*  and  if  you  HI  be  a  brother  to  Me 
Walter,  now  that  he  is  gone  and  I  have  none  on 
earth,  I  *11  be  your  sister  all  my  Dfb,  and^  think  of 
you  like  one  whei^ver  we  may  be !  This  is  what 
I  wished  to  say,  dear  Walter,  but  I  cUnitot  say  it  as 
I  woold,  because  my  heart  is  fbH.** 

And  in  its  flilness  and  its  eweet  simpltcity,  she 
held  out  both  her  hands  to  him.  Walter  taking 
them,  stooped  down  and  tQucbed,  the  tearful  face 
tM,  neither  shrunk  nor  tmtied  away,  nor  reddened 
as  he  did  so,  but  looked  up  at  him  with  confidence 
and  truth.  In  that  one  moment,  evei^  shadow  of 
doubt  or  agitation  passed  away  ii'Om  Walter*s  soul. 
It  seetned  to  him  tiifit  he  respokided  to  her  innocent 
appeal,  beside  the  dead  child*s  bed :  and,  in  the 
solemn  presence  he  had  seen  there,  pledged  him. 
self  to  cherish  and  protect  her  very  image,  in  his 
banishment,  with  brotherly  regard ;  to  ^alfner  tip 
her  simple  faith,  inviolate*;  and  hold  himself  de. 
graded  if  he  breathed  upon  it  any  thonght  that  was 
not  in  her  own  breast  whpn  s^e  gate  it  to  him.. 

Susan  Nipper,  who  had  bitten  both  her  bonnet 
tongs  at  once,  tud  imparted  a  great  deal  of  pri,. 
ate  emotion  to  the  skylight,  during  tiiis  transac 


tion,  now  «ff»anged  the  stilijeet  by  Inquiring  wh^ 
took  itoflk  and  who' took  sugar;  and  being  enlight. 
ened  on  these  points,  poured  out  the  tea.  They  al] 
fuur  gathered  socially  about  the  little  table,  ^uid  took 
tta  under  that  young  lady*s  active  superintendence ; 
and  the  presence  <h  Florence  in  the  back  parlour^ 
(Frightened  the  Tartar  fi^igute  on  tiie  wall 

Half  aH  hour  ago  Walter,  for  his  life,  would  ha'n 
hardly  called  her  by  her  name.  Bat  he  could  do  sd 
now  when  she  entreated  him.  He  could  think  of 
her  being  tiiere,  without  a  lurking  misgiving  that 
it  would  nave  been  better  if  she  had  not  come.  Hi 
could  calmly  think  how  beautiful  she  was,  how  full 
of  promise,  what  a  home  some  happy  man  would 
find  in  such  a  heart  One  day.  He  could  refled 
upon  his  own  place  in  that  heart,  with  pride;  and 
with  a  brave  determination,  if  not  to  deserve  it- 
he  still  thought  that  fiur  above  hi n^--^ver  to  doi 
serve  it  less.  V 

■  Some  Ikiry  infltience  must  surely  hd^  hovered 
round  the  hands  of  Susan  Nipper  when  atnc  made 
the  tea,  engendering  the  tranquil  air  that  reigned 
in  the  back  parlour  during  its  discussion.  Some 
counter-inflqence  must  surely  have  hovered  round 
the  hands  of  Uncle  Sol's  chronometer,  and  moved 
them  faster  than  the  Tartar  frigate  ever  Went  befbrc 
the  wind.  Be  this  as  it  may,  the'  visitors  had  a 
coach  in  waiting  at  a  quiet  comer  not  far  off;  and 
the  chronometer,  on  being  incidcritally  referred  to, 
gave  'such  a  positive  opinion  tliat  it  had  been  wait 
ing  a  long  time,  that  it  was  impossible  to  doubt  tbe 
fiict :  especially  when  stated  on  such  unimpeacha* 
bie  authority.  If  Uncle  Sol  had  been  going  to  be 
hanged  by  his  own  time,  he  never  would  have  al. 
lowed  that  the  chronometer  was  too  fast,  by  the 
least  fraction  of  a  second. 

Florence  Q,t  parting  recapitulated  to  the  old  man 
all  that  she  had  said  before,  and  bound  him  to  theic 
compact  Uncle  Sol  attended  her  lovinglv  to  the 
legs  of  the  Wooden  Midshipman,  and  there  re* 
signed  her  to  Walter,  who  was  ready  to  escort  liei 
and  Susan  Nipper  to  the  coach. 

"Walter.**  said  Florence  by  the  way,  "I  have 
b.een  9^id  to  ask,  before  your  uncle.  Bo  you 
think  you  wiH  be  ttbsent  very  long  ?** 

'* Indeed,"  said  Walter,  "I  don't  know.  I  fw 
so.  Mr.  Dombey  sigpified  as  much,  I  thought, 
wheA  he  appointed  me.** 

"Is  it  a  favour,  Walter?**  inquired  Florence, 
of^er  a  momcnt*8  hesitation,  and  looking  anxiously 
in  his  fkce. 

*•  The  appointment  ?**  returned  Walter. 

"Yes.- 

Walter  would  have  pven  anythinff  to  have  as. 
swered  in  the  affirmative,  but  nis  mce  anstirere^ 
before  his  lips  could,  and  Florence  was  to6  attentive 
to  it  not  to  understand  its  reply. 
'  "  I  am  afraid  you  have  scarcely  been  a  favourite 
With  Papa,**  she 'said,  timidly. 
.  "  There  i^  no  reason/*  replied  Walter,  smiling, 
-whylsiiotildbe.*    ^  ' 

*  No  reoson,  W*Itor  *»* 

"There  iws  ho  reason,**  said  Walter,  undef- 
standiQg  what  she  meant  f*  There  are  many  peo- 
ple employed  in  the  house.  Between  Mr.  Domhej^ 
and  a  young  man  like  itie,  there  *s  a  wide  space  oT 
separation.  If  I  do  my  duty,  I  do  what  I  ought, 
atld  do  no  more  than  all  the  rest.** 

Had  Florence  any  misjgriving  of  which  sLe  wai 
hardly  conscious :  any  misgiving  that  had  sprung 
into  an  indistinct  and  undefined  existence  since 
that  recent  niirHt  when  she  had  gone  down  to  hei 
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b«t  aadretrlx  kaowledge  of  her*  iragbt  h^Te  in- 
vkni  him  in  thai  ^werfvl  diaplewwuro  and  dia- 
like?  Had  Walter  any  auch  idea,  or  any  midden 
SicQffht  that  it  waa  in  ner  mind  ait  that  moment  7 
Neither  of  them  hinted  at  it,  Neither  of  them  apokft 
It  all,  for  MMne  ahort  time.  Sovan,  walkinn;  oa  the 
rthtf  ade  of  Walter*  eytd  them  both  abarply ;  and 
Krtuoly  Miss  Nipper^a  thoug hta  VaTeUad  in  that 
iireetioa,  and  very  confidently  too. 

"YoQ  may  eome  hack  very  soon,**  paid  Florence, 
'perhaps.  Walter." 

"Isiay  eome  back  "  aaid  Walter,  **&n  old  man, 
nd  find  yon  aa  eld  hidy.    Bat  I  hope  for  better 

"Papa^'*  said  Florenoe,  after  a  moment,  ^will— 
rill  icoorer  from  his.  grief,  and — and  apeak  more 
nelj  to  ne  noe  day,  perhaps ;  and  if  he  shonld,  I 
rill  tell  b|m  how  mach  I  wish  to  see  you  back 
Ifiin,  and^ask  him  to  recall  you  for  my  sake.** 

'■flierd  ihiaa  tonehiog  modulation  in  these  woruls 
to  her  frther  that  Walter  nnderstood  too  well 

The  eoach  being  close  at  hand,  be  would  have 
bQ  her  withoni  apeaking,  for  now  he  felt  what 
•itiog  was;  bat  Florence  held  his  hand  when  she 
m  seated,  and  then  he  found  there  waa  a  little 
•cketinherown. 

» Walter,**  she  eaid,  k>oking  fhll  npon  him  with 
tt  affeeCionate  eyea,  **  like  you,  I  hope  for  better 
Im^  I  will  pray  for  them,  and  believe  that  they 
ritt  arrive.  I  mode  this  little  gift  for  Paul  Pray 
ike  it  with  my  love,  and  do  not  look  at  it  until  you 
n  itmg  avray.  And  now,  God  Mess  you,  Waltor  I 
»w  forget  meu    You  are  my  brother,  dear  T* 

He?ras  glad  that  Susan  Nipper  came  between 
^1  or  he  might  have  left  her  with  a  sorrowful 
NBembrance  of  him.  He  waa  ^lad  too  that  she 
id  not  look  out  of  the  coach  agam,  but  waved  the 
ttb  hud  to  him  instead,  aa  long  aa  he  eonld  see  it 

la  spite  of  her  request,  he  could  not  help  openings 
^  packet  that  night  when  he  went  to  bed.  It  waa 
fittJe  purse :  and  there  wee  money  in  it, 

^f^  rose  the  aun  next  morning,  from  hia  ab- 
Boca  in  itrange  countries,  and  up  rose  Walter  with 

to  receive  the  Captain,  who  Waa  already  at  the 
Mr :  having  turned  out  earlier  than  waa  necessary, 
t  order  to  get  under  weigh  while  Mrs.  MacStinger 
^  yet  slumbering.  T^  Captain  pretended  to  be 
Ltip4op  spirita,  and  brought  a  very  smoky  tongue 
»  oae  of  the  pocketa  of  the  broad  blue  ooat  for 
Kokiast 

*  And  WaTr,**  aaid  the  Captain,  when  they  took 
^  seato  at  table,  **  if  yqur  unolets  the  man  I 
Mk  Um,  hell  brmg  out  the  laat  battle  of  tk$ 
imeh%  on  the  present  oocaaion*** 

■No,  no,  Ned,"  returned  the  old  man.  "No! 
^  shall  be  opened  when  Walter  comes  home 
jab." 

'^  Wen  said  !**  cried  the  Captain.    «  Hear  him  !** 

'"There  it  liea,"  said  Sol  Gilla,  *«down  in  tlie 
ttk  eellar,  covered  with  dirt  and  cobwebs.  There 
Ay  be  dirt  and  cobwebs  over  you  and  me  per- 
tpa,  Ned,  before  it  sees  the  light.'* 

"Hear  him!**  cried  the  Captain.  "Good  mo- 
wJy!  Wal*rmylad.  Train  up  a  fig-tree  in  the 
niy  it  diould  go,  and  when  yon  are  old  ait  under 
^  iMe  on  It  Overhaul  the— Well,**  said  the 
2*Mii  on  aeoond  thoughta, « I  an*t  quite  certain 
me  that  *a  to  be  found ;  but  when  found,  make  a 
•*««£    Sol  Gills, heave  a.head  again!** 


**  But 'there,  or' somewhere,  it  shall  iie,  Ne^unta 
Wally  comes  back  to  claim  it,*'  said  tba  old  man«r 
"*  Thai 's  all  I  mean  to  <say." 

'**And  well  said  too,"  returned  the  Captain; 
**and  if  we  three  don't  crack  thet  there  bottle  in 
oomipany,  I  *11  giro  you  two  leave  to  drink  my  al- 
lowance !** 

Nobwrlbst^ui^^  the  Captain's  excessive  joviaL 
ity^lie  made  but  a  poor  haiid  at  the  smoky  tongue, 
thouffh  he  tried  very  bard,  when  anybody  looked 
at  bim,  to  appear  as  if  he  were  eating  with  a  vast 
appetite.  He  was  terribly  afraid,  likewise,  of  being 
led  alone  with  either  imole  or  nephew ;  appearing 
to  consider  that  his  only  chance  of  safety  aa  to 
keeping  up  appearanoea,  was  in  their  being  always 
three  together.  This  terror  on  the  part  of  the  Cap. 
tain,  reduced  him  to  such  ingenious  evasions  aa 
running  to  the  door,  when  Solomon  went  to  put  hia 
ooat  on,  under  pretence  of  having  seen  an  estraor. 
dinary  hao^ney-coach  pass :  and  darting  out  into 
the  road  when  Walter  went  upstairs  to  take  leave 
of  the  lodgers,  on  a  foint  of  smelling  fire  in  a  neighs 
bouring  ohimnev.  These  artifices  Captain  Cutt^ 
deemed  inscrutable  by  any  uninspired  observer. 

Walter  waa  coming  down  from  hia  parting  expe» 
dition  np-atairs,  and  waa  crossing  the  shop  to  go 
back  to  the  liitle  parlour,  when  he  saw  a  faded  face 
he  knew,  looking  in  at  the  door,  and  darted  •  to- 
wards it 

*^  Mr*  Carker  I"  cried  Walter,  pressing  the  hand 
of  John  Ccurker  the  Junior.  **  Pray  come  in,  Thia 
is  kind  of  you,  to  be  here  so  early  to  say  good  bjm 
to  me.  You  knew  how  glad  it  would  make  me  to 
shake  hands  wjlh  you,  once,  before  going  away.  I 
cannot  say  how  glad  I  am  to  have  this  opportunity. 
Pray  come  in." 

**  It  is  not  likely  that  we  may  ever  meet  again, 
Walter,"  returned  the  other,  gently  resisting  his 
invitation,  **  and  I  am  glad  of  ttus  opportunity  too. 
I  may  venture  to  speak  to  you,  and.  to  take  you  by 
the  hand,  on  the  eve  of  separation.  I  shall  not 
haTc  to  resist  your  frank  approacfaea,  Walter,  any 
more." 

There  waa  a  mdancboly  in  hia  amile  as  he  said, 
it,  that  showed  he  had  found  some  company  and 
friendship  for  his  thoughta  even  in  that 

-Ah*  Mr.  Carker!"  returned  Walter.  "Why 
did  you  resist  them  7  You  could  have  done  me 
notlung  but  good,  I  am  ve^  sure." 

He  shook  his  Ivead.  **  If  there  were  any  good,'* 
he  said, "  I  conld  do  on  this  earth,  I  would  do  it, 
Walter,  for  you.  The  s^ht  of  you  from  day  ta 
day^haa  been  at  once  happiness  and  remorse  to 
me.  But  the  pleasure  has  outweighed  the  pain.  I 
know  that  now,  by  knowing  what  I  lose." 

**Co^ue  In,  J\lr.  Carker,  and  make  acquaintance 
with  my  good  old  uncle,"  urged  Walter.  ••  I  have 
often  talked  to  him  about  you,  and  he  will  be  glad 
to  tell  you  all  he  hears  from  me.  I  have  not,"  said 
Walter,  noticing  his  hesitation,  and  speaking  with 
embarrassment  himself :  **  I  have  not  told  him  any. 
thing  about  our  last  conversation,  Mr.  Carker;  not 
even  him,  believe  me." 

The  grey  Junior  pressed  his  hand,  and  tears  rose 
in  his  eves. 

**  If  1  ever  make  acquaintance  with  him,  Wal- 
ter,"  he  returned,  **it  will  be  that  I  may  hear 
tidings  of  you..  Rely  on  my  not  wronging  your 
forbearance  and  consideration.  It  would  be  to 
wrong  it,  not  to  tell  him  all  the  truth,  before  I 
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ioagfat  a  worj  of  eon^denoe  fhrni  binu  Botl  haVe 
no  friend  or  Bcqnaiotanee  ezeept  yoQ :  and  even  fyt 
jour  sake,  am  little  likel^f  to  make  any/* 
•  **  I  wiflb,"  said  Walter,  *^  you  liad  sufi^lted  me  to 
be  your  friend  indeed.  I  always  wished  it,  MK 
CSarker,  as  yon  know;  bcrt  ne^r  half  so  much  ai' 
npw,  when  we  are  going  to  part" 

■*.It  is  enough,*'  replied  the  other,  *^that  you 
have  been  the  friend  of  my  own  breast,  and  that 
when  I  have  avoided  yon  most,  my  heart  inclined 
the  most  towards  you,  and  was  fullest  of  you.  Wal- 
ler, good  bye !" 

**6ood  bye,  Mr.  Carker.  Heaven  be  with  yoo, 
sir  t**  cried  Walter,  with  emotion. 

*^  If,*'  said  the  other,  retaining  his  hand  while  he 
spoke ;  **  if  when  yoo  oome  back,  you  miss  me 
from  mr  old  comer,  and  should  hear  from  any  one 
where  I  am  lying,  come  and  Idok  npon  my  grave. 
Think  that  I  might  have  been  as  honest  and  as 
happy  as  you !  And  let  me  think,  when  I  know  my 
time  is  coming  on,  that  some  one  like  my  former 
self  may  stand  there,  for  a  moment,  and  remember 
me  with  pity  and  forgiveness !  Walter,  good  bye  !*' 

His  figure  crept  like  a  shadow  down  the  bright, 
sttn-Irghted  street,  so  cheerful  yet  so  solemn  in  the 
early  sammer  morning;  and  slowly  passed  away. 

'Hie  relentless  chronometer  at  last  annonncod 
that  Walter  must  turn  his  back  upon  tlio  Wooden 
Midshipman.:  and  away  they  went,  himself,  his 
uncle,  and  the  Captain,  in  a  hackney-ooaoh  to'  a 
whor^  where  they  were  to  take  steam-boat  for  some 
Reach  down  the  river,  the  name  of  which,  as  the 
captain  gave  it  out,  was  a  hopeless  mystery  to  the 
ears  of  landsmen.  Arrived  at  this  Roach  (whither 
the  ship  had  repaired  by  last  night*s  tidb),  they 
were  boarded  by  various  excited  watermen,  and 
among  others  by  a  dirty  Cyclops  of  the  captaiA's 
acquaintance,  who,  with  his  one  eye,  had  made  the 
captain  out  some  mile  and  a  half  off,  and  had  been 
ezchan^^ihg  unintelligible  roars  with  him  ever  since. 
Becoming  the  lawful  prize  of  this  persona|pe,  who 
was  fri|^htfiilly  hoarse  and  constHstionally  in  want 
of  shaving,  they  were  all  ^hree  put  aboard  the  Son 
and  Heir.  And  the  Son  and  Heir  w^  iii  a  pretty 
iKate  of  confusion,  with  sails  lying  all  bedraggled 
on  the  wet  decks,  loose  ropes  tripping  people  up^ 
ftien  in  red  shirts  running  barefoot  to  ana  fro,  casks 
blockading  every  ftot  of  space,  and,  in  the  thiokest 
of  the  fray,  a  blaek  cook  in  a  bhek  caboose  up  to 
his  eyas  in  vegetables  and  blinded  with  smoke* 

The  Captaiil  imme(flately  drtw  Walter  into  a 
etHrner,  and  with  a  great  effort,  that  made  his  face 
very  red,  polled  up  the  Mlver  watch,  which  was  to 
big{  and  so  tight  in  his  pocket,  that  it  camd  out  like 
a  bung. 

*'  Wal'r,**  said  the  CapUin,  handing  it  over,  a^d 


shaking  Min  heaHilv  by  tile  hand,  «•  a  partiDt  f(fl 
my  lad.  Put  it  baok  half  an  hour  evary  momiiq 
and'  abomt  anather  garter  towiidi  the  artemsoi 
snd  kH  a  Watch  that  '11  do  yon  credit.** 

««Oaptaia  Cottle!  I  couldn't  think  of  it  !**  cria 
Walter,  detaining  him,  ibr  he  was  ronning  awaj 
**  Pk-ay  take  it  baok.    I  have  one  already." 

**  Then  Wal'r,"  said  the  Captain,  suddenly  dii 
ing  into  one  of  his  pockets  and  bringing  up  thetw 
tea-spoons  and  the  sugar-tongs,  with  whidi  he  ha 
armed  himself  to  meet  soeh  an  objection,  '^tak 
this  here  trifle  of  plate,  instead." 

*•  No,  no,  I  cooldnt  indeed  !*'  cried  Walter;  *" 
thousand  thanks !  Don't  throw  them^  away,  Captai 
Cuttle!"  for  the  Captain  was  about  to  jerk  thci 
overboard:  «*  They  11  be  of  much  nsefe  use  to  yd 
than  me.  CHve  me  your  stick.  I  have  often  thougl 
that  I  should  like  to  have  it.  There!  Good  byt 
GapUin  CutOe !  Take  eare  of  my  uncle!  Und 
Sol,  God  bless  you!" 

They  were  ofur  the  side  in  the  oenfiision,  befoi 
Walter  caught  another  glimpse  of  either ;  siid  whe 
he  ran  up  to  the  siem,  and  looked  afler  then.  I 
saw  his  uncle  hanging  down  hie  bead  in  the  boa 
and  Captain  Cuttle  rapping  him  on  the  back  wit 
the  great  eilver  watish  (it  mast  have  been  very  paii 
ful),  and  gesticulating  hopefully  with  the  tea^pooa 
and  sugar-tongs.  Catching  sight  of  Walter,  Ca] 
tain  Cuttle  dropped  the  proper^  into  the  liottom  c 
the  boat  with  perfect  unconoem,  being  evident! 
oblivioue  of  lu  existence,  and  polling  off  the  glan 
hat  hailed  him  lustily.  The  glazed  hat  made  qnii 
a  ebow  in  the  son  whh  its  glistening,  and  tl 
Captain  oonUnoed  to  wave  it  until  he  oonld  be  sei 
no  longer.  Than  the  eonfhsion  on  board,  whic 
had  been  rapidly  increasing,  reached  its  heigh 
two  or  three  other  boats  went  away  with  a  chee 
the  sails  shone  bright  and  full  above,  mm  Walt< 
watched  them  spread  their  surfaoe  to  th^  &voQff 
ble  breexe;  the  water  flew  in  sparkles  (Vom  fl 
prow ;  and  off  upon  her  voyage  went  the  Son  ai 
Heir,  as  hopefully  and  trippUigly  ae  many  anoth 
son  and  heir,  gone  down,  had  started  on  bia  wi 
before  her. 

Day  after  day,  old  Sol  and  Captain  Cattle  kc 
her  reckoning  in  the  little  baok  parlour  and  mcrtu 
out  her  course,  with  the  chart  spread  before  the 
on  the  round  table.  At  night,  when  old  Sol  cllmhi 
ttp4(tairs,  so  kmelv,  to  the  attic  where  it  aametiitt 
blew  great  guns,  he  looked  up  at  the  Mars  and  li 
tencd  to  the  wind,  and  kept  a  longer  waleh  Un 
would  have  fklleiv  lo  his  lot  on  board  tlie  ahip,  T 
last  bottle  of  the  old  Madeirii,  which  had  bad  i 
cruising'days,  and  known  its  dangers  of  the  dei 
lay  silently  beneath  its  dust  and  oobweA»|  in  ti 
meanwhile,  undisturbed. 


/ 
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'Joe  B.  ii  ily.  Sir,  DevUlBh  sly.' 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

MR.  DOMBEY  GOES  UPON  A  JOURNEY. 


•Ml.  DomiT,  Sir,*"  nad  Major  Ba|rrtook,  «*Joey 
9L  n  ml  in  gemral  m  man  of  ■ocitiiiient,  for  Joseph 
•tsosfa.  Bat  Joe  bet  hie  ibelinge,  Sir,  and  when 
hef  are  awakened— Demine  Mr.  Dombey,"  eried 
te  Mejor  with  anddcn  ftroeity,  ^  thia  ie  weakneee, 
lad  I  wddH  submit  to  it!** 

Mtjer  Bagsteek  delifered  bimeelf  of  theee  ex- 
pnmns  on  reoeiving  Mr.  Dombey  aa  his  gfoeet  at 
k  bead  of  his  own  staircase  in  Princesses  Plaee. 
Mr.  Dombcy  had  come  to  breakftst  with  the  Major, 
imimii  to  thtar  eetting'  forth  on  their  trip ;  awl 
kilUlarred  Native  had  aheady  undergone  a  world 
if  misery  erisiag  out  of  the  muffins,  while,  in  coo- 
anoB  with  the  feneral  question  of  boiled  eggs, 
iftwas  a  burden  to  him. 

'It  is  not  for  an  old  soldier  of  the  Bagstoek 
ned,**  obserred  the  Major,  relapsing  into  a  mild 
Ms,** to  deliver  himself  up,  a  prey  to  his  own 
nMiona ;  but  —  damme  Sir,'*  cried  the  Major,  in 
Mber  spasm  of  ferocity,  **  I  condole  with  yon  f* 

The  Major's  purple  Tisage  deepened  in  its  hue, 
■d  Ifas  MajcNr*s  lobster  eyes  stood  out  in  bolder 
'ttie^  as  he  shook  Mr.  Ibmbey  by  the  hand,  im- 
*na^  to  that  peacefol  action  as  defiant  a  eharao* 
ffu  if  it  had  been  the  prelude  to  his  immediately 
Mbf  Mr.  Dombey  for  a  thousand  pounds  a  side 
md  tbB  ehampiouBhip  of  Ekigland.  With  a  rotatory 
■otion  of  his  head,  and  a  wheeze  very  like  the 
MSk  of  a  horse,  the  Major  then  oonduoted  his 
'■tor  to  the  sitting-room,  and  there  welcomed  him 
Hfing  now  composed  his  foelings)  with  the  free- 
Im  tad  ftankness  of  a  travelling  oompanion. 

"Dombey,**  said  the  Msjor,»I'm  glad  to  aee 
^  I  *m  proud  to  seo  yon.  There  are  not  many 
Mo  in  Europe  to  whom  J.  Bagstock  would  say 
M— Ibr  JoMi  is  bhmt.  Sir:  it*s  hu  nature  «•  but 
'«f  B.  is  proud  to  see  you,  Dombey.**  * 

*  Major,**  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  **you  an  Tory 


Sir,**  said  the  Major,  ••  Devil  a Mt !  That's 
M  my  character.  If  that  had  been  Joe*s  charao- 
jr,  Joe  might  have  boon,  by  this  time.  Lieutenant- 
"^Kral  Sir  Joseph  Bagstock,  K.C.B.,  and  mifht 
jwe  rceeived  yon  in  very  difierent  quarters.  You 
«'t  know  old  Joe  yet,  t  fiod.  But  this  occasion, 
^  tpeeia],  la  a  source  of  pride  Ui  me.  By  the 
«d.  Sir,"  said  the  Biajor  resolutely,  **  it  *s  an  ho. 
lArloine!** 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  bis  estimation  of  himself  and  his 
2^1  frit  that  this  was  very  true,  and  therefore 
«  not  dispute  the  point  But  the  instinellVe  re. 
Jpution  of  ouch  a  truth  by  the  Major,  and  his 
■hmavowtl  of.it,  were  very  agreeable.  It  was  a 
wrmation  to  BIr.  Domb^,  if  he  had  required 
*7t(if  bis  not  being  mistaken  in  the  Major.  It 
>ta  an  Bssoranee  to  him  that  Ms  power  extended 
■pond  his  own  immediate  sphere ;  and  that  the 
^jor,  u  an  oflScer  and  a  gentleman,  bad  a  no  less 
Ifooming  sense  of  it,  than  the  beadle  o£  the  Royal 

^Jd  if  it  were  ever  coneolatory  to  know  this,  or 
^  Ike  of  this,  it  was  consolatory  then,  when  the 
*P^eses  of  his  will,  the  tnstobility  of  hu  hopes, 
^■Mloiess  of  wealth,  had  been  so  difefolly  im. 
^2|2f^J9oa  htm.   Wfaal  oonld  it  do  7  his  bc^  had 


tion,  he  could  hardly  forbear  inquiring,  himself, 
whst  fOHld  it  do  indeed :  what  bad  it  don^  7 

But  these  were  lonely  thoughts,  bred  late  at  niglit 
in  the  sullen  despondency  and  rloom  of  his  retiiv- 
ment,  and  pride  easily  found  its  re^assuratioe  in 
many  teetimonies  to  the  truth,  as  unimpeachable 
and  precious  as  tiie  Major's.  Mr.  Dombey,  in  his 
fiiendlessness,  inclined  to  the  Major.  It  cannot  be 
said  that  he  warmed  towards  him,  but  be  thawed  a 
little.  The  Mnor  had  bad  some  part — and  not  too 
much^n  the  days  by  the  seaside.  He  was  a  man 
of  the  world,  and  knew  some  great  people.  He 
talked  much,  and  told  stories ;  and  Mr.  Dombey 
was  disposed  to  regard  him  as  a  ohoioe  spirit  who 
shone  in  society,  ami  who  had  not  that  poisonous 
ingredient  of  poverty  with  which  choice  spirits  in 
general  are  too  mucn  adulterated.  His  station  was 
undeniable.  Altogether  the  Major  was  a  crediuble 
companion,  well  accustomed  to  a  life  of  leisure,  and 
to  such  places  as  that  they  were  about  to  visit,  and 
having  an  air  of  gentlemanly  ease  about  him  that 
mizea  well  enoagp  with  hie  own  city  character, 
and  did  not  compete  with  it  at  all  If  Mr.  Dombey 
had  any  lingering  idea  that  the  Major,  as  a  man 
aeeostomed,  in  the  way  of  his  calling,  to  make 
lipfht  of  the  ruthless  hand  that  had  lately  crushed 
his  hopes,  might  unconsciously  impart  some  useful 
philosophy  to  him,  and  scare  away  his  weak  re- 
grets, he  hid  it  from  hifaiself,  and  left  it  lying  at 
the  bottom  of  his  pride,  unexamined. 

**  Where  is  my  scoundrel  T'  said  the  Major,  look, 
inff  wrathfully  round  the  room. 

The  Native,  who  bad  no  particular  name,  but 
answered  to  any  vituperative  epithet,  presented 
himself  instantly  at  the  door  and  ventured  to  come- 
Do  nearer. 

**  You  villain  !**  said  the  choleric  Major,  **  where  *» 
thebreakfost?** 

The  dark  servant  disappeared  in  search  of  it,  and 
was  quickly  heard  reasccnding  the  stairs  in  such  a 
tremulous  state,  that  the  plates  and  dishes  on  the 
tray  he  carried,  trembling  sympathetically  as  lie- 
came,  rattled  again,  all  the  way  up. 

**  Dombcy,"  said  the  Major,  glancing  at  the  Na. 
tive  as  he  arranged  tlie  table,  and  encouraging  him' 
with  an  awflil  shake  of  his  fist  when  he  upset  a 
spoon,  **  here  is  a  devilled  grill,  a  savoury  pip,  a 
dish  of  kidneys,  and  so  forth.  Pray  sit  down.  Old 
Joe  can  give  you  nothing  but  camp  fore,  you  see.**' 

**  Very  excellent  fore.  Major,**  replied  his  guest  r 
and  not  in  mere  politeness  either;  fpr  the  Major 
always  took  the  best  poosible  care  of  himself,  andi 
indeed  ale  rather  more  of  rich  meats  than  was  good! 
for  him,  insomuch  that  his  Imperial  complexioik 
was  maiaiy  refbrred  by  the  foculty  to  that  circunu 
stance, 

**  You  have  been  looking  over  the  way  Sir,**  ob- 
served  the  Major.    **  Have -you  seen  our  friend  ?** 

•"  Yon  mean  Miss  Toe,'*  retorted  Mr.  Dombey. 
"No." 

"Cbanning  woman.  Sir,**  said  the  Major,  with  a 
fat  laugh  rising  in  his  short  throat,  and  nearly 
suffocating  him. 

*^Miss  Tox  is  a  very  good  sort  of  person,  I  be- 
lieve,** replied  Mr.  Dinnk^. 
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afford  Major  Ba^rstook  infinite  delight   He  iwelled  I 
and  swelled,  exceedingly :  and  even  laid  down  his 
knife  and  fork  for  a  moment,  to  rub  his  bands.. 

**  Old  Joe,  Sir,*'  saM  the  Major,  **  was  a  bit  of  a 
iavourite  in  that  quarter  once.  Bat  Joe  has  had 
his  day.  J.  Bagstock  is  exti^iguisfaed— Kxitrivalled 
—floored,  Sir.  I  tell  you  what,  Dombey."  The 
Marpor  paused  in  his  eating,  and  looked  mysterioua- 
ly  indignant,  **  That's  a  de-viliah  ambitioiu  woman, 
Sir." 

Mr.  Dombey  said  ^  Indeed  !'*  with  frigid  indif- 
ference :  mingled  Perhaps  with  some  oontemptuous 
incredulity  as  to  Miss  Tox  having  the  pretumptioii 
to  harboiv  such  a  superior  quality. 

**  That  woman.  Sir,*'  said  the  Major,  **  is,  in  her 
way,  a  Lucifer.  Joey  B.  hae  had  his  day  Sir,  but 
he  keeps  his  eyes.  He  sees,  does  Joe.  His  Royal 
highness  the  late  Duke  of  York  observed  of  Joey, 
at  a  levee,  that  he  saw.'* 

The  Major  aecompanied  this  with  sack  a  look, 
and,  between  eating,  drioking,  hot  tea,  devilled 
grilJ,  muffinsi  and  meaning,  was  altogether  so 
swoUen  and  inflamed  about  ue  head,  that  eyen  Mr. 
Dombey  showed  some  anxiety  for  him. 

**  That  ridiculous  old  spectacle.  Sir,**  pursued  the 
Major,  ^  aspires.  She  aspires  sky-high,  Sir.  Ma^ 
trimonially,  Dombey.** 

"  I  am  sorry  for  her,**  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

*'  Don*t  say  that,  Dombey,**  returned  the  Major 
in  a  warning  voice. 

''  Why  should  I  not,  Major  7*'  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

The  Major  gave  no  answer  but  the  horse's 
cough,  and  went  on  eating  vigorously. 

**  She  has  taken  an  interest  in  your  household," 
said  the  Major,  stopping  short  again,  ^  and  been  a 
frequent  visitor  at  your  house  for  some  time 
now.*' 

**  Yes,"  imlied  Mr.  Dombey  with  great  staleK- 
ness,  **  Miss  Tox  was  originally  reoeived  there,  at 
the  time  of  Mrs.  Dombey  *s  death,  as  a  fWend  of  my 
sister's;  and  being  a  welUbehaved  person,  and> 
showing  a  liking  for  the  poor  infant,  aba  was  per- 
mitted I  may  say  encouraged  —  to  repeat  her 
visits  with  my  aister,  and  ^adually  to  occupy  a 
kind  of  footing  of  familiarity  in  the  family.  I 
have,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  in  the  tone  of  a  man  wbo 
WAS  making  a  great  and  valuable  concession,  **  I 
have  a  Mspect  for  Mile  Tox.  8he  has  been  so 
obliging  as  to  render  manv  little  senriees  in  my 
house :  trifling  and  insignincant  servioes  perhaps. 
Major,  but  not  to  be  disparaged  on  that  acooant : 
and  I  hope  1  have  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  enabled 
to  acknowledge  tl)cm  by  such  attention  and  notiee 
as  it  has  been  in  n\y  power  to  bestow.  I  hold  my- 
self indebted  to  Miss  Tex,  Major,"  added  Mr. 
Dombey,  with  a  slight  wave  of  his  hand,  *"  for  the 
pleasure  of  your  aequaintance." 

** Dombey,"  said  the  Major  warmly;  **no!  No, 
Sir !  Joseph  Bagstoek  ean  never  permit  that  aaeer* 
tion  to  PMs  unoontradioted.  Your  knowledge  of 
old  Joe,  Sir,  such  as  lie  is,  and  old  Joe's  knowledgv 
of  you.  Sir,  had  iU  origin  in  a  noUe  fellow,  8tr^^ 
in  a  great  creature,  Sir.  Dombey !"  said  Uie  Major, 
with  a  i^uggle  which  it  was  not  very  difficult  to 
pimde,  Lis  whole  life  being  a  struggle  against  all 
k  inds  of  apoplectic  symptoms,  **  we  lumw  eaoli  other 
through  your  boy." 

Mr.  Dombey  seemed  touched,  at  it  is  not  im- 
probable  the  Major  designed  ho  should  be,  by  thai 
allusion.  He  looked  down  and  sighed':  and  the 
Meier,  rousing  himself  fiercely,  again  said,  in  re- 
ference to  the  state  of  mind  into  wh2«h  he  fek  hint. 


self  in  danger  of  falling,  that  this  was  weakness 
and  tiothin^  should  induce  him  to  submit  to  it 

**Our  ikiend  had  a  remote  connexion  with  thai 
event,*^  said  the  Major,  **  and  all  the  credit  that  be. 
longs  to  her,  J.  B  is  willing  to  give  her,  Sir.  Not 
witnsttanding  which,  Ma't^,"  he  added,  raising  hii 
eyes  from  his  plate,  and  casting  them  across  Prin. 
eesB*e  Plaee,  to  where  M&ss  Tox  was  at  that  mo- 
ment  vieiUe  ,at  her  window  watering  her  flowers 
'*you*re  a  scheming  jade.  Ma'am,  and  your  wnfai 
tion  ia  a  piece  of  menstnms  impudence.  If  it  onlj 
made  yourself  ridieuloua,  MaVuo,"  said  the  Major 
rolling  his  head  at  the  tuiconscious  Miss  Tax 


while  hie  starting  eyes  appeared  to  make  a  les] 
towards  her,  **you  might,  ao  that  to  your  heart'i 
content.  Ma'am,  without  anv  objection,  I  aasun 
you,  on  the  part  of  Bagstoek."  Hero-  the  Ufajo 
laughed  frightftdly  up  in  the  tips  of  his  ean  am 
in  the  veins  of  us  head.  **  But  when,  Ma^am,' 
said  the  Major,  **yaa  oompramBO  other  peopio,  an^ 
generous,  unsuspicioas  pciopio  loo^  as  a  repajmoB 
tor  their  condescension,  you  sOr  the  bbod  of  oli 
Joe  in  hii  body.** 

<*  Miyor,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  reddening;  *  I  hop 
yon  do  not  hint  at  anything  so  absurd  on  Hm  par 
of  Miss  Tox  as— " 

••Dombey,"  returned  the  Major,  •*!  bfait>a 
nothing,  fiut  Joey  &  has  lived  m  the  world,  Sk 
lived  in  the  world  with  his  eyes  open.  Sir,  and  hi 
ears  oocked:  and  Joe  tells  you,  Domfaoy,  the 
there  *s  a  do-vilish  artfiil  and  ambitiooB  wooub 
over  the  way." 

Mr.  Dombey  involontcrily  i^aoeed  over  the  way 
and*  an  angry  glanoe  he  sent  in  that  dirsctioQ,  toi 
••That's  all  on  sueh  a  subject  that  shaU  paas  tfa 
lips  of  Joseph  Bagstoek,"  said  the  Major  finnlj 
••Joe  is  not  a  tale*bearsr,  but  there  are  times  wha 
he  must  speak,  when  he  mill  speak!— oqqIcmui 
your  arts.  Ma'am,"  cried  the  Major,  again  apoati« 
phlaing  his  fiiir  neighbour,  with  great  ire  •^— wlic 
the  provoeation  is  too  strong  to  admit  of  his  v 
maining  silent'* 

The  emotion  of  this  outhreak  threw  the  Ma^ 
into«a  paroxysm  of  horse's  ooughs,  which  held  hii 
for  a  long  tine.    On  recovering  he  added : 

••And  now,  Dombey,  as  you  have  invited  Jo»- 
old  Joe,  who  has  no  <^er  merit,  Sir,  but  Aat  he 
tough  and  hearty  —  to  be  your  guest  and  guide  i 
Leamingtoii,  command  him  in  any  way  you  pleas 
and  ho  is  wholly  yours.  I  dont  know,  Slr,^*  oa 
the  Major,  wagging  hb  double  oMn  with  a  jooa 
air,  ••  what  it  is  yon  people  see  in  Joe  to  make  ji 
hold  him  in  sueh  great  request,  all  of  you;  but  th 
I  know.  Sir,  that  if  he  wasn't  pvetty  tongh,  ei 
obstinate  in  his  refusals,  you'd  kill  him  amon^  yi 
with  your  invitations  and  so  forth,  in  double  %al4 
time." 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  a  fhw  words,  expressed  his  een 
of  the  prefbrenee  ho  receited  over  those  other  di 
ttngvished  members  of  soeioty  wbo  were  clanaon 
ing  for  the  possession  of  Major  Bagstoek.  Bat  t 
Major  cot  him  short  by  giying  him  to  uodersta] 
that  he  followed  his  own  inelinatiotts,  and  that  tb 
had  risen  up  in  a  body  and  said  with  one  aeooi 
••  J.  B.,  Dombey  is  the  man  fbr  yon  to  choose  as 
friend." 

The  Mojor  being  by  this  time  in  a  state  o£  i 
pletion,  with  essence  ef  savoury  pie  ooxitig  osat 
the  corners  of  his  eyes,  and  devilled  griD  and  % 
noys  tighteniqg  his  cravat :  and  the  tmie  more«>^ 
approaching  &  the  departure  of  the  railway  tra 
to  Birmingham,  by  which  they  were  to  letta  fcnsr 
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A»  NtrtitQ  ftlllim  into  fak  gmtMat  wHhMm* 
mane  4ifiMtfv«s#  bmitfHieil  him  upwitf)  his  f»c« 
looked  itatn^  nd  gasping,  over  toe  top'  of  that 
SfniM^at  if  hr  were  is  a,  baml.  Tbo  Native 
tbeo  handed  him  separately,  and  with  a  decent  in- 
1^  MiMok  eaeb  supply^  his  wiasfa-leather  grooves, 
mihifk  flifk^and  his  hat,  wfaifeh  latter  article 
tiM!  Major  won  wttk  a  rakish  airoa  me  side  of  bis 
WibvimTof 


ud  MoaU  por^nanteansi  no  less  apoptetic  in  ap« 
Mxanoe  than  the  Major  himself:  and  having  Ailed 
Aa  tnni'  peofceie  wiUr  SeKaer  water,  Bast  ladia 
ibmyt  laiidwiehiBe,  shawKlelasoDpes,  maps,  and 
Bcvipeperi,  any  or  all  of  which  fight  bagsage  the 
%ir  jpight  reqQiDt  at  aii^  instant  of  the  jonmey, 
^  aapoQQced  that  ererytfaing  waa  xeady;  To 
<»Bfkt^  the  equiposentof  thiatmfbrtcmate  foreigner 
(cvteoUy  heiisTed  le  be  a  prince  in  his  own  ooiui. 
tryXwhea  be  took  his  seat  in  the  mnhle  by  the 
liftior Mr.  TowlfaMoo,  a  pUe  of  the  Major's  cloaks 
lodgreat-eoate  Was  hnrtod  upon  him.  by  the  land- 
lad,  who  aimed  at  him  from  the  pavement  with 
%pe  greet  missilea  like  a  Titan,  and  so  eovered 
^opi  that  he  proeeeded,  in  a  living  tomb,  to  the 
lafamdstatioQ. 

.^  lyefhie  the  earriagt:  mewed  away,  and  while 
tto  Native  was  in  the  act  of  eepQltitte,  Miss  Toz 
^pairing  at  her  winded,  wated  a  lily*wfaite  hand. 


^ ICr.  INmibey  received  this  narting 

^  veiy  eoldl|r<— veiy  coldly  even  for  him— and 
^OllriBgher  with  tha-fliightestposmUe  inclination 
^  he^  leaned  back  in  thr  caniage  with  a  very 
opmiteQled  look.  His  marked  jbehavionr  seemed 
*^«fiird  the  l^lajor  (who  was  alt  politeness  in  his 
'^c^tion  of  Miss  Toz)  niiboanded  satls&ction; 
^  BB  tat  ibr  a  long  time  afterwacdsi,  leering,  and 
cwii^,  like  an  over-^d  Mephistopheles. 

Dnrug  the  bustle  of  preparation  at  the  railway, 
^•0Qmbfiy  and  the  Major  walked  op  and  down 
^platfiirm  aide  fay  eide;  the  Ibmer  taeitmm  and 
8auiiy«  and  the  latter  eatertaininff  him,  or  enter- 
kiaug  himself;  with  a  variety  of  anecdotes  and 
'^iacenoes,  in  most  of  which  Joe  JBagslock  was 
^  principal  parArmer.  Neither  of  dbe  two  ob- 
*nad  that  in  the  course  of  these  walks,  thoy  at- 
^OBtadthe  attention  of  a  working  man  who  was 
*™diDg  near  the  engine,  and  who.tooched  hb  hat 
^  time  they  paseed ;  lor  Mn  Oombey  habitaally 
^"wd  orer  the  vqlgar  herd,  not  at  them ;  and  the 
%pr  vae  looking,  at  the  time,  into  the  core  of  one 
ffsttories.  At  length,  however,  this  man  stepped 
^we  them  as  they  t«imed  round,  and  puHmg-  his 
fittofl;  and  keeping  it  mS,  ducked  his  head  te  Mr* 


Bag  your  pardom  Sir,'*  said  the  man,  «'bat  I 
^  joa  'i«  a.  doio*  pietty  well.  Sir." 

oawiadressed  in  a  canvas  suit  abundantly  be. 
[9'*'^' vith  ooal^uet  and  oil,  and  had  cinders  in 
'^  vfaiskers,  and  a  smeU  of  half^slaked  ashes  all 
**v  hiai.  He  waa  not  a.baaMooking  feUow,  ner 
^  lahat  could  be  fairiy  called  a  dirtyOooking 
S^i  in  qate  of  this;  and,  in  short,  he  was  Air. 

?f^  l!»«feasionaUy  elethed. 
fi.  i  'T^m^®  ^  honour  of  stokin'  of  yon  down, 
^midttnToodle.    •«  Beg  your  pardon.  Sir.    I 
^jmplnd  yourself  a  oomiftg  round  ?" 

.^•4MP3rlaok«lalhim,in  return  lor  his  tone 
'^'^mMlif  aman  like  that  would  maka  his 


"••Sense  the  Bbcrty,  Sir,"  said  Toodle,  seeing  he 
was  not  clearly  remembered,  ••  btit  ray  wife  Polly, 
'as  was  called  Riehards  in  your  family — " 

A  cAiange  in  Mr.  Dombey's  face,  which  seemed 
to  expr^s  recollection  of  him,  and  so  it  did,  but  it 
eapressed  In  a  much  stronger  degree  an  angry 
aense  ofhnmiUation,  stopped  Mr.  Toodle  shorty 

••  Your  wiffe  wants  money,  I  snpposc,*'  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  putting  his  hand  In  his  pocket,  and  apeak. 
ing  (but  that  he  always  did)  haughtily. 

"No  thank'cc,  «r,'''  returned  Toodle,  "I  can't 
say  she  does.    /donV 

MT.  Dombev  was  stopped  short  now  in  his  turn : 
and  awkwardly :  with  his  hand  in  his  pocket 

**  No  Sir,"  said  Toodle,  turning  his  oilskin  cap 
roUAd  and  round ;  **  we  're  a  doin*  pretty  well  Sir  ; 
we  havent  no  cause  to  complain  in  the  worldly 
way  Sir.  We've  had  four  more  since  then  Sir,  but 
we  rubs  on." 

Mr.  Dombey  would  have  rubbed  on  to  his  own 
carriage,  though  in  so  doin?  he  had  nibbed  the 
stoker  underneath  the  wheels;  but  hb  attention 
was  arrested  by  something  in  connection  with  the 
cap  stin  going  slowly  round  and  round  in  the  man's 
hand. 

f*  We  lost  one  babby,**  observed  Toodle,  ••  &ere  's 
no  denyin'." 

••  Lately,"  added  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  at  tlie  cap. 

•*No  Sir,  up'ard  of  three  years  ago,'DUt  all  the 
rest  is  hearty.  And  in  the  matter  o'  readin'  Sir," 
said  l>9odle,  duckin?  again,  as  if  to  remind  Mr. 
Dombey  of  what  had  passed  between  them  on  that 
subject  long  ago^  **  them  boys  o'  mine,  they  learned 
me,  among  'em,  arter  all.  They  've  made  a  werry  " 
tolerable  scholar  of  me  Sir,  them  boys.** 

••Come,  Major !"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

•*  Beg  your  pardon  Sir,"  resumed  Toodle,  taking 
a  step  befbre  them  and  defbrenMally  stopping  them 
Again,  still  cap  in  hand :  **  I  wouldn't  have  troubled 
you  with  such  a  pint  except  as  a  way  of  gettin'  in 
the  name  of  my  son  Biler^-christened  Robin — him 
as  you  was  so  good  as  make  a  Charitable  Grinder 

••  Well,  man,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  in  his  severest 
manner.    ••  What  about  him  ?** 

••Why  Sir,"  returned  Toodle,  shaking  his  head 
witii  a  mce  of  great  anxiety  and  distress.  ••  I  'm 
fbroed  to  say  Sir,  that  he 's  gone  wron^."  t 

••  He  har  gone  wrong,  has  he  ?**  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey,  wMi  a  Imrd  kind  of  satisfactioti. 

••  He  has  ftll  into  bad  company,  you  se^,  genel- 
men,"  nursued*  (he  fkther,  looking  wistfully  at  both, 
and  evidently  taking  the  Major  into  the  conversa- 
tion  with  the  hope  St  having  his  sympathy.  **  He 
has  got  into  bad  ways.  Glod  send  he  may  come  to 
ufain,  genelmen,  but  he 's  on  the  wrong  track  noVv  ! 
You  could  hardly  be  off  hearing  of  it  sornehow. 
Sir,"  said  Toodle,  agahi  addressmg  Mr.  Dombey, 
individuafly ;  •* and  it's  better  I  should  out  and  say 
my  boy's  gone  rather  wron^.  Polly's  dreadful 
down  about  It,  genehnen,"  said  Toodle  with  tho* 
same  dejected  fook,  and  another  appeal  to  the  Major. 

•*  A  eon  of  this  man's  whom  I  caused  to  be  edu- 
cated.  Major,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  giving  him  his 
arm.    ••  The  usual  return  t** 

••  Tkke  advice  firom  plaiif  old  Joe,  and  never  cdu- 
cate  that  sort  of  people,  Sir,"  returned  the  Majot 
•*  Damme  Shr,  it  never  does !    It  always  fails  !** 

The  simple  fkther  was  beginning  to  submit  that 
he  hoped  his  son,  the  quondam  Grinder,  huffed 
and  cuflhd,  and  flogged  and  badge^and  taught. 
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•cfaoolmaster  with  as  madi  fitiMfs  ftnr  itms  a  hmmd, 
might  not  have  been  educated  on  quite  a  rig^ht  plan 
in  tome  undiBcovered  respect,  wh^n  Mr.  Qombey  ^ 
Mngiilj  repeating  **The  uiraal  return  1"  led  tiie 
Major  away.  And  the  Major  being  heavy  to  hoist 
into  Mr.  Dombey^s  carriage,  elevated  in  mid-air* 
and  having  to  stop  and  swear  that  he  would  flay 
the  Native  alive,  and  break  every  bone  in  his  skin, 
and  visit  other  physical  torments  upon  him,  every 
time  he  couldnH  ffet  his  foot  on  the  step,  and  fell 
back  on  thai  dai«  exile,  had  barely  time  before 
they  started  to  repeat  hoarsely  that  it  would  never 
do :  that  it  always  &iled :  and  that  if  he  were  to 
educate  *  his  own  vagaboxld,*  he  would  certainly  be 
handed. 

Mr.  Dombey  assented  bitterly;  but  there  was 
something  more  in  his  bitterness,  apd  in  his  moody 
way  of  falling  back  in  the  carriage,  and  looking 
witn  knitted  brows  at  the  changing  objects  wit£ 
out,  than  the  &Uure  of  that  noble  educational  sys- 
tem  administerjed  by  the  Grinders'  Ck>mpany.  He 
had  seen  upon  the  man*s  rough  cap  a  piece  of  new 
crape,  and  he  had  assured  himself,  from  his  man- 
ner and  his  answers,  that  he  wore  it  for  Am  son. 

So  I  from  high  to  low,  at  home  or  abroad,  from 
Florence  ia  bis  great  bouse  to  the  coarse  churl 
who  was  feeding  the  fire  then  smoking  before  them« 
every  one  set  up  some  claim  or  other  to  a  share  in 
his  dead  boy,  and  was  a  bidder  against  him  I  Could 
he  ever  forget  how  that  woman  had  wept  over  his 
pillow,  and  called  him  her  own  child !  or  how  he, 
waking  from  his  sleep,  had  asked  for  her,  and  bad 
raised  himself  in  his  bed  and  brightened  when  she 
•came  in ! 

To  think  of  this  presumptuous  raker  of  eoals  and 
ashes  going  on  before  there,  with  his  sign  of  mourn- 
ing !  To  think  that  he  dared  to  enter,  even  by  a 
common  show  like  that,  into  the  trial  and  disap- 
pointment of  a  proud  gentleman's  secret  heart!  To 
think  that  his  lost  child,  who  was  to  have  divided 
with  him  his  riches,  and  his  projects,  and  his 
power,  and  allied  with  whom  he  was  to  have  shut 
out  all  the  world  as  with  a  double  door  of  gold, 
should  have  let  in  such  a  herd  to  insult  him  with 
their  knowled^  of  his  defeated  hopes,  and  tbMr 
boasts  of  elaimmg  community  of  feeling  with  him- 
self, SQ^far  removed :  if  not  of  having  crept  into  the 
place  whcroin  he  would  have  lorded  it,  alone ! 

He  found  no  pleasure  or  relief  in  the  journey. 
Tortured  bv  these  thoughts  he  carried  monotony 
with  him,  through  the  rushing  landscape,  and  hur- 
ried headlong,  not  through  a  rich  and  varied  coun- 
try, but  a  wilderness  of  Uighted  plans  and  gnawing 
jealousies.  Tho  very  speed  at  which  the  train 
was  whirled  along,  mocked  the  swift  course  of  the 
young  life  that  had  been  borne  so  steadily  and  so 
inexorably  to  its  fore-doomed  end.  The  power  that 
forced  itself  upon  its  iron  way-^its  own^— defiant 
of  all  paths  and  roads,  piercing  through  the  heart 
of  every  obstacle,  and  dragging  living  creatures 
of  .all  classes,  ages,  and  degrees  behind  it«  was  a 
type  of  the  triumphant  monster,  Death. 

Away,  with  a  shriek,  and  a  roar,  and  a  rattle, 
from  the  town,  burrowing  among  the  dwellings  of 
inen  and  making  the  streets  hum,  flaahitig  oat 
into  the  meadows  for  a  moment,  miaiag  in  through 
the  damp  earth,  booming  on  in  darkness*  and  heavy 
air,  bursting  out  again  into  the  sunny  day  so  bright 
and  wide ;  away,  with  a  shriek^  and  a  roar,  apd  a 
rattle,  through  the  fields,  through  the  woods, 
through  the  com,  through  the  hay,  through  tiw 
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the  rotfk,  among  objects  ck>ie  at  huid  and  almoit 
in  the  grasp,  ever  flying  fhsn  t^  travaller,  and  a 
deoeitful  distance  ever  moving  sbwly  with  him: 
like  as  in  the  trade  of  the  remoiaeMss  monster, 
Death! 

Through  the  hollow,  on  the  heigirt,  by  the  heath, 
by  the  orchard,  by  the  park,  by  the  garden,  ovei 
the  canal,  aSroas  the  river,  where  the  sheep  arc 
feeding,  whero  the  mill  is  going,  vrheia  the  bam 
is  floating,  where  the  dead  are  lying,  whore  the 
factory  is  smoking,  where  the  stream  is  tunning, 
where  ''the  viUage  dusters,  where  the  great  catiie. 
dral  rjses,  where  the  bleak  moor  lies,  and  the  wiM 
hreease  smooths  or  ruffles  it  at  ita  mcenstant  will 
away,  with  a  dnriek,  and  a  roar,'  and  a  nttfo,  and 
no  trace  to  leave  behind  bat  dust  and  vapoor :  hki 
as  in  the  track  of  the  remorseless  monster.  Death : 

Breasting  the  wind  and  light,  te  shower  ami 
sunshine,  away,  and  still  away,  it  rolls  and  toan 
fierce  and  rspid,  smooth  and  certain,  and  greai 
works  and  massive  bridges  orossing  up  above,  ftl 
like  a  beam  of  shadow  an  hidi  hrted,  upon  tb< 
eyo,  and  then  are  lost  Away,  and  still  away,  oft 
ward  and  onward  ever:  glimpses  of  ootlage4Mines 
of  houses,  mansions,  rich  estates,  of  hnsbandty  mm 
handicraft,  of  people,  of  old  roads  and  paths  thai 
look  deserted,  small,  and  itoaignifieant,  ta  they  s» 
left  behind :  and  so  they  do,  and  what  else  is  ther 
but  such  fliimpses  In  the  track  of  the  mdomitabl 
monster^  Deatii ! 

Away,  with  a  shriek,  and  a  Tear,  and  a  ratlli 
plunging  down  into  the  earth  again,  and  workioj 
on  in  such  a  storm  of  energy  And  persererantt 
that  amidst  the  darkness  and  whirlwind  the  motio 
seems  reversed,  and  to  tend  fbrieosly  backwan 
until  a  ray  of  light  upon  the  wet  wall  shows  \\ 
surfaos  flying  past  like  a  fleree  sAream.  Awaj  one 
more  into  the  day,  and  through  the  day,  wiUi 
shrill  yeU  of  exultatioo,  roaring,  rattling,  tearin 
on,  spurning  every  thing  with  its  dark  breati 
sometimes  pauiing  for  a  minute  where  a  crowd  o 
faces  are,  tiiat  in  a  mhiute  more  are  net :  aom 
times  lapping  water  gveodcly,  and  before  the  spo^ 
at  which  it  drinks  has  eeasdd  to  drip  upon  tl 
ground,  shrieking,  roaring,  rattltug  Ifaroogfa  ti 
purple  distance ! 

Louder  and  loader  yet,  it  shrieks  and  cries  as 
conies  tearing  on  resistless  to  the  goal :  and  nc 
its  way,  still  like  the  way  of  Death,  is  strewn  wi 
ashes  thickly*  Everything  around  is  folaekenc 
There  are  dark  pools  of  water,  muddy  hues,  ai 
m  iseraUe  habitations  fiir  below.  There  are  jagg 
walls  and  fldling  houses  dose  at  hand,  and  tfarouj 
the  battered  roofs  and  broken  windows,  wretch 
rooms  are  seen,  where  want  and  fever  bidetliei 
selves  in  msny  wretched  shapes,  white  smoke,  a 
crowded  rabies,  and  distorteid  chimneys,  and  < 
fbrmity  of  brick  and  mortar  penning  up  defbrmi 
of  mind  and  body,  obohe  the  murky  distance. 
Mr.  Dparber  looks  out  of  his  eurriago  window, 
is  never  in  his  theagbts  that  the  monster  who  I 
brought  him  there  has  let  tlie  light  of  day  in 
these  things  :  not  made* or  eaused  theiU.  It  a 
the  jonroey^  fitting  end,  and  mi^t  have  ^eea  t 
end  of  everything;  it  was  so  rnmoes  and  dree 

So,  pursuing  the  one  course  of  thought^  be  I 
the  one  relentless  monster  still  before  him.  . 
things  kioked  black,  and  cold,  and  deadly  upon  hi 
and  he  on  them.  He  found  a  likeness  to  him  a 
fortune  everywhere.  There  was  a  remorsrlc— 
uraph  going  on  about  him,  and  h  galled  and  ale 
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took :  thoQffb  most  of  all  when  it  divided  withbim 
the  love  and  mex^ory  of  bis  lost  boy. 

There  wu  a  face— be  bad  looked  upon  it»  on  lb» 
previoas  night,  and  it  on  bim  with  eyes  that  read 
his  soul,  though  they  wem  dim  with  tears,  and  md- 
<|(Bo  loofl  behind  two  qnlTering  hands  —  that  often ' 
hid  attended  him  in  fanc^,'Tm  this  ride.  He  had 
•eeo  St,  with  the  expression  of  lastsiight,  timidly 
pleading  to  him.  It  was  not  reproachful,  but  there 
was  something  of  doubt,  almoii  of  hopeful  incr&. 
dulity  in  it,  which,  as  he  once  more  saw  that  fade 
ivay  into  a  desolate  certainty  of  his  dislike,  was 
like  reproach.  It  was  a  trouble  to  him  to  think  of 
this  fSice  of  Florence. 

Beeavse  he  felt  any  new  con^panction  towaidp 
it?  No.  Because  the  feeling  it  awakened  in  him 
-ef  wMch  he  had  had  some  old  foreshadowbg  in 
eider  time* — was  full4brroed  now,  and  spoke  out 
plainly,  moving  him  Um  much,  and  threatening  to 
nowioo  strong  for  bis  composure.  Because  the 
nee  was  abroc^  in  the  expression  of  defeat  Md 
pertecuiion  that  seemed  to  encircle  him  like  the 
air.  Becauase  it  bathed  the  axrow  of  that  cruel  and 
remorseless  enemy  on  which  his  thoughts  so  ran. 
Mad  pat  into  its  grasp  a  donblO'handed  sword.  Be- 
cause  he  knew  full  well,  in  his  own  breast,  as  he 
aiood  there,  tinging  the  scenq  of  transition  before 
him  with  tfao  morbid  coburs  of  his  own  mind,  and 
ntking  it  &  ruin  and  a  picture  of  decay,  instead  of 
hopeful  change,  and  a  promise  of  better  things,  that 
life  had  quite  as  much  to  do  with  his  complainings 
as  death.  One  child  was  gone,  mid  one  child  Mi, 
Why  was  the  object  of  his  iu^o  removed  instead 

'  The  sweet,  calm,  gentle  presenee  in  his  fkney, 
Boved  him  to  no  reflection  but  that.  She  had  been 
Bowclcom«  to  him  ftom  the  first ;  she  was  an  ag. 

e ration  of  his  bitterness  now.  If  his  son  had 
B  his  only  child,  and  the  same  blow  had  fallen 
(o  him,  it  would  have  been  heavy  to  bear ;  but  in- 
fiaitely  lighter  than  now,  when  it  might  have  fkllen 
on  her  (whom  he  could  have  lost,  or  he  believed  it, 
without  a  pang),  and  bad  not.  Her  lovinjp  and  in- 
Bocent  face  rising  be&re  biro,  had  no  sonening  or 
vinniog  influenee.  He  rejected  the  anpel,  and  took 
■p  with  th»  tormenting  spirit  crouching  in  his 
boaom.  Her  patience,  goodness,  youth,  devotion, 
love,  were  as  so  many  atoms  in  the  ashes  upon 
vfaieh  he  set  bis  heeL  He  saw  her  image  in  the 
Uight  and  blackness  all  around  him,  not  irradiating 
hot  deepening  the  gbom.  More  than  once  upon 
this  joomey,  and  now  again  as  he  stood  pondermg 
<t  this  joomey's  end,  tracing  figures  in  the  dust 
«ith  his  ttieli,  the  thought  came  into  his  mind, 
what  was  there  be  coold  interpose  between  himself 
audit? 

The  Major,  who  had  been  blowing  and  panting 
sU  the  way  down,  like  another  engine,  and  whose 
eye  had  often  wandered  from  his  newspaper  to  leer 
si  the  proapeet,  as  if  there  were  a  great  procession 
of  dispomfited  Miss  Toxes  pouring  out  in  the 
■Boke  of  the  trsin,  and  flying  away  over  tlie  fields 
io  hide  themselves  in  any  plMO  of  lefoge,  aroused 
hit  fraend  by  informing  bim  that  the  post-horses 
Were  hsraeoscd  and  the  carriage  ready. 

**Dombev,"  said  tbe  Major,  rappinsf  him  on  the 
arm  with  bis  cane,  ** don't  be  thoughtftil.  It's  a 
Ud  habit  Old  Joe,  Sir,  wouldn't  be  as  tough  os 
fn  see  him,  if  he  had  ever  encouraged  It.  You 
*B)i^tsti  gaeat  a  nmn,  Dombey,  to .  be  thoughtful.  In 
Ms  Mitaon,  Sir,  yon  'xe  Ai  above  that  kind  of 


The  Major,  even  in  bis  friendly  remonstrances, 
thus  consulting  the  dignity  and  honour  of  Mr. 
Dombey,  and  showing  a  lively  sense  of  their  im- 
portance, Mr.  Dombey  felt  more  than  ever  disposed 
to  defer  to  a  sentleman  possesfein?  so  much  good 
sense  and  such  a  well-regulated  mmd ;  aeoordiugly 
he  made  an  effort  to  listen  to  the  Major's,  stories,  as 
they  trotted  along  tbe  turnpike  road ;  and  the  Major, 
finding  both  the  pace  and  the  road  a  great  deal  bet- 
ter adapted  to  his  conversational  powers  than  the 
mode  of  travelling  they  had  just  relinquished,  came 
out  for  his  entertainment. 

In-  this  flow  of  spirits  and  conversation,  only  in. 
terrupted  bv  his  usual  plethoric  symptoms,  and  by 
intervals  of  lunch,  and  from  time  to  time  by  some 
.violent  assault  upon  the  Native,  who  wore  a  pair  of 
ear-rings  in  his  dark-brown  ears,  and  on  whom  hia 
European. clothes  sat  with  an  ooUsndb^  impossi. 
bility  of  adjustment^  being,  of  their  own  accord, 
and  without  any  reference  to  tbe  tailor's  art,  long 
where  they  ought  to  be  short,  short  where  they 
ought  to  be  k>og,  tight  where  they  ought  to  be  loose, 
and  loose  where  they  ought  to  be  tight  —  and  to 
which  he  imfarted  a  new  g^race,  whenever  tbe 
Major  attacked  him,  by  shrinking  into  them  like  a 
shrivelled  nut,  or  a  cold  monkey  —  in  this  flow  of 
spirits  and  conversation,  the  Major  continued  all 
day  c  so  that  when  evening  came  on,  and  found 
them  trottiiig  through  tlie  green  and  leafy  road 
near  Leamington,  the  Major's  voice,  what  with 
talking  and  eating  and  chuckling  and  choking,  ap. 
pearcd  to  be  ia  tbe  box  under  tbe  rumble,  or  in 
some  noiglibouring  hay.stack.  Nor  did  tbe  Majoi 
improve  it  at  the  Royal  Hotel,  where  rooms  and 
dinner  had  been  ordered,  and  where  be  so  oppressed 
bis  orffans  of  speech  by  eating  and  drinking,  that 
when  he  retired  to  bed  he  had  no  voice  at  all,  ex- 
cept to  cough  with,,  and  could  only  make  himself 
intelligible  to  the  dark  servant  by  gasping  at  him. 

He  not  only  arose  next  morning,  however,  like  a 
giant  refreshed,  but  conducted  himself^  at  break< 
fast,  like  a  giant  refteshing.  At  this  meal  they  ar. 
ranged  their  daily  habits.  The  Major  was  to  take 
the  responsibility  of  ordering  everything  to  eat  and 
drink ;  and  they  were  to  have  a  hite  breakfast  to- 
gether every  moniing,  and  a  late  dinner  togethei 
ever^  day.  Mr.  Dombey  would  prefer  remaining 
in  his  own  room,  or  walking  in  tbe  country  by  him< 
self^  on  that  first  day  of  tlieir  soioum  at  Learning, 
ton ;  but  next  morning  be  would  be  happy  to  ac 
company  the  Major  to  tbe  Pump-roora,  and  aboul 
the  town.  So  they  parted  until  dinner-time.  Mr 
Dombey  retired  to  nurse  his  wholesome  thoughu 
in  his  own  way.  The  Major,  attended  by  the  Na 
tive  carrying  a  camp>stool,  a  great-coat,  and  an  um- 
brella, swaggered  up  and  down  through  all  the  pub 
lie  phioes :  fooking  into  subscription  books  to  fine 
out  who  was  there^  looking  up  old  hidies  bv  whom 
he  was  much  admired,  reporting  J.  R  tougher  thai: 
ever,  and  puffing  his  rich  friend  Dombey  wherevei 
he  went  There  never  was  a  man  who  stood  by  i 
friend  more  staunchly  than  the  Major,  when  ii 
pnffing  him,  he  puffed  himself. 

It  was  surprising  how  much  new  conversatior 
the  Major  had  to  let  >oS  at  dinner-time,  and  what 
occasion  he  gave  Mr.  Dombey  to  admire  his  socia! 
qualities.  At  breakfast  next  morning,  he  knew  th< 
contents  of  the  latest  newspapers  reeeived;  anc 
mentioned  several  subjects  in  connexion  with  them 
on  which  his  opinion  bad  recently  been  sought  b} 
persons  of  such  power  and  might,  that  they  wer< 
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had  been  so  long  shut  up  within  hiroseli^  and  who 
had  rarely,  at  any  time,  overstepped  the  enchanted 
circle  wiUiin  which  the  operations  of  Domhey  and 
Son  were  oondacted,  began  to 'think  this  an  im- 


provement on  his  solitar/  life ;  and  in  nUoo  of  ei 
cosing  himself  for  another  day,  as  he  had  thougii 
of  doing  when  alone,  walked  out  with  the  Majo 
arm-inmim. 


CHAPTER  Xn. 


NEW  FACES. 


Tax  Major,  more  bkie-&oed  and  staring— more 
OYer^j'ipe,  as  it  were,  than  ever— and  giving  vent, 
every  now  and  then,  to  one  of  the  horso's  coughs, 
not  so  much  of  necessity  as  in  a  spontaneous  ex. 

Slosion  of  importanee,'  walked  arffl»iit-arm  with 
f  r,  Dombey  up  the  sqnny  side  of  the  way,  with 
his  cheeks  swelling  over  his  tight  stock,  his  legs 
roajesticaliy  wide  a{>art,  and  his  great  head  wag. 
ging  from  side  to  side,  as  if  he  were  remonstrating 
within  himself  on  being  such  a  captivating  object. 
They  had  not  walked  many  .yards,  before  the  Major 
enoounteired  somebody  he  knew,  nor  many  yards 
farther  before  the  Major  encountered  somebody  else 
he  knew,  but  he  merely  shook  his  fingers  at  them 
as  be  passed,  and  led  Mr.  Dombey  on :  pointing  out 
tlie  localities  as  they  went,  and  enlivening  the  walk 
with  any  current  scandal  suggested  by  them. 

In  this  manner  the  Major  uid  Mr.  Dombey  were 
^alking  arm.in.arm,  much  to  their  own  satisfius. 
tion,  when  they  beheld  advancing  towards  them,  a 
wheeled  chair,  in  which  a  lady  was  seated,  indo. 
lently  steering  her  carriage  by  a  kind  of  rudder  in 
front,  while  it  was  propelled  by  some  unseen  power 
in  'the  rear.  Although  the  lady  was  not  young, 
she  was  very  blooming  in  the  face  -*  quite  rosy-^ 
and  her  dress  and  attitude  were  perfectly  juvenile. 
Walking* by  the  side  of  the  chair,  and  carrying  her 
gossamer  parasol  with  a  proud  and  weary  air,  as  if 
6o  great  an  effort  must  be  soon  abandoned  and  the 
parasol  dropped,  sauutercd  a  much  younffer  lady, 
very  handsome,  very  liaughty,  very  wilful,  who 
tossed  her  head  and  dropped  her  eyelids,  as  though, 
if  there  were  anything  in  the  world,  worth  looking 
into,  save  a  mirror,  it  certainly  wa»  not  the  earth 
or  sky. 

**  Why,  what  the  devil  have  we  here.  Sir !"  cried 
tl)e  Major,  stopping  as  tiiis  little  cavalcade  drew 
near. 

*'My  dearest  Edith!''  drawled  the  lady  In  the 
chair,  '*  Major  Bagstock !" 

The  Major  no  sooner  heard  the  voice,  than  be 
relinquished  Mr.  Dombey 'a  arm,  darted  forward, 
took  the  hand  of  the  lady  in  the  chair  and  pressed 
it  to  his  lips.  With  no  less  gallantry,  the  Major 
folded  both  his  gloves  upon  his  heart,  and  bowed 
low  to  the  other  lady.  And  now,  the  chair  having 
stopped,  the  motive  power  became  visible  in  tJie 
shape  of  a  flushed  page  pushing  behind,  who 
seemed  to  have  in  part  out-grown  and  in  part  out. 
pushed  his  strength,  for  when  he  stood  upright  he 
was  tall,  and  wan,  and  Uiin,  and  his  plight  appeared 
tlie  more  forlorn  from  his  having  injured  the  shape 
of  his  hat,  bv  butting  at  the  carriage  with  his  head 
to  urge  it  fi)rward,  as  is  sometimes  done  by  ele- 
phants in  Oriental  countries. 

"  Joe  Bagstock,"  said  the  Major  to  both  ladies, 
**is  a  proud  and  happy  man  for  the  rest  of  .his  life.'* 

"  You  false  creature/*  said  the  old  ladv  in  the 


chair,  insipidly.    **  Where  do  you  come  from? 
«anH  bear  you." 

*"  Then  suffer  old  Joe  to  present  a  fiiend.  Ma'am, 
said  the  Major  promptly,  **  as  a  reason  for  being  toh 
Tated.  Mr.  Dombey,  Mrs.  Skewton.'*  The  lad 
in  the  chair  was  gracious.  ■'Mr.  Domb^,  Mn 
Granger."  The  hdy  with  the  paraaolwae  imintl 
conscious  of  Mr.  Dfimbey's  taking  off  his  hat,  an 
bowing  low.  ** I  am  delighted,Sir,"  nid the  Mi^ 
*^  to  have  this  opportunity." 

The  Major  seemed  in  eamoet,  for  he  looked  a 
all  the  three,  and  leered  in  bis  ugliest  manner. 

""Mrs.  Skewton,  Dombey,"  said  the  Mejoi 
**  makes  havoc  in  the  heart  of  old  Joeh." 

Mr.  Dombey  signified  that  he  didnt  wonder  at  i 

**  You  perfidious  goblin,"  said  the  lady  in  tli 
dmir,  ^  iiave  done !  How  long  liave  you  been  hen 
bad  man  7" 

"*  One  day,"  replied  the  Major. 

**  And  can  you  be  a  day,  or  even  a  minute,"  n 
turned  the  lady,  sUgiitly  settling  her  false  enils  an 
ftJse  eyebrows  with  her  fim,  and  siiowiag  her  U 
teeth,  set  off  b^  her  &lse  oomplezioa,  **  in  the  gai 
den  of  what's.its4iame— " 

**  Eden  I  suppose,  Mamma,^  interropted  th 
younger  lady,  scomfiilly. 

**  My  dear  Edith,"  said  the  other, « I  cannot  he! 
it  I  never  can  remember  those  frightful  names- 
without  having  your  whole  Soul  and  Being  ioepirc 
bv  the  sight  of  Nature ;  by  the  perfume,"  said  Mm 
Skewton,  rustling  a  handkerchief  that  was  €ut 
and  sickly  with  essences,  **  of  her  artless  bread 
you  creature !" 

The  discrepancy  between  Mre.  Skewton*e  fres 
enthusiasm  of  words,  and  forlornly  &dcd  manne 
was  hardly  less  observable  than  that  between  he 
age,  which  was  about  seventv,  and  her  dress,  wrhie 
would  have  been  youthful  for  twenty^sevea.  Hi 
attitude  in  the  wheeled  chair  (which  she  never  vi 
ried)  was  one  in  which 'she  had  been  taken  in 
barouche,  some  fifty  years  before,  by  a  then  foafaioi 
able  artist  who  had  appended  Ui  his  published  aketc 
the  name  of  Cleopatra :  in  ceoseqaenoe  of  a  diaoc 
very  made  by  the  critics  of  the  time,  that  it  boi 
an  exact  resemblance  to  that  Priaoeas  as  she  n 
dined  on  board  her  galley.  Mrs.  Skewton  was 
beautv  tbeu,  and  bucks  threw  wine-glassee  on 
their  heads  by  dozens  in  her  honour.  The  beanl, 
and  the  barouche  had  both  passed  away,  bat  ah 
still  preserved  the  attitude,  and  for  thia  reason  «i 
maintained  the  wheelod  chair  and  the  faoK 


mli  presei 
prcssly,  mi 


incr  P&^s  ^^^  being  nothing  whatever,  eoeept  tb 
attitude,  to  prevent  her  from  walking. 

**Mr.  Dombey  is  devoted  to  Nature,  I  truet? 
said  Mrs.  Skewton,  settling  her  diamond  kroooi 
And  by  the  way,  she  chiefly  lived  upon  the  repa 
tation  of  some  diamanda,  and  her  fomily 
tions. 
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'  'Hj  friend  I)ombe7,M«*aDi,**  returned  the  Ma- 
)or,  *^VMy  be  devoted  to  her  in  secret,  but  a  man 
«ho  is  poramoont  in  the  greatest  city  in  the  nni- 


**No  one  can  be  a  stranger,**  said  Mrs.  Skewton, 
"toMr.  Dombey'B  immense  inflaence.** 

As  Mr.  Dombey- acknowledged  the  compliment 
with  a  bend  of  his  head,  the  younger  lady  glancing 
it  him,  met  his  eyes. 

*Yoa  reside  here,  Madam?**' said  Mr.  Dombey, 
iddiessing  her. 

*  No,  we  have  been  to  a  great  many  places.  To 
Harrowgate,  and  Scarboroagh,  and  into  Devonshire. 
We  have  been  visiting,  and  resting  here  and  there. 
Mamma  likes  change.** 

**  Edith  of  course  does  not,**  said  Mrs.  Skewton,* 
wHh  a  ghastly  archness. 

"I  have  not  found  that  there  is  any  change  in 
iDcfa  places,**  was  the  answer,  delivered  with  su- 
preme indifference. 

**They  libel  m<^  There  is  only  one  change,  Mr. 
Donb^,**  observed  Mrs.  Skewton,  with  a  mincing 
li^h,  **  Cot  which  I  really  care,  and  that  I  fear  I 
linU  never  be  permitted  to  ebioy.  People  cannot 
ipue  one.  But  seclusion  and  contemplation  are 
Dy  what*8-his-name — ** 

"If  yoa  mean  Paradise,  Momma,  you  had  better 
ny  so,  to  render  yourself  intelligible,**  said  the 
yoanger  lady. 

•*My  dearest  Edith,**  returned  Mrs.  Skewton, 
"you  know  that  I  am  wholly  dependent  upon  you 
w  those  odious  names.  I  assure  you,  Mr..Dom- 
Wy,  Nature  intended  me  for  an  Arcadian.  I  am 
tuimn  away  in  society.  Cows  are  my  passion. 
What  I  have  ever  sighed  for,  has  been  to  retreat  to 
a  Swiss  farm,  and  live  entirely  surrounded  by  cows 
-Htod  china.'* 

This  curious  association  of  objects,  suggesting  a 
VBnembrancc  of  the  celebrated  bull  who  got  by  mis- 
take  into  a  crockery-shop,  was  received  with  per- 
fect grravity  by  Mr.  Dombey,  who  intimated  his 
opinion  that  Nature  was,  no  doubt,  a  very  respect- 
able institution. 

*•  What  I  want,**  drawled  Mrs.  Skewton,  pinch. 
Uf  her  shrivelled  throat,  **is  heart.**  It  was 
fr^hcTony  true  in  one  sense,  if  not  in  that  in  which 
ihe  need  the  phrase.  **  What  I  want,  is  frankness, 
eoofidence,  less  conventionality,  and  freer  play  of 
SQol    We  are  so  dreadfully  artificial.** 

We  were,  indeed. 

''In  short,**  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  *'  I  want  Nature 
everywhere.    It  would  be  so  extremely  charming.** 

"  Nature  is  inviting  us  away  now.  Mamma,  if 
J9a  are  ready,**  said  the  younger  lady,  curling  her 
handsome  lip.  At  this  hint,  the  wan  page,  who 
had  been  sorveying  the  party  over  the  top  of  the 
chair,  vanished  behind  it  as  if  the  ground  had  swal- 
lowed him  up. 

*'Stop  a  moment,  WHhers!**  said  Mrs.  Skewton, 
«s  the  chair  began  to  move ;  calling  to  the  page 
vtth  all  the  languid  dignity  with  which  she  had 
tftHed  in  days  of  yore  to  a  coachman  with  a  wig, 
tanliflower  nosegay,  and  silk  stockings.  **  W^here 
areyou  staying,  abomination  ?** 

llie  Major  was  staying  at  the  Royal  Hotel,  with 
hii  ftiend  Dombey. 

"  You  may  come  and  see  us  any  evening  when 

TOU  are  good,^  lisped   Mrs.  Skewton.    **If  Mr. 

Dombey  will  honour  us,  we  shall  be  happy.  With* 

wajfoon!** 

The  Major  again  pressed  to  his  blue  lips  the  tips 

effbe  fiasers  that  were  disposed  on  the  ledffe  of  the 


Cleopatra  model:  and  Mr. Dombey  bowed.  The 
elder  lady  honoured  them  both  with  a  very  gracious 
smile  and  a  girlish  wave  of  her  hand ;  the  younger 
lady  with  the  very  aligbtest  inclination  of  her  head 
that  common  courtesy  allowed. 

The  last-  glimpse  of  the  wrinkled  face  of  the 
mother,  with  that  patched  colour  on  it  which  the 
son  made  infinitely  more  haggard  and  dismal  than 
any  want  of  colour  could  have  been,  and  of  the 
proud  beauty  of  the  daughter  with  her  graceful 
figure  and  erect  deportment,  engendered  such  an 
involuntary  disposition  on  the  part  of  both  the  Ma- 
ior  and  Mr.  Dombey  to  look  af^r  them,  that  t^iey 
both  turned  at  the  same  moment  The  Pa^e,  nearly 
as  much  aslant  as  his  own  shadow,  was  toiling  after 
the  ichair,  uphill,  like  a  slow  battering-ram  ;  tlie  top 
of  Cleopatra*s  bonnet  was  fluttering  in  exactly  the 
same  corner  to  the  inch  as  before ,  and  the  Beauty, 
loitering  by  herself  a  little  in  advance,  expressed  in 
all  her  .elegant  form,  from  head  to  foot,  the  same 
supreme  disregard  of  everything  and  everybody. 

**  I  tell  you  what.  Sir,**  said  the  Major,  as  they 
resumed  their  walk  again.  **If  Joe  Bagstock 
were  a  younger  man,  there  *s  not  a  woman  in  the 
world  whom  he  *d  prefer  for  Mrs.  Bagstock  to  that 
woman.  By  George,  Sir  !**  said  the  Major,  **  she  *s 
superb  !** 

**Do  you  mean  the  daughter?**  inquired  Mr. 
Dombey. 

**  Is  Joey  B.  a  turnip,  Dombey,**  said  tlie  Major, 
**  that  he  should  mean  the  mother  ?*' 

"  You  were  complimentary  to  the  mother,**  re- 
turned  Mr.  Dombey. 

'*An  ancient  flame.  Sir,**  chuckled  Major  Bag- 
stock.   **  De-vilish  ancient.    I  humour  her.** 

**  She  impresses  me  as  being  perfectly  genteel,*^ 
said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  Genjteel,  Sir,**  said  the  Major,  stopping  short, 
and  staring  in  his  companion*s  face.  ^  The  Hon. 
ourablc  Mrs.  Skewton,  Sir,  is  sister  to  the  fate  Lord 
Feenix,  and  aunt  to  the  present  Lord.  The  famil)! 
are  not  wealthy  —  they  *re  poor,  indeed  —  and  she 
lives  upon  a  small  jointure ;  but  if  you  come  tc 
blood,  Sir  I**  The  Major  gave  a  flourish  with  his 
stick  and  walked  on  again,  in  despair  of  being  able 
to  say  what  you  came  to,  if  you  came  to  that 

"You  addressed  the  daughter,  I  observed,**  said 
Mr.  Dombey,  after  a  short  pause,  **  as  Mrs.  Gran- 
ger.'* 

**  Edith  Skewton,  Sir,**  returned  the  Major,  stop- 
ping short  again,  and  punching  a  mark  in  thi 
ground  with  'is  cane,  to  represent  her,  "  married 
(at  eighteen)  Granger  of  Ours  ;'*  whom  the  Majoi 
indicated  by  another  punch.  "  Granger,  Sir,"  said 
the  Major,  tapping  the  last  ideal  portrait,  and  roll 
ing  his  head,  emphatically,  **  was  Colonel  of  Ours 
a  de-vilish  handsome  fellow.  Sir,  of  forty-one.  He 
died.  Sir,  in  the  second  year  of  his  marriage.**  Th< 
Major  ran  the  representative  of  tlio  deceased  Gran 
ger  through  and  through  the  body  with  his  walk 
ing-stick,  and  went  on  again,  carrying  his  sticli 
over  his  shoulder. 

**  How  long  is  this  ago  ?**  asked  Mr.  Dombey 
making  another  holt 

**  Edith  Granger,  Sir,**  replied  the  Major^  shut 
ting  one  eye,  putting  his  head  on  one  side,  passing 
his  cane  into  his  left  hand,  and  smoothing  his  shirt 
frill  with  his  right,  **is,  at  this  present  time,  aoi 
quite  thirty.  And,  damme.  Sir,**  said  the  Major 
shouldering  his  stick  once  more,  and  walkmg  or 
again,  **  she  *s  a  peerless  woman  !** 

"Was  there  any  family?**  asked  Mr. Dombey 
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"Yet,  Sir,"  said  tb«  Major.  "Thpre  wta  a 
boy." 

Mr.  Oombey'a  eyes  sought  the  ground,  and  a 
ehnde  came  over  his  face. 

*')Vho  was  drowned,  Sir,"  pursued  the  Major, 
"  when  a  child  of  four  or  five  years  old." 

"  Indeed  ?"  said  Mr.  Dombcy,  raising  his  head. 

**  By  the  upsetting  of  a  boat  in  which  his  nurse 
hod  no  business  to  have  put  him,"  said  the  Major. 
"  That 's  his  liistory.  Edith  Granger  is  Edith  Gran- 
ger still ;  but  if  tou^h  old  Joey  B.,  Sir,  were  a  little 
younger  and  a  little  richer,  the  name  of  that  im- 
mortal paragon  should  be  Bagstock.'* 

I'he  Major  heaved  his  shoulders,  and  his  cheeks, 
and  laughed  more  like  an  over-fed  Mephistophelei 
than  ever,  as  he  said  the  words, 

"Provided  the  lady  made  no  objection,  I  sup- 
pose?" said  Mr.  Dorabey  coldly. 

"  By  Gad,  Sir,"  said  the  Major,  "  the  Bagstock 
breed  are  not  accustomed  to  that  sort  of  obstacle. 
Though  it  'a  true  enough  that  Edith  might  have 
married  Iwen-ty  times,  but  for  being  proud,  Sir, 
proud." 

Mr.  Donibey  seemed,  by  his  face,  to  think  no 
worse  of  her  tor  that 

"  It's  a  great  quality  after  all,"  said  the  Major. 
"  By  the  Lord,  it 's  a  high  quality  !  Dombey  ! 
You  arc  proud  yourself,  and  your  friend.  Old  Joe, 
respects  you  for  it.  Sir." 

With  this  tribute  to  the  character  of  his  ally, 
which  seemed  to  be  wrung  from  him  by  the  force 
of  circumstances,  and  the  irresistible  tendency  of 
their  conversation,  the  Major  closed  the  subject, 
and  glided  into  a  general  exposition  of  the  extent 
to  which  he  had  been  beloved  and  doted  on  by 
splendid  women  and  brilliant  creatures. 

On  the  next  day  but  one,  Mr.  Dombey  and  the 
Major  encountered  the  honourable  Mrs.  Skcwton 
and  her  daughter  in  the  Pump-room  ;  on  the  day 
after,  Jlhey  itiet  them  again  very  near  the  place 
where  they  had  met  them  first.  After  meeting  them 
thus,  three  or  four  times  in  all,  it  became  a  point 
of  mere  civility  to  old  acquaintances  that  the  Major 
shotild  go  there  one  evening.  Mr.  Dombey  had  not 
originallv  intended  to  pay  visits,  but  on  the  Major 
announcing  this  intention,  he  said  he  would  have 
the  pleasure  of  accompanying  him.  So  the  Major 
told  the  Native  to  go  round  before  dinner,  and  say, 
with  his  and  Mr.  Dombcy's  compliments,  that  they 
would  have  the  honour  of  visiting  the  ladies  that 
same  evening,  if  the  ladies  were  alone.  In  answer 
to  which  message,  the  Native  brought  back  a  very 
small  note  with  a  very  large  quantity  of  scent  about 
it,  indited  bv  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Skewton  to  Ma- 
jor Bagstock,  and  briefly  saying,  "You  arc  a  shock- 
ing bear  and  I  have  a  great  mind  not  to  forgive 
you,  but  if  you  are  very  good  indeed,"  which  was 
underlined, '"you  may  come.  Compliments  (in 
which  Edith  unites)  to  Mr.  Dombcy." 

The  Honourable  Mrs.  Skcwton  ond  her  daughter, 
Mr?!.  Granger,  resided  while  at  Jjcamington,  in 
lodgings  that  were  fashionable  enough  and  dear 
cuough,  but  rather  limited  in  point  of  space  and 
conveniences  ;  so  tliat  the  Honourable  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton,  being  in  bed,  had  her  feet  in  the  window  and 
her  head  in  the  fire-plsce,  while  the  Honourable 
Mrs.  Skewton*s  maid  was  quartered  in  a  closet 
within  the  drawing-room,  so  extremely  small,  that, 
to  avoid  developing  the  whnle  of  its  accommoda- 
tions, she  was  obliged  to  writhe  in  and  out  of  the 
door  like  a  bcautiml  serpent  Withers,  the  wan 
page,  slept  out  of  the  house  immediately  under  the 


chair,  which  was  the  stone  of  that  yotmg  Buffka 
passed  the  night  in  a  shed  belonging  to  the  saj 
dairy,  where  new-laid  eggs  were  produced  by  t 
poultry  connected  with  the  establishment,  w 
roosted  on  a  broken  donkey-cart,  persuaded,  to 
appearance,  that  it  grew  there,  and  waa  a  apeci 
of  tree.  ' 

Mr.  Dombey  and  the  Major  found  Mrs.  Skowl 
arranged,  as  Cleopatra,  among  the  cushiooa  ol 
sofa:  very  airily  dressed:  and  certainly  not  ] 
sembling  Shakspeare's  Cleopatra^  whom  age  coi 
not  wither.  On  their  way  up  stairs  they  h«d  hei 
the  sound  of  a  harp,  but  it  had  ceased  on  th 
being  announced,  and  Edith  now  stood  beside 
handsomer  and  haughtier  than  ever.  It  was  a 
markable  characteristic  of  this  lady's  beauty  ti 
it  sppeared  to  vaunt  and  assert  itself  withoat  J 
aid,  and  against  her  will.  She  knew  that  sh»  « 
beautilul :  it  was  impossible  that  it  could  be  oth 
wise :  but  she  seemed  with  her  own  pride  to  di 
her  very  sel£ 

Whether  she  held  cheap,  attractions  that  coi 
only  call  forth  admiration  that  was  worthless 
her,  or  whether  she  designed  to  render  them  ni< 
precious  to  admirers  by  this  usage  of  tliem,  the 
to  whom  they  were  precious  seldom  paused  to  cc 
fiider. 

"  I  hope,  Mrs.  Granger,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  i 
vancing  a  step  towards  her,  "  we  are  not  the  cat 
of  your  ceasing  to  play  7" 

"Foil?  oh  no  I" 

"  Why  do  you  not  go  on,  then,  ray  dearest  Editli 
said  Cleopatra. 

"  I  teft  off  as  I  began ^^f  my  own  fancy." 

The  exquisite  indifference  of  her  manner  in  si 
ing  this :  an  indifference  quite  removed  from  di 
ncss  or  insensibility,  for  it  was  pointed  with  pre 
purpose :  was  well  set  off  by  the  carelessness  w 
which  she  drew  her  hand  across  the  striogs,  a 
came  from  that  part  of  the  room. 

"  Do  you  know,  Mr.  Dombey,"  said  her  languii 
ing  mother,  i>)aving  with  a  hand-screen,  "that  i 
casionall^  my  dearest  Edith  and  myself  actua 
almost  differ — " 

"  Not  quite,  sometimes.  Mamma  T'  said  Edith 

"  Oh  never  quite,  my  darling !  Fie,  fie,  it  wo( 
break  my  heart,"  returned  her  inother,  making 
faint  attempt  to  pat  her  with  the  screen,  wiu 
Edith  made  no  movement  to  meet,  " — about  Xiu 
cold  conventionalities  of  manner  that  are  obsen 
in  little  things?  Why  are  we  not  more  natnri 
Dear  me  !  With  all  those  yearnings,  and  goshinj 
and  impulsive  throbbings  tliat  we  have  implant 
in  our  souls,  and  which  are  so  very  charming,  w 
are  we  not  more  natural  ?" 

Mr.  Dombev  said  it  was  very  true,  very  true. 

"  We  coula  be  more  natural  I  suppose  if 
tried  7**  said  Mrs.  Skewton. 

Mr.  Dombey  thought  It  possible. 

"Devil  a  bit,  Ma'am,"  said  the  Major.  "1 
couldn't  afford  it.  Unless  tlie  world  was  peopl 
with  J.  B.'8 — tough  and  blunt  old  Joes,  Ma*a 
plain  red  herrings  with  bard  rocs,  Sir — we  could 
afford  it    It  wouWn't  do." 

"  You  naughty  infidel,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton, " 
mute." 

"Cleopatra  commands,"  returned  the  Maj< 
kbsing  his  hand,  "  and  Antony  Bagstock  obeys. 

"The  man  has  no  sensitiveness,**  said  M 
Skewton,  cruelly  holding  up  the  hand-scroen  so 
to  shut  the  Major  out  "No  sympathy.  And  wl 
do  we  live  for  out  sympathy !    What  else  is  so  i 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


113 


iUoe  on  oar  «o!d  (eoUI  earth,"  nud  Mrs.  Skewton, ' 
inaoging  her  lace  tucker,  and  complacently  ob- 
taiiag  Uie  effect  of  her  bare  lean  arm,  looking 
apv&ra  from  the  wrist,  •*  how  could  we  poesibty 
bear  it  ?  In  abort,  obdurate  mun  !**  glancing  at  the 
Major,  round  the  screen,  **  I  would  nave  my  world 
all  keart;  and  Faith  is  to  exceatively  charming, 
that  I  won*t  allow  you  to  disturb  it,  do  you  hear  ?" 

The  Major  replied  that  it  was  hard  in  Cleopatra 
(orequirathe  world  to  be  all  heart,  and  yet  to  ap- 
propriate to  herself  the  hcarta  of  all  the  world ; 
which  obliged  Cleopatra  to  remind  him  that  flat- 
tery waa  insupportable  to  her,  and  that  if  he  had 
the  boldness  to  address  her  in  that  strain  any  more, 
ibe  would  positively  send  him  home. 

Withers  the  Wan,  at  this  period,  handing  round 
tlie  tea,  Mr.  Dombey  again  addressed  hiuiself  to 

"There  is  not  much  company  here,  it  would 
Kern?**  said  Mr.  Pom  bey,  in  his  owa  portentous 
fentlemanly  way. 

*  I  believe  noL    We  see  none." 

"  Why  really,"  observed  Mrs.  Skewton  from  her 
eooch,  **  there  are  no  people  here  just  now  witli 
rhom  we  c^ire  to  associate.** 

•They  have  not  enough  heart,"  said  Edith,  with 
umile.  The  very  twihght  of  a  smile ;  so  singu- 
hrlj  were  its  light  and  darkness  blended. 

"My  dearest  Edith  rallies  me,  you  see !"  said 
kr  mother  shaking  her  head  :  which  shook  a  little 
ofitielf  sometimes,  as  if  the  palsy  twinkled  now  and 
tbea  in  opposition  to  the  diamonds.  •*  Wicked  one  I" 

"Tou  have  been  here  before,  if  I  am  not  mis- 
ttltea  r  said  Mr.  Dombey.    Still  to  Edith. 

*0h,  several  times.  I  think  we  have  been 
wciywhere." 

*  A  beautiful  country  I" 

"I  suppose  it  is.    Everybody  says  so. 

•Your  cousin  Fecnix  raves  about  it  Edith,"  in- 
fojiosed  her  mother  from  her  couch. 

The  daughter  slightly  turned  her  graceful  head, 
ud  rai&ing  her  eyebrotis  by  a  liair^s- breadth  as  if 
^  coa;sin  Feenix  were  of  all  the  mortal  world  the 
l^ut  to  be  regarded,  turned  her  eyes  again  towards 
Mr.  Dombey. 

"I  hope  for  the  credit  of  my  good  taste,  that  I 
UB  tired  of  the  neighbourhood,"  she  said. 

"Ton  have  almost  reason  to  be.  Madam,"  he  re- 
P&d,  glaucingr  at  a  variety  of  landscape  drawings, 
of  which  he  bad  already  recognised  several  as  re- 
pvesenling  neighbouring  points  of  view,  and  which 
We  strewn  abundantly  about  the  room,  "  if  these 
Wantifal  productions  are  from  your  hand." 

She  gave  him  no  reply,  but  sat  in  a  disdainful 
^uty,  quite  amazing. 

"Have  they  that  interest?"  said  Mr*  Dombey. 
■Areihcy  yours?" 

-Yes." 

**And  you  play,  1  already  know." 

"Yea."  , 

•And  sing?" 

•Yes." 

She  answered  all  these  questions  with  a  strange 
tdi-Ttance ;  and  with  that  remarkable  air  of  oppo- 
(ifuxf  to  herself,  already  noticed  as  belonging  to 
b  beanty.  Yet  she  was  not  embarrassed,  but 
vidly  self-possessed.  Neither  did  she  seem  to 
Vm  to  avoid  the  conversation,  for  she  addressed 
htt  &CC  and-^so  far  as  she  could — her  manner 
4Mo  him ;  tJid  continued  to  do  so,  when  he  was 


"Whatever  their  cfBciency  may  be,"  she  re- 
turned, **  you  know  them  all  now.   I  have  no  more." 

**•  May  I  hope  to  prove  them  all  ?"  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, with  aiolemn  gallantry,  laying  down  a  drawing 
he  had  held,  and  motioning  towards  the  harp. 

"  O  cerUinly  !    If  you  desire  it !" 

She  rose  as  she  ipoke,  and  crossing  by  her  mo* 
ther*6  couch,  and  directing  a  stately  look  towards 
her,  which  was  instantaneous  in  its  duration^  but 
inclusive  (if  any  one  had  seen  it)  of  a  multitude  of 
expressions,  amon^  which  that  of  the  twilight  smile, 
without  tlie  smile  itself,  overshadowed  all  the  rest, 
went  out  of  tlie  room. 

The  Major,  who  was  quite  forgiven  by  this  time, 
had  wheeled  a  little  table  up  to  Cleopatra,  and  was 
sitting  down  to  play  picquct  with  her.  Mr.  Dombey, 
not  knowing  the  game,  sat  down  to  watch  them  for 
his  edification  until  Edith  should  return. 

"  We  are  goinpr  to  have  some  music,  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, I  hope  7"  said  Cleopatra. 

**  Mrs.  Granger  has  been  kind  enough  to  promise 
so,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
.  **  Ah  I  That's  very  nice.    Do  you  propose,  Ma« 
jor?" 

"  No,  Ma'am,"  said  the  Major.     "  Couldn't  do  it." 

•*  You  're  a  barbarous  being,"  replied  the  lady, 
**  and  my  hand 's .  destroyed.  You  are  fond  of 
music,  Mr.  Dombey  ?" 

**  Eminently  so^"  was  Mr.  Dombey's  answer. 

"Yes.  It's  very  nice,"  said  Cleopatra, looking 
at  her  cards.  **  So  much  heart  in  it— undeveloped 
recollections  of  a  previous  state  of  existence — and 
all  that — which  is  so  truly  charming.  Do  you 
know,"  simpered  Cleopatra,  reversing  the  knave  ' 
of  clubs,  who  had  come  into  her  game  wUh  his 
heels  uppermost,  **  that  if  anything  could  tempt  me 
to  put  a  period  to  my  life,  it  would  be  curiosity  to 
find  out  what  it 's  all  about,  and  what  it  means ; 
there. are  so  many  provoking  mysteries,  really,  that 
are  hidden  firom  us.    Major,  you  to  play !" 

The  Major  played:  and  Mr.  Dombey,  looking 
on  for  his  instruction,  would  soon  have  been  in^ 
a  state  of  dire  confusion,  but  that  he  gave  no  atten- 
tion to  the  game  whatever,  and  sat  wondering  in- 
stead when  Edith  would  come  back. 

She  came  at  lust,  and  sat  down  to  her  harp,  and 
Mr.  Dombey  rose  and  stood  beside  her,  listening. 
He  had  little  taste  for  music,  and  no  knowledge  of 
the  strain  she  pla3>ed,  but  he  saw  lier  bending  over 
it,  and  perhaps  he  beard  among  the'sounding strings 
some  distant  music  of  his  own,  that  tamed  the 
monster  of  the  Iron  road,  and  made  it  less  inexora- 
ble. 

Cleopatra  had  a  sharp  eye,  verily,  at  picquet    It 

glistened  like  a  bird's,  and  did  not  fix  itself  upon 
le  game,  but  pierced  the  room  from  end  to  end, 
and  gleamed,  on  harp,  performer,  listener,  every- 
thing, t 

When  the  haughty  beanty  bad  concluded,  she 
arose,  and  receiving  Mr.  Dombey's  thanks  and  com- 
pliments in  exactly  the  same  m&nner  as  before, 
went  with  scarcely  any  pause,  to  the  piano,  and ' 
began  there. 

Edith  Granger,  any  song  but  that!  Edith 
Granger,  you  are  very  handsome,  and  your  touch 
upon  the  keys  is  brilliant,  and  your  voice  is  deep 
and  rich  ;  but  not  the  air  that  his  neglected  daugh- 
ter sang  to  his  dead  son ! 

Alas  he  knows  it  not ;  and  if  he  did,  what  air  of 
hem  would  stir  him,  rigid  man !  Sleep,  lonely 
Florence,  sleep !  Peace  in  thy  dreame,  although  the 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


A  TRIFLE  OF  MANAGExllEKT  BY  MR.  CARKER  THE  MANAGER. 


Mr.  Carkee  the  Manager  sat  at  his  desV,  smooth 
mnd  soil  as  usual,  reading  those  letters  -which  were 
reserved  for  him  to  open,  backing  them  occasion, 
ally  with  such  memoranda  and  references  as  their 
business  purport  required,  and  parcelling  them  out 
into  little  heaps  for  distribution  through  the  several 
departments  of  the  House.  The  poet  had  come  in 
heavy  that  morning,  tnd  Mr.  Carket  the  Manager 
had  a  good  deal  to  do. 

The  general  action  of  a  man  so  engaged — pans- 
ing  to  look  over  a  bundle  of  papers  in  his  hand, 
dealing  them  round  in  various  portions,  taking  up 
another  bundle  and  examining  its  contents  with 
knitted  brows  and  pursed-out  lips  —  dealing,  and 
sorting,  and  pondering  by  tutns— would  easily  sug- 
gest some  whimsical  resemblance  to  a  player  at 
cards.  The  face  of  Mr.  Garker  the  Manager  was 
in  good  keeping  with  such  a  fiincy.  It  was  the 
faoe  of  a  man  who  studied  his  play,  warily :  who 
made  himself  master  of  all  the  strong  anid  weak 
points  of  the  game :  who  registered  the  cards  in 
his  mind,  as  they  fell  about  him,  knew  eicactly 
what  was  on  them,  what  they  missed,  and  what 
they  made :  who  was  crafty  to  find  o«t  what  the 
other  players  held,  and  who  never  betrayed  his  own 
hand. 

The  letters  were  in  various  languages,  but  Mr. 
Canker  the  Manager  read  them  all.  If  there  had 
been  anything  in  the  offices  of  Dombey^and  Son 
that  he  could  not  read,  there  would  have  been  a 
card  wanting  in  the  pack.  He  read  almost  at  a 
glance,  and  made  combinations  of  one  letter  with 
another  and  one  business  with  another  as  he  went 
on,  adding  new  matter  to  the  heaps  —  much  aa  a 
man  wouEi  know  the  cards  at  sight,  and  work  out 
their  combinations  in  his  mind  after  thoy  were 
turned.  Something  too  deep  for  a  partner,  and 
much  too  deep  for  an  adversary,  Mr.  Garker  the 
Manager  sat  in  the  rays  of  the  sun  that  came  down 
elantin?  on  him  through  the  skylight,  playing  his 
game  uone.      .  * 

And  althougn  it  is  not  among  the  instincts  wild 
or  domestic  of  the  cat  tribe  to  play  at  cards,  feline 
.  firom  sole  to  crown  was  Mr.  Garker  the  Manager, 
as  he  basked  in  the  strip  of  summer-light  and 
warmth  that  slione  upon  his  table  and  the  ground 
as  if  they  were  a  crooked  dial-plate,  and  himself 
the  only  figure  on  it  With  hair  and  whiskers  de- 
ficient in  i^our  St  all  time*,  bat  &cbier  than  com- 
mon in  the  rich  sunshine,  and  more  like  the  coat 
of  a  sandy  tortoiae-shell  cat ;  with  long  nails,  nicely 
pared  and  sharpened ;  with  a  natural  antipathy  to 
.  any  speck  of  dirt,  which  made  him  pause  some- 
tim^s  and  watch  the  falling  mokes  of  dust,  and  nib 
them  off  his  smooth  white  hand  or  glossy  linen: 
Mr.  Garker  the  Manager,  sly  of  manner,  sharp  of 
tooth,  soft  of  foot,  watchful  of  eye,  oily  of  tongue, 
cruel  of  heart,  nice  of  habit,  sat  with  a  dainty  rted- 
fastness  and  patience  at  his  work,  as  if  he  were 
waiting  at  a  mouse's  hole. 

At  lenrth  the  letters  were  disposed  of,  excepting 
one  whida  he  reserved  for  a  particular  audience. 
Having  locked  the  more  confidential  correspond- 

enna  in  n.  ilpaiVAr.  Mr.  HftrkAr  thn   Mitnamtr    rmntr 


^  Why  do  ymi  answer  it  ?**  was  his  reception  < 
his  brother. 

**  The  messenger  is  out,  and  I  am  the  next,**  wi 
the  submissive  reply. 

"You  arc  the  next!**  muttered  the  Manage 
*»Yc8!    Gredilable  to  me  !     There!" 

Pointing  to  the  heaps  of  opened  letters,  he  tunu 
disdainfuliy  away,  in  his  elbow-chair,  and  brol 
the  seal  of  that  one  which  he  held  in  his  hand. 

**  I  am  sorry,  to  trouble  you,  James,"  said  tl 
brother,  gathering  them  up,  "  but ^" 

**0h!  You  have  something  to  say.  I  kne 
that    Well?" 

.  Mr.  Garker  the  Manager  did  not  raise  his  ey< 
or  turn  them  on  his  brouier,  but  kept  them  on  h 
letter,  though  without  opening  it 

•"  Well?*'  he  repeated  sharply. 

**  I  am  uneasy  about  Harriet" 

*'  Harriet  who  7  what  Harriet  ?  I  know  nobod 
of  that  name." 

**She  is  not  well,  and  has  changed  very  muc 
of  late." 

**  She  changed  very  much,  a  treat  man?  yem 
ago,**  replied  the  Manager;  **  and  that  is  all  I  hai 
to  sav." 

"I  think  if  you  would  hear  me — " 

"Why  should  I  hear  you.  Brother  John  ?"  t\ 
turned  the  Manager,  laying  a  sarcastic  qmphas 
on  those  two  wor<Mi,  and  throwing  up  his  head,  bi 
not  lifling  his  eyes.  **  I  tell  you,  Harriet  Cark< 
made  her  choice  many  years  ago  between  her  tw 
brothers.  She  may  rept:tii  ir,  but  she  must  abic 
by  it" 

**  Don*t  mistake  me.  4  do  not  say  she  d&es  r 
pent  it  It  would  be  black  ingratitude  in  me  I 
hint  at  such  a  thing,"  returned  the  other.  ^  Thong 
believe  me,  James,  I  am  as  sorry  for  her  saciifi< 
as  you-*' 

"  As  I  ?"  exclaimed  the  Manager.    "  As  I  ?** 

•'  As  sorry  for  her  choice — for  what  you  call  hi 
choice-— as  you  are  angry  at  it,**  said  the  Junior. 

**  Angry  7**  repeated  the  other,  with  a  wide  sho 
of  his  teeth. 

^'  Displeased.  Whatever  word  you  like  best  Yc 
know  my  meaning.  There  is  no  offence  in  my  ii 
tention." 

**  There  is  ofience  in  everything  you  do,"  replic 
his  brother,  glancing  at  him  with  a  sudden  scow 
which  in  a  moment  gave  place  to  a  wider  smi 
than  the  last  **  Garry  those  papers  away,  if  yo 
please.    I  am  busy." 

His  politeness  was  so  much  more  cutting  tha 
his  wrath,  that  the  Junior  went  to  the  door.  Bi 
stopping  at  it,  and  looking  round,  he  said : 

**When  Harriet  tried  m.  vain  to  plead  for  m 
with  you,  on  your  first  just  indignation,  and  m 
first  disgrace ;  and  when  she  Icfl  you,  James,  1 
follow  my  broken  fortunes,  and  devote  herself  i 
her  mistaken  affection,  to  a  rained  brother,  becaui 
without  her  he  had  no  one,  and  was  lost ;  she  wi 
young  and  pretty.  I  think  if  yon  could  see  fa« 
now  —  if  you  would  go  and  see  her  —  she  wool 
move  your  admiration  and  compassion." 
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iwjoMlUilk,  ^Dmjt  me!  b tbfttih*  6iMr  bat 
Mid  ocTer  a  word. 

**We  thought  in.  thoae  days:  yoa  and  I  botht 
(bit  the  wotJa  marry  jamigt  and  lead  a  happy,  and 
bfht^iietried  iiie,«*  punned  the  otbef .  **  Oh  if  yott 
uew  how  cheerfuUy  the  oast,  tbcee  hopes  away ; 
how  cheerfully  she  has  gone  ibrwerd  on  the  path 
the  took,  afid  never  once  looked  back ;  you  never 
eooU  tty  again  that  her  name  waa  strange  in  your 
tut  NcYer!" 

A^  the    Manager  inclined   hb    head,  and 
diowed  bis  teeth,  and  seemed  to  say,  "  Remarkable 
iwioed !    Yon  quite  surprise  me  !"    And  again  he 
oUered  never  a  word» 
'  *^AJ  I  gf^  on  ?'*  'said  John  Carker,  mildly. 

"Oa  your  way  ?"  replied  his  smiling  brother. 
"Ifyoa  will  have  the  goodness." 

John  Carker.  with  a  sigh,  was  passing  slowly 
ODtat  the  door,  when  his  brother's  voice  detained 
ian  for  a  moment  on  the  threshold. 

"  If  she  has  gone,  and  goes,  her  own  way  cheer- 
%,"  he  said,  throwing  the  still  unfolded  letter 
«  his  desk,  and  putting  his  hands  firmly  in  his 
pockets,  **  you  may  tell  her  that  I  go  as  cheerfully 
OB  mine.  If  she  has  never  once  looked  baek,you 
^J  ttU  her  that  I  have,  sometimes,  to  recal  her 
knog  part  with  yon,  and  that  my  resolution  is  no 
(•■ier  to  wear  away ;"  he  smiled  very  sweetly  here ; 
'thin  marble.'*  » 

"^1  tell  her  nothing  of  you.  We  never  apeak 
i^t  you.  Once  a  year,  on  your  birthday.  Hairnet 
•ifi  always,  *  JLet  us  remember  James  by  name, 
^  wish  him  happy,*  but  we  say  no  more.** 

''T«II  it  then,  if  you  please,"  returned  the  other, 
"to yourself.  You  can't  repeat  it  too  oflen,  ase 
**w  to  you  to  avoid  the  subject  in  speaking  to 
ftk  I  know  no  Harriet  Carker.  There  is  no  such 
f*nn.  You  may  have  a  sister;  make  muoh  of 
^.   I  have  none." 

lir.  Carker  the  Manager  took  up  the  letter  again, 
Jl  Waved  it  with  a  smile  of  mock  courtesy  towards 
ne  door.  Unfolding  it  as  his  brother  withdrew, 
tad  looking  darkly  ailer  him  as  he  Icfl  the  ro<»ai, 
« QDce  more  turned  round  in  his  elbow-chair,  and 
%lied  himself  to  a  diligent  perusal  of  its  eon- 
It  was  in  the  writing  of  his  great  cbief^  Mr. 
whey,  and  dated  from  Leamington.  Though 
■ft  ess  a  quick  reader  of  all  other  letters,  Mr.  Car- 
^read  this  slowly:  weighing  the  words  as  he 
ptt(|  and  bringing  every  tooth  m  his  head  to  bear 
^  them.  When  he  had  read  it  through  once, 
Ptaraed  it  over  again,  and  picked  out  these  pas- 
^jHL  *  I  find  myself  benefited  by  the  change,  and 
M.  yet  inclined  to  name  any  time  for  my  re- 
'  1  wish,  Carker,  you  would  arrange  to  come 
once  and  see  me  here,  and  let  me  know  how 
are  going  on,  in  person.*  *I  omitted  to 
to  you  about  young  Gay.  If  not  gone  per 
ud  Heir,  or  if  Son  and  Jleir  still  lying  in  the 
oppoiiit  some  other  young  man  and  keep 
in  the  city  for  the  present  I  am  not  decided.* 
Aev  tha*s  unfortunate!**  said  Mr.  Carker  the 
JJp^r,  expanding  his  mouth,  as  if  it  were  made 
flwia  Rubber  f  *•  for  he  *8  for  away  •** 
'Sun  that  passage,  which  was  in  a  postscript,  at- 
bcted  his  attention  and  his  teeth,  once  more. 
^  j  tlrink,*^  be  said,  "  my  good  friend  Captain 


lentioiied  something  about  being  towed 
title  wake  of  that  day.    What  a  pity  he  *s 

^  leftlU  the  letter,  and  was  sitting  trifling 


his  f«Ue;  aad  turning  k  over  and  over  on  all  sides 
— doing  pretty  much  the  same  things  perhaps,  by 
its  eentsnts— when  Mr.  Perch  the  messenger 
knocked  soflly  at  the  door,  and  coming  in  on  tip- 
toe, bending  his  body  at  every  step  as  if  it  were 
the  delight  of  hie  lift  te  bew,  laid  some  papers  on 
the  table. 

**•  Would  yea  please  to  be  engaged  Sir  T*  asked 
Mr.  Perch,  nibbing  his  hands,  and  deftrentialhr 
pattine  his  head  on  one  side,  like  a  man  who  felt 
he  had  no  business  to  hold  it  up  iii  such  a  presence, 
and  would  keep  it  as  much  out  of  the  wi^  as  pos- 
sible. 

*Who  wants  me?** 

**  Why  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Perah,  in  a  sofl  voice, 
*^  really  nobody,  Sir,  to  speak  of  at  present  Mr. 
Gills  the  Sbip*s  InstranenUmaker  Sir,  has  looked 
in,  about  a  little  matter  of  payment,  he  says ';  bat 
I  mentioned  to  him.  Sir,  that  yon  was  engaged 
several  deep ;  several  deep." 

Mr.  Pereh  coughed  once  behind  his  hand,  and 
waited  for  fbrther  orders. 

*•  Anybody  else?" 

•*  Well  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  ••  I  wouldn't  of  my 
own  self  take  the  liberty  of  mentioning,  Sir,  that 
there  was  anybody  else ;  but  that  same  young  lad 
that  was  here  yesterday  Sir,  and  last  week,  has 
been  hanging  about  the  place ;  and  it  looks  Sir,** 
added  Mr.  Perch,  stopping  to  shut  the  door,  **  dread- 
ful tmbusiness-like  to  i^  hiss  whietling  to  the 
sparrows  down  the  court,  and  making  of  *em  an- 
swer him." 

**  Vou  said  he  wanted  something  to  do,  didn't 
you  Peroh  7**  asked  Mr»  Carker,  leaning  back  id 
histsheir  and  looking  at  that  offioer. 

""Why  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Perch,  eoufhbg  behind 
his  hand  again,  **bis  expression  certainly  were  that 
he  was  in  wants  of  a  sitiwation,  and  that  he  consi- 
dered something  migiit  be  done  £or  him  about  the 
Docks,  being  need  to  fishing  with  a  rod  and  line : 
bat—"  Mr.  Pereh  shook  his  head  very  dubiously 
indeed. 

**  What  does  he  say  when  he  comes  7"  asked  Mr* 
Carker. 

**  Indeed  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  coughing  another 
cough  behind  bis  hand,  which  was  always  his  re- 
source  as  an  expression  of  hunulity  'when  nothing 
else  DQCurred  to  him,  **hi8  observation  generally 
air  that  he  wmild  humbly  wish  to  see  one  of  the 
gentlemen,  tJm  that  he  wants  to  earn  a  living.  But 
you  see^  Sir,**  added  Perch,  dropping  his  voice  to  a 
whispef,  and  turning  in  the  inviolable  nature  of 
his  confidence,  to  give  the  door  a  tbmat  with  his 
hfmd  and  knee,  as  if  that  would,  shut  it  any  more 
when  it  was  shut  already ,  *^  it  *s  hatdiy  to  be  bora 
Sir  that  a  common  lad  like  that  should  come  a 
prowling  here,  end  saying  that  his  mother  nursed 
our  House's  young  gentleman,  and  that  he  hopes 
our  House  wul  give  him  a  chance  on  that  aceotmt 
i  am  sure  Sir,**  observed  Mr.  Perch,  **  that  although 
Mrs.  Perch  was  at  thai  time  noraing  as  thriving  a 
little  girl  Sir  as  we  *ve  ever  took  the  liberty  of  add* 
ing.to  our  family;  I  wouUn't  have  made  so  free  as 
drop  a  hint  of  her  being  capable  of  imparting  nou- 
rishment, not  if  it  ir&$  ever  so  1" 

Mr.  Carker  grinned  et  him  like  a  shark,  but  in 
an  ahfient  thoughtful  manner. 

"  Whether,"  submitted  Mr..  Perch,  afler  a  short 
silence,  and  another  eoiiffh,  ^it  mightn*t  be  best 
£ar  me  to  tell  him,  that  if  he  was  seen  here  any 
more  he  would  be  given  into  custody ;  and  to  keep 
to  it!  With  respecttobodily  fear,"  said  Mr  Perch, 
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oerveB  U  io  wurtmnf  Vj  Mn.  Pereh*i  aUte,  that  I 

could  Ukka  my  afiidavit  eaay." 

**  Ixit  xne  Bce  this  fellow,  Por«h,"  said  Bir.  Garker. 
••  Bring  him  in  t" 

*"  Yes  Sir.  Beggioff  your  pardon  Sir,"  said  Mr. 
Porch,  besiuting  at  the  door,  **,be'8  rough  Sir,  in 
appearance." 

•♦Netermind.  Ifhe't  there,  bring  him  in.  I'll 
see  Mr.  Gills  directly.    Ask  him  to  wait!** 

Mr.  Perch  bowed ;  and  shutting  the  door  as  pre- 
cisely  and  carefully  as  if  he  were  not  coming  back 
.for  a  week,  went  on  his  quest  among  the  sparrows 
in  the  court  While  he  was  gone, Mr.  Carker  as- 
sumed his  fiivourite  attitude  l^re  the  fire-place, 
and  stood  looking  at  the  door;  uresentinff,  with  his 
under  lip  tucked  into  the  smile  that  showed  his 
whole  row  of  upper  teeth,  a  singularly  crouchiog 
appearance. 

The  messenger  was  not  long  in  returning,  fol. 
lowed  by  a  pair  of  heavy  boots  that  came  bumping 
along  the  passage  like  boxes.  With  the  unceremo. 
nious  words  "  Come  along  with  you  1*'— a  very  un- 
usual  form  of  introduction  from  his  lipe^Mr.  Perch 
then  ushered  into  the  presence  a  strong-built  lad  of 
fifteen,  with  a  round  red  faee,  a  round  sleek  bead, 
round  black  eyes,  round  limbs,  round  body,  who,  to 
carry  out  the  general  rotundity  of  his  appearance, 
had  a  round  liat  in  his  band,  without  a  particle  of 
brim  to.it 

Obedient  to  a  nod  from  Mr.  Carker,  Perch  had 
AU  sooner  eoofi'onted  the  visitor  with  that  gentle- 
man than  he  withdrew.  The  moment  they  were 
'la«e  to  faoe  alone,  Mr.  Carker,  without  a  word  of 
^preparation,  took  him  by  the  throat,  and  shook  him 
until  his  bead  seemed  loose  upon  his  shoulders. 

The  boy,  who  in  the  midst  of  his  astonishment 
could  not  help  staring  wildly  at  the  ^tleman  with 
so  many  white  teeth  who  was  choking  him,  and  at 
the  office  walls,  as  though  determined,  if  he  wtre 
choked,  that  his  last  look  should  be  at  the  myste- 
ries  ibr  his  intrusion  into  which  he  was  paying 
such  a  severe  penalty,  at  last  contrived  to  utter-— 
**  Oonio  Sir  1  You  let  me  alone,  will  you  !*' 
•*  Let  you  alone  !**  said  Mr.  Carker.  **  What  I  I 
have  got  you,  have  1 7'*  There  was  no  doubt  of 
that,  and  tightly  too.  **"  You  dog/*  said  Mr.  Car- 
ker, through  his  set  jaws,  **  I  *11  strangle  you  !** 

Biler  whimpered,  would  he  though  7  oh  no  he 
wouldn't-^ and  what  was  he  doinfl^of — and  why 
d^n*t  he  straojrie  somebody  of  hi^own  siie  and 
not  km:  but  Biler  was  quelled  by  the  extraordi- 
nary nature  of  his  reception,  and,  as  bis  hiewl  be- 
came  stationary,  and  he  looked  the  gentleman  in  the 
face,  or  rather  in  the  teeth,  and  saw  bim  snarling 
atrhim,  he  so  ftt  forgot  his  manhood  as  to  cry. 

*'  I  haven't  done  nothing  to  you  Sir,*'  said  Biler, 
otherwise  Rob,  otherwise  Gtinder,  and  always 
Toodle. 

•*  You  young  scoundrel  !*'  replied  Mr.  Carker, 
slowly  releasing  him,  and  moving  back  a  step  into 
hisfiivonrite  position.  ''What  -do  you  mean  by 
daring  to  oome^here  7** 

**I  didn't  mean  no  harm  6ir,V  whimpered  Rob, 
putting  one  hand  to  his  throat,  and  the  knuckles 
of  the  other  to  his  eyes.  *«  1  *11  nefM*  oome  sgain 
Sir.    I  only  wanted  work.'* 

**  Work,  young  Cain  that  yon  are !"  repeated  Mr. 
Carker,  eyeing  him  narrowly.  **An*t  you  the 
idlest  vagabond  in  London  7" 

The  impeachment,  white  it  much  afieoted  Mr. 
Toodle  Junior,  attached  to  his  character  so  justly, 
that  he  could  not  sav  a  word  in  denial    He  stood 


ened,  seU^ooovietad,  and  remorsalul  air.  As  to  It' 
looking  at  him,  it  may  be  observed  that  he  was  III 
cinated  b^  Mr.  Carker  and  never  took  bis  roan 
eyes  off  mm  for  an  instant 

"  An't  yoo  a  thief  7«*  said  2^.  Carker,  with  h 
hands  belund  him  in  his  pockets. 

•*  No  Sir,**  pleaded  Rob. 

••  You  are  !**  said  Mr.  Carker. 

•*  I  axfi  indeed  Shr,**  whimpered  Rob.  •*  I  new 
did  such  a  thing  as  thieve  Sir,  if  yon  *!}  believe  na 
I  know  I  *ve  b^n  a  going  wrong  Sir,  ever  since 
took  to  bird-oatehing  and  walking-matdiing.  I  * 
sure  a  cove* might  think,**  said  Mr.  Toodle  Jnnic 
with  a  burst  of  penitence,  **  that  singing-biids  w; 
innocent  company,  but  nobody  knows  wriat  harm 
in  them  little  creeturs  and  what  ihey  brings  y( 
down  to.*' 

They  seemed  to  have  brought  Mm  down  to 
velveteen  jacket  and  trousers  very  mnch  the  wor 
for  wear,  a  particularly  small  red  waistcoat  like 
gorget,  on  interval  of  blue  check,  and  the  hat  b 
ibre  niefltioned. 

**  I  an*t  been  home  twenlr  times  since  them  bin 
got  their  will  of  me,**  said  Rob,  **  and  that  'a  U 
months.  How  can  I  go  home  when  everybody 
midorable  to  see  me !  I  wonder,**  said  Biler,  bin 
bering  outright,  and  smearing  his  eyes  with  fa 
coat-euff,  **  tlmt  I  havcn*t  been  and  drowndcd  m; 
self  over  and  over  again.*' 

All  of  which,  including  his  expression  of  su 
prise  at  not  having  achieved  this  last  scarce  pe 
formanoe,  the  boy  paid,  just  as  if  the  teeth  of  M 
Carker  drew  it  out  of  him,  and  he  had  no  pow< 
of  concealing  anything  with  that  battery  of  attra 
tion  in  fiiU  play. 

** You're  a  nice  young  gentleman!"  aaid  M 
Carker,  shaking  his  head  at  bim.  **  There 's  hem] 
seed  sown  ibr  you^  my  fine  fellow !" 

**  I  'm  sure  Sir,*'  returned  the  wretched  Biler,  blul 
bering  sgaiu,  and  again  having  recourse  to  his  coa 
cuff:  **  I  shouldn't  care,  sometimes,  if  it  was  grtn 
ed  too.  My  misfbrtunes  all  began  in  waggin, 
Sir ;  but  what  could  I  do,  exceptin'  wag  7" 

** Excepting  what?"  said  Mr.  Carker, 

**  Wag,  Sir.    Wogging  fi-om  schooL" 

**  Do  you  mean  pretending  to  go  there,  and  n 
going  7"  said  Mr.  Carker. - 

••Yes,  Sir,  that's  wagging,  Sir,"  returned  ll 
quondam  Grinder,  much  affected.  I  was  chivic 
through  the  streets.  Sir,  when  I  went  there,  ai 
poun&d  when  I  got  there.  So  I  wagged,  and  h: 
myself,  and  that  began  it" 

*  And  you  mean  to  tell  me,"  said  Mr.  Carke 
taking  him  by  the  throat  again,  holding  him.out 
arm's-length,  and  surveying  him  in  silence  f 
some  momenta,  *•  that  vou  want  a  place,  do  you  ? 
••  I  should  be  thanknil  to  be  tried,  Sir,"  returns 
Toodle  Junior,  fahitly. 

-  Mr.  Carker  the  manager  pushed  him  backwa 
into  a  corner — the  boy  submitting  quietly,  hard 
venturing  to  breathe,  and  never  once  removing  li 
eyes  from  his  fkce — and  rang  the  bdl, 
••  Tell  Mr.  Gills  to  come  here." 
Mr.  Perch  was  too  deferential  to  express,  surpri 
or  recognition  of  the  figyre  in  the  corner:  ai 
Uncle  W)l  appeared  immediately. 

••Mr.  Gills!"  said  Carker,  with  a  smile,  ••« 
down.  How  do  you  do  7  You  continue  to  enj< 
your  health,  I  hope  7" 

••Thank  you.  Sir,"  returned  Undo  Sol,  talui 
out  his  pockeUbook,  and  banding  over  some  not 
as  he  spoke.    ••Nothing  ails  me  in  body  but  o 
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*  Tm  are  ■»  ponetoal  and  exaet^  Mr.  Gilb,"  re- 
lied  tbe  smUing  Manager,  taking  a  paper  from 
oe  of  liis  many  drawera,  and  faking  an  ondone- 
MOt  on  it,  while  Uncle  Sol  looked  over  him,  **  aa 
be  of  your  own  chronometers.    Quite  right*' 

"The  Son  and  Heir  has  not  been  spoken,  I  find 
7  the  list,  Sir,**  said  Uncle  Sol,  with  a  slight  ad. 
ilioo  to  the  usual  tremor  in  his  voice. 

"The  Son  and  Heir  has  not  been  spoken,**  ro- 
rbhI  Carker.  **  There  seems  to  have  been  tem- 
MtooDs  weather,  Mr.  6ills»  and  she  has  probably 
MB  driven  out  of  her  course.** 

"She  b  safe,  I  trust  in  Heaven  !**  said  old  Sol. 

*She  is  safe,  I  trust  in  Heaven  !**  aeaented  Mr. 
Oilier  in  that  voiceless  manner  of  his:  whioh 
nde  the  observant  young  Toodle  tremble  again. 
Mr.  Gills,**  he  added  aloud,  throwing  himself 
■ek  io  bis  chair,  **  you  must  miss  your  nephew 

BVBUCh?'* 

uade  Sol,  standing  by  him,  shook  his  head  and 
etved  a  deep  sigh. 

"Mr.  Gills,*'  said  Carker,  with  hi9  soft  hand 
kpag  round  his  mouth,  and  looking  up  into  the 
MlniiDent.make|*s  face,  **  it  would  to  company  to 
Mto  have  a  youo|r  fellow  in  your  shop  lust  now, 
•dit  would  be  obliging  mo  if  you  woula  give  one 
■M.room  for  the  present  No,  to  be  sure,**  he 
U  (jaickly,  in  anticipation  of  Mfhat  the  did  man 
lugomg  to  say,  "  there's  not  much  business  do« 
l|  tliere,  I  know ;  but  you  can  make  him  clean 
i  pUoe  out,  polish  up  the  instruments ;  drudge, 
kGilU  That *s  the  lad!*' 
8qI  Gills  pulled  down  his  spectacles  from  his 
■cktd  to  hi*  eyes,  and  looked  at  Toodle  Junior 
'ladijig  upright  in  tlie  corner :  his  head  present 
If  the  sppearance  (which  it  always  did)  of  having 
tia newly  drawn  out  of  a  bucket  of  oold  water; 
p  small  waistcoat  rising  and  falling  quickly  in 
bplay  of  his  emotions;  and  his  eyes  intently 
pdott  Mr.  Carker,  without  the  least  reference  to 

■  proposed  master. 

"Will  you  give  him  house-room,  Mr.  QiUs  ?** 
lid  the  Manager. 

OU  Sol,  without  being  quite  enthusiastic  on  the 
rigeei,  replied  that  be  was  glad  of  any  opportunity, 
never  slight,  to  oblige  Mr.  Carker,  whose  wish 
>  rack  a  point  wa^  a  command :  and  that  the 
IWen  Midshipman  would  consider  himself  happy 
^Mnve  in  tak  berth  any  visitor  of  Mr.  Carker's 

,lir.  uurker  bured  himself  to  the  tops  and  bot-' 
■•  of  his  gums :  maxing  the  watchful  Toodle 
Nor  t(emb&  more  and  more :  and  acknowledged 
hUoitrument>maker*s  politeness  in  bis  most  af- 
■•manner. 

.*I11  dtspooe  of  him. so,  then,  Mr.  GilU,**  he 
Peered,  risiag,  and  shaking  the  old  man  by  the 
lid,  *  until  I  make  up  my  mind  what  to  do  with 
Mii  and  what  be  deserves.    As  I  consider  myself 

risiUa  for  him,  Mr.  Gilb,'*  here  be  emiled  a 
smile  at  Bob,  who  shook  before  it :  «'  I  shall 
•(lad  if  yoa'U  look  sharply  afler  him,  and  report 
u  behaviour  to  mew    I  *ll  ask  a  questioa  or  two  of 

■  pare&ts  aa  I  ride  home  this  aAemoon-^respect 
p  people -*to  confirm  some  particulars  in  his 
•a  account  of  himself,*  and  that  done,  Mr.  Gills, 
«  aead  him  round  to  you  te»morrow  morning, 
tiodb'yer 

ffis  smile  at  parting  was  so  full  of  teeth,  that  it 
Pjiaad  M  M,  and  made  him  varuely  uncom- 
yNMfe  Be  vest  bome^  thinking  of  ra^ng  seaa, 
"^  atnpft .drowning  men,  an  ancient  bottle 


'Now,  boy !"  mid  Mr.  Carker,  puftipg  his  btod 
on  young  Toodle's  shoulder,  and  bringing  him  out 
into  the  middle  of  dib  room.  **  You  have  hMird  me  ?*' 

Rob  said  ••  Yes,  Su-.'* 

**  Perhaps  you  understand,"  pnrsued  hie  patron,. 
••  that  if  you  ever  deceive  or  play  tricks  with  me, 
you  had  better  have  drov^ed  vourseU^dndeiHi,  onee 
for  all,  befiwe  you  came  here  r' 

There  was  nothing  in  any  branch  of  mental  ae- 

Suisition  that  Rob  seemed  to  understand  better 
han  that. 

"« If  you  have  lied  to  me,*'  said  Mr.  Carker,  *«in 
anything,  never  come  in  my  way  again.  If  not, 
you  may  let  me  find  you  waiting  for  me  some- 
where near  your  mother's  house  this  afternoen.  I 
shall  leave  this  at  five  o'clock,  and  ride  there  on 
horseback.    Now,  give  roe  the  address." 

Rob  repeated  it  slowly,  as  Mr.  Carker  wrote  it 
down.  Rob  even  spelt  it  over  a  second  time,  letter 
by  letter,  as  if  he  thought  that  the  omission  of  a 
dot  or  scratch  would  lead  to  his  destruetion.  Mr. 
Carker  then  handed  him  out  of  the  room :  and 
Rob,  keeping  his  round  eyes  fixed  upon  his  patron 
to  the  lost,  vanished  for  the  time  being. 

Mr.  Carker  thd  Manager  dad  a  great  deal  of 
business  in  the  course  of  the  day,  and  bestowed  his 
teotfa  upon  a  great  many  people.  In  the  office,  in 
the  court,  in  the  atrwt,  and  on  "Change,  they 
glistened  and  bristled  to  a  terrible  extent  Five 
o'clock  arriving,  and  with  it  Mr.  Carker's  bay 
horse,  tbe^  got  on  horseback,  and  went  gteaning 
up  Cheapeide. 

As  no  one  can  easily  Hde  ikst,  even  if  inclined  to 
do  so,  through  the  press  and  throng  of  the  city  at ' 
that  hour,  and  as  Mr.  Carker  was  not  inclined,  he 
went  leisurely  along,  picking  bis  way  among  the 
carts  amf  carriages,  avoiding  whenever  he  oould 
the  wetter  and  more  dirty  places  in  the  ovor- 
watered  road,  and  takine  infinite  pains  to  keep 
himself  and  his  steed  dean.  Glandng  at  the 
passers-by  while  he  was  thus  ambling  on  his  wa-jr, 
be  suddenly  encountered  the  round  eyes  of  the 
sleek-headed  Rob  intently  fixed  upon  his  fikce  as  tf 
they  hijid  never  been  taken  off,  while  the  boy'  him- 
self, with  a  pockethandkerehief  twisted  up  like  a 
speckled  eel  and  girded  round  his  waist,  made  a 
very  conspicuous  demonstration  of  being  prepared 
to  attend  upon  him,  at  whatever  paoe  he  might 
think  proper  to  go. 

This  attention,  however  flattering,  beinp  on©  of 
an  unusual  kind,  and  attraoting  some  liotioe  fimn 
the  Other  passengers,  Mr.  Carker  took  advantage 
of  a  clearer  thorooghikre  and  a  cleaner  road,  and 
broke  into  a  ttot  Rob  immediately  did  the  same. 
Mr.  Carker  presently  tried  a  canter;  Rob  was  still 
in  attendance.  Then  a  irhort  gallop ;  it  was  all  one 
to  the  boy.  Whenever  Mr.  Carker  turned  his  ejree : 
to  that  side  of  the  road,  he  still  saw, Toodle  Junk>r 
holding  his  course,  apparently  without  distress,  and 
working  himself  along  by  the  elbows  after  the  most 
approved  manner  of  profbssiond  gentlemen  who  get 
over  the  ground  for  wagers. 

Ridieidoos  as  this  attendance  was,  it  was  a  sign 
of  an  inflaence  estaUisbed  ovor  the  boy,  and  there^ 
fore  Mr.  Carker,  afiTecting  not  to  notice  it,  rode  > 
away  into  the  neighbourhood  of  Mr.  Toodle's  house. 
On  his  slackening  his  pace  here,  Rob  appeared  be- 
ibre  him  to  point  out  the  turnings;  and  when  he 
caJkd  to  a  man  at  a  neighbouring  gateway  to  bold 
his  horse,  pending  his  visit  to  the  ^uikKngs  that 
had  succeeded  Stiqgfga'fl  Gardens,  Rob  dutlfliUy  held 
the  stirrup,  while  the  Manager  dismounted. 
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^«l  won.  was  eridentfy  nervous  of  visit- 

^rental  abode ;  bat  Mr.  Carker  piuhin^ 

4iefore,  he  had  nothingr  for  it  but  to  open 

Jht  door,  and  suffer  himself  to  be  walked  into 
dtt  of  his  brothers  atod  sisters,  mastered  in 
^verwhelmingf  ibnse  ronnd  the  family  tea-table.  At 
sifht  of  the  prodifpal  in  the  gfrasp  of  a  strang^er, 
these  tender  relations  nnited  in  a  generaLhowl, 
which  smote  npon  the  prodigal's  breast  so  snarply 
when  he  saw  his  mother  sUnd  np  among  tham, 
pale  and  trembling  with  the  baby  in  her  arms,'that 
he  lent  his  own  voice  to  the  choms. 

Notfaine  docfbting  now  that  the  stranfer,  if  not 
Mr.  Ketcn  in  person,  was  one  of  that  company, 
the  whole  of  the  young  family  wailed  the  loader, 
Mdule  its  more  infantine  members,  onablc  to  control 
the  transports  of  emotion  appertaining  to  their  time 
of  lifb,  threw  themselves  on  their  baekt,iike  young 
birds  when  terrified  by  a  hawk,  and  kicked  vio- 
lently. At  lengthy  poor  Polly  making  herself  au- 
dible, said,  with  quivering  lips, "  Oh  Rob,  my  poor 
boy,  what  have  yon  done  at  last  !** 

**  Nothing  mother,**  cried  Rob,  in  a  piteous  voice, 
•'askthegendemanl** 

«•  DonH  be  alarmed,**  said  Mr.  Carker,  ««I  want 
to  do  him  good.** 

At  this  announcement,  Polly,  who  hsil  not  cried 
yet,  began  to  do  so.  The  dder  Toodles,  who  afv 
peared  to  have  been  meditating  a  resene,  unclenched 
their  fists.  The  younger  T<M)dles  clustered  round 
their  mother*8  gown,  and  peeped  from  under  their 
own  chubby  arms  at  their  desperado  brother  and 
bis  unknown  friend.  ESverybody  blessed  the  gentle- 
man with  the  beautifld  teeth,  who  wanted  to  do 
good. 

•«  This  fellow,**  said  Mr.  Carker  to  Polly,  nving 
hUn  a  gentle  shake,  **  is  your  son,  eh  Ma*am  ?** 

**  Yes  8ir,**  sobbed  Polly,  with  a  onrtsey ;  •'yes 
Sir.** 

••A  bad  son,  I  am  afraid  7**  said  Mr:  Carker. 

••Never  a  bad  aon  to  me  Sir,'*  returned  PoUy. 

••  To  whom  then  7**  demanded  Mr.  Carker. 

•*He  has  been  a  little  irild  Sir,**  replied  Polly, 
checkih^  the  baby,  who  was  making  convulsive 
effiots  with  his  araii  and  legs  to  laun<m  himself  on 
Biler,  through  the  ambient  air,  *•  and  has  gone  with 
wrong  companions ;  but  I  hope  he-  has  seen  the 
misery  of  that  Sir,  and  will  do  well  agahi.** 

Mr.  Carker  looked  at  Polly,  and  the  clean  room, 
and  the  elc^  cbildf«n,  and  the  sihiple  Toodle  fiuse, 
cenhined  ^  ftlher  and  mother,  that  wai  rsfleoted 
and  repeated  efcrvwhere  about  him :  ahd  seeimed 
to  have  achieved  the  real  purpose  of  his  visit 

•Your  hnsband,  I  take  it,  is  not  at  home?**  be 


••No  Sir,**  replied  PoUy.  ••He *s  down  the  lino  at 
piesent** 

The  prodiga^  Rob  seemed  very  much  relieved  to 
hear  it:  though,  still  in  liisf  absorption  of  all  his 
fheuUies  in  his  patron,  he  hardly  took  his  eyes  from 
Bir.  Carker*s  face,  unless  for  a  moment  at  a  time  to 
steal  a  sorrowful  glance  at  his  mother. 

••Then,*'  said  Mr.  Carker, «I*U  tell  yon  how  I 
have  stumblod  on  this  boy  of  yours,  and  wim  I  am, 
and  what  I  am  going  to  do  for  him.** 

This  Mr.  Cariier  did,  in  hu  own  way :  saying 
that  he  at  first  intended  to  have  aeeumnhiied  name' 
less  twrors  on  his  presomptnous  head,  fiif  eonriing 
to  the  whereabout  of  Dombey  and  Son.  That  he 
had  relenied,  in  consideration  of  his  youth^his  pro- 
fessed  contrition,  and  his  friends.  That  he  was 
afraid  he  took  a  rash  step  in  doing  anything  for  the 


of  the  prudent;  hot  that  he  i(d  it  of  himself  an 
&r  himself^  and  risked  the  consequences  singi 
banded ;  and  that  his  mother*8  past  connecdon  wii 
Mr.  I>ombey*s  family  had  nothing  to  do  with  i 
and  that  Mr.  Dombey  had  nothing  to  do  with  I 
but  (hat  he,  Mr.  Carker,  was  the  be-^ll,  and  the  en 
all  <^  this  business.  Taking  great  credit'  to  hii 
self  for  his  goodness,  and  receiving  no  less  fro 
all  the  fkmily  then  present,  Mr.  Carker  sign) fie 
indirectly  but  still  pretty  plainly,  that  Rob*8  ii 
plieit  fidelity,  attachment,  and  devotion,  were  f 
evermore  bis  ducj  and  the  least  homage  he  coa 
receive.  And  with  this  great  truth  Rob  himse 
wds  so  impressed,  that,  standing  gating  on  I 
patron  Witn  tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks,  1 
nodded  his  shiny  head  until  it  seemed  almost  i 
loose  as  it  had  done  under  the  same  patron*8  liaai 
that  morning. 

Polly,  who  had  passed  Heaven  knows  how  mai 
sleepless  nights  on  acoount  of  this  her  dissipati 
firstborn,  and  had  not  seen  him  fi>r  weeks  ai 
weeks,  hould  have  almost  kneeled  to  Mr.  C^k 
the  Manager,  as  to  a  Good  Spirit— in  spite  of  fc 
teeth.  But  Mr.  Carker  rising  to /apart,  she  on 
thanked  him  with  her  mowhers  prayers  and  blea 
inp ;  thanks  so  rf  eh  when  paid  out  of  the  Heart 
mint,  especiallv  for  any  service  Mr.  Carker  hi 
rendered,  that  he  might  have  g^Ven  back  a  lar( 
amount  of  change,  and  yet  been  overpaid. 

As  that  gentleman  made  his  way  among  tl 
crowding  ehttdren  to  the  door,  Rob  retreated  on  b 
mother,  and  took  her  add  the  baby  in  the  same  i 
pentnnt  hug. 

••I*n  try  hard,  dear  mother,  now.  Upon  n 
soul  I  wiU***  said  Rob. 

••  Oh  do,  my  dear  boy!  I  am  sure  yon  will  i 
our  sakes  and  your  own  !**  cried  PoUv,  kissing  hh 
••  But  you  *re  coming  back  to  speaK  to  me,  wb< 
you  have  seen  the  gentleman  away  7** 

••I  don't  know,  mother.**  Rob  hesitated  ai 
looked  down.  ••Father — ^when  *b  he  coming  home' 

••  Not  till  two  o*elook  to-morrow  morning.** 

••  I  *11  come  back,  mother  dear  !**  cried  Keh,  Ai 
passing  through  the  shrill  cry  of  his  brothers  it 
sisters  in  reception  of  this  promise,  he  followed  M 
Carker  out 

••  What  !**  iaid  Mr.  Carker,  who  had  heard  thi 
••  You  have  a  bad  ftther,  have  you  7** 

••No Sfar!** returned  Bob, amazed.  '•Tberean 
a  better  nor  a  kinder  father  goinjg,  than  mine  Is." 

••  Why  dott*t  yon  want  to  see  hui  then  V*  inqoin 
his  patron. 

••There 's  such  a  difl^renoe  between  a  ftther  a 
a  mother  Sir,**  said  Rob,  after  Altering  for  a  m 
ment  ••  He  couldnH  hardly  believe  yet  that  I  «i 
goihg  to  do  better«»4hottgh  I  know  he  *d  tsy  to- 
but  a  mother--- sAs  always  belietns  wfaat*B  goo 
Sir;  at  least  I  know  my  mcthar  does,  God  Ufl 
her!- 

Mr.  CBrker*s  mouth  expanded,  but  ho  said  I 
more  until  he  was  moonted  on  his  horse,  and  hi 
disroisnsd  the  man  who  held  it,  when,  looking  dot 
from  the  saddte  steadily  into  the  attentive  ai 
watchfiil'face  of  the  boy,  he  said : 

••  You  11  come  to  me  to-morrow  morning,  aa 
yott  shall  be  shown  where  that  old  gentleman  livai 
that  old  gentleman  who  was  with  me  this  momiul 
where  you  are  going,  as  you  heard  me  say.** 

••  Yes  Sir,**  returned  Rob. 


••  I  have  a  great  interest  in  that  old  nnd 
and  in  serving  him,  you  serve  me,  boy,  06  too  m 
demtand  7    Well,**  he  added,  interrupting  mn^  % 
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Out:  "I  K6  ]f<ni  do.  I  wsnt  to  know  eR  abovt 
tlifttoM  (^Qtleman,  and  how  he  soeu  on  from  day 
todtj— for  I  am  anzioas  to  be  of  tervice  to  bira — 
udapeeiaUy  who  comes  there  to  see  him.  J>o 
foaondentand?*' 

Kob  nodded  hia  atedfast  face,  and  said,  **  Yes 
Sa,"tnin. 

"IsQoold  like  to  know  that  he  has  friends  who 
tie  tttentive  to  him,  and  that  they  don*t  desert  him 
-fitf  he  lives  verv  much  alone  now,  poor  fellow ; 
Hit  thit  they  are  iond  of  him,  and  of  his  nephew 
rfw  hts  gone  abroad.  There  is  a  very  young  lady 
rbo  may  perhaps  come  to  see  him.  I  want  par- 
icnlarly  to  know  all  about  Aer.»' 

•111  take  care  Sir,"  said  the  boy. 

"AjhI  take  care,**  returned  his  patron,  bending 
mrd  to  advance  bis  grinning  face  closer  to  the 
^t,  and  pat  him  on  the  shoulder  with  the  handle 
(iat  vpbip ;  "  take  care  you  talk  about  affairs  of 
nae  to  nobody  but  me.'* 

"To  nobody  in  the  world,  Sir,"  repKed  Bob, 
Uda;  bis  head. 

•Neither  there,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  pointing  to  the 
kce  they  had  just  lefl,  "  nor  anywhere  else.  I  'II 
7  W  true  and  grateftil  vou  can  be.  I  '11  prove 
oq!"  Making  Uiis,  by  bis  display  of  teeth  and 
f  the  action  at  his  head,  as  much  a  threat  as  a 
Miite,  he  turned  iVom  Bob's  eyes,  which  were 
liled  upon  him  as  if  he  had  won  the  boy  by  a 
bum,  body  and  soul,  and  rode  away.  But  again 
KKnipg  conscious,  aflcr  trotting  a  short  distance, 
jit  hb  devoted  henchman,  girt  as  before,  was 
KUing  him  the  same  attendance,  to  tlic  great 
BOKroent  of  sundry  spectators,  he  reined  up  and 
'dcred  him  off.  To  msurc  his  obedience,  he  turned 
i  ti»  laddle  and  watched  him  as  he  retired.  It 
n  eurioos  to  see  that  even  then  Rob  could  not 
N^  fm  eyes  wholly  averted  from  his  p^tron^s 
tt,bot,  constantly  tumin^^  and  turning  again  to 
^  tfler  him,  involved  himself  in  a  tempest  of 
■Sitings  and  Jostlings  from  the  other  passengers 
'the street:  of  which,  in  the  pursuit  of  the  one 
iJUDoaot  idea,  he  was^perfectly  heedless. 
Vr.  Carker  the  Manager  rode  on  at  a  foot  pace, 
^  Ifae  easy  air  of  one  who  had  performed  all  the 
■Aiets  of  the  day  in  a  satisfactory  manner,  and 
|t  it  eomibrtably  off  his  mind.  Complacent  and 
w  as  man  could  be,  Mr.  Carker  picked  his 
1^  slong  the  streets  and  bummed  a  soft  tune 
>he  went.     He  seemed  to  purr :  ho  was  so 

iad  in  some  sort,  Mr.  Carker,  in  his  fancy, 
M  upon  a  hearth  too.  Coiled  up  snugly  at 
BUi  feet,  he  was  ready  for  a  spring,  or  mr  a 
AffSr  for  a  scratch,  or  for  a  velvet  touch,  as  the 
ifeior  took  him  and  occasion  served.  Was  there 
^Urd  in  a  cage,  that  came  in  for  a  shore  of  his 
Ms? 

^^wy  Toung  lady !"  thought  Mr.  Carker  the 
W^g^f  nirough  his  song.  **Aye  i  when  I  saw 
E  nt,  she  was  a  little  child.  With  dark  eyes 
plair,  I  recollect,  and  a  good  face ;  a  very  good 
^!  I  dare  say  she 's  pretty." 
we  af&Lble  and  pleasant  yet,  and  humming  his 
K  until  his  many  teeth  vibrated  to  it,  Mr.  Carker 
End  his  way  along,  and  turned  at  last  into  the 
•^  street  where  Mr.  Dombcv's  house  stood.  He 
■dleea  so  busy,  winding  webs  round  good  faces, 
id  obscoring  them  with  meshes,  that  he  hardly 
0^1^  of  hemg  at  this  point  of  his  ride,  until, 
MttDg^own  tEe  cold  perspective  of  tall  houses, 
[  veined  in  his  horse  quickly  within  a  few  yards 


in  bis  hslrsd  q«iokly,  and  what  he  looked  &t  id  n 
small  surprise,  a  few  digressive  words  are  neoes- 
•ary. 

Mr.  Toots,  emancipated  from  the  Blimber  thraU 
dom  and  coming  into  the  possession  of  a  oertaSn 
portion  of  his  worldly  wealth,  "■  which,"  as  he  bad 
been  wont,  during  his  la^t  half-year's  probation,  to 
communicate  to  Mr.  Feeder  every  evening  as  a 
new  discovery,  "the  executors  couldn't  keep  him 
out  of^"  ha^d  applied  himself,  with  great  diligence, 
to  the  science  of  Life  Fired  with  a  noble  emula- 
tion  to  pursue  a  brilliant  and  distinguished  career, 
Mr.  Toots  had  furnished  a  choice  set  of  apart- 
ments; had  established  among  them  a  sporting, 
bower,  embellished  with  the  portraits  of  winning 
horses,  in  which  he  took  no  particle  of  interest ; 
and  a  divan,  which  made  him  poorlv.  In  this  do- 
licioQs  abode,  Mr.  Toots  devoted  nimeelf  to  the 
cultivation  of  those  gentle^  arts  which  refine  and 
humanise  existence,  his  chief  instructor  in  which 
was  an  interesting  character  called  the  Game 
Chicken,  who  was  always  to  be  heard  of  at  the  bar 
of  the  Black  Badger,  wore  a  eliaggy  white  great- 
coat  in  the  warmest  weather,  and  knocked  Mr. 
Toots  about  the  head  three  times  a  week,  for  the 
smiiU  consideration  of  ten  and  six  per  visit. 

The  Game  Chicken,  who  was  quite  the  Apollo 
of  Mr.  Toots's  Pantheon,  had  introduced  to  him  a 
marker  who  taught  billiards,  a  Life  Guard  who 
taught  fencing,  a  job-master  who  taught  ridmg,  a 
Cornish  gentleman  who  was  up  to  anything  in  the 
atliletic  hne,  and  two  or  three  other  friends  con. 
nected  no  less  intimately  with  the  fine  arts.  Under 
whose  auspices  Mr.  Toots  could  hardly  fail  to  im- 
prove apace,  and  under  whose  tuition  he  went  to  ^ 
work. 

But  however  it  came  about,  it  eame  to  pass,  even 
while  these  gentlemen  had  the  gloss  of  novelty  upoa 
them,  that  Mr.  Toots  felt,  he  didn't  know  how,  un. 
settled  and  uneasy.  There  were  husks  in  hu  eom, 
that  even  Game  Chickens  couldn't  peek  up; 
gloomy  giants  in  his  leisure,  that  even  Game 
Chickens  couldn't  knock  down.  Nothing  seemed 
to  do  Mr.  Toots  so  much  good  as  incessantly  leav- 
ing  cords  at  Mr.  Dombey's  door.  No  tax-gatherer 
in  the  British  dominions—that  widespread  terri- 
tory on  which  the  san  never  sets,  and  where  the 
tax-gatherer  never  ffoes  to  bed*»was  more  tegular 
and  persevering  in  nis  calls  than  Mr.  Toots. 

Mr.  Toots  never  i^ent  np-stairs ;  and  always  per* 
formed  the  some  ceremonies,  richly  dressed  fix  the 
purpose,  at  the  hall  door. 

«<  Oh !  Good  morning :"  would  be  Mr.  TooU's 
first  remark  to  the  servant  **  For  Mr.  Dombey," 
i^ould  be  Mr*  Toots's  next  remark,  as  he  handed 
in  a  card.  **  For  Miss  Dombey,"  would  be  his 
next,  as  he  handed  in  another.' 

Mr.  Toots  would  then  turn  round  as  if  to  go 
away ;  hut  the  man  knew  him  by  this  time,  and 
knew  he  woiddn't 

**  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,"  Mr.  Toots  would  say, 
as  if  a  thought  had  suddenly  descended  on  him. 
**  Is  the  yonng  woman  at  home  7" 

The  man  would  rather  think  she  was,  but 
wouldn't  quite  know.  Then  he  would  ring  a  bell 
that  rang  up-stairs,  and  would  look  up  the  stair* 
cose,  and  would  say,  yes  she  was  at 'home,  and  was 
coming  down.  Then  Miss  Nipper  would  appear, 
and  tl]^  man  would  retire. 

"Oh!  How  do  do 7"  Mr.  Toots  would  say,  with 
a  chuckle  and  a  blush. 

Susan  would  thank  him,  and  say  she  was  very 
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0  j^enes  ^oing  on?**  woald  |m  Mr. 

A  interrogation. 

>il,  indeed.    Miss  Florence  was  fonder 

Jt  of  him  evev^  day.    Mr.  Tooa  was  sure 

ihis  with  a  burst  of  chackles,  like  tho  open- 

.('  a  bottle  of  some  efierf  escent  beverage. 

'Miss  Florence  is  qnite  well,  Sir,*'  Sasan  would 
^dd. 

"Oh,  it's  of  no  consequence,  thank  •ee,'*  was  the 
invariable  reply  of  Mr.  Toots ;  and  when  he  had 
said  BO,  he  always  went  away  very  fkst 

Now  it  is  certain  that  Mr.  Toots  had  a  filmy 
something  in  his  mind,  which  led  him  to  conclude 
that  if  he  could  aspire  sucocssfully,  in  the  fulness 
of  time,  to  the  hand  of  Florence,  he  would  be  for- 
tunate  and  blost.  It  is  certain  that  Mr.  Toots,  by 
some  remote  and  roundabout  road,  had  got  to  that 
point,  and  that  there  he  made  a  stand.  His  heart 
was  wounded;  he  was  touched;  he  was  in  love. 
He  had  made  a  desperate  attempt,  one  night,  and 
had  sat  up  all  night  for  the  purpose,  to  write  an 
acrostic  on  Florence,  which  anecttd  him  to  tears  in 
the  conception.  But  he  never  proceeded  in  the  exe- 
cution further  than  the  words  *♦  For  when  I  ffaze," 
—  the  flow  of  imagination  in  which  he  had  pre- 
vioasly  written  down  the  initial  letters  of  the  other 
seven  lines,  deserting  him  ut  that  point. 

Beyond  devising  tliat  very  artful  and  politic  mea- 
sure  of  leavuiff  a  card  ibr  Mr.  Dombey  daily,  the 
brain  of  Mr.  Toots  had  not  worked  much  in  refer- 
eoce  to  the  subject  that  hold  his  feelings  prisoner. 
But  deep  consideration  at  length  assured  Mr.  Toots 
that  an  important  stop  to  gain,  was,  tile  conciliation 
of  Miss  Susfin  Nipper,  preparatory  to  giving  her 
some  inkling  of  his  state  of  mind. 

A  little  liffht  aod  pUyfal  gaUaatry  towards  thSs 
lady  seemed  the  means  to  employ  in  that  early 
chapter  of  the  history,  for  winning  her  to  his  in. 
terests.  Not  being  able  quite  to  make  up  his  mind 
aboat  it,  he  consulted  the  Chicken — without  taking 
that  gentleman  into  his  confidence ;  merely  inform- 
ing him  that  a  friend  in  Yorkshire  had  written  to 
him  (Mr.  Toots)  for  his  opinit>n  on  such  a  question. 
The  Chicken  reply  ine  that  his  opinion  always  was, 
«*  Gro  in  and  win,'*  and,  farther,  **  When  your  man 's 
before  yon,  and  your  work  cut  oat,  go  in  and  do  it," 
Mr.  Toots  considered  this  a  figurative  way  of  sup. 
porting  his  own  view  of  the  case,  and  heroioally  re- 
flohred  to  kiss  Miss  Nipper  next  day. 

Upon  the  next  day,  therefore,  Mr.  Toots,  putting 
into  requisition  some  of  the  greatest  marvels  that 
Bnrpess  and  Co.  had  ever  turned  out,  went  off  to 
Mr.  l>ombey*8  upon  this  design.  But  his  heart 
failed  him  so  much  as  he  approached  the  scene  of 
action,  that,  although  he  arrived  on  the  ground  at 
three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  it  was  six  before  he 
knocked  at  the  door. 

Everything  happened  as  usual,  down  to  the  point 
when  Su&n  said  her  young  mistress  was  well,  and 
Mr.  Toots  said  it  was  of  no  consequence.  To  her 
amaxemenf,  Mr.  Toots,  instead  of  goinff  off,  like  a 
rocket,  after  that,  observation,  lingered  and  chac- 
kled. 

"Perhaps  you*d  like  to  walk  up  stairs.  Sir?" 
said  Susan. 

-Well,  I  think  I  will  come  in »"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

But  instead  of  viralking  up  stairs,  the  bold  Toots 
made  an  awkward  plunge  at  Susan  when  tlie  door 
was  shot,  and  embracing  that  fair  creature,  kissed 
''sr  on  the  cheek. 


**  Go  along  With  ybd !"  cried  Susan* «  or  1 11  teal 
yonr  eyes  out** 

••  Jusft  another !"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

"Go  along  with  you^."  exclaimed  Susan,  giving 
him  a  push.  ^  Innocents  like  you,  too !  Who  'I 
be^Q  next !    Go  along,  Sir !" 

Susan  was  not  in  any  serious  strait,  for  she  could 
hardly  speak  for  laughing ;  but  Diogenes,  on  the 
staircase,  hearing  a  rustling  against  the  wall,  and 
a  shuffling  of  feet,  and  seeing  through  the  banuis. 
ters  that  there  was  some  contention  going  on,  and 
fi)reign  invasion  in  the  house,  formed  a  differenl 
opinion,  dashed  down  to  the  rescue,  and  in  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  had  Mr.  Toots  by  the  le^. 

Susan  screamed,  laughed,  opened  the  etreet^oor, 
and  ran  down  stairs ;  the  bold  Toota  tumbled  stag, 
gering  out  into  the  street,  with  Diogenes  holding 
on  to  one  leg  of  his  pantaloons,  as  if  Burgess  and 
Co.  were  his  cooks,  and  had  provided  that  dainty 
morsel  for  his  holiday  entertainment;  Diogenea 
shaken  off,  rolled  over  and  over  in  the  dust,  got  up 
again,  whirled  round  the  giddy  Toots  and  snapped 
at  him;  and  all  this  turmoil,  Mr.Carkcr,  reining 
up  his  horse  and  sitting  at  a  little  distance,  saw,  to 
his  amaacraent,  issue  from  the  stately  house  of  Mr. 
Dombey. 

Mr.  Carker  remained  watchin?  the  discomfited 
Toots,  when  Diogenes  was  called  in,  and  the  door 
shutf  and  while  that  gentleman,  taking  refuge  ia 
a  doorway  near  at  hand,  bound  up  the  torn  leg  of 
his  pantatoons  with  a  costly  silk  handkerchief  that 
had  formed  part  of  his  expensive  outfit  for  the  ad- 
venture. 

**'  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Oarker,  riding 
up,  with  his  most  propitiatory  smile.  **  I  hope  yoa 
are  not  hurt  ?" 

**Oh,  no,  thank  you,"  replied  Mr.  Toots,  raising 
his  flushed  face,  **■  it 's  of  no  consequence."  Mr. 
Toots  would  have  signified,  if  he  could,  that  he 
liked  it  very  much. 

"  If  the  dog*s  teeth  have  entered  the  leg,  Sir—** 
began  Carker,  with  a  display  of  his  own. 

"•  No,  thank  you,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  •^  it  *s  all  quite 
right.    It  *8  very  comfortable,  thank  you." 

**  I  have  the  pleasure  of  knowing  Mr.  Dombey,'* 
observed  Carker. 

**  Have  you  though  ?"  rejoined  the  blushing  Toots. 

**And  you  will  allow  me,  perhaps,  to  apologise,  in 
his  abssncc,'*  said  Mr.  Carker,  taking  off  his  bat, 
**fbr  such  a  misadventure,  and  to  wonder  how  it 
can  possibly  have  happened." 

Mr.  Toots  is  so  much  gratified  by  this  politeness, 
and  the  lucky  chance  of  making  friends  with  a 
friend  of  Mr.  Dombey,  that  he  pulls  out  his  card, 
case,  which  he  never  loses  an  opportunity  of  nsing^ 
and  hands  his  name  and  address  to  Mr.  Carker : 
who  responds  to  that  courtesy  by  giving  him  his 
own,  and  with  that  they  .part  .    . 

As  Mr.  Carker  picks  his  way  so  sofUy  past  ihm 
house,  glancing  up  at  tho  windows,  and  trying  to 
make  out  the  pensive  face  behind  Uie  curtain  look, 
tng  at  the  children  opposite,  the  rough  head  of  Dio* 
genes  comes  clambering  up  close  by  it,  and  tlie  dag, 
regardless  of  all  soothmg,  barks  and  growls,  and 
makes  at  him  fVom  that  height,  as  if  he  woold 
spring  down  and  tear  him  limb  from  limb. 

Well  spoken,  Di,  so  near  your  mistress  1  Another, 
and  another  with  your  head  up,  your  eyes  flashing, 
and  your  vexed  mouth  worrying  itself,  for  want  of 
him  !  Another,  as  he  picks  his  way  along !  Yott 
have  a  good  scent,  Di,^cats,  boy,  cats ! 
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CHAPTER  XXIIL 


"•LORENCK  SOLITARY,  AND  THE  MIDSHIPMAN  MYSTERIOUS. 


FiittEiici  lived  alone  In  the  great  dreary  house, 
iBd  day  raeeeeded  day,  and  stul  she  lived  alone ; 
ad  the  blank  walls  looked  down  opon  her  with  a 
fieint  Blare,  as  if  they  had  a  Gorgtm-Iike  mind  to 
ikre  her  yooth  and  beauty  into  stone. 

No  magic  dwellin^.place  in  mogio  story,  shut  up 
m  the  heart  of  a  thick  wood,  was  ever  more  solitary 
ud  deserted  to  the  fiiocy,  than  was  her  ikther*s 
Busion  in  iUTgnm  reality,  as  it  stood  lowering  on 
fe street:  always  by  night,  when  lights  were  shin- 
»f  (hnn  neighoouring  windows,  a  blot  upon  its 
entf  brightness ;  always  by  day,  a  fh)wn  upon 
liiiever.4miKng  ftce. 

There  were  not  two  dragon  sentries  keeping 
nri  before  the  gate  of  this  abode,  as  in  magic 
Ejend  are  usually  ibund'^on  duty  over  Ae  wronged 
DDoeeoee  imprisoned;  but  besides  a  glowering 
■tge,  with  its  thin  lips  parted  wickedly,  that  sur- 
*jA  all  comers,  from  above  the  archway  of  the 
nr,  there  was  a  monstrous  fantasy  of  rusty  iron 
kfaig  and  twisting  like  a  petrifaction  of  an  arbour 
■irthe  threshold,  budding  in  spikes  and  corkscrew 
<Bt>,  and  bearing,  one  on  either  side,  two  ominous 
rfajnishers,  that  seemed  to  say,  •*  Who  enter 
oe,  leave  Kght  behind  !**  There  were  no  talis- 
^ic  characters  engraven  on  the  portal,  but  the 
Biis  was  now  m  neglected  in  appearance,  that 
■91  chalked  the  railings  and  the  pavement — ^par- 
ndarly  round  the  corner  where  the  side  wdl  was 
nad  drew  ghosts  on  the  stable  door ;  and  being 
iMiBies  driven  off  by  Mr.  Towlinson,  made  por. 
^  of  him,  in  return,  with  his  ears  growing  out 
■iiMitaUy  fiom  under  his  hat  Noise  ceased  to 
^whhjn  the  shadow  of  the  roofi  The  brass  band 
^came  into  the  8|reet  once  a  vreek,  in  the  morn- 
fc  never  brayed  a  noto  in  at  those  windows ;  but 
isaeh  company,  down  to  a  poor  little  piping  or- 
*  of  weak  intellect,  with  an  imbecile  party  of 
liBatan  dancers,  waltzing  in  and  out  at  folding. 

ti,  feO  off  from  it  with  one  accord,  and  shunned 
a  hopeless  place. 
Phe  spell  upon  it  was  more  vrasting  than  the 
li  diat  used  to  set  enchanted  houses  sleeping 
^  «pon  a  time,  but  left  their  waking  freshness 
iipaired.  The  passive  desolation  of  disuse  was 
Inhere  silently  manifest  about  it  Within 
M  eiBtaine,  drooping  heavily,  lost  their  old  folds 
illapea,  and  hung  like  cumbrous  palls.  Heca- 
Mbsf  fimiitnre,  still  piled  and  covered  up,  shrunk 
W  imprisoned  and  forgotten  men,  and  changed 
""  Mirrors  were  dim  as  with  the  breath 

Patterns  of  carpets  ftded  and  became 
and  faint,  like  the  memory  of  those  years* 
icideBts.  Boards,  starting  at  unwonted 
creaked  and  shook.  Keys  rusted  in  the 
sT  do^rs.  Damp  started  on  the  walls,  and  as 
came  out,  the  pictures  seemed  to  go  in 
wcrete  themselves.  Mildew  and  mould  began 
Im^  in  dosels.  Fungus  trees  grew  in  comers 
wseDars.  Dust  accumulated,  nobody  knew 
JNIBS  Bor  how;  spiders,  moths,  and  grubs  were 
pi  sf  einery  daj.  An  exploratory  black-beetle 
Iraad  then  was  found  immovable  upon  the  stairs, 
in  SB  Vfper  room,  as  wondering  how  he  got 
RR.    Bat*  bsigaB  to  squeak  and  scuffle  in  the 


night  time,  through  dark  galleries  they  mined  be* 
hind  the  panelling. 

The  dreary  magnificence  of  the  state-rooms,  seen 
imperfl;ctly  by  the  doubtful  light  admitted  through 
clpsed  shutters,  would  have  answered  well  enough 
for  an  enchanted  abode.  Such  as  the  tarnished 
paws  of  gilded  lions,  stealthily  pat  out  fVom  beneath 
their  wrappers ;  the  marble  lineaments  of  busts  on 
pedestals,  fearfblly  revealing  themselves  through 
veils ;  the  clocks  that  never  told  the  time,  or,  if 
wound  up  by  any  chance,  told  it  wrong,  and  struck 
unearthly  numbers^  which  are  not  upon  the  dial ; 
the  accidental  tinklings  among  the  pendant  lustres, 
more  startling  than  alarm-bells ;  the  sollened  sounds 
and  laggard  air  that  made  their  way  among  these 
objects,  and  a  phantom  crowd  of  others,  shrouded 
and  hooded,  and  made  spectral  of  shape.  But,  be- 
sides,  there  was  the  great  staircase,  where  the  lord 
of  the  place  so  rarely  set  his  foot,  and  by  which 
his  little  child  had  gone  up  to  Heaven.  There  were 
other  staircapes  and  passages  where  no  one  went 
for  weeks  together ;  there  were  two  closed  rooms 
associated  with  dead  members  of  the  fkmily,  and 
with  whispered  recollections  of  them ;  and  to  all 
the  house  but  Florence,  there  was  a  gentle  figure 
moving  through  the  solitude  and  gloom,  that  gave 
to  every  lifeless  thing  a  touch  of  present  human 
interest  and  wonder. 

For  Florence  Hved  hlonc  in  the  deserted  house, 
and  day  succeeded  day,  and  still  she  lived  alone,, 
and  the  coM  walls  looked  down  upon  her  with  a 
vacant  stare,  as  if  they  had  a  Gorgon-like  mind  to- 
stare  her  youth  and  beauty  into  stone. 

The  grass  began  to  grow  upon  the  roofj  and  in 
the  crevices  of  tlie  basement  paving.  A  scaljf 
crumbling  vegetation  sprouted  round  the  window* 
sills.  Fragments  of  mortar  lost  their  hold  upon* 
the  insides  of  the  unused  chimneys,  and  came  dro^ 
ping  down.  The  two  trees  with  the  smoky  trunks 
were  blighted  high  up,  and  the  withered  branches 
domineered  above  the  leaves.  Through  the  whola^ 
building,  white  bad  turned  yellow,  yellow  nearl5 
black ;  and  since  the  time  when  the  poor  lady  died; 
it  had  slowly  become  a  dark  gap  in  the  long  mono, 
tonous  street 

Bot  Florence  bloomed  there,  like  the  king's  fai^ 
daughter  in  the  story.  Her  books,  her  music,  and 
her  daily  teachers,  were  her  only  real  companions^ 
Susan  Nipper  and  Diogenes  excepted :  of  whom  the 
former,  in  her  attendance  on  the  studies  of  bei' 
young  mistress,  began  to  grow  quite  learned  hsi« 
self^  while  the  latter,  soflcncd  possibly  by  the  same 
influences,  would  lay  his  head  upon  the  window, 
ledge,  and  placidly  open  and  shut  his  eygs  upon  tbe 
street  all  through  a  summer  morning ;  sometimes 
pricking  up  his  head  to  look  with  great  significance 
after  some  noisy  dog  in  a  cart  who  was  barking 
his  way  along,  and  sometimes,  with  an  exasperated 
and  unaccountable  recollection  of  bis  supposed 
enemy  in  the  neighbourhood,  rushing  to  the  door, 
whence,  afler  a  deafening  disturbance,  he  would 
come  jogging  back  with  a  ridiculous  complacency 
that  belonged  to  him,  and  lay  his  jaw  upon  tlie 
window-ledge  again,  witli  the  air  of  a  dog  who  had 
done  a  pubhc  leryice. 
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So  Florence  lived  in  her  wilderness  of  a  home, 
within  the  circle  of  her  innocent  pursuits  and 
thoughts,  and  nothing  harmed  her.  SUe  could  go 
down  to  her  father's  rooms  now,  and  think  of  him, 
and  suffer  her  loving  heart  humbly  to  approach 
him,  without  fear  of  repulse.  She  could  look  upon 
the  objects  that  had  surrounded  him  in  his  sorrow, 
and  could  nestle  near  his  chair,  and  not  dread  the 
glance  that  she  so  well  remembered.  She  eould 
render  him  such  little  tokens  of  her  duty  and  ser- 
vice, as  putting  everything  in  order  for  him  with 
her  own  hands,  binding  little  nosegays  for  his  table, 
changing  them  as  one  by  one  they  withered  and 
he  did  not  come  back,  preparing  something  for  him 
every  day,  and  leaving  some  timid  mark  of  her 
presence  near  his  usual  seat  To-day,  it  was  a 
little  painted  stand  for  his  watch ;  to-morrow,  she 
would  be  afraid  to  leave  it,  and  would  substitute 
some  other  trifle  of  her  making,  not  so  likely  to 
attract  his  eye.  Waking  in  Uie  night,  perhaps, 
she  would,  tremble  at  the  thought  of  his  coming 
home  and  angrily  rejecting  it,  and  would  hurry 
dowb  with  slippered  feet  and  quickly  beating  heart, 
and  bring  it  away.  At  another  time,  she  woold 
only  lay  her  face  upon  his  desk,  and  leave  a  kiss 
there,  and  a  tear. 

Still  no  one  knew  of  this.  Unless  the  househd,d 
found  it  out  when  she  was  not  there--4ind  tliey  all 
held  Mr.  Dombey's  rooms  in  awe — it  was  as  deep 
a  secret  in  her  breast  as  what  had  gone  before  it 
Florence  stole  into  those  rooms  at  twilight,  early  in 
the  morning,  and  at  times  when  meals  were  served 
down  stairs.  And  although  they  were  in  every 
nook  the  better  and  tlie  brighter  for  her  care,  she 
entered  and  passed  out  as  (quietly  as  any  sunbeam, 
excepting  that  she  lefl  her  light  behind. 

Shadowy  company  attended  Florence  up  and 
down  the  echoing  house,  and  sat  with  her  in  the 
dismantled  rooms.  As  if  her  life  were  an  enchant- 
ed  vision,  there  arose  out  of  her  solitude  minister- 
ing thoughts,  that  made  it  fanciful  and  unreal.  She 
imagined  so  often  what  her  life  would  have  been  if 
her  mther  could  have  loved  her  and  she  had  been  a 
favourite  child,  that  sometimes,  for  the  moment,  she 
almost  believed  it  was  so,  and,  borne  on  by  the  cur- 
rent of  that  pensive  fiction,  seemed  to  remember 
how  they  had  watched  her  brother  in  his  grave  to- 
gether ;  how  they  had  freely  shared  his  heart  be- 
tween them ;  how  they  were  united  in  tlie  dear  re- 
membrance of  him ;  how  they  oflen  spoke  about 
him  yet ;  and  her  kind  father,  looking  at  her  gently, 
told  her  of  their  common  hope  and  trust  in  God. 
At  other  times  she  pictured  to  herself  her  mother 
yet  alive.  And  oh  the  happiness  of  falling  on  her 
neck,  and  clinging  to  her  with  the  love  and  confi- 
•dence  of  all  her  soul  I  And  oh  the  desolation  of 
the  solitary  house  again,  with  evening  coming  on, 
and  no  one  there ! 

But  there  was  one  thought,  scarcely  shaped  out 
to  herself,  yet  fervent  and  strong  within  her,  that 
upheld  Florence  when  she  strove  and  filled  her  true 
young  heart,  so  sorely  tried,  with  constancy  of  pur- 
pose  Into  her  mind,  as  into  all  others  contending 
with  the  great  affliction  of  our  mortal  nature,  there 
had  stolen  solemn  wondcrings  and  hopes,  arising 
in  the  dim  world  beyond  the  present  life,  and  mur- 
muring,  like  faint  music,  of  recognition  in  the  far- 
off  land  between  her  brother  and  her  mother :  of 
some  present  consciousness  in  both  of  her :  some 
love  and  commiseration  for  her :  and  some  know- 
ledge of  her  as  she  went  her  way  upon  the  earth. 
It  Was  a  soothing  consolation  to  Florence  to  give 


shelter  to  these  thoughts,  mitil  one  day— it  w 
soon  after  she  had  last  seen  her  fiither  in  his  01 
room,  late  at  night — the  fancy  came  upon  her,  thi 
in  weeping  for  his  alienated  heart,  she  might  si 
the  spirits  of  the  dead  against  him.  VfWA,  wet 
childish  as  it  may  have  been  to  think  so,  and 
tremble  at  the  hal^formed  thought,  it  was  the  ii 
pulse  of  her  loving  nature;  and  from  that  ho 
rlorcnce  strove  against  the  cruel  wound  in  1 
breast,  and  tried  to  think  of  liim  whose  hand  h 
made  it,  only  with  hope. 

Her  fiuher  did  not  know — she  held  to  it  ih 
that  time — how  much  she  loved  hlro.  She  « 
very  young,  and  had  no  mother,  and  had  ne^ 
learned,  bv  some  fault  or  misfortune,  how  to  < 
press  to  him  that  she  loved  him.  She  would 
patient,  and  would  try  to  gain  that  art  in  time,  a 
win  him  to  a  better  knowledge  of  his  only  child 
.  This  became  the  purpose  of  her  life.  The  moi 
ing  sun  shone  down  upon  the  fiided  house,  1 
found  the  resolution  bri^flit  and  fresh  within  I 
bosom  of  its  solitary  mistress.  Through  all  I 
duties  of  the  day,  it  animated  her;  for  Florei 
hoped  that  the  more  she  knew,  and  the  more  i 
complished  she  became,  the  more  glad  he  would 
when  he  came  to  know  and  like  her.  Sometin 
she  wondered,  with  a  swelling  heart  and  risi 
tear,  whether  she  was  proficient  enough  in  at 
thing  to  surprise  him  when  they  should  beooi 
companions.  Sometimes  she  tried  to  think  if  th( 
were  any  kind  of  knowledge  that  would  bespc 
his  interest  more  readily  uuin  another.  Alwaj 
at  her  books,  her  music,  and  her  work:  in  J 
morning  walks,  and  in  her  nightly  prayers:  1 
had  her  engrossing  aim  in  view.  Strange  sIb 
for  a  child,  to  learn  thd  road  to  a  hard  parei 
heart! 

There  were  many  careless  loungers  through  i 
street,  as  the  summer  evening  deepened  into  oig 
who  ghinced  across  the  road  at  the  sombre  hoa 
and  saw  the  yoQthful  figure  at  the  window,  sod 
contrast  to  it,  looking  up  at  the  stars  ae  they  beg 
to  shine,  who  would  have  slept  the  worse  if  tt 
had  known  on  what  design  she  mused  so  ste 
fastly.  The  reputation  of  the  maosioo  as  a  ban 
ed  house  would  not  have  been  the  gayer  with  so 
humble  dwellers  elsewhere,  who  were  struck  by 
external  gloom  in  passing  and  repassing  on  Ui 
daily  avocations,  and  so  named  it,  if  they  00 
have  read  its  story  in  the  darkening  face.  1 
Florenoe  held  her  sacred  purpose,  unsuspeeted  1 
unaided :  and  studied  only  how  to  bring  her  fati 
to  the  understandin|r  that  she  loved  him,  and  m 
no  appeal  against  hira  in  any  wandering  thoogi 

Thus  Florence  lived  alone  in  the  doterted  hoi 
and  day  succeeded  day,  and  still  she  lived  ak 
and  the  monotonous  walls  looked  down  upon  I 
with  a  stare,  as  if  they  had  a  Oorgoo-Uko  intcnl 
stare  her  youth  and  beauty  into  stone. 

Susan  Kipper  stood  opposite  to  her  young  n 
faress  one  morning,  as  she  folded  and  sealed  a  n 
she  had  besn  writing,  and  showed  in  her  k)oks 
approving  knowledge  of  its  contents. 

**  Better  late  than  never,  dear  Miss  Floy,**  1 
Susan ;  **  and  I  do  say,  that  even  a  visit  to  th 
old  Skettieses  will  be  a  godsend." 

"  It  is  very  good  of  Sir  Bamet  and  Lady  Sk 
ties,  Susan,"  returned  Florence,  with  a  mUd  c 
rection  of  that  young  lady's  fiimiliar  mentioB 
the  family  in  miestion,  **  to  repeat  their  invitili 
so  kindly.'* 

Miss  Nipper,  who  was  perhaps  the  most  il 
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Q|fi.goinp  |>arCi«ail  on  the  ftoe  of  tht  earth^  and 

bo  etf  rted  her  purtiiaBship  into  all  matters  great 

f mall,  and  perpetaolly  waged  war  with  it  against 

eiety,  aerewed  up  her  lipa  and  shook  her  head,  as 

pnteat  agatnei  any  recopsition  of  disinterested. 

»  in  die  Skettkses,  and  a  plea  in  bar  that  they 

Bold  haw  Vvluable  consideration  for  their  kind- 

«,  ia  the  company  of  Florence. 

•They  know  what  thev  're  about,  if  ever  people 

d,"  iBormared    Mtts  Nipper,  drawing  in  her 

eatb;  **oh !  trust  them  Skettleses  for  that  !'* 

**  I  am  not  very  anzions  to  go  to  Folham,  Snsan, 

eoafess,'*  said  Florence  thon?htfally ;  **  but  it  will 

)  light  to  go.    I  think  it  will  be  better.** 

*Mach  better,"  interposed  Snsan,  with  another 

B^hatie  shake  of  her  head. 

"And  so,**  said  Florence,  *"  though  I  wooM  prefer 

lave  pone  when  there  was  no  one  there,  instead 

'  in  this  vacation  time,  when  it  seems  there  are 

■e  yoimg  people  staying  in  the  house,  I  haive 

inkfiilly  said  yesL** 

"For  which  J  say,  Miss  Floy,  Oh  be  joyfiil  •" 

tsmed  Susan.    ••Ah!  h— hr 

This  last  ejaool&fion,  with  which  Miss  Nipper 

iqaently  wound  up  a  sentence,  at  aboat  that 

Mb  of  time,  was  supposed  below  the  level  of  the 

it  to  have  a  general  reference  to  Mr.  Dombcy, 

d  to  be  espreseive  of  a  yearning  in  Miss  Nipper 

kwwir  that  gentleman  with  a  piece  of  her  mind. 

A  she  never  explained  it ;  and  it  had,  in  conse- 

eaoe,  the  charm  of  mjrstery,  in  addition  to  the 

vantage  of  the  sharpest  expression. 

■■Bow  long  it  is  before  we  have  any  news  of 

aher,  Susan!**  observed  Florence  after  a  mo- 

nr*  silence. 

"Long  indeed.  Miss  Floy!**  replied  her  maid. 

ud  Peroh  said,  when  he  came  just  now  to  see 

'fetters — but  what  signifies  what  he  says  f**  ex- 

iaied  Susan,  reddening  and  breaking  off.  **  M\ich 

loow^aboQt  itl** 

Rorenfe  raised  her  eyes  quickly,  and  a  flush 

iNffvad  her  face. 

"If  I  hAdn*t,**  said  Susan  Nipper,  evidently 

■ggfio^  with  some  latent  anxiety  and  alarm, 

I  feokin^  fbll  at  her  young  mistress,  while  en- 

Ntturing  to  work  herself  into  a  state  of  resent- 

M  with  the  unofiending  Mr.  Perch's  image,  **  if 

■doH  more  manliness  than  that  insipidest  of  his 

1^  I  *d  never  take  pride  in  my  hair  again,  but 

ft  it  up  behind  my  ears,  and  wear  coarse  caps, 

fcsnt  a  bit  of  border,  until  death  released  me 

m  mj  insigni6cance,  I  may  not  be  a  Amazon, 

IB  Floy,  and  wo..  tdn*t  so  demean  myself  by -such 

^aroment,  but  anyways  I  *m  not  a  giver-up,  I 

*Grre  up !    Whkt?"  cried  Fference,  with  a  fkce 


'ATby,  nothing.  Miss,**  said  Susan.  •'Good 
Riooii,  nothing !  It 's  only  that  wet  curl-paper 
t  aaan.  Perch,  that  any  one  might  almost  make 
1^  with,  with  a  touch,  and  really  it  would  be  a 
Med  event  for  all  parties  if  some  one  would  take 
f  on  bini«  and  would  have  the  goodness  !** 
^Doee  he  give  up  the  ship,  Susan?**  inquired 
iMSMi,  very  pale.        h 

'No,  Miss,**  returned  Susan,  **  I  should  like  to 
iiim  make  so  bold  as  do  it  to  my  face !  No, 
iBy  but  lie  gees  on  about  some  bothering  ginger 
t  Mr.  Walter  was  to  send  to  Mrs.  Perch,  and 
Jben  his  dismal  head,  and  says  he  hopes  it  may 
r  •  any  how,  he  says,  it  cnn*t  come  now 
w  the  intended  occasion,  but  may  do  for 


next,  which  really,*  said  Miss  Nipper,  with  ^gra- 
vated  seorm  **  puts  mo  out  of  {Kitience  with  the 
man,  fbr  though  I  can  bear  a  great  deal,  I  am  not 
a  camel,  neither  am  I,**  added  Susan,  afler  a  mo- 
ments consideration,  **  if  I  know  myself,  a  drome 
dary  neither.'* 

••'What  else  docs  he  say,  Susan  7**  inquired  Flo. 
rence,  earnestly.    ••  Won't  you  tell  me  7" 

••As  if  I  wouldn't  tell  you  anythinif,  Miss  Floy, 
and  everything!'*  said  Susan.  ••Why  Miss,  he 
says  that  there  begins  to  be  a  general  talk  about 
^the  ship,  and  that  they  have  never  had  a  ship  on 
that  voyage  half  so  long  unheard  of)  and  that  the 
captain's  wife  was  at  the  office  yesterday,  and 
seemed  a  little  put  out  about  it,  but  any  one  could 
say  that,  we  knew  nearly  that  before,'* 

••I  must  visit  Walter's  uncle,"  said  Florence 
hurriedly,  '*  before  I  leave  home.    I  will  ro  ^nd. 
see  him  this  morning.  Let  us  walk  there,  directly 
Susan." 

Miss  Nipper  having  nothing  to  urge  against  th* 
proposal,  but  being  perfectly  acquiescent,  they  were 
soon  equipped,  and  in  the  streets,  and  on  their  way 
towards  the  little  Midshipman. 

The  state  of  mind  in  which  poor  Walter  had 
gone  to  Captain  Cuttle*s,  on  the  day  when  Brogley 
the  broker  came  into  possession,  and  when  there 
seemed  to  him  to  be  an  execution  in  the  very 
steeples,  was  pretty  much  the  same  as  that  in  which 
Florence  now  took  her  way  to  Uncle  Sol*s ;  with 
this  difference,  that  Florence  suffered  the  added 
pain  of  thinking  that  she  had  been,  perhaps,  the 
innocent  occasion  of  involving  Walter  m  peril,  apd 
all  to  whom  he  was  dear,  herself  included,  in  an 
agony  of  suspense.  For  the  rest,  uncertainty  and 
danger  seemed  written  upon  everything.  The 
weathercocks  on  spires  and  housetops  were  myste- 
rious  with  hints  of  stormy  wind,  and  pointed,  like 
so  many  ghostly  fingers,  out  to  dangerous  seas, 
where  jragments  of  great  wrecks  were  driAing, 
perhaps,  and  helpless  men  were  rocked  upon  them 
into  a  sleep  as  deep  as  the  unfathomable  waters. 
When  Florence  came  into  the  city,  and  passed 
gentlemen  who  were  talking  together,  she  dreaded 
to  hear  them  speaking  of  the  ship,  and  saying  it 
was  lost.  Pictures  and  prints  of  vessels  fighting 
with  the  rolling  waves  filled  her  with  alarm.  The 
smoke  and  clouds,  though  moving  gently,  moved 
too  fast  for  her  apprehensions,  and  made  her  fear 
there' was  a  tempest  blowing  at  that  moment  on  the 
ocean. 

Susan  Nipper  may  or  may  not  have  been  affected 
similarly,  but  having  her  attention  much  engaged 
in  struggles  with  boys,  whenever  there  was  any 
press  of  people — for,  between  that  grade  of  human 
kind  and  herself,  there  was  some  natural  animosity 
tliat  invariably  broke  out,  whenever  they  came 
together  —  it  would  seem  that  she  had  not  much 
leisure  on  the  road  for  intellectual  operations. 

Arriving  in  good  time  abreast  of  the  wooden 
Midshipman  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  and 
waiting  for  an  opportunity  to  cross  the  street,  they 
were  a  little  surprised  at  first  to  see,  at  the  Instru- 
rnqnUmaker's  door,  a  round-headed  lad,  with  his' 
chubby  face  addressed  towards  the  sky,  who,  as 
they  looked  at  him,  suddenly  thrust  into  his  capa- 
doas  mouth  two  fingers  of  each  hand,  and,  with 
the  assistance  of  that  machinery,  whistled,  with 
astonishing  shrillness,  to  some  pigeons  at  a  consi- 
derable elevation  in  the  air. 

••Mrs.  Richard8*s  eldest,  Misi!**  said  SusaOi . 
^  and  the  worrit  of  Mrs.  Richords's  Hfb." 
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As  Polly  had  been  to  tell  FloreDce  of  the  resos- 
citated  prospects  of  her  son  and  heir,  Florence  was 
prepared  for  the  m'eeting :  so,  a  favourable  moment 
presenting  itself^  they  both  hastened  across,  without 
•any  further  contemplation  of  Mrs.  Richards's  bane. 
*rhat  sporting  character,  unconscious  of  their  ap- 
proach, again  whistled  with  his  utmost  might,  and 
then  yelled,  in  a  rapture  of  excitement,  **  Strays  ! 
M'^hoo-oop !  Strays  !^*  which  identification  had  such 
•an  effect  upon  the  conscience-stricken  pigeons,  that 
instead  of  going  direct  to  some  town  m  the  North 
•of  England,  as  appeared  to  have  been  their  original 
intention,  they  bcean  to  wheel  and  falter ;  where* 
fipon  Mrs.  Richards's  first-born  pierced  them  witli 
■another  whistle,  and  again  yelled,  in  a  voice  that 
rose  above  the  turmoil  of  tlie  street,  ** Strays! 
Whoo-oop!    Strays!'' 

From  this  transport,,  he  was  abruptly  recalled  to 
terrestrial  objects,  by  a  poke  from  Miss  Nipper, 
which  sent  him  into  the  shop. 

**  Is  this  the  way  yoa  show  ^oor  penitenoe,  when 
Mrs.  Richards  has  been  fretting  for  yoa  months 
and  months!"  said  Susan,  following  the  poke. 
♦•Where's  Mr.  Gills  r 

.  Rob,  who  smoothed  his  first  rebellious  glance  at 
Miss  Nipper,  when  he  saw  Florence  following,  put 
his  knuckles  to  his  hair,  in  honour  of  the  latter, 
«nd  said  to  the  former,  that  Mr.  Gills  was  out. 

"  Fetch  him  home,"  said  Miss  Nipper,  with  au- 
thority, "  and  say  that  my  young  lady's  here." 

**  I  don't  know  where  he  's  pone,"  said  Rob. 

^Is  that  your  penitence?"  cried  Susan,  with 
stinging  sharpness. 

•*Why,  how  can  I  go  and  fetch  him,  when  I 
•don't  know  where  to  so?"  whimpered  the  baited 
Rob.    **  How  can  you  be  so  unreasonable  7" 
.    **  Did  Mr.  Gills  say  when  he  should  be  home  7" 
asked  Florence. 

••  Yes,  Miss,"  replied  Rob,  with  another  applica- 
tion  of  his  knuckles  to 'bis  hair.  '*He  said  be 
should  be  home  early  in  the  ailernoon ;  in  about  a 
couple  of  hours  fi-om  now.  Miss.'* 

**Is  he  very  anxious  about  his  nephew  7"  in- 
<}aired  Susan. 

•*  Yes,  Miss,"  returned  Rob,  preferrinff  to  address 
himself  to  Florence,  and  sliffhting  Nipper;  **I 
should  say  he  was,  very  much  so.  He  ain't  in- 
doors,  Miss,  not  a  quarter  of  an  hour  together.  He 
can't  settle  in  one  place,  five  minutes.  He  goes 
about  like  a— just  like  a*  stray,"  said  Rob,  stooping 
to  get  a  glimpse  of  the  pigeons  through  the  window, 
and  checking  himself,  with  his  fingers  haJf-way  to 
his  mouth,  on  the  verge  of  another  whistle. 

**  Do  you  know  a  friend  of  Mr.  Gills,  called  Cap- 
tain CutUe  7"  inquired  Florence,  after  a  moment's 
reflection. 

"Him  with  a  hook.  Miss ?"  rejoined  Rob,  with 
an  illustrative  twist  of  his  lefl  hand.  **  Yes,  Miss. 
He  was  here  the  day  before  yesterday." 

"  Has  he  not  been  here  since  7"  asked  Susan. 

*'No,  Miss,"  returned  Rob,  still  addressing  his 
reply  to  Florence. 

"rerhaps  Walter's  uncle  has  gone  there,  Susan," 
observed  Fbrence,  turning  to  her. 

"To  Captain  Cuttle's, Miss 7"  interposed  Rob; 
"  no,  ho  *s  not  gone  there,  Miss.  Because  he  leA 
particular  word  that  if  Captain  Cuttle  called,  I 
should  tell  him  how  surprised  he  was,  not  to  have 
seen  him  yesterday,  and  should  make  him  stop  till 
he  came  back." 

"  Do  yoa  know  where  Captain  Cuttle  lives  7" 
•ftked  Florenoe. 


Rob  replied  in  the  flffirmatiye,  and,  tomlog  to  i 
greasy  parchment  book  oa  the  dK>p  desk,  read  Um 
address  aloud. 

Florence  again  turned  to  her  maid,  and  tool 
counsel  with  her  in  a  low  voice,  while  Rob  tb 
round-eyed,  mindful  of  his  patron's  secret  chugi 
looked  on  and  listened.  Florenoe  proposed  tfii 
they  should  go  to  Captain  Cuttle's  house;  hei 
from  his  own  lips,  what  he  thought  of  the  absenc 
of  any  tidings  of  the  Son  and  Heir ;  and  briitg  kin 
if  they  could,  to  comfort  Uncle  Sol.  Susan  at  fin 
objected  slightly,  on  the  score  of  distance;* bat 
hackney-coaoh  being  mentioned  by  her  mistrea 
withdrew  that  oppoeitloiB,  and  gave  in  her  assen 
There  were  some  minutes  of  discussion  betwet 
them  before  they  came  to  this  conclusion,  durin 
which  the  staring  Rob  paid  close  attention  to  boi 
speakers,  and  inclined  his  ear  to  each  by  turns,  i 
if  he  were  appointed  arbitrator  of  the  arguments 

In  fine^  Rob  was  despatched  for  a  coach,  tl 
visitors  keeping  shop  meanwhile;  and  wlien  I 
brooght  it,  |hey  got  into  It,  leaving  word  for  Une 
Sol  that  they  would  be  sure  to  oall  again,  on  the 
way  back.  Kob  having  stared  after  the  coach  not 
it  was  as  invisible  as  the  pigeons  had  now  becoaa 
sat  down  behind  the  desk  with  a  most  assiduoi 
demeanour;  and  in  order  that  he  might  forgot  n 
thing  of  what  had  transpired,  made  notes  of  it  < 
various  small  scraps  of  paper,  with  a  vast  expeu 
ture  of  ink.  There  was  no  dan^r  of  these  doc 
ments  betraying  anything,  if  accidentally  lost;  i 
long  before  a  word  was  dry,  it  became  as  profboi 
a  mjrstery  to  Rob,  as  if  he  had  had  no  part  whi 
ever  in  its  production. 

While  he  was  yet  busy  with  these  labours,  t 
hackney-coaoh,  after  encountering  unheard^  d 
ficulties  from  swivel-bridges,  soft  roads,  ionpaasat 
canals,  caravans  of  casks,  settlements  of  scsrk 
beans  and  little  wash-houses,  and  many  sudi  obsl 
cles  a^unding  in  that  country,  stopped  tt  tl 
corner  of  Brig  Place.  Alighting  here,  Tloreo 
and  Susan  Nipper  walked  down  the  street,  a 
sought  out  the  abode  of  Captain  Cuttle. 

It  happened  by  evil  chance  to  be  ooe  of  M 
Mac  Stinger's  great  cleaning  days.  Ob  these  ( 
casions,  Mrs.  Mac  Siinger  was  knocked  up  by  1 
policeman  at  a  quarter  before  three  in  the  momii 
and  rarely  succumbed  before  twelve  o'clock  n 
night.  The  chief  object  of  this  institution  apptaj 
to  be,  that  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  shotild  oaoye  all  ( 
furniture  into  the  back  garden  at  early  dawn,wi 
about  the  house  in  pattens  aU  day,  and  move  1 
furniture  back  again  afler  dark.  These  oeren 
nies  greatly  fluttered  those  doves,  the  young  U 
Stingers,  who  were  not  only  unable  at  such  t&s 
to  find  any  resting-place  for  the  solfis  of  ibeir  fi 
but  generally  came  in  for  a  good  deal  of  peekl 
from  the  maternal  bird  during  the  progress  of' 
solemnities. 

At  the  moment  when  Florence  and  Susan  Nip 
presented  themselves  at  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger's  (k 
that  worthy  but  redoubtable  female  was  ua  tbe 
of  convey  mg  Alexander  Mac  Stinger,  aged  I 
years  and  Uirce  months,  along  the  pnssa|rc^ 
forcible  deposition  in  a  sitting  postore  osi  lbs  sU 
pavement:  Alexander  being  bUck  in  tbe  &€s  « 
holding  his  breath  afVer  pvnishment,  nxtd  n  i 
paving-stono  being  osually  found  to  aet  ns  n  po« 
fal  restorative  in  suoh  cases. 

The  feelings  of  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  «s  n  woa 
and  a  mother,  were  outraged  li^  tiw  look  of  pity 
Alexander  which  she  observed  on  Florente's  fi 
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therefore,  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  asserting  those  finest 
emottQBs  of  oar  nature,  in  preference  to  weakly 
fntilying  her  curiosity,  sho6k  and  buffeted  AXbx^ 
«ider,b0th  before  and  during  the  application  of  the 
paTing-^tone,  and  took  no  further  notice  of  the 
rinngers. 

**!  beg  yovr  pardon,  ma*am,**  said  Florence, 
wlien  the  child  had  found  his  breath  again,  and 
m  using  it    **  Is  this  Captain  CutUei*s  house  ?" 

*No,"  said  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger. 

'*Not  Number  Nine?**  asked  Florence,  hesi- 
Uting. 

"Who  said  it  waBn*t  Number  Nine?**  said  Mrs. 
Mac  Stinger. 

Sosan  Nipper  instantly  strock  in,  and  begged 
to  inquire  what  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  meant  by  that, 
tad  if  she  knew  whom  she  was  talking  to. 

Mrs.  Mae  Stinger  in  retort,  looked  at  her  all 
ever.  «« What  do  you  want  with  CapUin  Cuttle,  I 
liiOQld  wish  to  know  !**  said  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger. 

'*  Should  you  7  Then  I  *m  sorry  that  you  won*t 
be  satisfied,^  returned  Miss  Nipper. 

"Hush,  Susan  I  If  you  please  !**  said  Florence. 
"Perhaps  you  can  have  the  goodness  to  tell  us 
vikre  Captain  Cuttle  lives,  ma*am,  as  he  doQ*t  life 
here." 

**  Who  says  he  don*t  live  here  7"  retorted  the  im- 
placable Mac  Stinger.  ^  I  said  it  wa8n*t  Cap*en 
Cuttle's  house — and  it  a*nt  his  house — and  forbid 
it,  that  it  ever  should  be  his  house  —  for  Cap'en 
Ciittle  doa*t  know  bow  to  keep  a  house— ^nd  don*t 
deserve  to  have  a  house—it  *s  my  house — and  when 
I  Jet  the  upper  floor  to  Cap*en  Cuttle,  oh  I  do  a 
Ihankless  thing,  and  cast  pearls  before  swine !" 

Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  pitched  her  voice  for  the  upper 
viodows  in  ofiering  these  remarks,  and  cracked 
tf  each  clause  sharply  by  itself  as  if  from  a  rifle 
pnessing  an  infinity  of'^  barrels.  After  the  last 
dboC,  the  Captain*s  voice  was  heard  to  say,  in  feeble 
nmoostrance  from  his  »wn  room,  **  Steady  be- 

"Since  too  want  Oap*en  Cuttle,  there  he  is 
■id  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  with  an  angfy  motion  of 
ha  hand.  On  Florence  making  bold  to  enter, 
irithaat  any  more  parley,  and  on  Susan  following, 
fn.  Mac  Stinger  recommenced  her  pedestrian 
^aercue  in  pattens,  and  Alexander  Mac  Stinger 
[ptill  on  the  paving.stone),  who  had  stopped  in  his 
Qying  to  attend  to  the  conversation,  began  to  wail 
ttain,, entertaining  himself  during  that  dismal  per- 
fiaancev  which  was  quite   mechanical,  with  a 

El  survey  of  the  prospect,  terminating  in  the 
^y  .coach. 
The  Captain  in  his  own  apartment  was  sitting 
vUi  bis  hands  in  his  pockets  and  his  legs  drawn 
if  ander  his  chair,  on  a  very  small  desolate  island, 
mng  aboat  midway  in.  an  ocean  of  soap  and  water. 
at  Captain's  windows  had  been  cleaned,  the  walls 
hd  been  cleaned,  the  stove  had  been  cleaned,  and 
pajthing,  the  stove  excepted,  was  wet,  and  shining 
■jfh  soft  soap  and  sand :  the  smell  of  which  dry- 
••llery  impregnated  the  air.  In  the  midst  of  the 
^eary  scene,  the  Captain,  cast  away  upon  his 
Hsad,  looked  round  on  the  waste  of  waters  with  a 
nefal  countenance,  and  seemed  waiting  for  some 
iaendly  bark  to  come  that  way,  and  take  him 
off. 

But  when  the  Captain,  directing  his  forlorn 
tissge  towards  the  door,  saw  Florence  appear  with 
her  maid,  no  words  can  describe  his  astonishment 
Mn  Mac  Stinger's  eloquence  having  rendered  all 


other  sounds  but  imperfectly  distinguishable,  he  had 
looked  for  no  rarer  visitor  than  the  potboy  or  the 
milkman ;  wherefore,  when  Florence  appeared,  and 
coming  to  the  confines  of  the  island,  put  her  hand 
in  his,  the  Captain  stood  up,  aghast,  as  if  he  sup. 
posed  her,  for  the  moment,  to  be  some  yowig  mem* 
bar  of  the  Flying  Dutchman's  family. 

Instantly  recovering  his  selilpossession,  however, 
the  Captain*s  first  care  was  to  place  her  on  dry 
land,  which  he  happily  accomplished,  with  one 
motion  of  his  arm.  Issuing  forth,  then,  upon  the 
main,  Captain  Cuttle  took  Miss  Nipper  round  the 
walst^  and  bore  her  to  the  island  also.  Captain 
Cuttle,  then,  with  great  respect  and  admiratioa« 
raised  the  hand  of  Florence  to  his  lips,  and  stand* 
ing  off*  a  little  (for  the  island  was  not  large  enough 
for  three),  beamed  on  her  from  the  soap  and  water 
like  a  new  description  of  Triton. 

**  You  are  amaxed  to  see  us,  I  am  sore,**  said 
Florence,  with  a  smile. 

The  inexpressibly  gratified  Captain  kissed  his 
hook  in  reply,  and  growled,  as  if  a  choice  and  deli- 
cate compliment  were  included  in  the  words,  **  Stand 
by!    Standby'** 

••  But  I  couldn't  rest.*'  said  Florence,  »•  without 
coming  to  ask  you  what  you  think  about  dear 
Walter — who  is  my  brother  now— > and  whether 
there  is  anything  to  fear,  and  whether  you  will  not 
go  and  console  bis  poor  ancle  every  day,  until  w# 
have  some  intelligence  of  him  7** 

At' these  words  Captain  Cuttle,  as  by  an  involun* 
tary  gesture,  clapped  bis  hand  to  his  head,  on  which 
the  hard  glaaod  hat  was  not,  and  looked  discom. 
fited. 

**  Have  you  anv  foars  for  Walter's  safety  ?'*  in- 
quired Florence,  ^om  whose  face  the  Captain  (sa 
enraptured  he  was  with  it)  could  not  take  his  eyes : 
while  she,  in  her  turn,  looked  earnestly  at  him,  to- 
be  assured  of  the  sincerity  of  his  reply. 

*«No»  Heart's-delighy*  said  Captain  Cuttle,  <*! 
am  not  afeard.  WaTr  is  a  lad  as  '11  go  through  a 
deal  o'  hard  weather.  Wal'r  is  a  lad  as  '11  bring 
as  much  success  to  that  *ere  brig  as  a  lad  is  capa- 
ble on.  Wal'r,"  said  the  Captain,  his  eyes  glisten- 
ing  with  the  praise  of  hid  young  friend,  and  his 
hook  raised  to  announce  a  beautiiiil  quotation,  ^  is 
what  you  may  call  a  out'ard  and  visible  sign  of  a 
in'ard  and  spirited  grasp,  and  when  found  make  a 
note  o£" 

Florence,  who  did  not  quite  understand  this» 
though  the  Captain  evidently  thought  it  full  of 
meaning,  and  highly  satisfactory,  mildly  looked  to 
him  for  something  more.  * 

**  I  am  not  afeard,  my  Heart's-delight,**  resumed 
the  Captain.  **  There 's  been  most  uncommon  bad 
weather  in  them  latitudes,  there 's  no  deny  in,  and 
they  have  drove  and  drove  and  been  beat  off,  may 
be  t'other  side  the  world.  But  the  ship's  a  good 
ship,  and  the  lad 's  a  good  lad ;  and  it  aint't  easji;^ 
thank  the  Lord,**  the  Captain  made  a  little  bow, 
**to  break  up  hearts  of  oak,  whether,  they 're  in 
brigs  or  buzzums.  Here  we  have  *em  both  ways, 
which  is  bringbg  it  up  with  a  round  turn,  and  sd 
I  ain*t  a  bit  afoard  as  yet" 

**As  yet?*'  repeated  Florence. 

*'  Not  a  bit,*'  returned  the  Captain,  kissing  his 
iron  hand ;  **  and  afore  I  begin  to  be,  my  Heart's- 
delight,  Wal'r  will  have  wrote  home  from  the 
inland,  or  from  some  port  or  another,  and  made  all 
taut  and  ship-shape.  And  with  regard  to  old  Sol 
Gills,"  here  the  Captain  became  sulemn,  **  who  I  ^U 
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stand  by,  and  not  desert  until  death  doe  us  part,  and 
when  tbe  stormy  winds  do  blow,  do  blow,  do  blow — 
overhaul  the  Catechism,'*  said  the-  Captain,  paren- 
thetically, ^  and  there  you  *11  find  them  espressions 
—if  it  would  console  Sol  Gills  to  have  the  opinion 
of  a  seafaring  man  as  has  got  a  mind  equal  to  any 
undertaking  that  be  puts  it  alongside  of,  and  as 
was  all  but  smashed  in  his  ^prenticeship,  and  of 
which  the  name  is  Bunsb^,  that  *ere  man  shall  give 
liim  such  an  opinion  in  his  own  parlour  as  '11  stun 
him.  Ah  I**  said  CapUin  Cuttle,  vauntingly,  **as 
much  as  if  he  'd  gone  and  knocked  his  head  again 
a  door  :** 

**  Ijet  US-take  this  gentleman  to  see  him,  and  let 
us  hear  what  he  says,**  cried  Florence.  **  Will  you 
f  o  with  us  now  7    We  have  a  coach  here.'* 

Again  tbe  Captain  clapped  his  band  to  his  head, 
•il  which  tbe  hard  glazed  hat  was  not,  and  looked 
discomfited.  But  at  this  instant  a  most  remarkable 
{phenomenon  occurred.  Tbe  door  opening,  without 
any  note  of  preparation,  and  apparently  of  itself, 
the  hard  glased  hat  in  question  skimmed  into  the 
room  like  a  bird,  and  alighted  heavily  at  the  Cap- 
tain's feet  The  door  then  shut  as  violently  as  it 
had  opened,  and  nothing  ensued  in  explanation  pf 
the  prodigy. 

Captain  Cuttle  picked  up  his  hat,  and  having 
tnrneid  it  over  with  a  look  of  interest  and  welcome, 
began  to  polish  it  on  his  ileeve.  While  doing  so, 
4he  Captau  eyed  his  visitors  intently,  and  said  in  a 
low  voice : 

**  You  see  I  should  have  bore  down  on  Sol  Gills 
yesterday,  and  this  morning,  but  she  -*  she  took  it 
away  and  kept  it.  That  *s  the  long  and  short  of 
tbe  subject" 

**Who  did,  for  goodness*  sake  7**  asked  Susan 
Nipper. 

**  The  lady  of  the  house,  my  dear,**  returned  the 
Captain,  in  a  gmff  whisper,  and  making  signals  of 
secrecy.  "We  had  some  words  about  the  swab- 
bing  of  these  here  plsnks,  and  she — in  short,**  said 
the  Captain,  eyeing  tlie  door,  and  relieving  himself 
with  a  long  breath,  **  she  stopped  my  liberty.*' 

**  Oh !  I  wisJi  she  had  me  to  deal  with  !**  said 
Susan,  reddening  with  the  energy  of  the  wish. 
•*IUstophcr!** 

*•  Would  you,  do  you  think,  my  dear  7**  rejoined 
the  Captain,  shaking  his  head  doubtfiilly,  but  re- 
.gardiug  the  desperate  coorage  of  the  fair  aspirant 
with  obvious  admiration.  **!  don*t  know.  It*8 
^difficult  navigation.  She 's  very  bard  to  carry  on 
with,  my  dear.  You  never  can  tell  how  8he*ll 
headi,  you  see.  She  *s  full  one  minute,  and  round 
upon  you  next  And  when  she  U  a  tartar,"  said 
the  Captain,  with  the  perspiration  breaking  out 
upon  his  forehead — .  There  was  nothing  but  a 
whistle  emphatic  enough  for  the  conclusion  of  the 
sentence,  so  the  Captain  whistled  tremulously. 
After  which  he  again  shook  his  head,  and  recurring 
to  his  admiration  of  Miss  Nippcr^s  devoted  bravery, 
timicily  repeated,  **  Would  you,  do  you  think,  my 
dear  7* 

Susan  only  replied  with  a  bridling  smile,  bat 
that  was  so  very  full  of  defiance,  that  there  is  no 
knowing  how  long  Captain  Cuttle  might  have 
stood  entranced  in  its  contemplation,  if  Florence 
in  her  anxiety  had  not  again  proposed  their  immc- 
diately  resorting  to  the  oracular  Bunsby.  Thus 
reminded  of  his  duty.  Captain  Cuttle  put  on  the 
f  lated  hat  firmly,  took  up  another  knobby  stick, 
with  which  he  had  supplied  the  place  of  that  one 


given  to  Walter,  and  oflTering  his  arm  to  Floreno 
prepared  to  cut  his  way  through  the  enemy. 

It  turned*  out,  however,  that  Mrs.  Mac  Stingt 
had  already  changed  her  course,  and  that  si 
headed,  as  the  Captain  had  remarked  she  often  di 
in  quite  a  new  direction.  For  when  they  got  dofi 
stairs,  they  found  that  exemplanr  woman  beatii 
the  mats  on  the  door-steps,  with  Alexander,  st 
upon  the  paving-stone,  dimly  looming  through 
fog  of  dust  Y  and  so  absorbed  was  Mrs.  Mac  Sti 
ger  in  her  household  occupation,  that  when  Ca 
tain  Cattle  and  his  visitors  passed,  she  beat  ti 
harder,  and  neither  by  word  nor  gesture  showi 
any  consciousness  of  their  vicinity.  The  Capta 
was  so  well  pleased  with  this  easy  escape — altJioQ| 
the  etfect  of  the  door-mats  on  him  was  like 
copious  administration  of  snu£^  and  made  bi 
sneeze  until  the  tears  ran  down  his  face  —  that 
could  hardly  believe  his  good  fortune;  but  mc 
than  once,  between  tlie  door  and  the  hacknc 
coach,  looked  over  his  shoulder,  with  an  obvio 
apprehension  of  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger*s  giviog  cha 
yet 

However,  they  got  to  the  comer  of  Brig  Pla 
without  any  molestation  fi-om  that  terriUe  fii 
ship ;  and  the  Captain  mounting  1^  coach-boz 
for  his  gallantry  would  not  allow  him  to  ride  insi 
with  the  ladies,  though  besought  to  do  so — pilol 
the  driver  on  his  course  for  Captain  Bm&sby's  v 
sel,  which  was  called  the  Cautious  Clara,  and  n 
lying  hard  by  Ratdiffe. 

Arrived  at  the  wharf  off  which  this  great  en 
mander's  ship  was  jammed  in  among  some  i 
hundred  companions,  whose  tangled  rig^ng  look 
like  monstrous  cobwebs  half  swept  down,  CapU 
Cuttle  appeared  at  the  coach  window,  and  invil 
Florence  and  Miss  Nipper  to  accompany  him 
board ;  observing  that  Bunsby  was  to  the  last  ( 
gree  soft-hearted  in  respect  of  ladies,  and  tl 
nothing  would  so  much  tend  to  bring  his  ezpi 
sive  intellect  into  a  statv  of  harmony  as  their  p 
sentation  to  the  Cautious  Clara. 

Florence  readily  consented;  and  tBe  C^pU 
taking  her  little  hand  in  his  prodigious  palm, 
her,  with  a  mixed  expression  of  patronage,  pal 
nity,  pride,  and  ceremony,  that  was  pleasant  to  i 
over  several  very  dirty  decks,  until,  coming  to 
Clara,  they  found  that  eautions  craft  (which ! 
outside  the  tier)  with  her  gangway  removed,  i 
half-a-dozen  feet  of  river  interposM  between  l 
self  and  her  nearest  neighbour.  It  appeared,  & 
Captain  Cmtle*s  explanation,  that  tbe  great  Ba 
by,  like  himself,  was  eruelly  treated  by  his  Is 
lady,  and  that  when  her  usage  of  him  for  the  ti 
being  was  so  hard  that  he  could  bear  it  no  lonj 
he  set  this  gulf  between  them  as  a  last  resource 

**  Clara  a-hov !"  cried  the  Captain,  putting  a  hi 
to  each  side  of  his  mouth.  * 

*^  A-hoy  !*'  cried  a  boy,  like  the  CapCain^s  ee 
tumbling  up  firom  below. 

**  Bunsby  aboard  7**  cried  the  Captain,  hailing 
boy  in  a  stentorian  voice,  as  if  he  were  half-a-a 
on  instead  of  two  ^ards. 

**  Aye,  aye !"  cned  the  boy,  in  tbe  same  tone 

The  boy  then  shoved  out  a  plank  to  Captain  C 
tie,  who  adjusted  it  carefully,  and  led  Flore 
across  i  returning  presently  mr  Miss  Nipper, 
they  stood  upon  tbe  deck  of  tbe  Cautious  Clara, 
whose  standing  rigging,  divers  fluttering  arti< 
of  dress  were  curing,  in  company  with  a  ] 
tongues  and  some  mackereL 
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Immediately  there  appeared,  coibing  bIowIt  up 
above  the  bulk-bead  of  the  cabin,  another  bulk-head 
— homan,  and  very  large — with  one  stationary  eye 
in  (lie  mahogany  face,  and  one  revolving  one,  on 
the  principle  of  some  Ught-houses.  This  head  was 
decortted  with  shaggy  hair,  like  oakum,  which  had 
no  governing  inclination  towards  the  north,  easL 
vest,  or  south,  but  inclined  to  all  four  quarters  of 
the  compass,  and  to  every  point  upon  it  The  head 
was  followed  by  a  perfect  desert  of  chin,  and  by  a 
thirt-coUar  ana  neckerchief,  and  by  a  dreadnought 
pilot  coat,  and  by  a  pair  of  dreadnought  pilot  trou- 
len^  whereof  the  waistband  was  so  very  broad  and 
high,  that  it  became  a  succedaneum  fbr  a  waist- 
coat :  being  ornamented  near  the  wearer's  breast- 
hone  with  some  massive  wooden  buttons,  like  back- 
gammon men.  As  the  lower  portions  of  these 
pantaloons  became  revealed,  Bonsby  stood  con- 
K$aed;  his  hands  in  their  pockets,  which  were  of 
vast  size;  and  his  gaze  directed,  not  to  Captain 
Cattle  or  the  ladies,  but  the  mast-head. 

The  profound  appearance  of  this  philosopher, 
who  was  bulky  and' strong,  and  on  whose  extremely 
nd  face  an  expression  of  tachurnity  sat  enthroned, 
not  inconsistent  with  his  character,  in  which  that 
^oaiity  was  proudly  conspicuous,  almost  daunted 
Ckptain  Cuttle,  though  on  familiar  terms  with  him. 
Whisjpering  to  Florence  that  Bunsby  had  never  in 
his  life  expressed  surprise,  and  was  considered  not 
to  know  what  it  meant,  the  Captain  watched  him 
as  he  eyed  his  mast-head,  and  afterwards  swept  the 
horizon ;  and  when  the  revolving  eye  seemed  to  be 
eoming  round  in  his  direction,  said : 

"  Bonsby,  my  lad,  how  fiires  it  T* 

A  deep,  gruff,  husky  utterance,  which  seemed  tq 
have  no  connection  with  Bunsby,  and  certainly  had 
Bot  the  least  effect  upon  his  face,  replied,  **  Aye, 
ave,  shipmet,  how  goes  it!**  At  the  same  time 
nmsby's  right  hand  and  arm  emerging  from  a 
pocket,  shook  the  Captain*8,  and  went  back  again. 

"Bonsby,*^  said  the  Captain,  striking  home  at 
oQce,  **  here  you  are;  a  man  of  mind,  and  a  roan 
as  can  give  an  opinion.  Here  *s  a  young  lady  as 
wants  to  take  Xhat  opinion,  in  regard  of  ray  friend 
Wai'r ;  likewise  my  toother  friend,  Sol  Gills,  which 
II  a  character  fbr  you  to  come  within  hail  ot,  being 
a  nan  of  science,  which  is  the  mother  of  inwen. 
tioD,  and  knows  no  law.  Bunsby,  will  you  ware, 
to  oblige  me,  and  come  along  with  us  ?'* 

The  great  commander,  who  seemed  by  the  ex. 
pRKion  of  his  visage  to  be  always  on  the  look-out 
fir  something  in  the  extremes!  distance,  and  to 
hare  no  ocular  knowledge  of  anything  within  ten 
ailei^  made  no  reply  whatever. 

'Here  is  a  man,**  said  the  Captain,  addressing 
J^nsclf  to  bis  (air  auditors,  and  indicating  the 
commander  with  his  outstretched  hook,  **  that  has 
Bi  down,  more  than  any  man  alive ;  that  has  had 
ttoro  accidents  happen  to  his  own  self  than  the 
8eamen*s  Hospital  to  all  hands ;  that  took  as  many 
■pots  and  bars  and  bolts  about  the  outside  of  h^s 
head  when  be  was  young,  as  you*d  want  a  order 
6r  on  Cbatham-y  ard  to  build  a  pleasure-yacht  with ; 
lod  3^t  that  got  his  opinions  in  that  way,  it  *s  my 
h^ie(  for  there  an*t  nothing  like  'em  afloat  or 
•shore.** 

The  stolid  commander  appeared,  by  a  very  slight 
vibration  in  bis  elbows,  to  express  some  satisfac- 
tHn  in  this  encomium ;  but  if  his  face  had  been  ae 
&biit  OS  hia  gaze  was,  it  could  hardly  have  .en- 
fifhleoed  the  wholders  less  in  reference  to  any- 


**  Shipmet,^  said  Bunsby,  all  of  a  sudden,  and 
stooping  down  to  look  out  under  some  interposing 
spar,  "  what  11  the  ladies  drink  ?** 

Captain  Cuttle,  whose  delicacy  was  shocked  by 
snch  an  inquiry  in  connection  with  Florence,  drew 
the  sage  aside,  and  seeming  to  explain  in  his  ear, 
acoompanicd  him  below ;  where,  that  he  might  not 
take  offence,  the  Captain  drank  a  dram  himself^ 
which  Florence  and  Susan,  glancing  down  the  open 
skylight,  saw  the  sage,  with  dilBcuTty  finding  room 
for  himself  between  his  berth  and  a  very  little  brass 
fireplace,  serve  out  fbr  self  and  friend.  They  soon 
reappeared  on  deck,  and  Captain  Cuttle,  triumphing 
in  the  success  of  his  enterprise,  conducted  Florence 
back  to  the  coach,  while  Bimsby  followed,  escorting 
Miss  Nipper,  whom  he  hugged  upon  the  way  (mueh 
to  that  young  lady's  indignation)  with  his  pilot- 
coated  arm,  like  a  blue  bear. 

The  Captain  put  his  oracle  inside,  and  gloried  so 
much  in  having  secured  him,  and  having  got  that 
mind  into  a  hackney-coach,  that  he  could  not  re- 
frain  from  often  peeping  in  at  Florence  through  the 
little  window  behind  the  driver,  and  testifying  his 
delight  in  smiles,  and  also  in  taps  upon  his  fore- 
head, to  hint  to  her  that  the  brain  of^  Bunsby  was 
hard  at  it  In  the  mean  time,  Bunsby,  still  hugging 
Miss  Nipper  (for  his  friend,  the  Captain,  had  not 
exaggerated  the  softness  of  his  heart),  uniformly 
preserved  his  gravity  of  deportment,  and  showed  no 
other  consciousness  of  her  or  anything. 

Uncle  Sol,  who  had  come  home,  received  them 
at  the  door,  and  ushered  them  immediately  into  the 
little  back  parlour,  strangely  altered  by  the  absence 
of  Walter.  On  the  table,  and  about  the  room,  were 
the  charts  and  maps  on  which  the  heavy-hearted 
Instrument-maker  nad  again  and  again  tracked  the 
missing  vessel  across  the  sea,  and  on  which,  with 
a  pair  of  compasses  that  he  still  had  in  his  hand, 
he  bad  been  measuring,  a  minute  before,  how  far 
she  must  have  driven,  to  have  driven  here  or  there : 
and  trying  to  demonstrate  that  a  long  time  must 
elapse  before  hope  was  exhausted. 

"  Whether  she  can  have  run,'*  said  Uncle  Sol, 
looking  wistfullv  over  the  chart ;  "  but  no,  that  *3 
almost  impossible.  Or  whether  she  can  have  been 
forced  by  stress  of  weather, — but  that  *s  not  reason- 
ably likely.  Or  whether  there  is  any  hope  she  so 
far  changed  her  course  as — but  even  I  can  hardly 
hope  that !"  With  such  broken  suggestions,  poor 
old  Uncle  Sol  roamed  over  the  great  sheet  before 
him,  and  could  not  find  a  speck  of  hopeful  proba- 
bility  in  it  large  enough  to  set  one  small  point  of 
the  compasses  upon. 

Florence  saw  immediately — it  would  have  been 
difficult  to  help  seeing — that  there  was  a  singular, 
indescribable  change  in  the  old  man,  and  that  while 
his  manner  was  for  more  restless  and  unsettled  than 
usual,  there  was  yet  a  curious,  contradictory  deci- 
sion in  it,  that  perplexed  her  very  much.  She  fan- 
cied  once  that  he  spoke  wildly,  and  at  random ;  fiir 
on  her  saying  that  she  regretted  not  to  have  seen 
him  when  she  had  been  there  before  that  morning, 
he  at  first  replied  that  he  had  been  to  see  her,  and 
directly  afterwards  seemed  to  wish  to  recall  that 
answer. 

"You  have  been  to  see  me?"  said  Florence, 
"To-day?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear  young  lady,"  returned  Uncle  Sol, 
looking  at  her  and  away  from  her  in  a  confused 
manner.  **  I  wished  to  see  you  with  my  own  eyes, 
and  to  hear  you  with  my  own  ears,  once  more  be* 
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'*Befbre  when?  Before  \rfiat7**  said  Florence, 
patUnfr  her  hand  upon  hie  arm. 

*'  Did  I  say  *  before  7' "  replied  old  SoL  **  If  I  did, 
I  inuflt  have  meant  before  we  ihould  have  any  news 
of  my  dear  boy." 

"^You  are  not  well,"  said  Florence,  tenderly. 
'*  You  have  been  so  very  anxious.  I  aip  sure  you 
are  not  welL" 

'^  I  am  as  welV*  returned  the  old  man,  shutting 
up  his  right  hand,  and  holding  it  out  to  show  her : 

can  hope  to  be.  See !  It 's  steady.  Is  its  master 
not  as  capable  of  resolution  and  fortitude  as  many 
a  younger  man  ?     I  think  so.    We  shall  see.*' 

There  was  that  in  his  manner  more  than  in  his 
words,  though  they  remained  with  her  too,  which 
impressed  I'lorence  so  much,  that  she  would  have 
confided  her  uneasiness  to  Captain  Cuttle  at  that 
moment,  if  the  Captain  bad  not  seized  that  moment 
for  expounding  the  state  of  circumstances  on  which 
the  opinion  of  the  sagacious  Bunsby  was  requested, 
and  entreating  that  profound  authority  to  deliver 
the  same. 

Bimsby,  whose  eye  continued  to  be  addressed  to 
somewhere  about  the  half-way  house  between  Lon- 
don  and  Gravesend,  two  or  three  times  put  out  his 
rough  right  arm,  as  seeking  to  wind  it  for  inspira- 
tion,  round  the  hit  form  of  Miss  Nipper ;  but  that 
young  female  having  withdrawn  herself)  in  dis- 
pleasure, to  the  opposite  side  of  the  table,  the  soft 
heart  of  the  Commander  of  the  Cautious  Clara  met 
with  no  response  to  its  impulses.  Afler'  sundry 
failures  in  Uiis  wise,  tlie  Commander,  addressing 
himself  to  nobody,  thus  spake ;  or  rather  the  voice 
within  him  said  of  its  own  accord,  and  quite  inde- 
pendent of  himself,  as  if  he  were  possessed  by  a 
gruff  spirit : 

**My  name  *s  Jack  Bunsby !" 

**  He  was  chrietened  John,"  cried  the  delighted 
Captain  Cuttle.    »*  Hear  him !" 

**And  what^  I  says,"  pursued  the  voice,  after 
some  deliberation,  ^  I  stands  to." 

The  Captain,  witli  Florence  on  his  arm,  nodded 
at  the  auditory,  and  seemed  to  say,  "Now  he*s 
coming  out.  1  his  is  what  I  meant,  when  I  brought 
him." 

"  Whereby,"  proceeded  the  voice,  "  why  not  ?  If 
so,  what  odds  7  Can  any  man  say  otherwise  7  No. 
Awasttheu!" 

When  it  had  pursued  its  train  of  argument  to 
this  point,  the  voice  stopped,  and  rested.  It  then 
proceeded  very  slowly,  tlius : 

"Do  I  believe  this  here  Son  and  Heir's  gone 
down,  my  lads?  Mayhap,  Do  I  say  so  7  Which  7 
If  a  skipper  stands  out  by  Sen*  George's  Channel, 
making  for  the  Downs,  what's  right  ahead  of  him  7 
The  Goodwins.  He  isn't  forced  to  run  upon  the 
Goodwins,  but  he  may.  The  bearings  of  this  ob. 
servution  lays  in  the  application  on  it  That  a'nt 
no  part  of  my  duty.  Awast  then,  keep  a  bright 
look-out  fbr'ard,  and  good  luck  to  you !" 

The  voice  here  went  out  of  the  back  parlour  and 
into  the  street,  taking  the  Commander  of  the  Can- 
tious  Clara  with  it,  and  accompanying  him  on 
board  again  with  all  convenient  expedition,  where 
he  immediately  turned  in,  and  refreshed  his  mind 
with  a  nap. 

The  students  of  the  sage's  precepts,  left  to  their 
own  application  of  his  wisdom — upon  a  principle 
which  was  the  main  leg  of  the  Bunsby  tripod,  as 
it  is  perchance  of  some  other  oracular  stools-* 


looked  upon  We  another  in  a  little  oneertaiotj 
while  Rob  the  Grinder,  who  had  taken  the  innocei 
freedom  of  peering  in,  and  listening,  through  (t 
skylight  in  the  tm,  came  softly  down  from  tl 
leads,  in  a  state  of  very  dense  confusion.  Captaj 
Cuttle,  however,  whose  admiration  of  Bunsby  wa 
if  possible,  enhanced  by  the  splendid  manner  J 
wh^ch  he  had  justified  his  reputation  and  con 
through  this  solemn  reference,  proceeded  to  cxpla 
that  Sunsby*  meant  nothing  but  confidence ;  th 
Bunsby  had  no  misgivings ;  and  that  such  an  o] 
nion  as  that  man  had  given,  coming  from  such 
mind  as  his,  was  Hope's  own  anchor,  with  go( 
roads  to  oast  it  in.  Florence  endeavoured  to  b 
Iteve  that  the  Captain  was  right ;  but  the  Nippt 
with  her  arms  tiffht  folded,  shook  her  head  in  rci 
lute  denial,  and  had  no  more  trust  in  Bunsby  th) 
in  Mr.  Perch  himselfl 

1'he  philosopher  seemed  to  have  left  Unde  S 
pretty  much  where  he  had  found  him,  for  he  st 
went  roaming  about  tlie  watery  world,  compass 
in  hand,  and  discovering  no  rest  for  them.  It  w 
in  pursuance  of  a  whisper  in  his  ear  from  Florem 
while  the  old  man  was  absorbed  in  this  pursu 
that  Captain  Cuttle  laid  his  heavy  hand  upon  h 
shoulder. 

"What  cheer,  Sol  Gills?"  cried  the  Captai 
heartily. 

"But  so-so,  Ned,"  returned  the  Instrumci 
maker.  "  I  have  been  remembering,  all  this  aft< 
noon,  that  on  the  very  day  when  my  boy  enter 
Dombey's  house,  and  came  home  late  to  dinn< 
sitting  just  there  where  you  stand,  we  talked 
storm  and  shipwreck,  and  I  could  hardly  turn  hi 
from  the  subject" 

But  meeting  the  eyes  of  Florence,  which'  we 
fixed  with  earnest  scrutiny  upon  his  face,  the  c 
man  stopped  and  smiled. 

"  Stond  by,  old  fi-iend !"  cried  the  Captain.  "  Lo 
alive  !  I  tell  you  what,  Sol  Gills ;  arter  I  've  cc 
voyed  Heart*6-delight  safe  home,"  here  the  Capta 
kissed  his  hook  to  Florence,  "  I  *11  come  back  a 
take  you  in  tow  for  the  rest  of  this  blessed  di 
You  *I1  come  and  eat  your  dinner  along  with  n 
Sol,  fiomewheres  or  oth^r." 

"  Not  to-day,  Ned  ?'*  said  the  old  man  quick 
and  appearing  to  be  unaccountably  startled  by  1 
proposition.    "  Not  to-day,     I  couldn't  do  it  I" 

"  Why  not  7"  returned  tlio  Captain,  gazing 
him  in  astonishment 

"  I — I  have  so  much  to  do.  I — I  mean  to  thi 
of,  and  arrange.  I  couldn't  do  it,  Ned,  indeed, 
must  go  out  again,  and  be  alone,  and  turn  my  mi 
to  many  things  to-day.** 

The  Captain  looked  at  the  Instrument-roak 
and  looked  at  Florence,  and  again  at  the  Inst 
ment-maker.  "To-morrow,  then,"  he  suggest 
at  last 

"Yes,  yes.  To-morrow,"  said  the  old  mi 
"  Think  of  me  to-morrow.    Say  to-morrow." 

"  I  shall  come  here  early,  mind,  Sol  Gills,**  atij 
lated  the  Captain. 

"  Yes,  yes.  The  first  thing  to-morrow  roominj 
said  old  Sol ;  "  and  now  good  bye  Ned  Cuttle,  a 
God  bless  you !" 

Squeezing  both  the  Captain's  hands,  with  i 
common  fervour,  as  he  said  it  the  old  man  tun 
to  Florence,  folded  hers  in  his  own,  and  put  tl» 
to  his  lips ;  then  hurried  her  out  to  the  coach  w 
very  singular  precipitation.  Altogether,  h€  nu 
such  an  effect  on  Captain  Cuttle  that  the  CapU 
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Ongered  behind,  and  inatnicted  ^b  to  h$  purticn- 
iiriy  gentle  and  attentive  to  bis  master  until  the 
morning  :  which  injunction  be  strenfftheacd  with 
the  payment  of  one  shilling  down,  and  the  promise 
of  another  sixpence,  before  noon  next  day.  This 
kind  office  performed,  Captain  Cuttle,  who  oon- 
ndered  himself  the  natural  and  lawful  body-guard 
of  Florence,  mounted  the  box  with  a  might/  sense 
of  his  trust,  and  escorted  her  home^  At  parting, 
he  aisured  her  that  he  would  stand  by  Sol  GilU, 
eloce  and  true ;  and  once  again  inquired  of  Susan 
Nipper,  unable  to  forget  her  gallant  words  in  re- 
feicDce  to  Mrs.  Mao  Stinger,  **  Would  you,  do  you 
tiibk,  my  deu',  though  !*' 

When  the  desolate  house  had  dosed  upon  the 
tvOk  the  Captain's  thoughts  reverted  to  the  old  In- 
ftmment-maker,  and  he  felt  uncomfortable.  There- 


fiHre,  instead  of  going  home,  he  walked  up  and 
down  the  street  several  tiroes,  and,  ekin^  out  his 
leisure  until  evening,  dined  late  at  a  oertain  aogu- 
hr  little  tavern  in  the  city,  with  a  public  parlour  , 
like  a  wed^e,  to  which  glazed  hats  much  resorted. 
The  Captain's  prtnoipal  intention  was  to  pees  Sol 
Gilis's  after  dark,  and  look  in  throcigh  tbe  window  9 
which  he  did.  The  parlour  door  stood  open,  and 
he  eould  see  his  old  friend  writing  bu»ily  and 
steadily  at  the  table  within,  while  the  little  Mid. 
shipman,  already  sheltered  from  the  night  dews, 
watched  )um  from  the  counter ;  under  which  Rob 
the  Grinder  made  his  own  bed,  preparatory  to  shut* 
ting  tbe  shop.  Re-assured  by  the  tnnquittity  that 
reigned  within  the  precincts  of  the  wooden  mariner, 
I  the  Captain  headed  for  Brig  Place,  resolving  to 
I  weigh  anchor  betimes  in  the  morning. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 


THE  STUDY  OF  A  LOVING  HEART. 


81a  BaaNKT  and  Lady  Skettles,  very  good  pep- 1 
fie,  resided  in  a  pretty  villa  at  Fulham,  on  the 
banks  of  the  Thames ;  which  was  one  of  the  most 
desirable  residences  in  the  world  when  a  rowing. 
■cCch  happened  to  be  going  past,  but  had  its  little 
iBeoa?eniencea  at  other  times,  among  which  may 
he  enomerated  the  occasional  appearance  of  tlie 
rirer  in  the  drawing-room,  and  the  cotemporaneous 
disappearance  of  the  lawn  and  shrubbery. 

Sir  Bamet  Skettles  expressed  his  personal  conse- 
fseDoe  chiefly  through  an  antique  gold  anoff-box, 
lad  a  ponderous  silk  pocket-handkerchief,  which 
he  had  an  imposing  manner  of  drawing  out  of  his 
pocket  like  a  banner,  and  using  with  both  hands  at 
DQce.  Sir  Barneys  object  in  life  was  constantly  to 
extend  the  range  of  his  acquaintance.  Like  a 
beavy  body  dropped  into  water  —  not  to  disparage 
to  worthy  a  gentleman  by  the  comparison — it  was 
in  tbe  nature  of  things  that  Sir  Baroet  must  spread 
ui  ever-widening  circle  about  him,  until  there  was 
eo  room  lefL  Or,  like  a  sound  in  air,  the  vibration 
of  which,  according  to  the  speculation  of  an  in- 
peaiooa  nnodem  philosopher,  may  go  on  travelling 
far  ever  through  the  interminable  fields  of  space, 
Mhing  hot  coming  to  the  end  of  his  moral  tether 
aovid  slop  fiir  Barnet  Skettles  in  his  voyage  of  dis- 
asfcry  through  the  social  system. 

Sir  Bamct  was  proud  of  making  people  ao- 
pBunted  with  people.  He  liked  the  thing  for  its 
nm  sake,  and  it  advanced  his  favourite  object  too. 
P<7  example,  if  Sir  Bamet  had  the  good  fortune  to 
fgi  bold  at  a  raw  recruit,  or  a  country  gentleman, 
kud  enenared  him  to  his  hospitable  villa.  Sir  Bar- 
let  would  say  to  him,  on  the  morning  after  his  ar. 
rival,  **Now,  my  dear  sir,  is  there  anybody  you 
noold  fi^e  to  know  ?  Who  is  there  you  would 
wish  to  meet  1    I>o  you  take  any  interest  in  writ- 


or  in  aoting  people,  or  in  anything  of  that  sort?** 
Possibly  t^  patient  answered  yes,  and  mentioned 
somebody,  of  whom  Sir  Bamet  had  no  more  per- 
sonal knowledge  than  of  Ptolemy  the  Great  Sir 
Barnet  replied,  that  nothing  on  earth  was  easier, 
as  he  knew  him  very  well :  immediately  called  on 
the  aforesaid  aomebody,  left  his  card,  wrote  a  short 
note,  — **Mx  dear  Sir-*  penalty  of  Tour  eminent 
position  —  friend  at  my  house  naturally  desirous — 
Lady  Skettles  and  myself  participate  —  trust  that 
genius  being  superior  to  ceremonies,  you  will  do  us 
the  distinguished  favour  of  giving  ns  the  pleasure,** 
^Ui,  &C.  —  and  so  killed  a  brace  of  birds  with  one 
stone,  dead  as  door*naiIs. 

With  the  snuif-box  and  banner  in  full  force,  Sir 
Bamet  Skettles  propounded  his  usual  inquiry  tb 
Florence  on  the  first  morning  of  her  visit.  When 
Florence  tlMinked  him,  and  said  there  was  no  one 
in  particular  whom  she  dasired  to  see,  it  was  natu- 
ral she  should  think,  with  a  pang,  of  poor  lost 
Walter.  When  Sir  Bamet  Skettles,  urging  his 
kind  offer,  said,  **  My  dear  Miss  Dombey,  are  you 
sure  you  can  remember  no  one  whom  your  good 
Papa— to  whom  I  beg  you  to  present  tbe  best  com- 
plimonts  of  myself  and  Lady  Skettles  when  you 
write — might  wish  you  to  know  ?"  it  was  as  natu- 
ral, perhaps,  that  her  poor  head  should  droop  a 
little,  and  that  her  voice  should  tremble  as  it  sofUy 
answered  in  tbe  negative. 

Skettles  junior,  much  stiffened  as  to  his  cravat, 
and  sobered  down  as  to  his  spirits,  was  at  home 
for  the  holidays,  and  appeared  to  feel  himself  ag. 
grieved  by  the  solicitude  of  his  ezoellent  mother 
that  he  should  be  &.tentive  to  Florence.  Another 
and  a  deeper  injury  under  which  the  soul  of  young 
Barnet  chafed,  was  the  company  of  Doctor  and 
I  Mrs.  Blimber,  who  had  been  invited  on  a  visit  to 
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gentleman  o(le»  said  he  woald  hare  preftned  their 
passiDgr  the  vaofttion  at  Jericha 

**■  Is  there  anybody  ypu  can  soirgreBt,  now,  Doetor 
Blimher  ?'*  said  Sir  Bamet  Skettles,  turning  to  that 
gentleman. 

•*  Yoo  are  very  kind,  Sir  Barnet,"  retarned  Doc- 
tor Blimbor.  **  Really  I  am  not  aware  that  there 
la,  in  particular.  I  like  to  know  my  leUow.men  in 
general,  Sir  Bamet  What  doea  Terence*  say  7 
Any  one  who  is  the  parent  of  a  aon  ia  interesting 
to  me;* 

**  Has  Mrs.  Blimher  any  wiah  to  see  any  remark, 
ahle  person  7**  asked  Sir  Barnet  courteonsly. 

Mrs.  Blimbor  replied,  with  a  sweet  smile  and  a 
shake  of  her  sky-blue  cap,  that  if  Sir  Bamet  could 
have  made  her  known  to  Cicero,  she  would  have 
troubled  him ;  but  such  an  introdnetion  not  being 
feasible,  and  she  already  enjoying  the  friendship 
of  himself  and  bis  amiable  lady,  and  possessing 
with  the  Doctor  her  husband  their  joint  confi. 
dence  in  regard  to  their  dear  son  —  here  young 
Bamet  was  observed  to  curl  his  nose — she  asked 
no  more. 

Sir  Bamet  was  fain,  under  these  circumstances, 
to  content  himself  for  the  time  with  the  company 
assembled.  Florence  was  glad  of  that;  for  she 
had  a  study  to  pursue  among  them,  and  it  lay  too 
near  her  heart,  and  was  too  precious  and  momentous, 
to  yield  to  any  other  interest. 

There  were  some  children  staying  in  the  house. 
Children  who  were  as  frank  and  happy  with  fiithers 
and  with  mothers  as  those  rosy  faces  opposite  home. 
Children  who  had  no  restraint  upon  their  love,  and 
freely  showed  it  Florence  sought  to  leam  their 
secret;  sought  to  find  out  what  it  was  she  had 
missed ;  what  simple  art  they  knew,  and  she  knew 
not ;  how  she  could  be  taught  by  them  to  show 
her  father  that  she  loved  him,  and  to  win  his  love 
again. 

Many  a,  day  did  Florence  thoughtfully  observe 
these  diildrea  On  many  a  bright  morning  did 
she  leave  her  bed  when  the  glorious  ^un  rose,  and 
walking  op  and  down  upon  the  river's  bank,  before 
any  one  in  the  house  was  Stirring,  look  up  at  the 
windows  of  their  rooms,  and  think  of  them,  asleep, 
so  gently  tended  and  affectionately  thought  of. 
Florence  would  feel  more  lonely  then,  than  in  the 
great  house  all  alone ;  and  woukl  think  sometimes 
that  she  was  better  there  than  here,  and  that  there 
was  greater  peace  in  hiding  herself  than  in  ming. 
ling  with  others  of  her  age,  and  finding  how  unlike 
them  all  she  was.  But  attentive  to  her  study, 
though  it  touched  her  to  the  quick  at  every  Uttie 
leaf  she  turned  in  the  hard  book,  Florence  remained 
among  them,  and  tried,  with  patient  hope,  to  gain 
the  knowledge  that  she  wearied  for. 

Ah !  how  to  gain  it !  how  to  know  the  oharm  in 
its  beginning !  There  were  daughters  here,  who 
rose  up  in  the  morning,  and  lay  down  to  rest  at 
night,  possessed  of  fathers'  hearts  ahready.  They 
had  no  repulse  to  overcome,  no  coldness  to  dread, 
jjo  frown  to  smooth  away.  As  the  morning  ad. 
vanoed,  snd  the  windows  opened  one  by  one,  and 
the  dew  hegsn  to  dry  upon  the  flowers  and  mss, 
and  youthful  feet  began  to  move  upon  the  lawn, 
Florence,  glancing  round  at  the  bright  faces,  thought 
what  was  there  she  could  learn  from  these  children  7 
It  was  too  late  to  leam  from  them ;  each  could  ap- 
proach her  &tber  fearlessly,  and  put  up  her  lips  to 
meet  the  ready  kiss,  and  wind  her  arm  about  the 
neck  that  bent  down  to  caress  her.    8h§  could  not 


begin  by  being  so  bold.  Oh !  could  it  be  that  ther 
was  less  and  less  hope  as  she  studied  more  am 
more! 

She  remembered  well,  that  even  the  old  woma 
who  had  robbed  her  when  a  little  child — whose  in 
age  and  whose  house,  and  all  she  had  said  an 
done,  were  stamped  upon  her  recollection,  with  tb 
enduring  sharpness  of  a  fearful  impression  made  i 
that  early  peiiod  of  life— had  spoken  fondly  of  be 
dauffhter,  and  how  terribly  even  she  had  cried  oi 
in  tno  pain  of  hopeless  separation  from  her  cbil 
Bat  her  own  mother,  she  would  think  jvain,  whe 
she  recalled  this,  had  ioved  her  well  Then,  som 
times,  when  her  thoughts  reverted  swifUy  to  tl 
void  between  herself  and  her  father,  Florence  wool 
tremble,  and  the  tears  woidd  start  upon  her  fiioe,  i 
she  pictured  to  herself  her  mother  living  on,  ai 
coming  also  to  dislike  her,  because  of  her  wantio 
the  unknown  grace  that  should  conciliate  that  f 
ther  naturally,  and  had  never  done  so  from  b 
cradle.  She  knew  that  this  imagination  did  wroi 
to  her  mother's  memory,  and  had  no  truth  in  it, 
base  to  rest  upon ;  and  yet  she  tried  so  hard  to  ja 
tify  him,  and  to  find  the  whole  blame  in  herse 
that  she  could  not  resist  its  passing,  like  a  wi 
cloud,  through  the  distance  of  her  mind. 

There  came  among  the  other  visitors,  soon  afl 
Florence,  one  beautiful  girl,  three  or  four  ves 
younger  than  she,  who  was  an  orphan  child,  ai 
who  was  accompanied  by  her  aunt,  a  grey -hair 
lady,  who  spoke  much  to  Florence,  and  who  greal 
liked  (but  that  they  all  did)  to  hear  her  sing  of  < 
evening,  and  would  always  sit  near  her  at  tl 
time,  with  motherly  interest  They  had  only  be 
two  days  in  the  house,  when  Florence,  being  in 
arboor  in  the  garden  one  warm  morning,  muun| 
observant  of  a  youthful  group  upon  the  turf^  thl^o^ 
some  intervening  boughs,  and  wreathing  flow 
fbr  the  head  of  one  little  creature  among  Uiem  w 
was  the  pet  and  plaything  of  the  res^  heard  tl 
same  lady  and  her  niece,  in  pacing  up  and  dovi 
sheltered  nook  close  by,  speak  of  herself. 

**  Is  Florence  an  orphan  like  me,  aunt  7"  said  i 
child. 

**  No,  my  love.  She  has  no  mother,  bat  ber 
ther  is  living." 

'*  Is  she  in  mourning  fbr  her  poor  mamma  noli 
inquired  the  child,  quickly. 
.  ^No;  fi>r  her  only  brother." 

•*  Has  she  no  other  brother  7" 

"None." 

"No  sister  7" 

"None." 

"  I  am  very,  very  sorry !"  said  the  little  giri. 

As  they  stopped  soon  afterwards  to  watch  m 
boats,  and  had  been  silent  in  the  meaQtime,  1 
renoe,  who  had  risen  when  she  heard  her  na: 
and  had  gathered  up  her  flowera  to  go  and  n 
them,  that  they  might  know  of  her  being  wil 
hearing,  resumed  her  seat  and  work,  expectini 
hear  no  more ;  but  the  conversation  recommeo 
next  monient 

"Florence  is  a  favourite  with  every  one  h 
and  deserves  to  be,  I  am  sure,"  said  tftie  child  i 
nestly.    "  Where  is  her  papa  7" 

The  aunt  replied,  after  a  moment's  paiine,  1 
she  did  not  know.  Her  tone  of  voice  ar reeled  ] 
renoe,  who  had  started  from  her  seat  a^^am ; 
held  her  fastened  to  the  spot,  with  her  ivork  hai 
caught  up  to  her  bosom,  and  her  two  haiide  aai 
it  fi^m  being  scattered  on  the  ground. 
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*He  jp  in  Engiand  I  hope,  auntr*  nid  the 

cilia 

**  I  belieTe  io.    Yes ;  I  know  be  ib,  iadeed.'* 

"  Has  he  ever  been  here  7" 

•*  I  believe  not.    Na" 

•*  Is  he  coining  here  to  see  her  ?" 

"I  believe  not." 

"  Is  he  lame,  or  blind,  or  ill,  aunt  7*'  asked  the 
child. 

The  flowers  that  Florence  held  to  her  breast  be- 
fin  to  &U  vrhen  she  heard  those  words,  so  wonder, 
mglj  spoken.  She  held  them  closer ;  and  her  iace 
hunff  down  upon  them. 

**  Kate,'*  said  the  Jady,  after  another  moment  of 
akuce,  **  I  will  tell  you  the  whole  truth  about  Flo. 
Kpce  as  I  have  heard  /t,  and  believe  it  to  be.  Tell 
BO  ooe  else,  my  dear,  because  it  may  be  little 
koown  here,  and  your  doing  so  would  give  her 
pun." 

"  I  never  will !"  exclaimed  the  child. 

**  I  know  you  never  will,"  returned  the  lady.  **  I 
ean  trust  you  as  myselC  I  fear  then,  Kate,  that 
Rorence's  fatber  cares  little  for  her,  very  seldom 
tecs  her,  never  was  kind  to  her  in  her  life,  and  now 
Qoittt  shoDs  her  and  avoids  her.  She  would  love 
aim  dearly  if  he  would  suffer  her,  but  he  will  not — 
though  for  no  fiiult  of  her's ;  and  she  is  greatly  to 
be  loved  and  pitied  by.  all  gentle  hearts." 

More  of  the  flowers  thut  Florence  held,  fell  scat- 
iamg  on  the  ground ;  those  that  remained  were 
wet,  but  not  with  dew  ;  and  her  face  dropped  upon 
her  laden  hands. 

**  Poor  Florence !  Dear,  good  Florence !"  cried 
the  chad. 

**  Do  you  know  why  I  have  told  you  this,  Kate  7" 
aid  the  lady. 

**■  That  I  may  be  very  kind  to  her,  and  take  great 
eare  to  try  to  please  her.    Is  that  tlie  reason,  aunt  7" 

•*  Partly,"  said  the  lady,  "  but  not  all.  Though 
we  see  her  so  clicerfal ;  with  a  pleasant  smile  lor 
every  one ;  ready  to  oblige  us  all,  and  bearing  her 
part  in  every  amusement  here :  she  can  hardly  be 
^nite  happy,  do  you  think  she  can,  Kate  7" 

**  I  am  afraid  not,"  said  the  little  girl. 

**Aud  you  can  understand,"  pursued  the  lady, 
*  why  her  observation  of  children  who  have  parents 
who  are  fbnd  of  them,  and  proud  of  them  —  like 
many  here,  just  now  —  should  make  her  sorrowful 
m  secret?" 

**  Ye9,  dear  aunt,"  said  tlie  child,  "  I  understand 
that  very  well.    Poor  Florence !" 

If  ore  flowers  strayed  upon  the  ground,  and  tliose 
■be  yet  held  to  her  breast  trembled  as  if  a  wintry 
wind  were  rustling  them. 

^  **  Mv  Kate,"  said  the  lady,  whose  voice  was  se- 
fiooa,  but  very  calm  and  sweet,  and  had  so  impress- 
ed  Florence  from  the  first  moment  of  her  hearing 
H,  **Of  all  the  youthful  people  hero,  you  are  her. 
natural  and  harmless  fi-iend ;  vou  have  not  the  in- 
nocent means,  that  happier  children  have" — 

**  There  are  none  happier,  aunt !"  exclaimed  the 
child,  who  seemed  to  cling  about  her. 

— ^«A8  other  children  have,  dear  Kate,  of  remind- 
lag  her  of  her  misfortune.  Therefore  I  would  have 
you,  when  you  try  to  be  her  little  friend,  try  all  the 
more  lor  that,  and  f^l  that  the  bereavement  you 
sustained*- thank  Heaven  1  before  you  knew  its 
weight — gives  you  claim  and  hold  upon  poor  Flo- 


**  Bat  I  am  not  without  a  parent's  love,  aunt, 
and  1  never  have  bc^i,"  said  the  child,  **with 


**  However  that  may  be,  mT  dear,"  letamed  ihi 
lady,  **  your  misfortune  is  a  lighter  ooe  than  Flo- 
rence's ;  lor  not  an  orphan  in  the  wide  world  can 
be  so  deserted  as  the  child  who  is  an  outcast  from  a 
living  parent's  love." 

The  flowers  were  scattered  on  the  ground  like 
dust ;  the  empty  hands  were  spread  upon  the  face ; 
and  orphaned  J'lorence,  ahrinking  down  upon  the 
ground,  wept  long  and  bitterly. 

But  true  of  heart  and  resolute  in  her  good  pur- 
pose, Florence  held  to  it  as  her  dying  mother  held 
by  her  upon  the  day  that  gave  Paul  life.  He  did 
not  know  how  much  she  loved  him.  However  kms 
the  time  in  coming,  and  however  slow  the  interval 
she  must  try  to  bring  that  knowledge  to  her  father'e 
heart  one  day  or  other.  Meantime  she  must  be 
careful  in  no  thoughtless  word,  or  look,  or  burst  of 
feeling  awakened  by  any  chance  circumstance,  ti 
coin  plain  against  him,  or  to  give  occasion  for  these 
whispers  to  his  priejudioe. 

Even  in  the  response  she  made  the  orphan  chil4 
to  whom  she  was  attracted  sUongly,  and  whom  she 
had  such  occasion  to  remember,  Iiorenoe  was  mind 
ful  of  him.  If  she  singled  her  out  too  plainly  (Flo. 
rence  thought)  from  among  the  rest,  she  wouU 
confirm-*in  one  mind  certainly  :  perhaps  in  more— 
the  belief  that  he  was  cruel  and  unnatural.  Hei 
own  deliffht  was  no  set-off  to  this.  What  she  had 
overheard  was  a  reason,  not  for  soothinjp  herself 
but  for  saving  him ;  and  Florence  did  it,  m  pufsa 
ance  of  the  study  of  her  heart 

She  did  so  always.  If  a  book  were  read  aloud, 
and  there  were  anything  in  the  story  that  pointed 
at  an  unkind  father,  she  was  in  pain  for  their  ap 
plication  of  it  to  him ;  not  for  herself.  So  with  aa| 
trifle  of  an  interlude  that  was  acted,  or  picture  that 
was  shown,  or  game  that  was  played,  among  them 
The  occasions  for  such  tenderness  towards  bin 
were  so  many,  that  her  mind  misgave  her  often,  k 
would  indeed  be  better  to  go  back  to  the  old  house^ 
and  live  again  within  the  shadow  of  its  dull  walli| 
undisturbed.  How  few  who  saw  sweet  Florence,  in 
her  spring  of  womanhood,  the  modest  little  queen 
of  those  small  revels,  imagined  what  a  load  of  sa* 
cred  care  la^  heavy  in  her  breast !  How  few  of 
those  who  sti^ened  in  her  Other's  freezing  atmo. 
sphere,  suspected  what  a  heap  of  fiery  ooals  wu 
piled  upon  ois  head ! 

Florence  pursued  her  study  patiently,  and,  fiiiling 
to  acquire  the  secret  of  tlie  nameless  grace  she 
sought,  ampuff  the  yoothfiU  company  who  were 
assembled  in  the  house,  often  walked  out  alone,  in 
the  earlv  morning,  among  the  children  of  the  pofir< 
But  still  she  found  them  all  too  &r  advanced  to 
learn  from.  They  had  won  their  household  placee 
long  ago,  and  did  not  stand  without,  as  she  did, 
with  a  bar  across  the  door. 

There  was  one  man  whom  she  several  times  ob- 
served at  work  very  early,  and  oAen  with  a  girl  of 
about  her  own  age  seated  near  him.  He  was  I 
very  poor  man,  who  seemed  to  have  no  regular  eQi« 
ployment,  but  now  went  roaming  about  Uie  banks 
of  the  rtvei  when  the  tide  was  low,  looking  out  fiM 
bits  and  scraps  in  the  mud ;  and  now  worked  at  the 
onptomirfing  little  patch  of  gafd^n-grouad  befiire 
his  cottago ;  and  now  tinkered  up  a  miserable  old 
boat  that  belonged  to  him ;  or  did  some  job  of  thai 
kind  fur  a  neighbour,  as  chance  occurred.  What* 
ever  the  man*s  labour,  the  girl  was  never  employed  j 
but  sat,  when  she  was  with  him,  in  a  listkss,  moping 
state,  and  idle. 

Flnl«n<»A  httA  nf^tkti  «rfaKA<1  tn  nrwknlr  tn  1r\*\m  man  < 
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yet  she  had  nerer  taken  courage  to  do  lo,  as  he 
made  no  morement  towards  her.  But  one  morning 
when  she  happened  to  come  upon  him  suddenly, 
from  a  hy-path  among  some  pcUard  willows  which 
terminated  in  tiie  little  shelving  piece  of  stony 
ground  that  lay  between  bis  dwelling  and  the  water, 
where  he  was  bending  over  a  fire  he  had  made  to 
caulk  the  old  boat  which  was  lying  bottom  upwards, 
dose  by,  he  raised  his  head  at  the  sound  of  her  foot- 
step, and  gave  her  Good  morning. 

"Good  morning,**  said  Florence,  approaching 
nearer,  "  you  are  at  work  early," 

**  I  *d  be  g-Iad  to  be  often  at  work  earlier.  Miss, 
if  I  had  work  to  do.** 

**  Is  it  so  hard  to  ?ct  ?**  asked  Florence. 

**/  find  it  BO,"  replied  the  man. 

Florence  danced  to  where  the  girl  was  sitting, 
drawn  together,  with  her  elbows  on  her  knees,  and 
her  chin  on  her  hands,  and  said : 

"  Is  that  vour  daughter  ?" 

He  raised  his  head  quickly,  and  looking  towards 
the  girl  with  a  brightened  face,  nodded  to  her,  and 
•aid  «•  Yes."    Florence  looked  towards  her  too,  and 

Sye  her  a  kind  salutation ;  the  girl  muttered  some- 
ing  in  return,  ungraciously  and  sullenly. 

•*  Is  she  in  want  of  employment  also  ?"  said  Flo- 
rence. 

The  mon  shook  his  head.  "  No,  Miss,*'  he  said. 
^  I  work  for  both.** 

••  Are  there  only  you  two,  then  ?'*  inquired  Flo- 
rence. 

•*  Only  us  two,"  said  the  man.  ^  Her  mother  has 
been  dead  these  ten  year.  Martha !"  (he  lifted  up 
Ms  head  again,  and  whistled  to  her)  **  Won*t  you 
Bay  a  word  to  the  pretty  young  lady  ?" 

The  girl  made  an  impatient  gesture  with  her 
cowering  shoulders,  and  turned  her  head  another 
way.  Uely,  mis-shapen,  peevish,  ill-conditioned, 
ra^ed,  dirty  —  but  beloved !  Oh,  yes  I  Florence 
had  seen  her  father's  look  towards  her,  and  she 
knew  whose  look  it  had  no  likeness  to. 

^  •*  I  *m  afraid  she 's  worse  this  morning,  my  ^oor 
girl !"  said  the  man,  suspendinf  his  work,  and  con- 
tcmplating  his  ill-fiivbured  child,  with  a  compas- 
sion that  was  the  more  lender  for  being'  rough. 

«  She  is  ill,  then !"  said  Florence. 

The  man  drew  a  deep  sigh.  "  I  don*t  believe  my 
Martha's  had  five  short  days*  good  health,"  he  an- 
swered, looking  at  her  still,  "in  as  many  long 
years." 

•*Aye !  and  more  than  that,  John,"  said  a  neigh- 
bour, who  had  come  down  to  help  him  with  the 
boat 

•*  More  than  that,  you  say,  do  you  ?"  cried  the 
other,  pushing  back  his  battered  hat,  and  drawing 
his  hand  across  his  forehead.  **  Very  like.  It  seems 
a  long,  long  time." 

"And  the  more  the  time,"  pursued  the  neighbour, 
•the  more  you've  &voured  and  humoured  her, 
John,  *til]  she  *6  got  to  be  a  burden  to  herself,  and 
overvbody  else." 

••  Not  to  me,"  said  her  fiither,  falling  to  his  work 
again.    ••  Not  to  me." 

Florence  could  feel^who  better  7-*how  truly  he 
spoke.  She  drew  a  little  closer  to  him,  and  would 
have  been  glad  to  touch  his  rug?ed  hand,  and  thank 
him  for  his  goodness  to  the  miserable  object  that 
he  looked  upon  with  eyes  so  different  ^om  any 
other  man's. 

•Who  would  favour  my  poor  girl— > to  call  it 
fiivouring— if /didn't?*'  sa^d  the  father. 


"Aye,  aye,**  cried  the  neighbour.  "In  reasoiit 
John.  But  you !  You  rob  youself  to  give  to  he^. 
You  bind  yourself  hand  and  foot  on  her  account 
You  make  yourself  miserable  alon^  of  her.  And 
what  does  she  care !  You  don*t  believe  she  knoM 
it?" 

The  father  lifled  up  his  head  again,  and  whistled 
to  her.  Martlia  made  the  same  impatient  eestare 
with  her  crouching  shoulders,  in  reply,  and  he  wsfe 
glad  and  happy. 

•Only  for  that.  Miss,"  said  the  neighbour,  wilh 
a  smile,  in  which  there  was  more  of  secret  sym 
pathy  than  he  expressed;  •only  to  get  that,  ho 
never  lets  her  out  of  his  sight  !*' 

•  Because  the  day  *11  come,  and  has  been  coming 
a  long  while,"  observed  the  other,  bending  low  ovci 
his  work,  "when  to  get  half  as  much  from  thtl 
unfort*nate  child  of  mme— to  get  the  trembling  ef 
a  finger,  or  the  waving  of  a  hair — would  be  to  raisi 
the  dead."  , 

.Florence  soflly  pot  some  money  near  his  hani^ 
on  the  old  boat,  and  left  him. 

And  now  Florence  began  to  think,  if  she  were  ti 
fall  ill,  if  she  w^re  to  fade  like  her  dear  brother 
would  he  then  know  that  she  had  loved  him ;  wonl< 
she  then  grow  dear  to  him ;  would  he  come  to  hei 
bedside,  when  she  was  weak  and  dim  of  sight,  an4 
take  her  into  his  embrace,  and  cancel  all  the  past 
Would  he  so  forgive  her,  in  that  changed  condition 
for  not  having  been  able  to  lay  open  her  chtlf^sl 
heart  to  him,  as  to  make  it  easy  to  relate  with  wha 
emotions  she  had  gone  out  of  his  room  that  night 
what  she  had  meant  to  say  if  she  had  had  the  coc 
rage ;  and  liow  she  hod  endeavoured,  afterwards,  t 
learn  the  way  she  never  knew  in  in^ncy  7 

Yes,  she  thought  if  she  were  dying,  he  wouJ 
relent.  She  thought,  that  if  she  lay,  serene  an< 
not  unwilling  to  depart,  upon  the  bed  that  was  coi 
tained  round  witli  recollections  of  their  darling  bo^ 
he  would  be  touched  home,  and  would  say,  •  Dea 
Florence,  live  for  me,  and  we  will  love  each  othc 
as  we  might  have  done,  and  be  as  happy  as  n 
might  have  been  these  many  years !"  She  thougl 
that  if  she  heard  such  words  from  him,  and  had  hi 
arms  clasped  round  him,  she  could  answer  with 
smile,  •*  It  is  too  late  for  anything  but  this ;  I  nevi 
could  be  happier,  dear  father  !*'  and  so  leave  hii 
with  a  blessing  on  her  lips. 

The  golden  water  she  remembered  on  the  wa 
appeared  to  Florence,  in  the  light  of  such  refie 
tions,  only. as  a  current  flowing  on  to  rest,  and  to 
region  where  the  dear  ones,  gone  before,  were  wai 
ing,  hand  in  hand;  and  often  when  she  look< 
upon  the  darker  river  rippling  at  Hbr  feet,  d 
thought  with  awful  wonder,  but  not  terror,  of  th 
river  which  her  brother  had  so  often  said  was  bei 
ing  him  away. 

The  father  and  his  sick  daughter  were  yet  fre 
in  F!or6nce*s  mind,  and,  indeed,  that  ixibldent  w 
not  a  week  old,  when  Sir  Barnet  and  his  lad/  goii 
out  walking  in  the  lanes  one  aflemoon,  proposed 
her  to  bear  them  company.  Florence  readiW  cc 
senting.  Lady  Skettles  ordered  out  young*  Ban 
as  a  matter  of  course.  For  nothing  delighted  La 
Skettles  so  much,  as  beholding  her  eldest  son  w; 
Florence  on  his  arm. 

Barnet,  to  say  the  truth,  appeared  to  entertain 
opposite  sentiment  on  the  subject,  and  on  socb  i 
casions  frequently  expressed  himself  aadiblj,  thou, 
indefinitely,  in  reference  to  •  a  parcel  of  g^irls.**  , 
it  was  not  easy  to  rufile  her  sweet  temper,  bo 
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ever,  Floronee  vaneraHy  reoonciled  the  young  ffen- 
tleman  to  his  fate  after  a  fow  minutes^  and  they 
■trolled  on  amicably :  Lady  SkotUes  and  Sir  Bamet 
Allowing,  in  a  state  of  per&ct  oooiplacency  and 
high  gratification. 

Tlia  was  tlie  order  of  procedure  on  the  aflemoon 
m  question;  aod  Florence  bad  almost  succeeded  in 
orerroling  the  {uresent  objections  of  Skettles  jnoior 
to  his  destiny,  when  a  gentleman  on  horseback 
etme  riding  by,  looked  at  tbem  earnestly  as  he 
pused,  drew  in  his  rein,  wheeled  round,  and  came 
riding  back  again,  |iat  in  hand. 

The  genUeman  bad  looked  particularly  at  Flo- 
rence; and  when  the  little  party  stopped,  on  his 
ridiog  back,  he  bowed  to  her  before  saluting  Sir 
Btmet  and  his  lady.  Florence  had  no-  remem- 
iiranoe  of  having  ever  seen  hiro,  but  she  started 
ioTolontarily  when  he  came  near  hert  and  drew 
bick. 

**  My  horse  is  perfectly  quiet,  I  assure  you,**  said 
the  gentleman. 

It  was  not  that,  but  something  in  the  gentleman 
Um«elf— Fbrence  could  not  have  said  what-^that 
made  ber  recoil  as  if  she  had  been  stung. 

**  I  have  the  honour  to  address  Miss  Dombey,  I 
believe?"  said  the  gentleman,  with  a  most  per- 
tuasi^e  smile.  Ou  Fbrence  incdinlog  her  bead,  he 
added,  **  iMy  name  is  Corker.  I  can  hardly  hope 
to  be  remembered  by  Miss  Dombey,  except  by  name. 
Carker." 

Florence,  sensible  of  a  strange  inclination  to 
ihiver,  though  tiie  day  was  hot,  presented  hira  to 
ber  host  and  hostess;  by  wl^om  he  was  very-gra- 
cioiisly  received. 

**  I  beg  pardon,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  ^  a  thousand 
times !  But  I  am  going  down  to-morrow  morning 
to  Mr.  Dombey,  at  Leamington,  and  if  Miss  Dwro- 
bey  can  intrust  me  with  any  commission,  need  I 
•ay  how  very  happy  I  shall  be  ?" 


Sir  Bamet  immediatdly  divining  that  Flonnce 
woald  desire  to  write  a  letter  to  ber  father,  proposed 
to  return,  and  besought  Mr.  Carker  to  oome  home 
and  diss  in  his  riding  gear.  Mr.  Carker  bad  the 
mislbrtone  to  be  engaged  to  dinner,  but  if  Mise 
Dombey  wished  to  write,  nothing  would  delight 
him  more  than  to  aoeompiny  them  back,  and  to  be 
her  fiithfol  skve  in  waiting  as  long  as  she  pleased. 
As  he  said  this  with  his  widest  ^mile,  and  bent 
down  dose  to  her  to  pat  his  horse*e  neck,  Florence, 
meeting  his  eyes,  saw,  rather  than  beard  him  say, 
"*  There  is  no  news  of  the  ship !" 

Confused,  frightened,  shrinking  from  hiro,  and 
not  even  sure  that  he  had  said  tlKiae  words,  1^  he 
seemed  to  have  shown  them  to  her  in  some  extra, 
ordinary  manner  through  his  smile,  instead  of  utter* 
ing  them,  Florenee  faintly  said  that  she  was  obli^ 
to  him,  but  she  would  not  write ;  she  bad  noUung 
to  say, 

**  Nothing  to  send.  Miss  Dombey  7*'  said  the  maa 
of  teeth.  » 

'^  Nothin|r,**  s&id  Florence,  •^but  my  <^  but  my 
deaj  love— if  you  please." 

Disturbed  ae  FloKnoe  was,  she  raised  1^  eyes 
to  his  fiice  with  an  imploring  and  expressive  look, 
that  plainly  besought  him,  if  he  knew-^which  he 
aa  plainly  did— »thsX  any  measage  between  her  and 
her  father  was  an  uncommon  charge,  but  that  one 
most  of  all,  to  spare  her.  Mr.  Carker  smiled  and 
bowed  low,  and  being  charged  by  Sir  Barnet  with 
the  best  compliments  of  himself  and  Lady  Skettles, 
took  his  leave,  and  rode  away :  leaving  a  favourable 
impression  on  that  worthy  couple.  Florence  was 
seised  with  sooh  a  shudder  as  he  went,  that  Sir 
Bamet,  adopting  the  popular  superstition,  supposed 
somebody  was  passing  over  her  grave.  Mr.  Car- 
ker, turning  a  comer,  on  the  instant,  looked  back^ 
and  bowed,  and  disappeared,  as  if  he  rode  off  to  the 
churchyard,  straight,  to  do  it 


CHAPTER  XXV. 


STRANGE  NEWS  OF  UNCLE  SOL. 


Captain  Cuttle,  though  no  sluggard,  did  not 
taro  out  so  early  on  the  morning  aXler  he  bad  seen 
Sol  Gills,  through  the  shop- window,  writing  in  the 
parlour,  with  tlje  Midshipman  upon  the  counter, 
and  Rob  the  Grinder  making  up  his  bed  below  it, 
but  that  the  clocks  struck  six  as  he  raised  himself 
00  his  elbow,  and  took  a  survey  of  his  little  cham* 
ber.  The  Captain's  eyes  must  have  done  severe 
dntv,  if  he  usually  opened  them  as  wide  on  awaking 
u  he*  did  that  morning ;  and  wer^  but  roughly  re- 
warded  for  their  vigilance,  if  he  generally  rubbed 
them  half  as  hard.  BuMhe  occasion  was  no  com- 
mon one,  for  Rob  the  Srinder  had  certainly  never 
rtood  in  the  doorway  of  Captain  Cuttle's  bed-room 
before,  and  in  it  he  stood  then,  panting  at  the  Cap- 
tain, with  a  flushed  and  touzled  air  of  Bed  about 
him,  that  greatly  heightened  both  his  colour  and 
eniressioD. 

"Holloa I"  roared  the  Captoin.  "What's  the 
Blatter?** 

JieSare  Rob  could  stammer  a  word  in  answer, 
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Captain  Cuttle  turned  out,  all  in  aheap,  and  covered 
the  boy's  mouth  with  his  hand. 

*«  Steady  my  lad,"  said  the  Captain,  •*  don't  ye 
speak  a  word  to  me  as  yet !" 

The  Captain,  looking  at  his  visitor  in  great  con- 
sternation, gently  shouldered  him  into  the 'next 
room,  after  laying  this-  injunction  upon  him ;  and 
disappearing  for  a  few  moments,  forthwith  returned 
in  the  blue  suit  Holding  up  his  hand  in  token  of 
the  injunction  not  yet  being  taken  off,  Captain 
Cuttle  walked  up  to  the  cupboard,  and  poured  him- 
self  oiit  a  dram;  a  counterpart  of  which  he  handed 
to  the  messenger.  The  Captain  then  stood  himself 
up  in  a  corner,  against  the  wall,  as  if  to  forestal  the 
pdssibility  of  being  knocked  backwards  by  the  com- 
munication that  was  to  be  made  to  him ;  and  hav- 
ing  swallowed  his  liquor,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
messenger,  and  his  lace  as  pale  as  his  £ice  could 
be,  requested  him  to  **  heave  a-bead." 

"  Do  you  mean,  tell  you.  Captain  7"  asked  Rob» 
who  had  been  greatly  impressed  by  these  precautiona 
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•AyeraiidtheCapUlD. 

«"  Well,  sir,**  laid  Rob,  •"  I  aint  got  niiioh  to  telL 
Bat  look  here!** 

Rob  prodaoed  a  boodle  of  keys.  The  GapUin 
sarreyed  them,  remained  in  bis  oomer,  and  sur- 
▼eyed  the  messenger. 

^  And  look  here  !'*  pursoed  Rob. 

The  boy  produced  a  sealed  packet,  which  Cap- 
tain  Cattle  stared  at  as  he  had  stared  at  the  keys. 

**When  I  woke  this  morning,  Captain,*'  said 
Rob,  **  which  was  about  a  quarter  after  fire,  I  fimnd 
these  on  my  pillow.  The  shop-door  was  unbolted 
and  unlocked,  and  Mr.  Gills  gone,*' 

«"  Gone !"  roared  the  Captain. 

««Fk)wed,  sir,*'  returned  Rob. 

The  Captain's  voice  was  so  tremendous,  and  he 
came  out  of  his  comer  with  such  way  on  him,  that 
Rob  retreated  before  him  into  anether'eomer ;  hold« 
ing  out  the  keys  and  packet,  to  prevent  himself 
lirom  being  run  down. 

"•For  Captain  Cuttle,*  sir,'*  cried  Rob,  "is  on 
the  keys,  and  on  the  packet  too.  Upon  my  word 
and  honour.  Captain  Cuttle,  I  don*t  know  anything 
more  a^ut  it  I  wish  I  may  die  if  1  do!  Here 's 
a  sitiwatton  for  a  lad  that  *8  just  got  a  sitiwation,** 
cried  the  unfortnoate  Grinder,  screwing  his  cuflT 
into  his  face :  **  his  master  bolted  with  nxs  place, 
and  him  blamed  ibr  it  !*' 

These  lamentations  had  reference  to  Captain 
Cuttle's  gaie,  or  rather  glare,  which  was  Aill  of 
vague  suspicions,  threatenings,  and  denunciations. 
Taking  the  proffered  packet  from  his  band,  the 
Captain  opened  it,  and  read  as  fellows: 

•«My  dear  Ned  Cuttle.  Enclosed  is  my  Witt  V 
The  Captain  turned  it  over,  with  a  doubtful  look-*- 
••and  Testament— Wliere's  ibe  T^tament?"  said 
the  Captain,  instantly  inpeaehing  the  ilUfated 
Grinder.  '•What  have  you  done  with  that,  my 
lad  7" 

••/  never  see  it,"  whimpered  Rob.  ••  Dont  keep 
cm  suspecting  an  innocent  lad.  Captain.  /  never 
touched  the  TestamenL" 

Captain  Cuttle  shook  his  head,  implying  that 
somebody  must  be  mads  answerable  mr  it,  and 
gravely  proceeded: 

**  Which  don't  break  open  for  a  year,  or  until 
you  have  decisive  intelligence  of  my  dear  Walter, 
who  is  dear  to  you,  N^,  too,  I  am  sure."  The 
Captain  paused  and  shook  his  head  in  some  emo- 
tion ;  then,  as  a  re-establishment  of  his  dignity  in 
this  trying  position,  looked  with  exceeding  stern- 
ness at  the  Grinder.  **  If  you  should  never  hear 
of  me,  or  see  me  more,  Ned,  remember  an  old 
iViend  as  he  will  remember  yon  to  the  last^-kindly ; 
and  at  least  until  the  period  I  have  mentioned  has 
expired,  keep  a  home  in  the  old  place  for  Walter. 
There  are  no  debts,  the  loan  f^om  Dombe^'s  house 
is  paki  o^  sod  all  my  keys  I  send  with  this.  Keep 
Ibis  quiet,  and  make  no  Inquiry  for  me ;  it  Is  use- 
less. So  no  more,  dear  Ned,  from  your  true  friend, 
Solomon  Gills.**  The  Captain  took  a  long  breath, 
and  then  read  these  words,  written  below :  *•  The 
boy  Rob,  well  recommended,  as  I  told  you,  from 
Dombey's  house.  -  If  all  else  should  come  to  the 
hammer,  take  care^  Ned,  of  the  little  Midship- 
man." 

To  eonvey  to  posterity  any  Idea  of  the  manner 
in  which  the  Captain,  after  taminr  this  letter  over 
and  over,  and  reading  it  a  score  of^times,  sat  down 
in  his  chair,  and  held  a  court-martial  on  the  aabjeet 
in  his  .own  mind,  would  require  the  united  genius 
of  all  the  great  men,  who,  discarding  their  own 
^vnloward  days,  iiave  determined  to  go  down  to 


posterity,  and  have  never  got  there.  At  first  Hie 
Captain  was  too  much  confounded  and  distressed 
to  think  of  anything  but  the  letter  itself;  and  even 
when  his  thoughts  began  to  glance  upon  the  Ta. 
rious  attendant  facts,  they  might,  perhaps,  as  well 
have  occupied  themselves  with  their  former  theme, 
for  any  light  they  reflected  on  them.  In  this  state 
of  mind.  Captain  Cuttle,  having  the  Grinder  before 
the  court,  and  no  one  else,  found  it  a  great  relief  to 
decide,  generally,  that  he  was  an  object  of  sospU 
cion :  which  the  Captain  so  clearly  expressed  in 
his  visage,  that  Rob  remonstrated. 

••Oh,  don't.  Captain!"  cried  the  Grinder.  •»! 
wonder  how  you  can !  what  have  I  done  to  be 
looked  at  like  that  7" 

••My  lad,"  said  CapUin  Cottle,  ••dont  yon  sing 
out  afore  vou're  hurt.  And  don't  you  commit 
yourself,  whatever  you  da** 

••  I  haven't  been  and  committed  nothing,  Cap- 
tain !"  answered  Rob. 

••  Keep  her  free,  then,"  said  the  Captain,  impres- 
sively, ••  and  ride  easy." 

With  a  deep  sense  of  the  responsibilitv  imposed 
upon  him,  and  the  necessity  of  thoroughly  bthom- 
ing  this  mysterious  affair,  as  became  a  man  in  his 
rektions  with  the  partkss.  Captain  Cuttle  rcsolTed 
to  go  dovm  and  examine  the  premises,  and  to  keep 
the  Grinder  with  him.  Considering  that  youth  as 
under  arrest  at  present,  the  Captain  wttt  in  some 
doubt  whether  it  might  not  be  expedient  to  hand- 
cuff him,  or  tie  his  ankles  together,  er  attach  a 
weight  to  his  legs ;  but  not  being  clear  as  to  the 
legdity  of  suoh  formalities,  the  Captain  derided 
merelv  to  hold  him  by  the  shoulder  aU  the  way, 
and  knock  him  down  if  he  made  any  objec- 
tion. 

However,  he  made  none,  and  consequently  got  to 
the  Instrument-maker's  house  without  being  |3aoed 
under  any  more  stringent  restraint  As  the  shut- 
ters were  not  yet  taken  down,  the  Captain's  fint 
care  was  to  have  the  shop  opened ;  and  when  the 
daylight  was  freely  admitted,  he  proceeded,  with 
its  aid,  to  f\irther  investigation. 

The  Captain's  next  care  was  to  establish  himscU 
in  a  chair  in  the  shop,  as  President  of  the  solemn 
tribunal,  that  was  sitting  within  him ;  and  to  re- 
quire Rob  to  lie  down  in  his  bed  under  the  counter, 
show  exactly  where  he  discovered  the  keys  and 
paeket  when  he  awoke,  how  he  found  the  dooi 
when  he  went  to  try  it,  how  he  started  off  to  Bn| 
Place— cautiously  preventing  the  latter  imitatioi 
from  being  carried  farther  than  the  threahold— anc 
so  on  to  the  end  of  the  chapter.  When  all  thv 
had  been  done  several  times,  the  Captain  shool 
his  head,  and  seemed  to  think  the  matter  had  a  bai 
look. 

Next,  the  Captain,  with  some  indistinct  idea  d 
finding  a  body,  instituted  a  strict  search  over  ih 
whole  house ;  groping  in  the  cellars  with  a  ]igbte< 
candle,  thrusting  his  hook  behind  doors,  bri^ginf 
his  head  into  violent  contact  with  beams,  and  co 
vering  himself  with  cobwebs.  Mounting  up  to  th 
old  man's  bed-room,  the^&und  that  &  had  no 
been  in  bed  on  the  previous  night,  but  had  mere!; 
lain  down  on  the  coverlet,  as  was  evident  from  th 
impression  yet  remaining  there. 

••And  /think.  Captain/'  said  Rob,  looking roo» 
the  room,  ••  that  when  Mr.  Gills  wte  going  in  an 
out  so  often,  these  last  few  days,  he  was  takin| 
little  things  away,  piecemeal,  not  to  attract  alten 


••Aye!**  said  the  CapUtn,  myrtBriouslj^  *•  Wl^ 
so,  my  lad  ?'* 
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•Why,**  mamd  Rob,  looking  »boilt,««I  don*t 
Me  hk  Bhmmg  tackle.  Nor  his  bnubei,  Captain. 
Har  no  afairti.    Nor  ;et  i\it  Bhoes.** 

Am  eaeh  of  these  articles  was  mentionefll,  Cap- 
taiB  Cttttle  took  partioular  notice  of  the  eorre> 
ppooding  department  of  thb  Griader,  lest  be  shoold 
tppeir  to  have  been  in  recent  use,  or  eboald  proro 
to  be  in  present  poesession  thereof.  But  Rob  had 
BO  occasion  to  shave,  certainly  was  not  brushed, 
asd  wore  the  clothes  he  had  worn  for  a  long  time 
fut,  beyond  all  possibility  of  mistake. 

"And  what  should  you  say,**  said  the  Captain — 
*iot  committing  yourself-— about  his  time  of  sheer- 
ing off?    Hey  7" 

•Why,  I  think.  Captain,"  returned  Rob,  "that 
be  most  have  gone  pretty  soon  aiUr  I  began. to 


<*  What  o'dock  waa  that  7**  said  the  Gaptani,  pre- 
pued  to  be  Tory  particular  about  the  exact  time. 

*«  How  can  I  tell*  Captain !"  answered  Rob.  **  I 
qbIt  know  that  I*m  a  heavy  sleeper  at  first, 
and  a  light  one  towards  morning ;  and  if  Mr.  Gills 
bd  come  through  the  shop  near  daybreak,  though 
ever  so  much  on  tiptoe,  I  *m  pretty  sure  I  should 
tare  heard  him  shut  the  door  at  all  events.^ 

On  mature  consideration  of  this  evidence,  Cap- 
tab  Cuttle  began  to  think  that  the  Instrument- 
Baker  must  have  vanished  of  his  own  accord ;  to 
*iuch  logical  conclusion  ho  was  assisted  by  the  let- 
ter addressed  to  himself^  which,  as^  being  uoques- 
tiooably  in  the  old  man*s  band.writing,  would  seem, 
vith  no  great  forcing,  to  bear  the  construction,  that 
he  arranged  of  his  own  will,  to  go,  and  so  went. 
The  Captain  had  next  to  consider  where  and  why  ! 
and  as  there  was  no  way  whatsoever  that  he  saw  to 
the  golution  of  the  first  difficulty,  he  confined  his 
oeditations  to  the  second. 

Remembering  the  old  man's  curious  manner,  and 
the  &rewell  he  nad  taken  of  him :  unaccountably 
ftrveot  at  the  time,  but  quite  intelligible  now :  a 
tcirible  apprehension  strengthened  on  the  Captain, 
that,  overpowered  by  his  anxieties  and  regrets  lor 
Walter,  he  had  been  driven  to  commit  suicide. 
Daeqoal  to  the  wear  and  tear  of  daily  life,  as  he 
lad  often  professed  himself  to  be,  and  shaken  as  he 
Be  doobt  was  by  the  uncertainty  and  deferred  hope 
lie  had  undergone,  it  seemed  no  violently  strained 
BMving,  bat  only  Coo  probable. 

me  fi-om  debt,  and  with  no  fear  for  his  personal 
Hherty,  or  the  seizure  of  his  goods,  what  else  but 
Knfa  a  state  of  madness  eoukl  have  hurried  him 
*«ay  alone  and  secretly  7  As  to  his  carrying  seme 
■ffarel  with  hhn,  if  he  had  really  done  so-^and 
1%  were  not  even  sure  ot  that— he  might  have 
doBB  ao,  the  Captain  argued,  to  prevent  inquiry,  to 
diatraet  attention  from  his  probable  fate,  or  to  ease 
^  voy  mind  that  was  now  revolving  all  these 
poaaibifities.  'Bach,  reduced  into  plain  language, 
lad  eondensed  within  a  small  compass,  was  Uie 
fioal  resoH  and  mbstance  of  Captain  Cuttle's  de- 
Iterations;  whieh  took  a  long  time  to  arrive  at 
t^  pass,  and  were,  like  s^e  more  public  delibera- 
^ons,  very  dtsenrsive  anJpisorderly. 

I>ejeeled  asd  despondml  in  the  extreme.  Captain 
C^Mle  felt  it  jost  to  release  Rob  from  the  arrest  m 
^ieh  ho  had  placed  him,  and  to  enlarge  him,  sub* 
jwtio a  kind  of  honourable  inspection  which  he 
■tall resolved  te exercise;  and  having  hired  a  man, 
froB  Bfoglsy  the  Broker,  to  sit  in  the  shop  during 
^  absence,  the  Captain,  taking  Rob  with  him, 
Med  fefth  vpoa  a  dismal  quest  after  the  mortal 
Knains  of  Sotomon  Gills. 

Hataslatiflfi-hmlaa.  or  hone.hmiie.  or  work-hoaae 


in  the  metif>polis  escaped  a  visitation  from  the  hard 
glaxed  hat.  Along  the  wharves,  among  the  ship- 
ping, on  the  biank-side,  up  the  river,  down  the  river,* 
here,  there,  everywhere,  it  went  gleaming  where 
men  were  thickest,  like  the  heroes  helmet  in  an 
epic  battle.  For  a  whole  week,  the  Captain  read 
of  all  the  found  and  missing  people  in  all  the  news- 
papers  and  handbills,  and  went  ^thon  expeditions 
at  all  hours  of  the  day  to  identify  Solomon  Gills,  in 
poor  little  ship-boys  who  had  fallen  overboard,  and 
in  taJl  foreigners  with  dark  beards  who  had  taken 
poison — **  to  make  sere,**  Captain  Cuttle  said,  **  that 
it  wam*t  him.'*  It  is  a  sure  thing  that  it  never  was, 
and  that  the  good  Captain  had  no  other  satisfaction. 

Cuptain  Cuttle  at  last  abandoned  these  attempts 
as  hopeless,  and  set  himself  to  consider  what  was 
to  be  done  next  After  several  new  perusals  of  his 
poor  friend^s  letter,  he  considered  that  the  mainte. 
nance  of  **  a  home  in  the  old  place  for  Walter'*  waa 
the  primary  duty  imposed  upon  him.  Therefore^ 
the  Captain's  decision  was,  that  he  would  keep 
house  on  the  premises  of  Solomon  Gills  himself^ 
and  would  go  into,  tho  instrument  business,  and  see. 
what  came  of  it 

Bnt  as  this  step  involved  the  relinquishment  of 
his  apartments  at  Mrs.  Mae  Stinger*s,  and  he  kneir 
that  resolute  woman  would  never  hear  of  his  de. 
sorting  them,  the  Captain  took  the  desperate  deter« 
mination  of  running  away. 

••  Now,  look  ye  here,  my  lad,"  said  the  Captain 
to  Rob,  when  he  had  matured  this  notable  scheme, 
"  to-morrow  I  shan't  be  found  in  this  here  roadstead 
till  night — ^not  till  arter  midnirht  p'raps.  But  you 
keep  wateh  till  you  hear  me  knock,  and  the  mo- 
ment you  do,  turn-to,  and  open  the  door." 

**  Very  good.  Captain,"  said  Rob. 

■•  You  '11  continue  to  be  rated  on  this  here  books,'* 
pursued  the  Captain  condescendingly,  "  and  I  don't 
say  but  what  yon  may  get  prqpiotion,  if  you  and 
me  should  pull  together  with  a  will.  But  the  mo- 
ment Tou  hear  me  knock  to-morrow  night,  what- 
over  time  it  is,  turn-to  and  show  yourself  smart 
with  the  door." 

*^  I  '11  be  sure  to  do  it,  Captein,"  replied  Rob. 

**  Because  you  understand,"  resumed  the  Cap- 
tain, coming  back  again  to  enforce  this  charge  upon 
his  mind,  **  there  may  be,  for  anything  I  can  sa^,  a 
chase;  and  I  might  be  took  while  I  was  waitmg, 
if  yon  didn't  show  yourself  smart  with  the  door." 

Rob  again  assured  the  Captain  that  he  would  be 
prompt  and  wakeful ;  and  the  Captain  having  made 
this  prudent  arrangement,  went  home  to  Mrs.  Mao 
Stmger's  for  the  bst  time. 

The  sense  the  Captain  had  of  its  being  the  last 
time,  and  of  the  awful  purpose  hidden  beneath  hia 
blue  waistcoat,  inspired  him  with  such  a  mortal 
dread  of  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  that  the  sound  of  that 
lady's  foot  downstairs  at  any  time  of  the  day,  was 
sufficient  to  throw  him  into  a  fit  of  trembling.  It 
fbll  out,  too,  that  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  was  in  a  charm- 
ing temper-^ mild  and  placid  as  a  house-lamb; 
and  Captain  CiTttle's  conscience  suffered  terrible 
twinges,  when  she  came  up  to  inquire  if  she  could 
cook  him  nothing  for  his  dinner. 

**  A  nice  small  kidney-pudding  now,  Cap'en  Cut- 
tle," said  his  landlady :  **  or  a  sheep's  heart  Don't 
mind  my  trouble."' 

••  No  thank'ee,  Ma'am,"  returned  the  Captain. 

■^Have  a  roast  fowl,'*  9tL\d  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger* 
**  with  a  bit  of  weal  stuffing  and  some  egg  sauce. 
Come,  Cap'en  Cuttle !  Give  yoorself  a  little  treat !  * 

**No  thank'ee,  ma'am/'  returned  the  Ca^ttain 
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**  I  *in  sare  you  *re  out  of  Mxts,  ind  want  to  bo 

■timilated,**  said  Mn.  Mao  Stinger,  **  Why  not 
hare,  for  onoe  in  &  way,  a  bottle  of  aberry  wine?** 

*'  Well,  Ma'am,'*  rejoined  the  Captain,  »*  if  you  'd 
bQ  BO  good  aa  to  taae  a  glasa  or  two,  I  think  1 
would  try  that  Would  yon  do  me  the  fitvour, 
Ma*am,"  said  the  Captain,  torn  to  pieces  by  bis 
oonscieoce,  "  to  acoept  a  quarter's  rent  a-head  7*' 

""And  why  so,  Cap'en  Cuttle?**  retorted  Mrs. 
Mac  Stinger — sharplv,  as  the  Captaiti  thought 

The  Captain  was  frightened  to  death.  **  If  you 
would,  Ma*am,*'  he  saic^  with  submission,  **it  would 
oblige  me.  I  can't  keep  my  money  very  weU.  It 
pays  itself  out  I  should  take  it  kind  if  you  'd 
Qomply." 

''Well,  Cap'en  Cuttle,"  said  the  unconscious 
Mac  Stinger,  rubbing  her  hands,  ''you  oan  do  as 
you  please.  It 's  not  ibr  me,  with  my  fiimilyt  to 
refuse,  no  more  than  it  is  to  ask." 

"And  would  you,  Ma'am,"  said  the  Captain*  tak> 
ing  down  the  tin  canister  in  which  be  kept  his 
cash,  from  the  top^elf  of  the  cupboard,  "  be  so 
good  as  offer  eigbteen-pence  a-pieoe  to  the  little 
family  all  round  7  If  you  could  ma  Ice  it  convenient, 
Ma*am»  to  pass  the  word  presently  for  them  chil- 
dren to  come  for'ard,  in  &  body,  I  should  be  glad  to 
see  'em." 

These  innocent  Mac  Stingers  were  so  many 
daggers  to  the  Captain's  breast,  when  they  appeared 
in  a  swarm,  and  tore  at  him  with  the  confiding 
trustfulness  he  so  little  deserved.  The  eye  of  Alex- 
ander  Mac  Stinger,  who  had  been  his  favourite, 
was  insupportable  to  the  Captain;  the  voice  of 
Juliana  Mac  Stinger,  who  was  the  picture  of  her 
mother,  made  a  coward  of  him. 

Captain  Cottle  kept  up  appearancesi  nevertheless, 
tolerably  well,  and  ibr  an  hour  or  two  was  very 
hardly  used  and  roughlv  handled  by  the  young 
Mac  Stingers :  who,  in  their  childish  frolics,  did  a 
little  damage  also  to  the  glazed  hat,  by  sitting  in  it, 
two  at  a  time,  as  in  a  nest,  and  drumming  on  the 
inside  of  the  crown  with  their  shoes.  At  len||[th 
the  Captain  sorrowfully  dismissed  them:  taking 
leave  of  these  cherubs  with  the  poignant  remorse 
and  grief  of  a  man  who  was  going  to  execution* 

In  the  silence  of  night,  the  Captain  packed  op 
his  heavier  property  in  a  chest,  which  he  locked, 
ititending  to  leave  it  there,  in  all  probability  for 
ever,  but  on  the  forlorn  chance  of  one  day  finding 
a  roan  sufficiently  bold  and  desperate  to  come  and 
ask  for  it  Of  his  lighter  necessaries,  the  Captain 
made  a  bundle;  and  disposed  his  plats  about  his 
person,  ready  for  flight  At  the  hour  of  midoiizht, 
when  Brig  rlace  was  buried  in  slumber,  and  Mrs. 
Mac  Stinger  was  lulled  in  sweet  oblivion,  with  her 
infants  around  her,  the  guilty  Captain,  stealing 
down  on  tiptoe,  in  the  dark,  opened  Uie  door,  closed 
it  sofUy  after  him,  and  took  to  his  heels. 

Pursued  by  the  image  of  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  spring, 
ing  out  of  bed,  and,  regardless  of  costume,  follow- 
ing and  bringing  him  back;  pursued  also  by  a 
conscionsness  of  bis  enormous  crime;  Captain 
Cuttle  held  on  at  a  great  pace,  and  aJlowed  no 
grass  to  grow  under  bis  feet,  between  Brig  Place 
and  the  Instrument-maker's  door.  It  opened  when 
he  knocked — for  Hob  was  on  the  watch— and  when 
It  was  bolted  and  locked  behind  him,  Captain  Cuttle 
&lt  comparatively  sale. 

"  Whew !"  cried  the  Captain,  looking  round  him, 
"  it 's  a  breather  !*' 

"  Nothing  the  matter,  is  tlicre.  Captain  7"  cried 
the  gaping  Rob. 


^'No,  no!**  said  Captain  CotUe,  after  ciiangiii| 
coUmu,  and  listening  to  a  passing  footstep  in  tk 
street  "  But  mind  ye,  my  lad ;  if  any  ladv,  exoe]] 
either  of  them  two  as  you  see  t'other  oay,  eve 
comes  and  asks  for  Cap'en  Cottle,  be  sure  to  repoi 
no  person  of  that  name  known,  nor  never  heard  o 
here :  observe  tliem  orders,  will  yon  7" 

**  I II  take  care,  CapUin,"  returned  Rob. 

"You  might  say — if  you  liked,"  hesitated  th 
CapUin,  "that  you'd  read  in  tho  paper  that 
Cap'en  of  that  name  was  gone  to  Australia,  emi 
grating,  along  with  a  whole  ship's  complement  o 
people  as  bad  all  swore  never  to  come  back  o 
more." 

Rob  nodded  his  nnderstaoding  of  these  instmc 
tions;  and  Captain  Cuttle,  promising  to  make  i 
man  of  him  if  he  obeyed  orders,  dismissed  bin 
yawning,  to  his  bed  under  the  counter,  and  wea 
aAoft  to  the  chamber  of  Solomon  Gills. 

What  the  Captain  suffered  next  day,  whenever  i 
bonnet  passed,  or  how  oflen  he  darted  out  of  tb 
shop  to  elude  imaginary  Mac  Stinc;crs,  and  sougb 
safety  in  tho  attic,  cannot  be  told.  But  to  avoii 
the  fatigues  attendant  on  this  means  of  selflpreser 
vation,  the  Captain  curtained  the  glass  door  of  com 
munication  between  the  shop  and  parlour,  on  th< 
inside,  fitted  a  key  to  it  from  the  bunch  that  ba( 
been  sent  to  him,  and  cut  a  small  bole  of  espial  ii 
the  wall.  The  advantage  of  this  fortification  l 
obvious.  On  a  bonnet  appearing,  the  Captain  in 
stantly  slipped  into  his  garrison,  locked  himself  op 
and  took  a  secret  observation  of  the  enemy.  Fmd 
ing  it  a  fiilse  alarm,  the  Captain  instantly  slippet 
out  again.  And  the  bonnets  in  the  street  were  m 
very  numerous,  and  alarms  were  so  inseparabh 
from  their  appearance,  that  the  Captain  was  aUnotl 
incessantly  slipping  in  and  out  &11  day  long. 

Captain  Cuttle  found  time,  however,  in  the  midst 
of  this  fatiguing  service,  to  inspect  the  stock ;  u 
connexion  with  which  he  had  the  general  idea 
{very  laborious  to  Rob)  that  too  much  friction  .couU 
not  be  bestowed  upon  it  and  that  it  could  not  be 
made  too  bright  He  also  ticketed  a  few  attractin 
looking  articles  at  a  venture,  at  prices  ranging 
from  ten  shillings  to  fifty  pounds,  and  exposed  U^ni 
in  the  window,  to  the  great  astonishment  of  the 
public.  ' 

Afler  effecting  these  improvements.  Captain  Cat 
tie,  surrounded  by  the  instruments,  began  to  ftd 
scientific:  and  looked  up  at  the  stars  at  nighti 
through  tlie  skylight,  when  be  was  smoking  hu 
pipe  in  the  little  back  parlour,  before  going  to  bad, 
aaif  he  had  cstablisbod  a  kind  of  property  in  them. 
As  a  tradesman  in  the  city,  too,  he  began  to  ban 
an  interest  in  tho  Lord  Mayor,  and  the  Sh6rifi^ 
and  in  Public  Companies ;  and  lelt  bound  to  read 
the  quotations  of  the  Funds  every  dajf ,  tiiougb  be 
was  unable  to  make  out,  on  any  prhiciple  of  navi- 
gation, what  the  figures  meant,  and  could  liaie 
very  well  dispensed  with  the  fractions.  Florence, 
the  Captain  waited  on,  Ah  his  strange  news  of 
Unole  Sol,  immediately  aRer  taking  possession  of 
the  Midshipman ;  but  she  was  away  from  boma 
So  the  CapUin  sat  himself  down  in  his  altered 
station  of  life,  with  no  company  but  Rob  tbe 
Grinder;  and  losing  count  of  time*  as  men  do 
when  great  changes  come  upon  them,  Ibougbt 
musingly  of  Waller,  and  of  Solomon  Gills,  aod 
evon  of  Mrtf.  Mao  Stinger  herself,  as  among  tbt 
things  that  had  been. 


Profound  cogitation  of  Captain  Cuttle. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 


SHADOWS  OF  THE  PAST  AND  FUTUHE. 


*ToCB  raost  obedient,  Sir,**  laid  the  Major. 
"DBmme,  ^,  a  friend  of  mjr  friend  Dombej's,  is 
a  iheDd  of  mine,  and  I  'm  glad  to  see  you  !** 

*I  am  infinitely  obliged,  Carker,**  explained  Mr. 
Dombey,  **  to  Major  Bagstock,  for  hie  company  and 
eonversation.  Alajor  Sagetock  baa  rendered  me 
pett  eerrice,  Carker.** 

^  Mr.  Carker  the  manager,  hat  in  hand,  just  ar 
rired  at  Leamington, 'and  juat  introdaced  to  the 
Major,  showed  the  Major  his  whole  doable  range 
ef  tocth,  and  trusted  he  might  take  the  liberty  of 
thankmg  him  with  all  his  heart  for  having  effected 
■a  great  an  improTement  in  Mr.  Dombey's  looks 
uA  spirits. 

•By  Cad,  Sir,"  said  the  Major,  in  reply,  "there 
OS  no  thanks  due  to  me,  for  it*8  a  ^ve  and  take 
iftir.  A  great  creature  like  oar  friend  Dombey, 
Sr,**  said  Sie  Major,  lowering  his  voice,  but  not 
kvering  it  so  much  as  to  render  it  inaudible  to 
tbit  gentleman,  **  cannot  help  improving  and  ex- 
dliDg  his  friends.  He  strengthens  and  invigorates 
asian,  Sir,  does  Dombey,  in  his  moral  nature.*' 

Mr.  Carker  snapped  at  the  expression.  In  his 
Biaral  nature.  Exactly.  The  very  words  he  had 
ben  on  the  point  of  suggesting. 

"But  when  my  friend  Dombey,  Sir,**  added  the 
Mqor,(*  talks  to  vou  of  Major  Bagstock,  I  must 
one  lesre  to  set  him  and  you  right  He  meantf 
piaio  Joe,  Sir — ^Joey  B. — Josh.  Bagstock  —  Joseph 
--roagh  and  tough  Old  J.,  Sir.  At  your  ser. 
tiea" 

Mr.  CaTker*!  excessively  friendly  Inclinations 
^Wttds  the  Major,  and  Mr.  Carker*s  admiration 
^  kii  roughness,  toughness,  and  plainness,  gleam- 
s'out  of  every  tooth  m  Mr.  Carker*s  head. 

*  And  now  Sir,**  said  the  Major,  "^you  and  Dom- 
^  have  the  devU*8  own  amount  of  business  to  talk 
wr." 

*  By  no  mea^ff,  Major,**  observed  Mr.  Dombey. 
"Dombey,**  said  the  Major  defiantly,  «*  I  know 

better;  a  man  of  your  mark — ^the  Colossus  of  oom- 
■Mrce  —  is  not  to  be  interrupted.  Your  moments 
^  predous.  We  shall  meet  at  dinner-time.  In 
^  interval.  Old  Joseph  will  be  scarce.  The  din- 
tt  boar  is  a  sharp  seven,  Mr.  Carker.*' 

With  that,  the  Major,  greatly  swollen  as  to  his 
^  withdrew ;  but  immediately  putting  in  his 
Md  at  ^e  door  again,  said : 

*Ibeg  your  pardon.  Dombey,  have  you  any 
■^■iage  to  *em  ?" 

Mr.  Dombey  in  some  embarrassment,  and  not 
■^Aont  a  glanee  at  the  courteous  keeper  of  his 
MHaeaa  confidence,  intrusted  the  Major  with  his 
Miriiments. 

"By  the  Lord,  Sir,**  wrfd  the  Major,  ** you  must 
>^e  it  something  warmer  thin  that,  or  Old  Joe 
>tB  be  iar  from  welcome." 

■Hegards  then,  if  you  will.  Major,**  returned 
».  Dombey. 

^*  Damme,  CRr,**  said  the  Major,  shaking  his 
"wUus  and  his  great  cheeks  jocidarly :  **  make 
iMMoething  warmer  than  that*' 

"What  yott  please  then.  Major,*'  observed  Mr. 

*Ow'ftlaid  is  sly  Sir,  sly  Sir,  devilish  sly,** 


said  the  Major,  staring  round  the  door  at  Carker. 
"  So  is  Bagstock.*'  But  stopping  in  the  midst  of  a 
chuckle,  and  drawing  himself  up  to  his  fbll  height, 
the  Major  solemnly  exclaimed,  as  he  struck  him- 
self  on  the  chest,  *•  Dombey !  I  envy  your  feelings. 
God  bless  you  !**  and  withdrew. 

'^  You  must  have  found  the  gentleman  a  great 
resource,"  said  Carker,  fblbwing  him  with  his 
teeth. 

••  Very  great  indeed,'*  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

**  He  has  friends  here,  no  doubt,"  pursued  Car. 
ker.  **  I  perceive,  from  what  he  has  said,  that  you 
go  into  society  here.  Do  you  know,"  smiling  nor- 
ribly,  **  I  am  so  very  glad  that  you  go  into  so- 
ciety !" 

Mr.  Dombey  acknowledged  this  display  of  in- 
terest  on  the  part  of  his  second  in  command,  by 
twirling  his  watch-chain,  and  slightly  moving  his 
head. 

••  You  were  formed  for  society,",  said  Carker. 
**  Of  all  the  men  I  know,  you  are  the  best  adapted, 
by  nature,  and  by  position,  for  society.  Do  you 
know  I  have  been  frequenlty  amazed  that  you  should 
have  held  it  at  arm's  length  so  long !" 

*  I  have  had  my  reasons,  Carker.  I  have  been 
alone,  and  indifferent  to  it.  But  you  have  great 
social  qualifications  yourself;  and  are  the  more 
likely  to  have  been  surprised." 

••Oh!  /."'  returned  the  other,  with  ready  self- 
disparagement  ••  It  *s  quite  another  matter  in  the 
case  of  11  man  like  me.  ••  I  don't  come  into  com- 
parison with  yott." 

Mr.  Dombey  put  his  hand  to  his  neckcloth,  set* 
tied  his  chin  in  it,  coughed,  and  stood  looking  at 
his  faithftil  friend  and  servant  for  a  few  moments 
in  silence. 

••I  shall  have  the  pleasure,  Carker,"  said  Mr.. 
Dombey  at  length :  making  as  if  he  swallowed* 
somcthmg  a  little  too  lurge  for  his  throat :  **  to  pre- 
sent  you  to  my  —  to  the  Major's  friends.  Highly 
agreeable  people." 

••Ladies  among  them,  I  presume?"  insinuated 
the  smooth  Manager. 

••  They  are  all  —  that  is  to  say,  they  arc  both  — 
ladiest,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey. 

••  Only  two  T"  smiled  Carker. 

*•  They  arc  only  two.  I  have  confined  my  visit* 
to  their  residence,  and  have  made  no  other  ac> 
quaintance  here;" 

••  Sisters,  perhaps  ?"  quoth  Carker. 

"*  Mother  and  daughter,"  replied  Mr.  Dombey. 

As  Mr.  Dombey  dropped  his  eves,  and  adjusted 
his.  neckcloth  again,  the  smiling  /ace  of  Mr.  Carker 
the  Manager  I^came  in  a  moment,  and  without 
any  stage  of  transition,  transformed  into  a  most 
intent  and  frowning  &ce,  scanning  his  closely,  an^ 
with  an  ugly  sneer.  As  Mr.  Dombey  raised  his 
eyes,  it  changed  back,  no  less  quickly,  to  its  oM 
expression,  and  showed  him  every  gum  of  wbidk  it 
stood  possessed. 

••  You  are  very  kind,"  said  Carker.  ••  I  shall  be 
delighted  to  know  them.  Speaking  of  daughters, 
I  have  seen  Miss  Dombey." 

There  was  a  sudden  rush  of  blood  to  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  face. 
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*•  I  took  the  liberty  of  waiting  on  her,"  said  Car. 
ker,  **  to  inqoire  if  she  could  diarge  me  with  any 
little  commission.  I  am  not  so  fortunate  as  to  be 
the  bearer  of  any  but  her — but  her  dear  love." 

Wolf  *s  face  that  it  was  then,  with  even  the  hot 
tongue  revealing  itself  throujch  the  stretched  mouth, 
as  the  eyes  encountered  Mr.  Dombey*s ! 

**  What  business  intelligence  is  there  ?*'  inquired 
the  latter  gentleman,  aflcr  a  silence,  during  which 
Mr.  Carker  hod  produced  some  memoranda  and 
other  papers. 

"  There  is  very  little,"  returned  Carker.  •*  Upon 
the  whole  we  have  not  had  our  usual  good  fortune 
of  late,  but  that  is  of  little  momefkt  to  you.  At 
Lloyd^s,  they  give  up  the  Son  and  Heir  for  lost 
Well,  she  was  insured,  from  her  keel  to  her  mast- 
head." 

**  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  taking  a  chair  near 
him,  *^  I  cannot  say  that  voung  man.  Gay,  ever  im- 
pressed me  favourably-—  * 

**  Nor  me,"  interposed  the  Manager. 

**  But  I  wish,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  without  heed, 
ing  the  interruption,  **  he  had  never  gone  on  board 
that  ship.    I  wish  ho  had  never  been  sent  out*- 

**  It  is  a  pity  you  didn*t  say  so,  in  good  time,  is 
it  not?**  retorted  Carker,  coolly.  "However,  I 
think  it*s  all  for  the  best.  I  really  think  it*s  all 
for  the  best.  Did  I  mention  that  there  was  some^ 
thing  like  a  little  confidence  between  Miss  Dombey 
and  myself 7" 

"  No,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  sternly. 

"  I  have  no  doubt,"  returned  Mr.  Carker,  alUr 
an  impressive  pause,  "  that  wherever  Gay  is,  he  Is 
much  better  where  he  is,  than  at  home  here.  If  I 
were,  or  could  be,  in  your  place,  I  should  be  satis- 
iied  of  that  I  am  quite  satisfied  of  it  myself.  Miss 
Dombey  is  confiding  and  young— perhaps  hardly 
proud  enough,  for  your  daughter — if  she  liave  a 
ikult.  Not  that  thot  is  much  though,  I  am  sure. 
Will  you  check  these  baUnces  with  me  ?** 

Mr.  Dombey  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  instead 
of  bendin?  over  the  papers  that  were  laid  before 
him,  and  looked  the  Manager  steadily  in  the  fiice. 
The  Manager,  with  his  eyelids  alightly  raised,  af- 
fected to  be  glancin^f  at  his  figures,  and  to  await 
the  leisure  of  his  prmcipal.  He  showed  that  he 
affected  this,  os  if  from  great  delicacy,  and  with  a 
design  to  spare  Mr.  Dombey*s  feelings;  and  the 
latter,  as  he  looked  at  him,  was  cognistantof  his  in- 
tended  consideration,  and  felt  that  but  for  it,  this 
<co.nfidentLal  Carker  would  have  said  a  great  deal 
more,  which  he,  Mr.  Dombey,  was  too  proud  to  ask 
for.  It  was  his  way  in  business,  oAen.  Little  by 
little,  Mr.  Dombey's  gaze  relaxed,  and  his  attention 
became  diverted  to  the  papers  before  him ;  but  while 
busy  with  the  occupation  they  afforded  him,  he  fre- 
<iaently  stopped,  and  kxiked  at  Mr.  Carker  again. 
Whenever  he  did  so,  Mr.  Carker  was  demonstra- 
live,  as  before,  in  his  delicacy,  and  impressed  it  on 
his  great  chief  more  and  more. 

While  they  were  thus  engaged;  and  under  the 
skilful  culture  of  the  M.anager,  angry  thoughts  in 
reference  to  poor  Florence  brooded  and  bred  in  Mr. 
Dombey's  breast,  usurping  the  place  of  the  cold 
diiilike  that  generally  reigned  there ;  Major  Bag. 
«tock,  much  admired  by  the  old  ladies  of  Learning, 
ton,  and  followed  by  the  Native,  carrying  the  usual 
amount  of  light  baggage, straddled  along  the  shady 
side  of  the  way,  to  make  a  morning  ciul  on  Mrs. 
Skewton.  It  being  mid.day  when  the  Major 
reached  the  bower  of  Cleopatra,  he  had  the  good 
ibrtune  to  find  his  Princess  on  her  usual  sofa. 


languishing  over  a  cup  of  coffee,  with  the  room  ao 
darkened  and  shaded  for  her  mote  luxurious  re- 
pose, that  Withers,  who  was  in  attendance  on  her, 
loomed  like  a  phantom  page. 

"What  insupportable  creature  is  this,  comiog 
in !"  said  Mis.  Skewton.  "  I  cannot  bear  it  Gc 
away,  whoever  you  are  !*' 

'« You  have  adt  the  heart  to  banish  J.  B^  Ma'am  r 
said  the  Mii^r,  halting  midway,  to  remonstrate 
with  his  cane  over  his  shouhl^c- 

"  Oh  it  *s  you,  is  it  7  On  second  thoughts,  yoc 
may  enter,"  observed  Cleopatra. 

The  Major  entered  aeoordingly,  and  advancinj 
to  the  sofa,  pressed  her  charming  hand  to  bis  lips. 

"  Sit  down,**  said  Cleopatra,  listlessly  waving  hei 
fan,  **.%  long  way  off.  Don*t  come  too  near  one,  kn 
I  am  frightfully  ftdnt  and  sensitive  this  morsini 
and  you  ameU  of  the  Sun.  You  are  absohitsl] 
tEopicaL*' 

"  By  George,  Ma'wn,"  said  the  Major*"  the  tin* 
has  been  when  Joseph  Bogstock  has  been  grillei 
and  blistered  by  the  Son;  the  time  was,  when  b 
was  forced.  Ma'am,  into  such  fiUl  blow,  by  higi 
hothouse  heat  m  the  Wept  Indies,  that  he  wi 
known  as  the  Flower.  A  man  never  heard  of  Bei| 
stock,  Ma'am,  in  tboee  days ;  he  heard  of  th 
Flower— the  Flower  of  Ours.  The  Flower  ma 
have  &ded,  more  or  less.  Ma'am,"  observed  kb 
Major,  dropping  into  a  much  nearer  chair  than  ha 
been  indicated  by  his  cruel  Divinity,  **  but  it  is 
tough  plajit  y^t,  and  oonetant  as  the  evergreen." 

Here  the  Major,  under  cover  of  the  dark  roofl 
shut  up  one  eye,  rolled  his  head  like  a  Uarfeqoii 
and,  in  his  great  self-satisfiiction,  perhaps  wei 
nearer  to  the  confines  of  apoplexy  than  ha  had  evi 
gone  before. 

"Where  m  Mrs. Granger 7"  inquired  Cleopati 
of  her  page. 

Withers  believed  ehe  was  m  hw  own  room. 

"Very  well,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton.  «*Go  awa 
and  shut  the  dbor.    I  am  engaged." 

As  Withers  disappeared,  Mrs.  Skewton  to^M 
her  head  lan|[aidly  towards  the  Major,  witho 
otherwise  moving,  and  asked  him  how  his  friei 
was. 

"  Dombey,  M^'am,"  rettimed  the  Major,  with 
faeetious  gurgling  in  his  throat,  "  is  as  well  ai 
man  in  his  condition  caa.  be.  His  condition  ia 
desperate  one.  Ma'am.  Ho  is  touched,  is  Dombe 
Touched !"  cried  the  Major.  "  He  u  bajooett 
through  the  body." 

Cleopatra  vast  a  sharp  look  at  the  Mi^or,  tl 
contrasted  forcibly  with  the  affected  drawl  u  whi 
she  presenUv  said : 

"  Major  Bagstock,  although  I  know  bat  little 
the  werld,**nor  can  I  reaUy  regret  mj  inezpe 
ence,  for  I  fear  it  is  a  fiilse  place :  MX  of  wtthoi 
conventionalities:  where  Nature  is  but  little  ; 
garded,  and  where  the  music  of  the  heart,  and  I 
goshmg  of  the  soul,  and  all  that  sort  of  thin|^,  whi 
is  so  truly  poetical,  is  seldom  heard, — I  cannot  n 
understand  your  meaning*  There  is  an  allosi 
to  EMith— to  my  eztreroely  dear  child,**  said  M 
Skewton,  tracing  the  outline  of  her  CT'ebrowa  w 
her  forefinger,  "  in  your  words,  to  which  the  % 
derest  of  chords  vibrates  excessively." 

"Bhintnesf,  Ma'am,"  rstumed  the  Major,  *'] 
ever  been  the  oharacteristic  of  the  Bagaiock  brc 
Yon  are  right    Joe  admits  it" 

"And  that  allusion,"  pursued  Cleopatra,  ** wo 
invtJve  one  of  the  most— if  not  positively  tJU  m 
—ioachitt^,  and  thrilling,  and  sacred  emotions 
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vftieb  &br  Mfy-Men  tntare  is  susceptible,  I  con- 

The  Major  laid  his  hand  npon  his  Hps,  and 
i/ifted  a  kiss  to  Cleopatra,  as  if  to  identify  the 
eootioD  m  question. 

"I  feel  that  I  am  weak.  I  fbel  that  I  am  want- 
io|f  in  that  energy,  which  shontd  sastain  a  mamma : 
not  b  taj  a  parent :  on  soch  a  subject,**  said  Mrs. 
SkewtoD,  trimming  her  lips  wiUi  the  laced  edge  of 
i«r  poeket-bandkerchief ;  ••  but  I  can  hardly  ap- 
proKh  a  topic  so  excessively  momentous  to  my 
deiRSt  Edith  without  a  feeling  of  faintness.  Never- 
tMesB,  bad  man,  as  yoa  have  boldly  remarked  upon 
it, tod  as  it  has  occasioned  me  ereat  anguish:** 
Mn.8kewton  touched  her  left  side  with  her  fiin: 
*i  wiH  not  shrink  firom  my  duty.** 

The  Major,  under  cover  of  the  dimness,  sweBed, 
ud  swelled,  and  rolled  his  purple  fkce  about,  and 
vinked  hi*  lobster  eye,  until  he  fbll  into  a  fit  of 
irtieanig,-  which  obliged  him  to  rise  and  take  ^ 
idra  tr  two  About  the  room,  befbre  bu  fair  firiend 
Boold  proceed. 

''Mr.  Dombey,**  saM  Mrs.  Skewton,  when  she  at 
ksgih  resumed,  **  was  obliging  enough,  now  many 
(^8  8g6,  to  do  us  the  honour  of  visiting  us  here ; 
in  company,  ray  dear  Major,  with  yot»sei£  I  ac- 
kampledge— let  me  be  open—that  it  is  my  fkiling 
t»be  the  creature  of  impulse,  and  to  wear  my  hear^ 
u  it  were,  outside.  I  know  my  failing  fbll  well. 
Vy  enemy  cannot  know  it  better.  But  I  am  not 
MniteBf ;  I  would  rather  not  be  frozen  by  the  heart, 
oi  worid.  Bad  am  content  to  bear  this  imputation 

Mn.  Skewton  arranged  her  tucker,  pinched  her 
diy  throat  to  give  it  k  soft  sttrikee,  and  went  on, 
rilb  great  oomptacency. 

"It  gave  me  (my  dearest  Edith  too,  I  ain  sure) 
■finife  pleasure  to  receive  Mr.  Dombey.  As  « 
^ad  of  yours,  my  dear  Major,  we  were  naturally 
■posed  to  be  prepossessed  in  his  ftvour;  and  I 
neisd  that  I  obeerved  an  amount  of  Heart  in  Mr. 
Nnkey,  that  was  excessively  refreshing." 

"There  is  devilish  Uttle  heart  in  Dombey  now, 
Ea^un,**  said  the  Major. 

"IVretehed  man!*'  cried  Mrs.  Skewton,  looking 
1  lri»  Ungoidly,  •*  pray  be  silent'* 
*i.  B.  is  dumb,  Ma'am,**  said  the  Major. 
*lfr.  Dombey,"  pursued  Cleopatra,  smoothing 
s  rotr  hoe  upon  her  cheeks,  **  accordingly  re. 
MM  hie  visit ;  and  possibly  finding  some  attrac 
■  in  the  simplicity  and  primitiveness  of  our 
<B8  fef  there  is  always  a  charm  in  natufe*— it  is 
"fury  sweet— became  one  of  our  little  drele  every 
tmBj[.  Little  did  I  think  of  the  awful  responsi- 
^  mo  which  I  plunged  when  I  encouraged  Mr. 

"To  beat  up  these  quarters,  Ma*am,**  suggested 
Ifor  Bkgetock; 

"Coarse  person!"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  **you  an. 
brte  imr  meanhsg,  though  ift  odious  hmstiage." 
■He  Mrs.  Skewton  rested  her  elbovir  on  the  little 
is  at  her  side,  and  suffering  her  wrist  to  droop 
Hribat  die  eonsidered  a  graceful  and  becoming 
nKr,  dangled  her  flin  to  and  firo,  and  lazily  ad- 
Md  her  fauid  while  speaking. 
^The  agony  I  have  endured,*'  she  said,  mincing. 
1*08  Che  trath  has  hy  degrees  dawned  upon  me, 
•  been  too  exceedingly  terrific  to  dilate  upon. 
r  wlttfe  exiiilcnee  is  bound  up  in  my  sweetest 
nk;  and  to  eee  her  change  fhnn  day  to  day — 
t  tmnilftl  pet,  who  has  positively  garnered  up 


creature,  Granger — ^Is  the  most  afieoting  thing  in 
the  world.'* 

Mrs.  Skewton*s  world  was  not  a  very  trying  one, 
if  one  might  judge  of  it  by  the  influence  of  its  most 
afibcting  circumstanoe  upon  her ;  but  this  by  the 
way. 

"*  £dith,**  simpered  Mrs.  Skewton,  *'  who  is  the 
perfect  pearl  of  my  life,  is  enid  to  resemble  me.  I 
believe  we  ore  alike." 

**  There  is  one  man  in  the  world  who  never  will 
admit  that  any  one  resembles  you.  Ma'am,"  said 
the  Major ;  **  and  that  man's  name  is  Old  Joe  Bag- 
stock." 

Cleopatra  made  as  if  she  would  brain  the  flat- 
terer with  her  fan,  but  relenting,  smiled  upon  him 
and  proceeded : 

**  If  my  charming  girl  inherits  any  advantages 
fi-om  me,  wicked  one .'" :  the  Major  was  the  wicked 
one:  **she  inherits  also  my  foolish  nature.  She 
has  great  force  of  character — mine  has  been  said 
to  bcf  fmmeilse,  though  I  don't  believe  it^but  once 
moved,  she  is  susceptible  and  sensitive  to  the  last 
extent*  What  are  my  feelings  when  I  see  her 
pining !    They  destroy  me»" 

The  Major  advancior  his  double  chin,  and  purs- 
ing up  his  blue  lips  into  a  soothing  expression, 
affected  the  profbundest  sympathy. 

^Thc  confidence,"  siid  Mrs.  Skewton,  *  that  has 
subsisted  between  us — the  ftee  development  of  souU 
and  openness  of  sentiment — is  touching  to  think  of. 
We  have  been  more  like  sisters  than  mamma  and 
ohiW.*» 

'^J.  B.'s  own  sentiment,"  observed  the  Major, 
^expressed  by  J.  B.  fifty  thousand  times !" 

^'Do  not  interrupt,  rode  man!"  said  Cleopatra. 
**What  are  my  feelings,  then,  when  I  find  that 
there  is  one  subject  avoided  by  us !  That  there 
is  a  what 's  his  name — a  gulf— opened  between  us. 
That  my  own  artless  Edith  is  changed  to  me! 
They  are  of  the  most  poignant  description,  of 
course." 

The  Major  left  his  chair,  and  took  one  nearer  to 
the  little  table. 

**  From  day  to  day  I  see  this,  my  dear  Major," 
proceeded  Mrs.  Skewton.  **F!rom  day  to  day  I 
feel  this.  FVom  hour  to  hour  I  reproach  myself  for 
that  excess  of  faith  and  trustfulness  which  has  led 
to  such  distressing  consequences ;  and  almost  from 
minute  to  minute,  I  hope  that  Mr.  Dombey  may 
explain  himseH^  and  relieve  the  torture  I  undergo, 
which  is  extremely  wearing.  But  nothing  happens, 
my  dear  Major ;  i  am  the  slave  of  remorse — take 
care  of  the  coffbe-cup :  you  are  so  very  awkward — 
my  darling  £dith  is  an  altered  being;  and  I  really 
don't  see  what  is  to  be  done,  or  what  good  creature 
1  can  advise  with." 

Major  Bagstock,  encouraged  perhaps  hy  the 
soflened  and  confidential  tone  into  which  Mrs. 
Skewton,  afler  several  times  lapsing  into  it  for  a 
moment,  seemed  now  to  have  subsided  fbr  good : 
stretched  out  his  hand  across  the  little  table,  and 
said  with  a  leer, 

"  Advise  with  Joe,  Ma'am." 

**  Then,  you  -  aggravating  mon^r,**  said  Cleopa- 
tra, giving  one  hand  to  the  Major,  and  tapping  bni 
knuckles  with  her  fan,  which  she  held  in  the  other : 
••  why  don't  you  ik\k  to  me  T  You  know  what  I 
mean.  Why  don*t  you  tell  me  something  to  the 
purpose  ?" 

The  Major  laughed,  and  kissed  the  hand  she 
had  bestowed  upon  him,  and  laughed  again,  im- 
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**l8  there  as  much  Heart  in  Mr.Dombey  as  I 
ff are  him  credit  for  7**  lan^shed  Cleopatra  ten- 
derlj.  **  Do  you  think  he  is  in  earnest,  my  dear 
Major  ?  Would  you  recommend  hia  bein^  8])oken 
to,  or  his  being  lefl  aJone  7  Now  tell  me,  like  a 
dear  man,  what  you  would  advise.** 

"  Shall  we  marry  him  to  Edith  Granger,  Ma'am?** 
chuckled  the  Major  hoarsely. 

** Mysterious  creature!"  returned  Cleopatra, 
bringing  her  fan  to  bear  upon  the  Major*8  nose. 
•*  How  can  we  marry  him  7** 

**  Shall  we  marry  him  to  Edith  Granger,  Ma*am» 
I  Bay  7*'  chuckled  the  Major  again. 

Mrs.  Skevrton  returned  no  answer  in  words,  but 
smiled  upon  the  Major  with  so  much  archness  and 
Tivacity,  that  that  gallant  officer  considering  him- 
self challenged,  womd  have  imprinted  a  kiss  on  her 
exceedingly  red  lips,  but  for  her  interposing  the  fan 
with  a  very  winning  and  juvenile  dexterity.  It 
might  have  been  in  modesty:  it  might  have 
been  in  apprehension  of  some  danger  to  their 
bloom. 

'*  Dombey,  Ma*am,"  said  the  Major,  "  is  a  great 
catch." 

**  Oh,  mercenary  wretch !"  cried  Cleopatra,  with 
a  Tittle  shriek ; "  I  am  shocked." 

**And  Dombey,  Ma*am,*'  pursued  the  Major, 
thrusting  forward  his  head,  and  distending  his  eyes, 
**i9  in  earnest.  Joseph  says  it;  B^gstock  knows 
it ;  J.  B.  keeps  him  to  the  mark.  Leave  Dombey 
to  himself,  Ma*am.  Dombey  is  safe,  Ma*am.  Do 
as  you  have  done ;  do  no  more ;  and  trust  to  J.  B. 
for  the  end." 

**  You  really  think  so,  my  dear  Major  ?**  return- 
ed Cleopatra,  who  had  eyed  him  very  cautiously^ 
and  very  searchingly,  in  spite  of  her  listless  bear- 
ing. 

•*Sure  of  it.  Ma'am,"  rejoined  the  Major.  •*  Cleo- 
patra the  peerless,  and  her  Antony  Bagstock,  will 
oi\en  speak  of  this,  triumphantly,  when  sharing  the 
elegance  and  wealth  of  Edith  Dombey's  establish- 
ment.  Dombey's  right-hand  man.  Ma'am,"  said 
the  Major,  stopping  abruptly  in  a  chuckle,  and  be- 
coming serious,  ^*has  arrived." 

"  This  morning?"  said  Cleopatra. 

**Thf8  morning,  Ma*am,"  returned  the  Major. 
**ADd  Dombey*s  anxiety  for  his  arrival.  Ma'am,  is 
to  be  referred  —  take  J.  B.'s  word  for  this  {  for  Joe 
is  de-vilish  sly" —  the  Major  tapped  his  nose,  and 
screwed  up  one  of  his  eyes  tight;  which  did  not 
enhance  his  native  beauty  —  **to  his  desire  that 
what  is  in  the  wind  should  becomo  known  to  him, 
without  Dombey's  telling  and  consulting  him.  For 
Dombey  is  as  proud,  Ma'am,"  said  the  Major,  "  as 
Lucifer." 

**A  charming  quality !"  lisped.  Mrs.  Skewton ; 
**  reminding  one  of  dearest  Edith." 

"  Wel^,  Ma'am,"  said  tlie  Maior.  "  I  have  thrown 
out  hints  already,  and  the  rigfit-hand  man  under, 
stands  *em;  and  1*11  tlirow  out  more,  before  the 
day  is  done,  Dombey  projected,  this  morning,  a 
ride  to  Warwick  Castle,  and  to  Ken il worth,  to-mor- 
row, to  be  preceded  by  a  breakfast  with  us.  I  un- 
dertook  tba  delivery  of  this  invitation.  Will  you 
honour  us  so  far,  Ma*am  ?'*  said  the  Major,  swelling 
with  shortness  of  breath  and  slyness,  as  he  pro- 
duced a  note,  addressed  to  the  Honourable  Mrs. 
Skewton,  by  -  favour  of  Majjor  Bagstock,  wherein 
iier^s  ever  faithfully,  Paul  Dombey,  besought  her 
and  her  amiable  and  accomplished  daughter  to  con- 
"^nt  to  the  proposed  excursion ;  and  in  a  postscript 

ito  wJiicli,  the  same  ever  faithfully  Paul  Dombey 


entreated  to  be  recalled  to  the  lemembetnceof  Mrii 
Granger. 

'*  Hush  1"  said  Cleopatra,  suddenly ;  **  Edith  I" 

The  loving  mother  can  scarce^  be  described  u 
resuming  her  iuBipid  and  affected  air  when  she 
made  this  exclamation ;  for  she  had  oever  cast  il 
off;  nor  was  it  likely  that  she  ever  would  or  cooli 
in  any  other  place  than  in  the  grave.  Bat  bur 
riedly  dismissing  whatever  shadow  of  eamestnesi, 
or  faint  confession  of  a  purpose,  laudable  or  wickei 
that  her  face,  or  voice,  or  manner,  had,  fi>r  the  mo 
ment,  betrayed,  she  lounged  upon  the  couch,  hai 
most  insipid  and  most  languid  self  again,  as  Edit! 
entered  the  room. 

Edith,  so  beautiful  and  stately,  but  so  cold  and  • 
repelling.  Who,  slightly  acknowledging  the  yn 
seace  cl*  Major  Bagstock,  and  directing  a  kesi 
glance  at  her  mother,  drew  back  the  curtain  fron 
a  window,  and  sat  down  there,  looking  out 

*«  My  dearest  Edith,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton, "  wher 
on  earth  have  you  been  7  I  have  wanted  you,  w 
love,  most  sadly." 

^You  said  you  were  engaged,  and  I  ataye 
away,"  she  answered,  without  turning  her  basd. 

•"It  was  cruel  to  Old  Joe,  Ma'am,"  said  tfa 
Major  in  his  gallantry. 

**  It  was  very  cruel,  I  know,"  she  said,  still  VxA 
ing  out--«nd  said  witli  such  calm  disdain,  that  tk 
Major  was  discomfited,  and  could  ihin'k  of  nothio 
in  reply. 

**Mi^or  Bagstock,  my  darling  Edith,"  drawk 
her  mother,  '*who  is  generally  the  most  usela 
and  disagreeable  creature  in  the  world:  as  yc 
know—" 

"  It  is  surely  not  worth  while.  Mamma,"  sai 
Edith,  looking  round,  **  to  observe  tbeoe  forms  c 
speech*  We  are  quite  alone.  We  know  eac 
other." 

The  quiet  scorn  tha{  sal  upon  her  handsome  hi 
— a  scorn  that  evidently  lighted  on  herself^  no  k 
than  them — was  so  intense  and  deep,  that  ber  n 
ther's  simper,  for  the  instant,  though  of  a  hai^ 
constitution,  drooped  before  it 

^  My  darling  girl,"  she  began  again. 

**Not  womap  yet?"  said  Edith,  with  a  smile. 

**  How  very  odd  you  are  to-day,  my  dear !  Prt 
let  me  say,  my  love,  that  Major  Bagstock  h 
brought  the  kindest  of  notes  from  Mr.  Dombc 
proposing  that  we  should  breakfast  with  him  i 
morrow,  and  ride  to  Warwick'  and  Kenilworl 
Will  you  go,  Edith?" 

**  Will  I  go!"  she  repeated,  tuniing verj  red, a 
breathing  quickly,  as  she  looked  round  at  ber  a 
ther. 

"  I  knew  you  would,  my  own,"  observed  the  I 
ter,  carelessly.  **  It  is,  as  you  say,  qeite  a  &rm 
ask.    Here  is  Mr.  Dombey's  letter,  £dith." 

^  Thank  you.  I  have  no  desire  to  read  it,** « 
her  answer. 

^  Thei»  perhaps  I  bad  better  answer  it  mysel 
said  Mrs.  Skewton,  **  though  I  had  thous^bt  of  m 
ing  you  to  be  my  secretary,  darling.**  As  Ed 
made  no  movement,  and  no  answer,  Mrs.  Skewl 
begged  the  Major  to  wheel  her  little  table  neai 
and  to  set  open  the  desk  it  eootaioed,  and  lo  ti 
out  pen  and  paper  for  her;  all  which  oongeo 
ofBcos  of  gallantry  the  Major  disdiarfod,  w 
much  submission  and  devotion. 

"^Your  regards,  Edith,  my  dear?"  eaid.  M 
Skewton,  pausing,  pen  in  hand,  at  the  postscript 

** What  you  wiU,  Mamma,"  slie  answered,  with 
turning  her  head«  and  with  suiNreme  indiffbrenw 
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Mrs.  SkewtoD  wrote  what  she  would,  without 
Kekin^for  any  more  explicit  direction*,  and  hand- 
ed her  letter  to  the  Major,  who,  receiving  it  as  a 
nredooB  charge,  made  a  show  of  laying  it  near  bis 
iteirt,  bat  was  fain  to  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  his 
pajjtalooDs,  on  account  of  the  insecurity  of  his 
waistcoat  The  Major  then  took  a  very  jpollsbed 
Bod  cbiv&htnis  farewell  of  both  ladies,  which  the 
dderoDe  acknowledged  in  her  usual  manner,  while 
tbe  jonnger,  sitting  with  her  face  addressed  to  the 
vindotr,  bent  her  head  so  slightly  that  it  would 
kTe  been  a  greater  compliment  to  the  J^jor  to 
jiive  made  no  siffn  at  all,  and  to  have  left  him  to 
infer  that  he  had  not  been  heard  or  thought  of. 

■As  to  alteration  in  her.  Sir,**  roused  the  Major 
n  his  way  back ;  on  which  expedition— the  after, 
noon  bcmg  sunny  and  hot — he  ordered  the  Native 
ud  the  light  baggage  to  the  front,  and  walked  in 
the  diadow  of  that  expatriated  prince :  '*  as  to  ol- 
teation.  Sir,  and  pining^  and  so  fi}rth,  that  won't 
p  down  with  Joseph  Bagstock.  None  of  that,  Sir. 
It  von*t  do  here,  fiut  as  to  there  being  something 
oft  dinsion  between  *em — or  a  gulf,  as  the  mother 
ciik  it— dajnme,  Sir,  that  seems  true  enough. 
And  it*8  odd  enough!  Well,  Sir!*'  panted  the 
M»jor,  "Edith  Granger  and  Dombey  are  well 
mtehed ;  let  *em  fight  it  out  1  Bagstook  backs  the 
•inner!" 

^  The  Major,  by  saying  these  latter  words  aloud, 
n  the  vigour  of  his  thoughts,  caused  the  unhappy 
NttiTe  to  stop  and  turn  round,  in  the  belief  that  he 
«u  personally  addressed.  Exasperated  to  the  last 
«^  hj  this  act  of  insubordination,  the  Mi^or 
(|hoQgh  he  was  swelling  with  enjoyment  of  his  own 
^our  at  the  moment  of  its  occurrence)  instantly 
thiQft  his  cane  among  the  Native's  ribs,  and  conti* 
Bord  to  stir  him  up,  at  short  intervals,  all  the  way 
tolhe  Hotel 

JYor  was  the  Major  less  exasperated  as  he  dressed 
fir  dinner,  daring  which  operation  the  dark  servant 
>°derwent  the  pelting  of  a  shower  of  miscellaneous 
^'ifBcU,  Varying  in  size  from  a  boot  to  a  hairbrush, 
>id  including  everything  that  came  withui  his 
^*^r*s  reach.  For  the  Major  plumed  himself  on 
avinv  the  Nadve  in  a  perfect  state  of  drill,  and 
^led  the  least  departure  from  strict  discipline 
*tth  this  kind  of  fatij^ue  dutv.  Add  to  this,  that 
«  naiatained  the  Native  about  his  person  as  a 
ttvoter-irritont  against  the  gout,  and  all  other  vex- 
"'ioBf,  mental  oa  well  as  boidil^ ;  and  the  Native 
•eold  appear  to  have  earned  his  pay — which  was 
Wlarge. 

At  kngth,  tho  Major  having  disposed  of  all  the 
S^Im  thatjrow  convenient  to  his  hand,  and  hav- 

Ave  given  him  great  ocoaaion  to  marvel  at  tlie  re« 
'fO'^ees  of  the  English  language,  submitt&d  to  have 
■a  eravat  put  on ;  and  being  dressed,  and  finding 
■unself  in  a  brisk  flow  of  spirits  after  this  exercise, 
^  down  stain  to  enliven  **  Dombey"  and  his 


Dombey  was  not  yet  in  the  room ;  but  the  right- 
sBod  man  was  there,  and  his  dental  treasutes  were, 
»  Mul,  ready  for  the  Major. 

•Well,  Sir  !^  said  the  Major.  '•How  have  you 
f*"Kd  the  time  since  I  had  the  hrppiness  of  mcet- 
»fy«ut    Have  you  walked  at  all?" 

*A  laimter  of  bartly  half  an  hour's  duration," 
"••wiied  darker.    ••  We  have  been  so  much  occu- 

p,  eh  r  said  the  Major. 


**A  variety  of  little  matters  necessary  to  be  gone 
through,"  replied  Carker.  **  But  do  you  know^ 
this  is  quite  unusual  with  me,  educated  in  a  dis- 
trustful  school,  and  who  am  not  generally  disposed 
to  be  communicative,"  he  said,  breaking  off,  and 
speaking  in  a  charming  tone  of  firankness— "  but 
I  feel  quite  confideatid  with  you,  Major  Bag. 
stock.** 

**  You  do  me  honour,  Sir,"  returned  the  Major. 
"You  may  be." 

*♦  Do  you  know,  then,**  pursued  Caiker, "  that  I 
have  not  found  my  friend — our  friend,  I  ought  ra- 
ther to  call  him — " 

**  Meaning  Dqmbey,  SirT*  cried  the  Major. 
**You  see  me,  Mr.  Carker,  standing  here!*- 
J.  B.  7" 

He  was  puffy  enough  to  see,  and  blue  enough ; 
and  Mr.  Carker  intimated  t^t  he  had  that  plea> 
sure. 

**  Then  you  see  a  man.  Sir,  who  would  go  through 
fire  and  water  to  serve  Dombey,"  returned  Major 
fiagstock. 

Mr.  Carker  smiled,  and  said  he  was  sure  of  it 
"  Do  you  know.  Major,**  he  proceeded,  **  to  resume 
where  I  left  off,  that  I  have  not  found  our  friend  so 
attentive  to  business  to-day  as  usual  ?" 

**No  7**  observed  the  delighted  Major. 

**  I  have  found  him  a  litue  abstracted,  and  with 
his  attention  disposed  to  wander,**  said  Carker. 

"  By  Jove,  Sir,"  cried  the  Major,  "  there  *s  a  lady 
in  the  case." 

'*  Indeed,  I  begin  to  beKeve  there  really  is,*'  re- 
turned  Carker.  **  I  thou|rht  you  might  be  jesting 
when  you  seemed  to  hmt  at  it;  ior  I  know  you 
military  men — " 

The  Major  eave  the  horse's  cough,  and  shook  his 
head  and  shoulders,  as  much  as  to  say,  **  Well !  we 
are  gay  dogs,  tliere  's  no  denying.."  He  then  seized 
Mr.  Carker  by  the  button-hole,  and  with  starting 
eyes  whispered  in  his  ear,  that  she  was  a  woman 
of  extraordinary  charms.  Sir.  That  she  was  a 
young  widow,  Sir.  That  she  was  of  a  fine  family. 
Sir.  That  Dombey  was  over  head  and  ears  in  love 
with  her,  Sir,  and  that  it  would  be  a  good  match  oa 
both  sides ;  ft>r  she  had  beauty,  blood,  and  talent, 
and  Dombey  had  fortune;  and  what  more  could 
any  eouple  have  7  Hearing  Mr.  Dombey*s  footstep 
without,  tiie  Major  cut  himself  short  by  saying  that 
Mr.  Carker  would  see  her  to-morrow  morning,  and 
would  judge  for  himself;  and  between  his  mental 
excitement,  and  the  exertion  of  saying  all  this  in 
wheezy  whispers,  the  Major  sat  gurgling  in  the 
throat  and  watering  at  the  eyes,  until  dinner  was 
ready. 

bitod  himself  to  great  advantage  at  fteding  time. 
On  this  occasion,  he  abooe  resplendent  at  one  end 
of  tlie  table,  supported  by  the  milder  lustre  of  Mr. 
Dombey  at  the  other ;  while  Carker  on  one  side 
lent  his  ray  to  either  light,  or  suffered  it  to  merge 
into  both,  as  occasion  arose. 

During  the  first. course  or.bvo,  the  Major  was 
usually  grave ;  for  the  Native,  in  obedience  to  gen- 
eral orders,  secretly  issued,  collected  every  sauuo 
and  cruet  round  him«  and  gave  him  a  ^reat  deal  to 
do,  in  taking  out  the  stoppers,  and  mixing  up  the 
contents,  in  his  plate,  fiiesides  which,  the  Native 
had  private  zests  and  flavours  on  a  side-table,  with 
which  the  Major  daily  scorched  himself;  to  say 
nothing  of  strange  machines  out  of  which  he  spirted 
unknown  liquids  into  the  Major*s  drink.    But  on 
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this  occasion,  Major  Bagstocl^,  even  amidst  these 
many  occupations,  found  time  to  be  social ;  and  his 
sociality  consisted  in  excessive  slyness  for  the  be- 
hoof  of  Mr.  Carlcer,  and  the  betrayal  of  Mr.  Dom- 
bey's  state  of  mind. 

"Dombey,"  said  the  Major,  "you  don't  cat;— 
what 's  the  matter  7" 

**  Thank  yon,"  returned  that  {fentlemmn,  **  I  am 
doing  very  well ;  I  have  no  great  appetite  to-day." 

•*  Why,  Dombey,  what's  become  of  it?"  asked 
the  Major.  **  Where  *8  it  gone  7  You  haven't  left 
it  with  oar  friends,  I  '11  swear,  for  I  can  answer  for 
their  having  none  to-day  at  luncheon.  I  can  answer 
for  one  of  'emi  at  least ;  I  won^t  say  which." 

Them  the  Major  winked  at  Carker,  and  became 
io  frighlfully  sly,  that  his  dark  attendant  was 
obliged  to  pat  him  on  the  back,  without  orders,  or 
he  would  probably  have  disappeared  under  the  table* 

In  a  later  stage  of  the  dinner:  that  is  to  say, 
when  the  Native  stood  at  the  Major*s  elbow,  ready 
to  serve  the  first  bottle  of  champagne :  the  Major 
became  still  slyer. 

^  Fill  >his  to  the  brim,  you  scoundrel,**  said  the 
Major,  hording  up  his  glass.  *^  Fill  Mr.  Carher's 
to  the  brim  too.  And  Mr.  Doml)ev's  too.  By  Gad, 
gentlemen,"  said  the  Major,  winking  at  his  new 
triend,  while  Mr.  Dombey  looked  into  liis  plate  with 
a  conscious  air,  "we'll  consecrate  this  glass  of 
'  wine  to  a  Divinity  whom  Joe  is  proud  to  know,  and 
At  a  distance  humbly  and  reverently  to  admire. 
Edith,"  said  the  Major,  ''is  her  name;  angelic 
Edith  !'* 

•*  To  angelic  Edith  !"  cried  the  smiling  Carker. 

**  Edith,  by  all  means,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

'The  entrance  of  the  waiters  with  new  dishes 
caused  the  Major  to  be  slyer  yet,  but  in  a  more 
serious  vein.  **  For  though,  among  ourselves,  Joe 
Bagstock  mingles  jest  and  earnest  on  this  subject, 
Sir,"  said  the  Major,  laying  his  finger  on  his  lips, 
And  speaking  half  apart  to  Carker,  **  he  holds  that 
name  too  sacred  to  be  made  the  property  of  these 
fellows,  or  of  any  fellows.  Not  a  word,  Sir,  while 
Ihey  are  here !" 

This  was  respectful  and  becoming  on  the  Major's 
part,  and  Mr.  Dombey  plainly  felt  it  so.  Although 
embarrassed  in  his  own  frigid  way  by  the  Major's 
allusions,  Mr.  Dombey  had  no  objection  to  such  ral- 
lying, it  was  clear,  but  rather  courted  it  Perhaps 
the  Major  hod  been  pretty  fiear  the  truth,  when  he 
had  divined  that  morning  that  the  great  man  who 
was  too  haughty  formally  to  consult  with,  or  confide 
in  his  prime  minister,  on  such  a  matter,  yet  wished 
him  to  be  fully  possessed  of  it.  Let  this  be  how  it 
may,  he  often  glanced  at  Mr.  Carker  while  the 
Major  plied  his  Rght  artillery^  and  seemed  watchful 


Bat  the  Major,  having  secured  an  attentive  lis- 
tener,  and  a  smiler  who  had  not  his  match  in  all 
the  world  — ••  in  short,  a  de-vilish  intelUgent  and 
agreeable  fellow,"  as  he  often  afterwards  declared, 
— ^was  not  going  to  let  him  off  with  a  little  slyness 
personal  to  Mr.  Dombey.  Therefore,  on  the  re- 
moval  of  the  cltfth,  the  Major  developed  himself  as 


a  choice  spirit  in  the  broader  and  more  compreben- 
sive  range  of  narrating  regimental  stories,  and 
cracking  regimental  jokes,  which  be  did  with  such 
prodigal  exuberance,  that  Carker  was  (or  feigned 
to  be)  quite  exhausted  with  laughter  and  admira< 
tion  :  while  Mr.  Dombey  looked  on  over  his  starched 
cravat,  like  the  Major's  proprietor,  or  like  a  stately 
showman  who  was  glad  to  see  his  bear  dancing 
well. 

When  the  Major  was  too  hoarse  with  meat  and 
drink,  and  the  display  of  his  social  powers,  to  ren- 
der himself  intelligible  any  longer,  thejT  adjonrneii 
to  cofibe.  After  which,  the  Major  inquired  of  Mr 
Carker  the  Manager,  with  little  apparent  hope  oi 
auunswer  in  theaffirmative,  if  he  played  picquet. 

"Yes,  I  play  picqoet  a  little,"  said  Mr.  Carker. 

"Backgammon,  perhaps 7"  observed  the  Major, 
hesitating. 

**  Yes,  I  play  backgammon  a  little,  too,"  replied 
the  man  aC  teeth. 

*<  Carker  plays  at  all  gamee,  I  believe,"  said  Mr 
Dombey,  laying  himself  oh  a  sofa  like  a  man  of 
wood  without  a  hinge  or  a  joint  in  him ;  "  and  playi 
them  well." 

In  sooth,  he  played  the  two  in  question  to  sncl 
perfection,  that  the  Major  was  astonished,  find  askec 
him,  at  random,  if  he  played  chess. 

"  Yes,  I  play  chess  a  little,"  answered  Carker 
'*  I  have  sometimes  played,  and  won  a  game — it  *i 
a  mere  trick— without  sewng  the  board." 

•*  By  Gad,  Sir !"  said  the  IWajor,  8UTlng/«*you*n 
a  contrast  to  Dombey,  who  plays  nothing." 

"Oh!  Her*  returned  the  Manager.  "JTe  hii 
never  had  occasion  to  acquire  such  uttle  arts.  Tc 
men  like  me,  they  are  sometimes  useful.  As  «.( 
present.  Major  Bagstock,  when  they  enable  me  U 
take  a  hand  with  you." 

It  might  be  only  the  ftlse  mouth,  so  smooth  and 
wide ;  and  yet  there  seemed  to  lurk,  beneath  tlie 
humili^  and  subserviency  of  this  short  speech  a 
something  like  a  snarl ;  and,  for  a  moment,  one 
might  have  thought  that  the  white  teeth  were  prone 
to  bite  the  hand  they  fawned  upon.  But  the  Majoi 
thought  nothing  about  it ;  and  Mr.  Dombey  Hy 
meditating,  with  his  eyes  half  shut,  during  the 
whole  of  the  play,  which  lasted  until  bed-time. 

By  that  time,  Mr.  Carker,  though  the  winner 
had  mounted  high  into  the  Major's  good  opinion 
insomuch  that  when  he  left  the  Major  at  bis  owi: 
room  before  going  to  bed,  the  Major,  as  a  special 
attention,  sent  the  Native — who  always  rested  on  i 
mattress  spread  upon  the  ground  at  his  master'i 
door — along  the  gallery,  to  light  him  to  his  roon 
in  state. 

perhaps,  a  false  one.  But  it  showed,  that  night,  the 
image  of  a  man,  who  saw,  in  his  fancy,  a  crowd  of 
people  slumbering  on  the  ground  at  bis  feet,  lik< 
the  poor  Native  at  his  master's  door :  who  pickec 
his  way  among  them :  looking  down,  maliciousl} 
enough :  but  trod  upon  no  upturned  &ce— as  yet 
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DEEPER  SHADOWS. 


Jix.  Cutm.  tin  Mana^  rom  with  tl»e  lark, 
•ad  went  oiH,  walkinf  in  the  sQimner  da  jr.  His 
meM^aOB'^uDd  he  meditaled  wHh  eontra^ted 
hews  while  he  itroUed  alongw-hardty  eeemed  to 
Mv  aa  high  aa  the  lark,  or  to  mouni  in  that  direc- 
titn;  rather  theT  kept  close  to  th«ir  nest  upon  the 
Mth,  and  looked  about,  aoMng  the  dwet  and  worms. 
Bat  theie  was  not  a  bird  in  Uie  air,  aiagini^  nmeen, 
ftrdier  beyond  the  reach  of  hnman  eye  dian  Mr. 
GDker*s  tboufthes.  He  had  his  fdce  so  peHbctly 
ssder  oontrol,  that  few  could  say  more,  in  distinct 
tmasi  of  ifts  eKpreeaton,  than  that  it  smiled  or  that 
it  pondered.  It  pondered  now,  intently.  As  the 
ivk  roe*  higher,  he  saiik  dteper  in  thougrht  As 
thi  lark  poared  out  her  melody  dearer  and  stronger, 
he  fell  into  a  graver  and  profoander  silence.  At 
hagith,  when  the  lark  came  headtottg  down,  with 
SB  aocomulatinf  stream  of  song « and  drapped  among 
Ae  green  wheat  near  him,  rippling  in  the  breath  of 
Ifae  morning  like  a  river,  he  sprang  op  ttom  his 
lererie,  and  looked  ronnd  with  a  sudden  smile,  as 
eonrteous  and  as  soft  as  if  he  hsd  nuroeroos  ob- 
serrers  to  propitiate ;  nor  did  he  relapse,  after  being 
Ikas  awakened ;  but  clesring  his  face,  hke  one  who 
kelhoaght  himself  that  it  might  otherwise  wrinkle 
omI  tell  tales,  went  smiling  on,  as  if  for  practice. 

Feriiapa  with  an  eye  to  first  impressions,  Mr« 
Cuker  waa  very  csrerally  and  trimly  dressed,  that 
■sming.  Though  always  somewhat  formal,  in  his 
dreia,  la  imitation  of  the  great  man  whom  he 
•oied,  be  stopped  short  of  the  extent  of  Mr.  Dom. 
ktj^B  stifiheas :  at  once  perhaps  becaose  he  knew  it 
Is  be  ludicrona,  and  becaase  in  doing  so  he  found 
'  er  means  of  expressing  his  sense  of  the  differ. 
and  distance  between  them.  Some  people 
him  indeed,  in  this  respect,  as  a  pointed 
eommentary,  and  not  a  flattering  one,  on  hie  icy 
falvoD— bat  the  world  is  prone  to  misconstruotion, 
afed  Mr.  Carker  was  not  aocoantaUe  Sdt  Its  bad 
fBBpansity. 

dean  and  florid:  with  his  fight  cotinplezion, 
Mbsg  aa  it  were,  in  the  son,  and  his  dainty  step 
■hnacipg  the  softness  of  the  tnrf :  Mr.  Oarker  tlie 
Manager  atioUed  about  meadowa,  and  green  lanes, 
and  glided  araouff  atemies  of  treea,  until  it  ^os  tittle 
la  mam  to  braakftat  Taking  a  nearer  way  baok, 
IIk.  Carker  pursued  it,  airing  hia  teeth*  and  seld 
'  aa  he  did  BD^  **  Now  to  see  the  seeood  Mrs. 


He  mid  strolled  beyond  the  town,  and  re-enleted 
il  by  a  pleasant  walk,  where  there  wai  a  deep  shade 
uf  leaQr  treea»  and  where  there  were  a  fbw  benches 
icre  and  there  for  those  who  choee  to  rest  It  not 
being  a  place  of  general  resort  at  any  hour,  and 
upeanng  at  that  time  of  the  still  morning  the  lilr  of 
hHBf  quite  deserted  and  retired,  Mr.  Carker  had 
ll»  or  thouffaft  he  had  it,  all  to  himself.  So,  With  the 
■hiuB  of  an  idle  man,  to  whom  there  yet  remained 
twcBily  miimtea  for  reaching  a  destinatiixi  easOy 
■caeaaUe  Is  ten,  Mr.  Carker  threaded  the  g)*eat 
hake  of  the  treei^  and  went  passing  m  and  out,  before 
IhsB  one  snd  behind  that,  weaving  a  chain  of  foot* 
Blewe  on  the  dewy  ground. 

«k-^  !._    A. J    f  -T S.^.! • t ^1 


the  trunk  of  one  large  tree,  on  which  the  obdurate 
bark  was  knotted  and  oterlapped  like  the  hide  of  a 
rhinoeeros  or  some  kindred  monster  of  the  ancient 
days  before  the  flood,  he  saw  an  unexpected  figure 
laitting  on  a  bench  near  at  hand,  about  whidi,  in 
another  moment,  he  would  have  wound  the  chafn 
he  waa  making^ 

It  was  that  of  a  lady,  elegantly  dressed  and  very 
hirndseme,  wfaoee  dark  ptDwd  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
the  ground,  and'  in  whom  some  passion  or  struggle 
was  raging.  For  as  she  eat  looking  down,  she  held 
a  corner  of  her  under  lip  within  her  month,  her 
bosom  heaved,  her  nostril  qoivered,  her  head  trem* 
bled,  iildignaat  tears  were  on  her  cheek,  and  her 
foot  was  set  upon  the  moss  as  though  she  would 
have  crushed  it  into  nothing.  And  yet  almost  the 
self-same  glance  that  show^  him  this,  showed  him 
the  self-same  lady  rising  with  a  scornfUI  air  of 
weariness  and  lassitude,  and  turning  away  witli 
nothing  expressed  in  face  or  fignre  but  careless 
beauty  and  impefioos  disdain. 

A  withered  and  very  ugly  old  woman,  dressed 
not  so  much  like  a  gipeey  as  like  any  of  that  med- 
ley race  of  vagabonds  who  tramp  about  the  country, 
begging,  and  stealing,  and  tinkering,  and  weaving 
ru&es,  by  turns,  or  aJl  together,  had  been  observing 
the  lady,  too ;  fbr,  as  she  rose,  this  second  fignre 
strangely  confrontiug  the  first,  scrambled  up  from 
the  ground— out  of  it,  it  almost  appeared— and  stood 
in  the  way. 

**Let  me  tell  your  fortune,  my  pretty  lady,**  said 
the  old  woman,  munching  with  her  jaws,  at  if  the 
Death's  Hci|d  beneath  her  yellow  skin  were  impa- 
tient  to  get  out 

•*  I  can  tell  It  for  myself,"  was  the  reply. 

**Ayet  aye,  pretty  lady;  but  not  right.  You 
didn't  tell  it  right  woen  jou  Vrere  sitting  there.  I 
see  yon !  Oive  me  a  piece  of  silver,  pretty  lady, 
and  1*11  tell  your  fortune  true.  There's  riches, 
pretty  ladf  ,  in  your  face." 

**  1  know,"  returned  the  lady,  passing  her,  with 
a  dark  smile,  and  a  proud  step.  ^  I  knew  it  before." 

•*Wbat!  You  won't  give  me  nothing?"  cried 
the  old  Woman.  **  You  won't  give  me  nothing  to 
tell  your  fortune,  pretty  lady  7  How  much  will 
you  give  me  not  to  tell  it,  then  7  Give  me  eome- 
thing,  or  I  '11  call  it  after  you !"  croaked  the  dd 
woman,  passionately. 

Mr.  Carker,  whom  the  lady  was  about  to  pass 
close,  slinking  against  his  tree  as  she  crossed  to 
frain  the  path,  advanced  so  as  to  meet  her,  and  pull- 
mg  off  his  bat  as  she  went  by%  bade  the  old  woman 
hold  her  peace.  The  lady  acknowledged  his  inter- 
forence  with  aa  inclination  of  the  head,  ano  went 
her  way* 

**You  give  me  something,  then,  or  I'll  call  it 
after  her !"  soreamed  the  old  woman,  throwing  up 
her  arnM^  and  pressing  forward  against  his  out- 
stretched  hand.  **  Or  come,"  she  added,  dropping 
her  voice  suddenly,  looking  at  him  earr>e8tly,  and 
seeming  in  a  moment  to  forget  the  object  of  her 
wrath,  **give  me  something,  or  I'll  call  it  after 
you .'" 
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*•  Yes,"  said  the  woman,  steadfast  in  her  scratiny, 
and  holding  out  her  shrivelled  hand.    **  i  know  1** 

"  What  do  you  know  ?"  demanded  Carker,  throw- 
mg  her  a  shilling.  **  Do  you  know  who  the  hand- 
Kome  lady  is  ?" 

Munching  like  that  sailor's  wife  of  yore,  who  had 
chesnuts  in  her  lap,  and  scowling  like  the  witch 
who  asked  for  some  in  vain,  tlie  old  woman  picked 
the  shilling  up,  and  going  backwards,  like  a  crab, 
or  like  a  h^p  of  crabs :  uxc  her  alternately  expand- 
ing and  contracting  hands  might  have  represented 
two  of  that  species*  and  her  creeping  face,  some 
haif-n -dozen  more:  crouched  on  the  veinons  root 
of  an  old  tree,  pulled  out  a  short  black  pipe  from 
within  the  crown  of  her  bonnet^  lighted  it  with  a 
match,  and  smoked  in  silence,  looking  fixedly  at 
her  Questioner. 

Mr.  Carker  laughed,  and  tuned  upon  his  heel. 

**  Good  !**  said  the  old  woman.  **  One  child  dead, 
and  one  child  living :  one  wile  dead,  i^id  one  wife 
coming.    Go  and  meet  her  !** 

In  spite  of  himself,  the  Manager  looked  round 
again,  and  stopped.  The  old  woman,  who  had  not 
removed  her  pipe,  and  was  munching  and  mum. 
bling  while  she  smoked,  as  if  in  conversation  with 
an  invisible  familiar,  pointed  with  her  finger  in  the 
direction  he  was  going,  and  laughed. 

^  What  was  tliit  you  said,  Bedlamite  7**  he  de- 
manded. 

The  woman  mumbled,  and  chattered,  and  smoked, 
and  still  pointed  before  him ;  but  remained  silent 
Muttering  a  farewell  that  was  not  complimentary, 
Mr.  Carker  pursued  his  way ;  but  as  he  turned  out 
of  that  place,  and  looked  over  his  shoulder  at  the 
root  of  the  old  tree,  he  could  yet  see  the  finger 
pointing  before  him,  and  thought  he  heard  the  wo- 
man screaming,  ^  Go  and  meet  her  !*' 

Preparations  for  a  choice  repast  were  completed, 
he  found,  at  the  hotel ;  and  Mr.  Dombey,  and  the 
Major,  and  the  breakfaist,  were  awaiting  the  ladies. 
Individual  constitution  haa  much  to  do  with  the 
development  of  such  fiictB,  no  doubt ;  but  in  this 
case,  appetite  carried  it  hollow  over  the  tender  pas- 
fsion ;  Mr.  Dombey  being  very  cool  and  colleeted, 
and  the  Major  fretting  and  fuming  in  a  state  of 
violent  heat  and  irritation.  At  length  the  door  was 
thrown  open  by  the  Native,  and,  after  a  pause,  oc- 
cupicd  by  her  languishing  along  the  gallery,  a  very 
blooming,  but  not  very  youthful  lady,  appeared. 

**  My  dear  Mr.  Dombey,*'  said  the  lady,  *«  I  am 
afraid  we  are  late,  but  Edith  has  been  out  already 
looking  for  a  favourable  point  of  view  for  a  sketch, 
and  kept  me  waiting  for  her.  Falsest  of  Majors,*' 
giving  him  her  little  finger,  **  how  do  you  do  7'* 

*'Mrs.  Skewton,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  •'let  me 
gratify  my  friend  Carker:'*  Mr.  Dombey  uncon- 
sciously emphasised  the  word  firiend,  as  saying 
*  no  really ;- 1  do  allow  him  to  take  creidit  for  that 
distinction:'  **by  presenting  him  to  you.  You 
have  heard  me  mention  Mr.  Carker«'* 

*^  I  am  charmed,  I  am  sure,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton, 
graciously. 

Mr.  Carker  was  charmed,  of  course.  Would  he 
have  been  more  charmed  on  Mr.  Dombey's  behalf; 
if  Mrs.  Skewton  had  been  (as  he  at  first  supposed 
her)  tbe  Bdith  whom  they  had  toaated  over  night  7 

'*Why,  where,  for  Heaven's  sake,  ia  Edith?" 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Skewton,  looking  round.  **  Still  at 
the  door,  giving  Withers  orders  about  the  mounting 
of  those  drawings!  My  dear  Mr.  Dombey,  will 
you  have  the  kindness—" 


Mr.  Dombey  was  already  gone  to  aeek  ha 
Next  moment  he  returned,  bearing  on  his  arm  th 
same  elegantly  dressed  and  very  handsome  lad 
whom  Mr.  Carker  had  encountered  underneath  th 
trees. 

»*  Carker— "  began  Mr.  Dombey.  But  the! 
recognition  of  each  other  was  fli  manifest,  that  M 
Dornbey  stopped  surprised. 

"  I  am  obliged  to  the  gentleman,"  said  EditI 
with  a  stately  bend,  **  for  sparing  me  some  auur 
ance  from  an  importunate  beggar  jurt  now." 

**I  am  obliged  to  my  good  fortune,"  said  M 
Carker,  bowing  low,  **  for  tiie  opportunity  of  lei 
dering  so  slight  a  service  to  one  whose  servant 
am  proud  to  be." 

As  her  eye  rested  on  him  for  an  instant,  ai 
thqn  lighted  on  the  ground,  he  saw  in  its  brigi 
and  searching  glance  a  suspicion  that  be  bad  ■ 
come  up  at  the  momoRt  of  his  interfeteoce,  but  hi 
secretly  observed  her  sooner.  As  he  saw  that,  ■! 
saw  in  hig  eye  that  her  dittrnst  was  not  witkuw 
foundation. 

•'Really,"  cried  Mrs.  Skevrton,  who  had  tak« 
this  opportunitT  of  inspecting  Mr.  Carker  tfarov| 
her  glass,  and  satisfying  herself  (as  she  lispc 
aodibly  to  the  Major)  that  he  was  all  hear 
*•  really  now,  this  is  one  of  the  most  endiantii 
coincidences  that  I  ever  heard  of.  The  idea !  M 
dearest  Edith,  there  is  sueh  an  obvious  destiny 
it,  that  really  one  might  almost  be  indaced  to  crc 
one's  arm  upon  one's  frock,  and  say,  like  tbo 
wieked  Turks,  there  is  no  What's-his-name  h 
Thingummy,  and  What-you-may-call-it  is  hie  « 
phet!" 

£klith  deigned  no  revision  of  this  extiaordina 
quotation  from  the  Koran,  but  Mr.  Dombey  fisU 
necessary  to  ofier  a  few  polite  remarks. 

**  It  gives  me  great  pleasure,"  said  Mr.  Dombc 
with  cumbrous  gallantry,  *^that  a  gentleman 
nearly  connected  witli  myself  as  Carker  is  slioo 
have  had  the  honour  and  hapfMness  of  renderi 
the  least  assistance  to  Mrs;  Granger.'*  Mr.  Dw 
bey  bowed  to  her.  **  But  it  gives  me  some  pa 
and  it  occasions  me  to.  Im  really  enviooa 
Carker;"  he  unconsciously  laid  strese  on  Um 
words,  as  sensible  that  they  must  appear  to  invod 
a  very  surprising  proposition ;  **  envious  of  Oork 
that  I  had  not  that  honour  and  that  bappita 
myself."  Mr.  Dombey  bowed  again,  fidi 
saving  for  a  curl  of  her  lip,  wob  motionless. 

"By  the  Lord,  Sir,"  eried  the  Major. bqrati 
into  speech  at  sight  of  the  waiter,  who  was  ca 
to  announce  brMkfhst,  **it's  an  extreordiiM 
thin|r  to  me  that  no  one  can  have  the  boooor  i 
hap|>ine8s  of  shooting  all  such  beggars  ifaroa 
tbe  head  without  being  brought  to  book  Ibr 
But  here 's  an  arm  for  Mrs.  Granger  if  she  *E1 
J.  B.  the  honour  to  accept  it ;  and  the  greatest  i 
vice  Joe  ean  render  you.  Ma'am,  just  now,  m 
lead  you  in  to  table !" 

With  this,  the  Major  gave  his  arm  to  £Sdi 
Mr.  Dombey  led  the  way  with  Mrs.  Skewton ;  . 
Carker  went  last,  emiling  on  tbe  party. 

*'I  am  quite  rejoiced,  Mr.  Carlcer,"  said 
lady-mother,  at  breakfast,  afler  another  eppr^v 
survey  of  him  through  her  gbss,  ''that  yoo  fti 
timed  your  visit  so  happily,  as  to  go  with  n« 
day.    it  is  the  most  enchanting  expedition  !** 

**  Any  expedition  would  be  enebanting'  in  m 
society,"  returned  Carker;  "but  I  beliere  it  is 
itself,  full  of  interest" 
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"Okr  cried  Mrs.  Skewton,  with  •.  fkded  UtOe 
eieiin  of  rapture, "  the  Caatle  ia  charming !  ^  as- 
ocbtioQsof  the  Middle  age»^-and  all  that^wbich 
f  M  traljr  ezqaiaite.  Von'i  yoa  dote  upon  the 
tfiddletge8,Mr.Carker7** 

"Yerj  much,  indeed,"  aaid  Mr.  Carker. 

•Sachcharmingf 'times!"  cried  Cleopatra.  **So 
bU  of  Faith !  So  ?igoroof  and  forcible !  So  pic 
oieique!  So  perfectly  removed  from  common- 
keel  Oh  dear!  If  they  would  only  leave  us  a 
iuk  more  of  the  poetry  of  eiistenoe  in  these  terri- 
ibdayi!" 

.Vff.  Skeleton  was  looking  sharp  after  Mr..I>om« 
xy  tJl  the  time  she  said  this,  who  was  looking  at 
Sdith:  who  was  listening,  but  who  never  lifted  np 
Br  eyes. 

-We  are  dreadfully  real,  Mr. Carker,"  said  Mrs. 
ikewton;  **are  we  not  7" 

Fev  people  had  less  reason  to  conH>lain  of  their 
nlity  than  Cleopatra,  who  had  as  much  that  was 
ike  about  her  as  could  well  go  to  the  coinp!09ition 
fiDybody  with  a  real  individual  existence.  But 
Ir.  Carker  commiserated  our  reality  noTcrtheless, 
ad  agreed  that  we  were  very  hardly  used  in  that 
eigard. 

"  Pictures  at  the  Castle,  quite  divine  T*  said  Qeo- 
■lia.    **  I  hope  yon  dote  upon  pictures  7" 

"  I  assure  yon,  Mrs.  Skewton,"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
nth  lolemn  encouragement  of  his  Manager,  **that 
4rker  has  a  very  g<wd  taste  for  pictures;  quite  a 
atQral  power  of  appreciating  them.  He  is  a  very 
nditabte  artint  himself.  He  will  be  delighted,  I 
a  tQie,  with  Mrs.  Granger's  taste  and  skiU." 

I* Damme,  Sir!"  cried  Major  Bagstock,  **my 
pnioQ  is,  that  you  *re  the  admirable  Carker,  and 
M  do  anything." 

"Oh!"  smiled  Carker,  with  humility,  "you  are 
mch  too  sanguine,  Major  Bagstock.  I  can  do 
try  tittle.  But  Mr.  Donibey  is  so  generous  in  his 
■timation  of  any  trivial  accomplishment  a  man 
i^  myself  may  find  it  almost  necessary  to  ac- 
oIm,  and  to  which,  in  his  very  different  sphere, 
i  ii  far  superior,  that—"  Mr.  Carker  shrugged 
tt  shoulders,  deprecating  further  praise^  and  said 
ttoiore. 

All  this  time,  Edith  never  raised  her  eyes,  unless 
a  glance  towards  her  mother  when  that  lady*s  fet- 
BOt  spirit  shone  forth  in  words.  But  as  Carker 
eucd,  she  looked  at  Mr.  Dombey  for  a  moment 
or  a  moment  only ;  but  with  a  transient  gleam 
f  scornful  wonder  on  her  face,  not  lost  on  one  ob- 
cner,  who  was  smiling  round  the  board. 

Mr.  Dombey  caught  the  dark  eyeJash  in  its  de- 
B^t,  and  took  the  opportunity  of  arresting  it, 

**  Yeu  have  been  to  Warwick  often,  unfortunate- 
r?"iaid  Mr.  Dombey. 

■Several  times." 

"The  visit  will  be  tedious  to  yon,  I  am  afraid." 

-Oh  no;  not  at  all." 

''Ah!  Yon  are  like  your  cousin  Feeniz,  my 
kwTcst  Edith,"  said  Mrs,  Skewton.  •*  He  has  been 
0  Warwick  Castle  fifty  times,  if  he  has  been  there 
Bee ;  yet  if  he  came  to  Leamington  to-morrow  — 

vish  he  would,  dear  angel ! — he  would  make  his 
^y-wcond  visit  next  day." 

**  We  are  all  enthusiastic,  are  we  not.  Mamma  7" 
ud  Edith,  with  a  cold  smile. 

"  Too  much  so,  for  our  peace,  perhaps,  my  dear," 
vtumed  her  mother;  "but  we  wonH  complain, 
^r  own  emotions  are  our  recompense.  If,  as  your 
fiMinii  Feemx  says,  the  sword  weais  out  the  whatV 


*•  The  scabbaid,  perli^w,*'  said  Edith. 

*« Exactly -*-a  little  too  ftst,  it  is  because  it  it 
bright  and  glowing,  yon  know,  my  deareet  k>ve." 

Mrs.  Skewton  heaved  a  gentle  sigh,  supposed  to 
cast  a  shadow  on  the  surfitoe  of  that  dagger  of  lath, 
whereof  her  susceptible  bosom  was  the  sheath :  and 
leaning  her  bead  on  one  side,  in  the  Cleopatra  man. 
ner,  looked  with  pensive  affection  on  her  darling 
ehild. 

Edith  had  turned  her  fiice  towards  Mr.  Dombey 
when  he  first  addressed  her,' and  bad  remained  in 
that  attitude,  while  speaking  to  her  mother,  and 
while  her  mother  speike  to  her,  as  thoagh  offering 
him  her  attention,  if  he  had  anything  more  to  say. 
There  was  something  in  the  manner  of  this  simple 
conrteey.:  almost  defiant,  and  giving  it  the  charac 
ter  of  being  rendered  on  compulsion,  or  as  a  matter 
of  traffic  to  which  she  was  a  reluctant  party :  ngain 
not, lost  upon  that  same  observer  who  was  smuing 
round  the  board.  It  set  him  thinking  of  her  as  be 
had  first  seen  her,  when  she  had  believed  herself  to 
be  alone  among  the  trees. 

Mr.  Dombey,  having  nothfaig  else  to  say,  pro- 
posed—the breakftst  being  now  finished,  and  the 
Major  gorged,  like  any  Boa  Constrictor^that  they 
should  start  A  barouche  being  in  waiting,  ae- 
cording  to  the  orders  of  that  gentleman,  the  two 
ladies^  the  Major  and  himself^  took  their  seats  in 
it;  the  Native  and  the  wan  page  mounted  the  box, 
Mr.  Towlinson  being  left  behind  $  and  Mr.  Carker, 
on  horseback,  brought  up  the  rear. 

Mr.  Carker  cantered  behind  the  carriage,  at  the 
distance  of  a  hundred  yards  of  so,  and  watched  it, 
daring  all  the  ride,  as  if  he  were  a  cat,  indeed,  and 
its  four  occupants,  mice.  Whether  he  looked  to 
one  side  of  the  road,  or  to  the  other  —  over  distant 
landscape,  with  its  smooth  undulations,  wind-mills, 
corn,  grass,  bean  fields,  wild-flowers,  farm-yards, 
hayricKs,  and  the  spire  among  the  wood — or  up- 
wards in  the  sunny  air,  where  butterflies  weie 
sporting  round  his  head,  and  birds  were  pouring 
out  their  songs-^or  downward,  where  the  shadows 
of  the  branches  interlaced,  and  made  a  trembling 
carpet  on  the  road— -or  onward,  where  the  over- 
hanging trees  fbrmed  aisles  and  arches,  dim  with 
the  softened  light  that  steeped  through  leaves — one 
comer  of  hb  eye  was  ever  on  the  formal  bead  of 
Mr.  Dombey,  addressed  towards  him,  ond  the  fea. 
ther  in  tiie  bonnet,  drooping  so  neglectfully  and 
scornfiilly  between  them  :  much  as  he  had  seen  the 
haughty  eyelids  droop ;  not  least  so,  when  the  face 
met  that  now  fronting  it  Once,  and  once  only, 
did  his  wary  glance  release  these  objects ;  and  that 
was,  when  a  leap  over  a  low  hedge,  and  a  sraUop 
across  a  field.  •»«uea  nim  to  anQ<^pate  the  car- 
rimge  commg  by  the  road,  and  to  be  standing  ready, 
at  the  jotirney*s  end,  to  hand  the  ladies  out  Then, 
and  but  then,  he  met  her  glance  for  an  instant  in 
her  first  surprise;  but  when  he  touched  her,  in 
alighting,  wi&  his  soft  white  hand,  it  overlooked 
him  altogether  as  before. 

Mrs.  Skewton  was  bent  on  taking  charge  of  Mr, 
Carker  herself,  and  showing  bim  the  beauties  of 
the  Castle.  Sbe  was  determined  to  have  his  arm, 
and  the  Major^s  too.  It  would  do  that  incorrigible 
creature :  who  was  the  most  barbarous  infidel  m 
point  of  poetry:  good  to  be  in  such  company. 
This  chance  arrangement  left  Mr.  Dombey  at 
liberty  to  escort  Edith;  which  be  did:  stalking 
before  them  through  the  apartments  with  a  gentle, 
manly  solemnitv. 
"Those  darling  byegoae  tunes,  Mi.  Cnrker.** 
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nidCleopatitt,  ■*  with  their  delicioai  ferCreties,  and 
iheir  d««r  old  duo^^ns,  and  their  deHgfatful  places 
of  tortare,  and  their  romantic  Tengeancea,  and  their 
{Hetureaqoe  aasaults  and  sieges,  and  everythinsf  that 
makes  life  truly  cbarminy  t  How  droadfiiUy  we 
have  degenerated  V* 

"« Yes,  we  have  fallen  off  deplorably,"  said  Mr. 
Carfcer. 

The  peculiarity  of  their  conversation  was,  tbtt 
M rs.  Skewton,  in  spite  of  her  ecstacies,  and  Mr. 
Carker,  in  spite  of  his  urbanity,  were  both  intent 
on  watchii^  Mr.  Dombey  and  Edith.  With  all 
their  conversational  endowanenta,  they  spoke  some- 
what  distractedly,  and  at  random,  in  conse- 
quence 

•"  We  have  no  Faith  led,  positively,"  caid  Mrs. 
Skewton,  advancing  her  shrivelled  ear;  for  Mr. 
Dombey  was  saying  something  to  Edith.  **^We 
have  no  Faith  in  ue  dear  old  Barons,  who  we«e 
the  most  delightful  creatmes^-or  in  the  dear  old 
Priests,  who  were  the  most  warlike  of  men*— or 
even  in  the  days  of  that  inestimable  Queen  Bess, 
.upon  the  wall  there,  which  were  so  extremely 
Ifoldea.  Dear  creature !  She  vras  all  Heart !  And 
that  charming  father  of  hers  I  I  hope  you  dote  on 
Harry  the  Eighth  •" 

**  I  admire  him  very  much,**  said  Oarker. 

''So  bluff!**  cried  Mrs.  Skewton,  <•  wasn't  he? 
So  burly.  So  truly  English.  Such  a  picture,  too, 
he  makes,  with  his  dear  little  peepy  eyes,  and  his 
benevolent  chin  !** 

''Ah,  Ma*am  !**  said  Carker,  stopping  short ;  •*  but 
if  you  speak  of  pictures,  there  *s  a  composition ! 
What  gallery  in  the  world  eau  produce  the  ooon- 
terpart  of  that'** 

As  the  smiling  gentleman  thus  spake^  he  pomted 
through  a  doorway  to  where  Mr.  Dombey  and 
Edith  were  standing  alone  in  the  centre  of  another 
room. 

They  were  not  interehanging  a  word  or  look. 
Standing  together,  arm  in  arm,  they  Jiad  the  ap- 
pearonce  of  being  more  divided  than  if  seas  had 
rolled  between  them.  There  was  a  diflerence  even 
iu  the  pride  of  the  two,  that  removed  them  ftrther 
from  each  other,  than  if  one  had  been  the  proudest 
and  the  other  the  humblest  specimen  of  humanity 
in  all  creation.  He,  self-important,  unbending, 
formal,  austere.  She,  lovely  and  graceful  in  an 
uncommon  degree,  but  totally  regardless  of  herself 
and  him  and  everting  around,  and  spuming  her 
own  attractions  witJi  her  haughty  brow  and  Upv  as 
if  they  were  a  badge  or  livery  she  bated.  So  un- 
matched were  they,  and  opposed,  so  forced  and 
linked  together  by.^ajshain  which  adverse  hazard 
-*and  mTiZfianee  had  forged,  OHik  Aotey  might  have 
imagined  .the  pictures  on  the  walls  around  them, 
starUcd  by  the  unnatural  conjunction,  and  observ. 
ant  of  it  in  their  several  expressions.  Grim  knights 
and  warriors  looked  scowling'  on  them.  A  ohurch- 
man,  with  his  hand  upraised,  denounced  the  mock. 
ery  of  such  a  couple  comiog  to  God's  ahar.  Quiet 
waters  in  landscapes,  with  the  sun  reflected  in  their 
depths,  asked«  if  better  means  of  escape  were  not 
at  hand,  was  there  no  drowning  left?  Ruins  cried, 
*  Look  here,  and  see  what  We  are,  wedded  to  un. 
congenial  Time!*  Animal*,  opposed  by  nature, 
worried  one  another,  as  a  moral  to  them.  Loves 
and  Cupids  took  to  flight  afraid,  and  Martyrdom 
had  no  such  torment  in  its  painted  hbtory  of  suf- 
fering. 

Nevertheless,  Mrs.  Skewton  was  so  charmed  by 
<^  fifht  to  whkh  Mr«  Carker  unrdBed  hcc  atten- 


tion, that  she  could  not  reftafai  from  taying,  hali 
aloud,  how  sweet,  how  very  full  of  soul  it  was ! 
Edith,  overhearing,  looked  round,  and  flushed  in. 
digiYsnt  scarlet  to  her  hair. 

"  My  dearest  Edith  knows  I  was  admiring  her  T 
said  Cleopatra,  tapping  her,  almost  timidly,  on  the 
back  with  her  parasoL    "  Sweet  pet  !*' 

Again  Mr.  Carker  saw  the  strife  he  had  wit 
nessed  so  unexpectedly  among  the  trees.  Again 
he  saw  the  haughty  languor  and  indifference  conn 
ever  it,  and  bide  it  like  a  cloud. 

She  did  not  raise  her  eyes  to  him ;  but  with  t 
slight  peremptory  motion  of  them,  seemed  to  bic 
her  mother  oome  near.  Mra.  Skewton  thought  ii 
expedient  to  understand  the  hint,  and,  advanctn| 
quickly  with  her  two  cavaliers,  kept  near  hei 
dauffhter  from  that  time. 

Mr.  Carker  now,  having  nothing  to  distract  bn 
attention,  began  to  discourse  upon  the  pictures,  anc 
to  select  the  best,  and  point  them  out  to  Mr.  Dom 
bey ;  speaking  with  his  usual  &mi]iar  recognttiot 
of  Mr.  Dombey's  greatness,  and  rendering  homa^ 
by  adjusting  his  eye-^ass  for  him,  or  finding  ou 
the  right  place  in  his  catalogue,  or  holding  fail 
stick,  or  the  liice.  These  services  did  not  so  mod 
originals  with  Mr.  Carker,  in  truth,  as  with  Mr 
Dombey  himself,  who  was  apt  to  assert  his  chief 
tainsliip  bj  saying,  with  subdued  authority,  and  ii 
an  easy  way — for  him — ^  Here,  Carker,  have  tin 
goodness  to  assist  me;  will  you  !**  which  the  smilhi| 
gentleman  always  did,  with  pleasure. 

They  made  the  tour  of  the  pictures,  the  walfa 
crow*s  nest,  and  so  forth ;  and  as  they  were  stil 
one  little  party,  and  the  Major  was  rather  in  tht 
shade  i  bemg  sleepy  during  the  process  of  diges- 
tion: Mr.  Carker  became  communicative  and 
agreeable.  At  fint  be  addressed  himself  fbr  th< 
most  part  to  Mrs,  Skewton ;  but  as  that  sensitiv« 
lady  was  in  such  ecstacies  with  the  works  of  ait^ 
after  the  first  quarter  of  an  hour,  that  she  could  dc 
nothing  but  yawn  (they  were  such  perfect  inspira- 
tions, she  observed  as  a  reason  for  that  mark  od 
rapture),  he  transferred  his  attentions  to  Mr.  Dom. 
bey.  Mr.  Dombey  said  little  beyond  an  occasiona] 
**  Very  true,  Carker,*'  or  ••  Indeed,  Carker  f  but  h« 
tacitly  encouraged  Carker  to  proceed,  and  inwardly 
approved  of  his  behaviour  very  much ;  deeming  ti 
as  well  that  somebody  should  talk,  and  thinkin| 
that  his  remarks,  which  were,  as  one  might  say,  a 
branch  of  the  parent  establi^ment,  might  amortt 
Mrs.  Granger.  Mr.  Carker,  who  possessed  an  ex. 
cellent  discretion,  never  took  the  liberty  of  addreagi 
ing  that  hidy,  direct;  but  she  seemed  to  listen 
though  she  never  looked  at  him ;  and  once  or  twice, 
when  he  was  emphatic  in  his  peculiar  humility,  thi 
twilight  smile  stole  over  her  face,  not  as  a  Hght,  bill 
as  a  deep  black  shadow. 

Warwick  Castle  being  at  length  pretty  well  er 
hausted,  and  the  Major  very  mnch  so :  to  say  na 
thing  of  Mrs.  Skewton,  whose  peculiar  demonstra 
tions  of  delight  had  become  very  frequent,  indeed: 
the  carriage  was  again  pot  in  requisition,  and  the) 
rode  to  several  admired  points  of  view  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Mr.  Dombey  ceremonbnsly  observed 
of  one  of  these,  that  a  sketch,  however  sitglit,  fiocn 
the  fldr  hand  of  Mrs.  Granger,  would  be  a  remem. 
brance  to  him  of  that  agreeable  day :  though  he 
wanted  no  artificial  remembrance,  he  was  sure 
(here  Mr.  Dombey  made  another  of  his  bows) : 
which  he  must  always  highly  value.  Withers  the 
lean  having  Edith*s  sketch-book  under  his  arm, 
was  inunediately  called  upon  by  Mrs.  Skewton  tQ 
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mdaea  At  nne ;  and  the  cwrU|fe  «<<W^  &ha^ 
Edith  might  molce  the  drawui|r,  which  Mr.  Doiii« 
lej  was  to  put  away  amoog  hia  treaaurea. 

"fiat  I  am  aficaid  I  trouble  you  too  iatich«'*  said 
ifr.  Dombey. 

"By  Of  means.  Where  would  you  with  to  take 
( from  7"  ihe  ansiflitred,  tunung  to  him  with  the 
une  enforced  attention  as  before. 

Mr.  Dombey,  with  another  bow,  which  cracked 
be  lUrch  in  his  cravat,  would  i»eg  to  ieave  that  to 
be  Artist. 

**!  wooki  rather  you  choose  ibr  yoursell,**  said 
idith. 

"  Suppose  then,**  said  Jktr.  Dombey,  **,we  say 
no  herb  It  appeara  a  good  spot  for  the  purpose, 
r-Guker  what  do  you  think  r* 

There  happened  to  be  in  the  foreground,  at  sone 
ittle  distance,  a  grove  of  trees,  not  noJike  that  in 
rincfa  Mr.  Carker  bad  made  bis  ohain  of  foetsteps 
I  the  morning,  and  witb-a  seat  under  ons  tree, 
^f»^j  ftesembling,  in  the  general  character  of  its 
iUntion,  the  point  where  his  chain  had  broken* 

"Might  I  ventuKe  to  suggest  to  Mrs.  GrangeVt^ 

ud  Cvker,  **  that  that  is  an  interesting — almost  a 

iriou»— point  of  view  2" 

She  ibUowed  the  direction  of  his  rjding-wbip  with 

treyei,  and  raised  tbeoi  quickly  to  his  Aee,    It 

^  the  second  glance  that  they  bad  ezohajQged 

Bee  their  introduction ;  and  would  have  been  ejt- 

^7  like  the  first,  but  that  iu  ezpresatoo  wae 

wier. 

"  WiU  yoQ  like  that  T  said  Edith  to  Mr.  Dombey. 

"I  shall  be  charmed,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  to 

dtlh.  . 

^rtfbre  the  carriage  was  driven  W  the  spot 

Kre  Mr.  Dombev  was  to  be  charmed ;  and  Edith, 

itboat  moving  nrom  her  seat,  and  opening  her 

■Btch-book  with  her  usual   proud    indifference, 

?u  to  sketch. 

"My  pencils  ore  all  pointless,"  she  said,  stopping 

rf  IhiraiDg  tliem  over. 

•Pray  allow   roe,"  said  Mr.  Dombey.      '•Or 

^r  will  do  it  better,  as  be  understands  these 

«^   Carker,  have  the  goodness  to  see  to  these 

»eik  ibr  Mra.  Granger." 

Mr.  Carker  rode  up  close  to  the  carriage^por-on 

In.  Granger's  side,  and  Jetting  the  rein  M\  on  bis 

ntU  neck,  took  the  pencils  from  her  hand  with 

■Dile  and  a  bow,  and  sat  in  the  saddle  leisurely 

^^g  them.    Having  done  so,  he  begged  to  be 

vved  to  hold  them,  and  to  hand  them  to  her  as 

9  were  required ;  and  thus  Mr.  Carker,  with 

u^  ooDuneDdations  of  Mrs.  Granger's  f  ztraordi- 

Jy  'kill— especially  in  trees — remained  close  at 
rri-n''--**^^  ^-»i  -— '  '^miwxa^ av  ane  lOfae  ic 

t  Uorobcy,  in  the  meantime  stood  bolt  upright 

Jhc  carriage   like  a  highly  respectable  ghost, 

^ag  on  too ;   while  Cleopatra  and  the  Major 

™M  as  two  ancient  doves  might  do. 

Are  you  satisfied  with  that,  or  shall  I  finish  it 
Wfemorer  said  Edith,  showing  the  sketch  to 
>.  Dombey. 

Iff.  Dombey  begged  that  h  might  not  be  touched ; 
»M  pcrfisction. 

tt  ii  most  extraordinary,"  said  Carker,  bring- 
I  every  one  of  his  red  gums  to  bear  upoA  hii 


"jK*  ^  I  was  not  prepared  for  anything  so  beau- 
w»  and  so  unusual  altojgfclher." 
■nus  mi^ht  hav^  applied  to  the  sketcher  no  less 
"towe  sketch;  but  Mr,  Carker's  manner  was 
NjniM  itsel&.-not  as  to  his  mouth  alone,  but  as 
^Wf^vhife  nirit.  So  it  continued  to  be  while 
wmmtm^mm  im\A  ..M.  r».  mtu,   n i j 


wlnilcr  Ibe  sketakiog  natteiali  were  put  up ;  then  bb 
hand^  iji  Ibe  pencils  (which  w«re  received  with  a 
distant  aokaowledgment  of  his  help,  but  without  a 
look),  and  tightening  bis  rein,  fell  baek,  and  fbUow- 
ed  the  earriage  again. 

Thinking,  perhaps,  as  he  rode,  that  even  thk 
trivial  sfceteh  had  been  madb  and  delivered  to  its 
owner,  as  if  it  had  been  bargained  for  and  bongbt. 
Thinking/perbapa,  that  altlmgh  she  had  assented 
with  e«^  perfeot  teadioeis  to  his  reqoset,  her 
haughty  fiuie,  bent  ofver  the  drawing,  or  glancing  «t 
the  dlstaat  objects  repveeented  in  it,  hiul  been, the 
fiiee  of  a  prottd  woman,  engaged  in  a  sordid  and 
miserable  transaction.  Thinking,  perinipe,  of 
sttch  things :  but  smiling  oertainly,  and  while  he 
seemed  to  look  abontiiim  fively,  in  e&joyment  of 
the  ahr  and  exercise,  loeeping  always  that  sharp 
eoiner  of  his  eye  upon  the  cafriage. 

A  stfoll  among  the  haoDted  mias  of  Kenilvrorth, 
and  more  rides  to  more  points  of  view :  most  of 
Wbieb(  Mss.  Skewton  remindbd  Mr.  Dombey,  Edith 
had  alfeadf  akelched,  as  be  had  aeen  in  looking 
ever  her  drawings :  brought  the  day's  expedition  to 
a  close.  Mm.  Skawtoo  and  Edith  wero  driven  tn 
their  own  lodgings;  Mr.  Carker  was  fn 
vited  by  Cleopatra  to  return  thither  with  Mr. 
bey  and  ti»e  Major,  in  the  evening,  to  hear  some  of 
Edith's  music ;  and  the  thnse  gentlemen  repaired 
to  their  hotel  to  dinner. 

The  dinnar  was  the  eoonterpart  of  vesterday*s, 
except  that  the  Major  was  twenty-ibor  hours  mora 
triiunpbaat  and  loss  mysterious.  Edith  waa  toast- 
ed  again.  Mr.  Domb^  was  again  agreeably  em- 
barrassed. And  Mr.  Carker  waa  fiifi  of  interest 
and  praise. 

There  were  no  other  visitors  at  Mrs.  Skewton*a. 
Edith's  drawings  were  strewn  about  the  room,  a 
little  more  abundantly  than  usual  periiape;  and 
Witbera^  the  wan  page,  banded  round  a  litda 
stranger  tea.  The  barp  was  there ;  the  piano  was 
there ;  and  Edith  sang. and  played.  Bat  even  the 
music  was  paid  by  Edith  lo  Mr.  Dombey's  order, 
as  it  were,  in  the  same  uncompromieing  way.  As 
thus. 

**  Edith,  my  dearest  k>ve,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton, 
balf  an  hour  after  tea,  **  Mr.  Dombey  is  djring  to 
hear  yon,  I  know." 

*'  Mr.  Dombey  has  life  enough  left  to  say  so  for 
himseU;  Mamma,  I  have  nu  doubt" 

"I  shall  be  immensely  obliged,"  said  Mr.  Dombey: 

•*  What  do  you  wish  T" 

"  Piano?"  hesitated  Mr.  Dombey. 

^Wha^ver  yon  please.  Yon  have  only  to 
choose.^* 

-  wiimii^iw^ij,  <uuvuj;«M  wna  me  piano.  It  was 
the  same  with  the  harp;  the  same  with  her  sfaigw 
ing ;  the  same  with  the  selection  of  the  pieces  that 
she  sang  and  played.  Such  frigid  and  constrained^ 
yet  prompt  and  pointed  acquiescence  with  tha 
wishes  he  imposed  upon  her,  and  on  no  one  elee^ 
was  sufficiently  renarkabfto  to  penetrate  through 
all  the  mysteries  of  pjoqttet,  and  impress  itself  on 
Mr.  Carker's  keen  attention.  Niu  did  he  lose  sight 
of  the  fact  that  Mr.  Dombey  was  evidently  prMid 
of  his  power,  and  liked  to  show  it 

Nevertholess,  Mr.  Carker  played  so  weU-^-soma 
games  with  the  Major,  and  some  with  Cleopatra, 
whose  vigilance  of  eye  in  respect  of  Mr.  Dombey 
and  Edith  no  lynx  eoald  have  surpassed— that  he 
even  heightened  his  position  in  the  lady.mother*a 
good  graces ;  and  when  on  taking  leave  he  regret- 
ted^that  he  woidd  be  obliged  to  return  to  London 
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ftdingf  not  being  met  with  every  day :  that  it  was 
iar  from  being  the  last  time  tliey  would  meet 

**  I  hope  so,**  said  Mr.  Oarker,  with  an  eziires. 
•iTe  look  at  the  coaple  in  the  distance,  as  he  drew 
towards  the  4oor,  following  the  Major.  ^  I  think 
■o." 

Mr.  Dombey,  who  had  taken  a  stately  leave  of 
Edith,  bent,  or  made  some  approach  to  a  bend,  over 
Cleopatra^s  eouch,  and  said,  in  a  low  voice : 

**  I  have  requested  Mrs.  Granger's  permission  to 
call  on  her  to-morrow  moming-^for  a  onrpoee — 
and  she  has  appointed  twelve  o'clock.  May  I  hope 
to  have  the  treasure  of  finding  yon  at  home.  Madam, 
aAerwards  7" 

Cleopatra  was  so  much  fluttered  and  moted,  by 
hearing  this,  of  coarse,  incomprehensible  speech, 
that  sbis  could  only  shot  her  eyes,  and  shake  her 
head,  and  give  Mr.  Dombey  her  hand;  which  Mr. 
Dombev,  not  exactly  knowing  what  to  do  with, 
dropped. 

**  Dombey,  come  along !"  cried  the  Major,  look- 
ittg  in  at  tiie  door.  **  Damme,  Sir,  old  foe  hsa  a 
great  mind  to  propose  an  alteration  in  the  name  of 
the  Royal  Hotel,  end  that  it  sheald  be  called  the 
Three  Jolly  Bachelors,  in  honour  of  ourselves  and 
Carker."  With  this,  the  Major  slapped  Mr.  Dom- 
bey  on  the  beck,  and  winking  over  his  shoulder  at 
Ihe  ladies,  with  a  6rightfiil  tendency  of  blood  to  the 
head,  carried  him  off. 

Mrs.  Skewton  reposed  on  her  soft,  end  Edith  sat 
apart,  by  her  harp,  in  silence.  The  mother,  trifling 
vnth  her  fan,  looked  stsalthiiy  at  the  daughter  more 
than  once,  but  the  daughter,  brooding  gloomily  with 
downctst  eyes,  was  not  to  be  disturbed. 

Thus  they  remained  for  a  long  hour,  without  a 
word,  until  Mrs.  Skewton's  maid  appeared,  accord, 
ing  to  custom,  to  prepare  her  gradually  for  night 
At  night,  she  would  have  been  aakeleton,  with  dart 
and  hour-glass,  rather  than  a  woman,  this  attend, 
ant ;  for  her  touch  was  as  the  touch  of  Death.  The 
painted  object  shrivelled  underneath  her  hand ;  the 
ibrm  collapsed,  the  hair  dropped  off,  the  arched  dark 
eje-brows  changed  to  scanty  tuils  of  grey ;  the  pale 
Itps  shrunk,  the  ekin  became  cadaverous  and  loose; 
an  old,  worn,  yellow  nodding  woman,  with  red 
eyes,  alone  remained  in  Cleopatra's  place,  huddled 
up,  like  a  slovenly  bundle,  in  a  greasy  flannel 
gown. 

The  very  voice  was  changed,  as  it  addressed 
Edith,  when  they  were  alone  again. 

••Why  don*t  you  tell  me,"  it  Said,  sharply,  ••  that 
he  is  coming  here  to-morrow  by  appointment?** 

••  Because  yon  know  it,"  retamed  Edith,  ••  Mo- 
ther.** 

'llie  moesmg  vut^t^mmtm  .m»^  f«tA  «.  ^u.-*  ««« 

word !  ' 

••Yon  know  he  has  bought  me,"  she  resumed. 
••Or  that  he  will,  to-morrow.  He  has  considered 
of  his  bargain;  he  has  shown  it  to  his  friend;  he 
is  even  rather  proud  of  it;  ho  thinks  that  it  will 
suit  him,  and  may  be  had  sufficiently  cheap;  atid 
be  will  buy  to-morrow.  CSod,  that  I  have  lived  for 
this,  and  that  I  ieel  it!" 

Compress  into  one  handsome  iace  the  conscious 
self-abasement,  and  the  burning^  indignation  of  a 
hundred  women,  strong  in  passion  and  in  pride; 
and  there  it  hid  itself  with  two  white  shuddering 
arms. 

*•  What  do  you  mean  t"  returned  the  angry  mo- 
ther.   ••  Haven't  you  from  a.  child—" 

••A  child!"  said  Edith,  kwking  at  her,  ••when 
vlachiM!    What  childhood  did  you  ever  leave 


cenary,  laying  snares  for  men — ^before  I  knew  my- 
self! or  you,  or  even  understood  the  base  and 
wretched  aim  of  every  new  display  I  learnt  Yot 
gave  birth  to  a  woman.  Look  upon  her.  She  U 
m  her  pride  to-night" 

And  as  she  spoke,  she  struck  her  hand  upon  ha 
beautiful  bosom,  as  though  sfk  would  have  beatef 
down  herself. 

•«  Look  at  me,"  she  said,  ••  who  have  never  knowi 
what  it  is  to  have  an  honest  heart,  and  love.  Lool 
at  me,  taught  to  scheme  and  plot  when  childrei 
play ;  and  married  in  my  vouth^^an  old  age  of  de 
sign — ^to  one  for  whom  I  had  no  feeling  but  indif 
ferenoe.  Look  at  me,  whom  he  left  a  widow,  dy  in| 
before  his  inheritance  descended  to  him — ajodg 
ment  on  you !  well  deserved ! — and  tell  me  wm 
has  been  my  life  for  ten  years  since.** 

••  We  have  been  makrag  every  eflbrt  to  endea 
vonr  to  secare  to  you  a  good  establishment,**  re 
joined  her  mother.  '•*That  has  been  your  life 
And  now  you  have  got  it." 

••There  is  no  slave  in  a  market:  there  is  no  horai 
in  a  fair :  so  shown  and  offered  and  cjcamined  am 
paraded.  Mother,  as  I  have  been,  for  ten  shamefb 
years,"  cried  Edith,  with  a  burning  brow,  and  th< 
same  bitter  emphasis  on  the  one  word.  ••  Is  it  no 
so  ?  Have  I  been  made  the  bye-word  of  all  kind 
of  men  7  Have  fools,  have  profligates,  have  boyi 
have  dotards,  dangled  after  me,  and  one  by  on< 
rejected  me,  and  i^llen  off,  because  you  were  to< 
plain  with  all  your  cunnmg:  yes,  and  too  true 
with  aU  those  false  pretences :  until  we  have  almos 
come  to  be  notorious?  The  licence  of  look  ant 
touch,"  she  said,  with  flashing  eyes,  ••  have  I  sab 
mittcd  to  it,  in  half  the  places  of  resort  upon  th< 
map  of  England?  Have  I  been  hawked  an^ 
vended  here  and  there,  until  the  last  grain  of  sel/ 
respect  is  dead  within  me,  and  I  loathe  myselfl 
Has  this  been  my  late  childhood  7  I  had  none  be* 
fore.  Do  not  tell  me  that  I  had,  to-night,  of  al 
nights  in  my  life  !" 

•*  You  might  have  been  well  married,"  said  hei 
mother,  ••twenty  times  at  least,  Edith,  if  you  ha< 
given  encouragement  enough." 

•*  No !    Who  takes  me,  refuse  that  I  am,  and  ai 

I  well  deserve  to  be,"  she  answered,,  raising  hei 

head,  and  trembling  in  her  energy  of  riiame  anc 

stormy  pride,  ••shall  take  me,  as  this  man  does 

with  no  art  of  mine  pot  forth  to  lure  him.    He  seei 

me  at  the  auction,  ond  he  thinks  it  well  to  buy  me 

Let  him !    When  he  came  to  view  mo— perhaps  tc 

bid— he  required  to  see  the  roll  of  my  accomplish 

ments.    I  gave  it  to  him.    When  he  would  hav< 

me  show  one  of  them,  to  justify  his  purchase  to  hii 
men,  i  requiro  oi  im/«  ^  ,^j''„0*wU»  .^  »«w«j.u..««« 

and  I  exhibit  it    I  will  do  no  more.    He  m^kei 

the  purchase  of  his  own  will,  and  with  his  owi 

sense  of  its  worth,  and  tlie  power  of  his  money 

and  I  hope  it  may  never  disappoint  him.    /  hav< 

not  vauf  ted  and  pressed  the  bargain ;  neither  hax 

you,  so  fiir  as  I  have  been  able  to  prevent  you." 

••You  talk  strangely  to-night,  Edith,  to  you 
own  mother." 

••  It  seems  so  to  me ;  stranger  to  me  than  you; 
said  Edith.  ••But  my  education  was  complete* 
long  ago.  I  am  too  old  now,  and  have  fallen  to 
low,  by  degrees,  to  take  a  new  course,  and  to  sto] 
yours,  and  to  help  myself^  The  germ  of  all  tha 
purifies  a  woman's  breast,  and  makes  it  true  an( 
good,  has  never  stirred  in  mine,  and  I  have  nothinj 
else  to  sustain  me  when  I  despise  myself."  I'her 
had  been  a  touching  saflness  in  her  voio^hj^ 
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^*8o^itif«  mn  fenleel  tad  poorvl  am  oostent 
lit  we  ihoiild  b«  mmde  rich  by  thaM  means ;  all  I 
ij,  ii,  I  hftTs  kept  the  only  purpoee  I  have  had  the 
ffofth  to  form— I  had  almoet  aaid  the  power,  with 
De  tt  my  lide.  Mother— and  hare  not  tempted  thit 

"ITiie  naa  i  Ycm  spemk,**  laid  her  mother,  *  u 
'yoQ  hatid  him.** 

*Aiid  yoQ  thought  I  loved  him,  did  yon  not?*' 
le  Biisvered,  etoppinif  on  her  wat  acroes  the  room, 
ii  having  roimd.  **  Shall  I  tell  you**'  ahe  eonti. 
ud,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  her  mother,  **  who 
beuly  knows  ns  thoroa^hly,  and  reads  oa  right, 
ti  haSote  whom  I  haire  even  less  ofs^^respeot  or 
nfidenoe  than  before  my  own  inward  self:  being 
I  fflocb  degraded  by  his  knowledge  of  me  2** 
"This  is  an  attack,  I  suppose,*'  returned  her 
■other  ooldly,  **on  poor,  unlortttnata  what*»>his« 


name— Hr.Carkier!  TourwaatofselHraspeetaad 
ooofidenoe,  my  dear,  in  refersnoe  to  that  person 
(who  is  very  agreeable,  it  strikes  neX  ie  not  likely 
to  have  much  eflbct  on  your  eemblisbment.  .  Whj 
do  yon  look  at  me  so  hard  7    Are  you  ill  7** 

Edith  aoddenly  lot  fall  her  froe,  as  if  it  had  been 
stang,  and  while  she  pressed  her  hands  upon  it,  a 
terrible  tramhle  crept  orer  her  whole  frame.  It 
was  aaiokly  gone;  and  with  her  usual  -atepi  she 
passed  out  of  the  room. 

The  maid  who  should  hare  been  a  skeletmi,  then 
re-appeared,  and  giving  one  arm  to  her  mistress, 
who  speared*  to  have  taken  off  her  manner  with 
her  charma,  and  to  have  put  on  paralysis  with  her 
flannel  gown,  collected  this  ashes  of  Cleopatra  and 
carried  them  away  in  the  other,  ready  lor  to-mor- 
rQW*e  revivification. 


CHAPTER  XXVin. 

ALTERATIONS. 


*8o  the  day  has  come  at  length.  Sumo,**  said 
Iwenoe  to  toe  excellent  Nipper,  **  when  we  are 
n^  back  ta?  onr  quiet  home  !** 
8iia|n  drew  in  her  breath  with  an  amount  of  ex- 
inoo  net  easily  described,  and  further  relieving 
R^feelmgs  with  a  smart  cough,  answered,  **  Very 
net  indeed,  Miss  Floy,  no  doubt  Excessive 
l" 

"When  I  wae  a  child,**  said  Florence,  thought- 
%,  and  after  musing  ibr  some  moments,  **did 
^  erer  see  that  gentleman  who  has  taken  the 
■hie  to  ride  down  here  to  speak  to  me,  now 
nt  times  three  times,  I  think,  Susan  7** 
"Three  times.  Miss,**  returned  the  Nipper, 
^ce  was  yon  was  out  a  viralking  with  them 
kct-» 

flonocB  gently  looked  at  her,  and  Miss  Nipper 
•ekedhemelf. 

''With  Sir  Barnet  and  hik  lady,  I  mean  to  say, 
K  and  the  young  gentleman.  And  two  evenings 
•eetben*** 

•When  I WBS  a  child,  and  when  company  used 
Mne  to  visit  Papa,  did  you  ever  see  that  gentle- 
tt  at  home,  Susan  7*'  asked  Florence. 
"Well,  Miss,**  returned  ber  maid,  after  consider- 
I.*" I  really  oottldn*t  say  I  ever  did.  When  your 
•wdcir  Bfa  died.  Miss  Floy,  I  was  very  new  in 
•anaily, yon  see,  and  aiy  element:**  the  Nipper 
Mbd,  aa  opining  that  ber  merits  had  been  always 
■Smedly  eztingnisbed  by  Mr.  Dombey:  "^wae 
a  floor  below  the  attics.** 

*To  be  sure,**  said  Florence,  stni  thoughtfully ; 
fn  am  Dot  likely  to  have  known  who  came  to 
Khmse.  I  quite  fivgot** 
''Not,  Miss,  but  what  we  Ulked  about  tUb  fiimlly 
«  vinlnra,**  said  Susan,  «*and  but  what  I  heard 
yh  said,  although  the  nurne  before  Mrs.  Richards 
»  make  unpleasant  remarks  when  I  was  in  com- 
■■Ttind  bioc  at  little  Pitchers,  but  that  could  oiily 
8  "ttribuied,  poor  thing,*'  observed  Susan  with' 
>>^»Kd  ferhearance,  •*to  habits  of  intoxication, 
"fl™  "fce  was  required  to  leave,  and  did.** 
'■■ttwe,  who  was  seated  at  her  chamber  win- 
iv,with  her  face  resting  on  her  hand,  sat  lookinr 
Js«ad  hardly  teemed  (o  hear  what  Susan  said, 
■••Usakrt  in  thought 
^4«*«its,  Miss,**  said  Susan,  « I  remember 


waa  ahnoet,  if  not  quite,  as  great  a  gentleraan  with 
^«r  Papa  then,  as  he  b  now.  It  used  to  be  said 
m  the  bouse  then,  Miss,  that  he  was  at  the  head  of 
all  your  Pa*s  afTiiirs  in  the  eity,  and  managed  the 
whole,  and  that  vour  Pa  minded  him  more  than 
anybody,  which,  begging  your  pardon  Miss  Floy, 
he  minit  easy  do,  for  no  never  minded  anybody 
else.    I  knew  that.  Pitcher  as  I  might  have  been.^* 

Susan  Nipper,  with  an  injured  remembrance  of 
the  nurse  beibre  Mrs.  Richards,  emphasised  *  Pit* 
chcr*  strongly. 

•'  And  that  Mr.  Carker  has  not  fallen  off.  Miss,** 
she  pursued,  **  but  has  stood  his  ground,  and  kept 
his  credit  with  your  Fa,  I  know  from  what  is  al- 
wajrs  said  among. our  people  by  that  Perch,  when- 
ever  he  comes  to  the  house,  and  though  he  *8  the 
weakest  weed  in  the  world.  Miss  Floy,  and  no  one 
can  have  a  moment*s  patience  with  the  man,  he 
knows  what  goes  on  in  the  city  tolerable  well,  and 
says  that  your  Pa  does  nothing  without  Mr.  Carker, 
and  leaves  all  to  Mr.  Carker,  and  acts  according  to 
Mr.  Carker,  and  has  Mr.  Carker  always  at  his  eU 
bow,  and  I  do  believe  that  he  believer  (that  washiest 
of  Perches)  that  after  your  Pa,  the  Emperor  of  In* 
dia  is  the  child  unborn  to  Mr.  Carker.'* 

Not  a  word  of  this  was  lost  on  Florence,  who, 
with  an  awakened  interest  in  Susan's  speech,  no 
longer  gated  abstractedly  on  the  prospect  without, 
but  looked  at  her,  and  listened  with  attention. 

•*  Yes,  Susan,**  she  said,  when  that  young  lady 
had  coneluded.  •*  H0  is  in  Papa*s  confidence,  and 
is  his  friend,  I  am  sure.** 

Florence's  mind  ran  high  on  this  theme,  and  had 
done  for  some  days.  Mr.  Carker,  in  the  two  visits 
with  which  he  had  foHowed  np  his  first  one,  had 
aisumed  a  confidence  between  himself  and  her--a 
right  on  his  part  to  be  mysterious  and  stealthy,  in 
teUing  her  that  the  ship  was  still  unheard  of^a 
kind  of  mildly  restrained  power  and  authority  over 
her— -that  made  her  woniwr,  and  caused  her  ^ reat 
uneasiness. '  She  had  no  'means  of  repelling  it,  or 
of  fireeiMt  herself,  from  the  web  be  was  gradually 
windinSbout  her;  for  that  would  have  required 
some  anand  knowledge  of  the  world,  opposed  to 
such  address  as  his ;  artd  Florence  had  none.  Tme^ 
he  had  said  no  more  to  her  than  that  there  was  no 
news  of  the  ship,  and  that  he  foared  the  worst;  but 
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the  ship,  tM^'whf  he  haA  the  HgB  to  atgnify  his 
knowledge  to  her,  so  insidiously  mod  darkij,  trou- 
bled Florenes  Tory  mttcb» 

This  condttet  on  the  put  of  Mr*  Gsrker,  end  her 
habit  of  often  considering  it  vi4tb  wonder  and  un- 
easineia,  began  to  intest  him  with  an  nncenifort- 
able  faseination  in  Florence's  tfaongiits;  A  mor^ 
diitinet  remembrance  of  his  features,  voice,  and 
ntanner ;  which  she  sooietiraes  coorted,  as  a  mfeans 
of  reducing  him  to  the  level  of  a  real  person- 
age, capame  of  eietting^  no  greater  charm  over 
h^  than  another ;  did  not  remove  the  vague  im- 
pressron.  And  yet  he  neter  frowned,  or  kicked 
upon  her  with  ^ n  air  of  dislike  or  animosity,  bat 
was  always  smiling  and  serene. 

Again,  l*lordnec,  in  pursuit  of  her  stronr  porpoae 
with  reference  to  her  ftither,  and  her  steady  resohu 
tion  to  believe  that  she  was  herself  unwittingly  to 
blame  for  their  so  cold  and  distant  relations,  would 
recall  to  mind  that  this  gentleman  was  his  con- 
fidential  friend,  and  would  think,  with  an  anxious 
heart,  could  her  struggling  tendency  to.flislike  and 
fear  him  be  a  part  of  that  misfortune  in  her,  which 
had  turned  her  father's  love  adrift,  and  left  her  se 
alone  7  She  dreaded  that  it  might  be ;  sometimes 
believed  it  was ;  then  she  resolved  that  she  would 
try  to  conquer  this  wrong  feeling ;  persuaded  her* 
self  that  she  was  bonourra  and  cncou^gad  by  the 
notice  of  her  father's  friend ;  and  hoped  that  patient 
observation  of  him  and  trust  in  him  would  lead  her 
bleeduig  feet  along  that  stony  road  which  ended  in 
her  father's  heart 

Thus,  with  no  one  to  advise  her —for  she  could 
advise  with  no  one  without  seeming  to  complain 
against  him—^gentle  Florence  tossed  on  an  uneasy 
sea  of  doubt  and  hope ;  and  Mr.  Carker,  like  a  scaly 
monster  of  the  deep,  swam  down  below,  and  kept 
his  shining  eye  upon  her* 

Florence  had  a  new  reason  in  all  this  for  wishing 
to  be  at  home  again.  Her  lonely  Ufa  was  better 
suited  to  her  course  of  timid  hope  and  doubt;  and 
she  feared  sometimes,  that  in  her  absence  she  might 
n)iss  some  hopeful  chance  of  testifying  her  affection 
f<a  her  fioher.  Heaven  knows,  she  might  liave  set 
her  mind  at  rest, poor  child !  on  this  last  point;  but 
her  slighted  love  was  fluttering  within  her,  and, 
even  in  her  sleep,  it  flew  away  in  dreams^  and 
nestled,  like  a  wandering  bird  come  home,  upon 
her  father's  neck. 

Of  Walter  she  thnqgbt  often.  Ah !  how  of^n, 
when  the  night  was  gloomy,  and  the  wind  was 
blowing  round  the  houee !  But  hope  was  strong  in 
h^  breast  It  is  so  difficult  for  the  young  and  ar« 
dent,  even  with  such  experience  as  hers,  to  ima^fioe 
youth  and  ardour  quenched  like  a  weak  flame,  and 
the  bright  day  of  life  merging  into  night,  at  noon, 
that  hope  was  strong  yet  Her  tpara  fbll  frequently 
f«  Walter's  sufferings;  but  rarely  for  his  suppoptd 
death,  and  never  long. 

She  had  written  to  the  old  Instmment-ttakMr,  but 
liad  reeeived  no  answer  to  her  note :  which  indeed 
required  none.  Thus  matters  stood  with  Fkirenee 
un  the  morning  when  she  wis  going  home,  gladly, 
to  her  eld  seohided  life. 

Ikietor  and  Mrs.  Blimber,  aooompaaied  (much 
against  hi«  will)  by  their  valued  charge,  Master 
Bamet,  were  already  gone  baok  to  Brigfatfljk  wl»re 
that  young  gentleman  and  his  .fellow  F^Bp^  to 
Parnassus  were  then,  no  doubt,  in  th«  eo^Kal  re- 
sumption of  their  studies.  The  holid^  time  was 
past  and  over;  most  of  the  juvenilegueets  at  the 
viUa  had  taken  their  departure ;  and  F&renoe's  long 


There  was  one  guest,  however,  albeit  net  ratidei 
within  the  house,  who  had  been  very  eonstant 
his  attentions  to  the  family,  and  who  still  remaiv 
devoted  to  them.  This  was  Mr.  Toots,  who,  af) 
renewing,  some  weeks  ago,  the  acquaintanee-he  hi 
had  the  happiness  of  forming  with  Skettles  iuni4 
on  the  night  when  he  burst  tb»  Blimberiaa  bon 
and  soared  into  freedom  with  his  ring-  on,  call 
regularly  every  other  day,  and  left  a  perfect  pa< 
of  cards  at  the  haH'^loor ;  so  many,  uidoed,  that  t 
ceremony  was  quite  a  deal  on  thepartfOf  Afr.Too 
and  a  hand  at  whist  on  the  part  of  tns  servant 

Mr.  Toots,  likewise,  with  the  boM  and  happy  id 
of  prerenting  the  iamily  from  forgetthig  him  (b 
there  is  reason  to  suppose  tiiat  this  eoqiedient  ori{ 
nated  in  the  teeming  brain  of  the  Chi^en),  h 
established  a  six-oared  cutter,  manned  by  aqnai 
friends  of  the  Chicken's^  and  steered  by  that  illi 
trious  chare  cter  in  person,  who%ore  a  bright  r 
fireman's  coat  for  the  purpose,  and  concealed  t 
perpetual  black  eye  with  which  he  was  afflicU 
beneath  k  green  shade.  Previous  to  the  institoti 
of  this  equipage,  Mr.  Toots  sounded  the  Chick< 
on  a  hypDtheUcal  case,  as,  supposing  the  Chicki 
to  be  enamoured  of  a  young  lady  named  Mary,  ai 
to  have  eoneeivtsd  the  intention  of  stcrting  a  bo 
of  his  own,  what  would  he  call  that  heat?  T! 
Chicken  replied,  with  divere  strenff  aasevgratiei 
that  he  would  either  christen  it  Poll  or  The  Chi« 
en's  Delight  Improving  on  this  idea,  Mr.  Too 
afier  deep  study  and  tlie  exercise  of  much  invc 
tion,  resolved  to  caU  his  boat  The  Toots's  Joy,  ai 
delicate  compliment  to  Florence,  of  which  no  m 
kanring  the  parties,  canld  poesibly  miss  the  n|i|H 
dation. 

Stretched  on  a  crimson  cushion  in  his  ^islli 
bark,  with  his  shoes  in  the  air,  Mr.  Tool^  m  I 
exercise  Cff  his  project  had  oome  up  the  river,  d 
afler  day,  and  week  afler  week,  and  had  flitled 
and  fhvnear  Sir  Barnet's  garden,  and  had  oans 
his  crew  to  cut  across  and  acroes  the  river  at  eha 
angles,  for  his  better  exhibition  to  any  loeketn-< 
from  Sir  Barnet's  windows,  and  had  had  Mich  tn 
lutioos  perfermed  by  the  Toots's  IXelight  as  fa 
filled  all  the  neighbouring  part  of  the  water-ai 
with  astonishment  But  whenever  he  saw  any  e 
in  Sir  Barnet's  garden  on  the  brink  of  the  rir 
Mr.  Toots  always  fei^ed  to  be  passing  there,  b« 
combination  of  eoineidenoes  of  the  most  singn] 
and  unlikely  description. 

•<How  are  you,  Tootil*'  Sir  Barnet  would  at 
paving  his  hand  6rom  the  lawn,  while  the  arti 
Chicken  steered  doee  in  shore. 

•«How  de  do,  Sir  Bamet  T  Mr.  Toots  win 
answer.  **  What  a  surprising  thing  that  I  ahoi 
see  vott  here !" 

MnlViots,  m  his  sagteity,  always  said  this, 
if;  inslsad  of  that  being  Sir  Barnet's  boose,  it  wt 
some  deserted  edifice  on  the  hanks  of  tlie  Nile, 


**  I  nevier  was  so  surprised  !**  Mr.  Tot«s  wpoi 
exclaim.—** Is  Miss  Donbey  there?" 

Whereupon  Fbrence  would  appear,  perhaps. 

**  Oh,  Diogenes  is  qtute  well,  Miss  DMnbey,"  B 
Toots  woald  dry.    h  I  c^ed  to  ask  this  UMmini 

**  Thank  you  very  much !"  the  pieassnt  voaea 
Florence  would  n^iy. 

«*Wont  you  eome  ashere^Tootor  Sir  Ban 
would  ear  then.  **Coaie!  You're  in  no  bon 
Come  and  see  vs." 

"Oh,  it's  of  no  consequenoe,  thank  yani^  1 
Tocfte  would  blushingly  rejoin.    **I  thottht  Ml 
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i  r*  And'  poor  Mir.  Tofyti»  wha  irav  #^iii^ '  to  ac 
(t  the  rnvHatkai,  bat  hadnH  the  curare  to  do  it, 
nod  to  the  Chicken^  with  an  achingc  heart,  and 
ay  went  the  Detigbt,  oleavrng'  the  water  like  an 
ow, 

rhe  Delight  wee  lying  in  a  state  of  extraordinary 
endonr,  at  the  garden  steps,  on  the  morning'  of 
»reDcc*8  departure.  When  she  went  down-stairs 
take  leave,  afier  her  talk  with  SilsaDv  she  fonnd 
*.  Toots  awaiting  her  in  the  drawinevroom. 
•Oil,  how  de  do.  Miss  Dombcyr"  said  the 
ieken  Toots,  always  dreadfully  disconcerted  when 
i  desire  of  his  heart  was  gained,  and  he  was 
»kuig  to  her ;  **  thank  you  I  *m  very  trell  indeed, 
iMipe  yoQ'r»  the  same-,  so  was  Diogenef  y  ester- 

*  You  are  very  kind,"  said  Florence. 

*  Thank  you,  it's-  of  no  consequence,**  retorted 
r.  Toota.  ''I  thought  perhaps  yon  wouldn't 
nd,  in  this  fine  weather,  coming  home  by  water, 
ias  Dombej.  Title's  plenty  of  room  in  the 
at  ior  your  maid." 

*!  ara  very  nmeh  obliged  to  you,"  said  Flo- 

noc,  hesitating.     **  I  really  am  — but  I  would 

Lher  not." 

••Oh,  it's  of  no   consequence,'*  retorted   Mr. 

mU.    *  Good  morning !" 

••  Won't  you  wait  and  «ee  Lady  SkettJes  f*  asked 

lorcnee,  kindly. 

••Oh  no,  thank  you,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,* it "ii 

no  ooneeqoenoe  at  all." 

So  shy  was  Mr.  Toots  on  sudi  occasions,  and  so 

irried !    But  Lady  Skettlea  entering  at  the  mo< 

CBt,  Mr.  Toots  was  suddenly  seized  with  a  pas. 

>n  for  asking  her  how  she  did,  and  hoping  she 

IS  tery  well ;  nor  could  Mr.  Toots  by  any  pos- 

[>ility  leave  off  shaking  hands  with  her,  until  Sir 

iroet  appeared :  to  whom  he  immediately  ching 

ith  the  tenacity  of  desperation. 

••  We  are  losing;  to-day.  Toots,"  said  Sir  Bamct, 

ruing  towards  florencc,  **the  lighVdf'our  house, 

assure  you." 

••  Oh,  It's  of  BO  conseq 1  n^ean  yes,  to  be 

ire,"  faltered  the  embarrassed  Toots.  ■•Goon 
oraing!" 

Notwithstanding  the  emphatic  nature  of  this 
rewell,  Mr.  Toots,  instead  of  going  away,  stood 
Bring  about  him,  vacantly.  Florence,  to  relieve 
im,  bade  adiea,  with  man^  thanks,  to  Lady  Skct^ 
5S,  and  gave  her  arm  to  Sir  Bamet. 
■•  May  I  beg  of  you,  my  dear  Miss  Dombey," 
Ltd  her  host,  as  he  conduciod  her  to  the  carriage, 
to  present  my  best  compliments  to  your  dear 
apa?" 

It  was  distresnng  to  Florence  to  receive  the 
mimission,  ibr  she  felt  as  if  she  were  imposing 
1  Sir  Barnet,  by  allowing  him  to  believe  that  a 
indness  rendered  to  her,  was  rendered  to  her 
itiier.  As  she  eoukl  not  explaiii,  however,  she 
iwed  her.  head,  and  thanked  him  ;  and  again  she 
RNight  tbat  the  duH  home,  free  from  sudi  embar- 
issments,  and  such  reminders  of  her  sorrow,  was 
BT  natural  and  best  retreat 
Such  of  her  late  fiiendsand  companions  a^  Were 
et  remaining  at  the  villa,  came  running  from 
ithin,  and  nom  the  garden,  to  say  good  bye. 
"hey  were  aU  attached  to  her,  and  very  earnest  in 
iking  leave  of  her.  Even  the  household  were 
my  &T  her  going,  and  the  servants  came  nodding 
Bd  curtseying  round  the  carriage  door.  As  Flo- 
mce  looked  round  on  the  kind  faces,  and  saw 
moDir  them  those  of  Sir  Bamet  and  his  kdv.  and 
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nljht  when  Paul  and  she  had  cohri6  from  Doctor 
Biimber's:  and  when  the  carriage  drove  awi 
&ce  was  wet  with  tears. 

Sorrowfhl  tears,  but  tears  of  consolation,  too; 
for  all  the  softer  memories  connected  wiih  the  dull 
old  house  to  which  she  was  returning  made  it  dear 
to  her,  as  they*  rose  up.  How  long  it  seemed  since 
she  had  Wandered  through  the  silent  rooms :  since 
she  had  last  crept,  softly  and  afraid,  into  those  her 
father  oocupied :  since  she  had  felt  the  solemn  but 
yet  soothing  influence  of  the  beloved  dead  in  every 
action  of  her  daily  lifb !  This  new  fareweU  re- 
minded her,  besides,  of  her  parting  with  poor 
Walter :  of  his  looks  and  words  that  night :  and 
of  the  gracious  blending  she  had  noticed  in  him, 
of  tenderness  ibr  those  he  left  behind,  with  courage 
and  high 'spirit  His  Httle  history  was  associated 
with  the  old  house  too,  and  gave  it  a  new  claim 
and  hold  upon  her  heart 

Efven  Susan  Nipper  softened  towards  the  home 
of  so  many  years,  as  they  were  on  their  way 
towards  it  dtoomy  as  it  was,  and  rigid  justice 
as  she  rendered  to  its  gloom,  she  forgave  it  a  great 
deal.  **!  shall  be  glad  to  see  it  ngain,  I  don't 
deny, Miss,"  said  the  Nipper.  ••There  aint  much 
in  it  to  boast  of,  but  I  wonld  n't  have  it  burnt  or 
pulled  down,  neither  .**' 

••  You  11  be  glad  to  go  through  the  old  rooms, 
wont  you,  Susan  T*  said  Florence,  smiling. 

••Well,  Miss,"  returned  the  Nipper,  softening 
more  and  more  towards  the  house,  as  they  ap- 
proached it  nearer,  ••  I  won't  deny  but  what  I  shall, 
though  I  shall  hate  'em  again,  to-morrow,  very 
likely." 

Florence  felt  that,  fbr  her,  there  was  greater 
peace  within  it  than  elsewhere.  It  was  better  and 
easier  to  keep  her  secret  shut  up  there,  among  tlie 
tall  dark  walls,  than  to  carry  it  abroad  into  the 
light,  and  try  to  hide  U  ftom  a  crowd  of  happy  cyea» 
It  was  better  to  pursue  the  study  of  her  loving 
heart,  alone,  and  find  no  new  discouragements  in 
lovhig  hearts  about  her.  It  was  easier  to  hope,  and 
pray,  and  love  on,  all  oncared  for,  yet  with  con- 
stancy  and  patience,  in  the  tranquil  sanctuary  of 
such  remembrances :  although  it  mouldered,  rusted, 
and  decayed  about  her :  than  in  a  new  scene,  let  its 
gaiety  be  what  it  would-  She  welcomed  back  her 
old  enchanted  dream  of  life,  and  longed  for  the  old 
dark  door  to  close  upon  her,  once  again. 

Full  of  such  thoughts,  they  turned  into  the  long 
and  sombre  street  Florence  was  not  on  that  side 
of  the  carriage  which  was  nearest  to  her  home,  and 
as  the  distance  lessened  between  tlicm  and  it,  she 
looked  out  of  her  window  fpr  the  children  over  the 
way* 

She  was  thus  engaged,  when  sn  exclamation  from 
Susan  canscd  her  to  turn  quickly  round. 

••  Why  Gracious  me !"  cried  Susan,  breathless, 
••whereas  our  honso !" 

••Our  house !"  said  Florence. 

Susan,  drawing  in  her  head  from  the  window, 
thrust  it  out  agam,  drew  it  in  again  as  the  carriage 
stopped,  and  stared  at  her  mistress  in  amazement 

There  was  a  labyrinth  of  .scaffolding  raisejd  all 
round  the  house,  from  the  basement  to  the  roof. 
Loads  of  bricks  and  stones,  and  heaps  of  mortar, 
and  piles^f^wood,  blocked  up  half  the  width  and 
length  of  flfbroad  street  at  the  side.  Ladders  were 
raised  agauht  the  walls ;  labourers  were  climbing 
up  and  down;  meii  were  at  work  upon  the  steps 
of  the  scaffolding;  painters  and  decorators  were 
bmnr  inaide :  irreat  rolls  of  ornamental  oaoer  were 
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"  He  is  greatly  better,  thank  yon.    Hem !" 

**  My  dear  Louisa  must  be  careful  of  that  cough," 
remarked  Miss  Toz. 

•*Il'8  nothing,'*  returned  Mrs.  Chick  •'tt'si 
merely  change  of  weather.  We  must  expect 
change." 

**  Of  weather  ?"  asked'Miss  Tox,  in  her  simplicity. 

•♦Of  everything,"  rct^^ned  J^n.  Chjck.  "Of 
course  we  miftf  It'sa  t^orld  of  <5hange.  Atty 
one  would  surprise  me  very  much^  'Lucrctia,  and  ' 
would  greatly  alter  my  opinion  of  their  understand-  ' 
iAg,  if  they  attem|>tea  to  contradict  or  evade  what 
is  so  perfcctJy  cVidetit.  Change !"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Chick,  whh  severe  philosophy.  "^Why,  my  gra- 
cious me,  what  i6  there  that  does  vat  change !  even 
th^  silkworm,  who  .1' tun  sore  might  be  9apposed 
not  to  trouble  itself  about  such  subjects,  changes 
into  a!l  sortA  of  ttnezpected  things  continually." 

**  My  Louisa,"  said  the  mild  Miss  Toz,  **  i«  ever 
hap)>y  in  lier  rllustrations.** 

*•  Yon  are  86  kind,  Locrctia,**  returned  Mrs. 
Chick,  a  little  #oflened,  **as  to  say  so,  and  to  think 
•o,  I  believe.  I  hope  neither  of  uft  may  ever  Have 
any  tmsb  to  lessen  oor  opinmn  of  the  other,  Lu- 
crctla."  '        ' 

'  "  r  ahi  sure  of  ft,"  returned  Miss  Tot. 

Mr8.  Chick  coughed  as  before,  and  drew  lines  on 
the  earpe^  with  the  ivory  end  of  her  parasol.  Mlee 
Toz,  who  had  experience  of  her  fair  Mend,  and 
knew  that  under  the  pressure  of  any  sTi^ht  fatigue 
or  vexation  she  was  prono  to  a  discursive  kind  of 
irritability,  availed  herself  of  the  pause,  to  change 
the  subject 

**  Pardon  me,  my  dear  Louisa,"  said  Mira  Tox, 
•""but  have  T  caught  sight  of  the  maiily  form  of  Mr. 
Ohick  in  the  carriage  r' 
'  •*  H«  is  there,"  tiaid  Mrs.  Chick,  **  but  pray  leave 
him  there.  He  has  bis  newspaper,  and  would  be 
quite  contented  fbr  the  next  two  hours..  Go  on  with 
yx>ur  flowers,  Lucretia,  and  allow  me  tb  sit  her^  and 
rest." 

-  •*  My  Louisa  knows,"  observed  Miss  Tox,  *•  Aat 
between  fUends  like  ourselves,  any  approach  to 
ceremony  would  be  out  of  the  question.  T^crc- 
ftre— -"  Therefbre  Misi  Toz  finished  the  sentence , 
not  in  words  but  action ;  and  putting  on  her  gloves 
again,  which  she  had  taken  off,  and  arming  herself 
oiice  fhore  with  her  scissors,  began  to  snip  and  dip 
ahiong  the  leaves  with  microscopic  mdustrjr. 
^•*  Fwrenoo  has  returned  home  also,"  said  'ISfi-l 
Ctiick,  aAcr  sitting  silent' for  some  timp,  with  her 
Ifead  on  one  side,  and  her  parasol  sketching  on  the 
floor*;  ''and  really  Florence  is  a  great  deaf  too  old 
now.  to  continue  to  kad  that  ^oFitary  life  to  which 
-she  ms  been  accustomed.  Of  course  she  If*.  There 
can  be  no  doubt  aboyt  it.  I  should  have  very  little 
rfespect,  indeed,  fbr  anybody  who  could  advocate  a 
^Ktferent  opinion.  Whatever  my  wishei  might  be, 
I  cot^ld  not  respect  them.  We  cannot  command 
our  feelings  to  such  an  extent  as  thaC 
''AVissTox  assented,  \irithotit  being  particular  as 
to  the  inldlligibility  of  the  proposition. 

"  If  she  '8  a  strange  girl,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  "and 
if  my  bixrther  Paul  cannot  ^l  perfectly  comfortable 
in-  hcf  sodety,  hfYer  al!  tfte  «ad  things  that  have, 
happ(*ned,  and  all  the  terrible  disappointments  that 
Jmve  i>een  nn^ff6ne,  thrin,  what  is '  the  fef»Iy  ? . 
TAa<  heraruiTt-  make  an  effort  That  he  !s  botini!'' 
to  make  an  effort  We  have  always  been  a  fkmily 
raiMarlrabre  Ibr  ciToft;  Taul  h  at  the  head  of  iStte 
"^mily ;  almost  the  only  represelilatlve  of  it  left — 

viAitanil!    Jamof  nocbnAeqttence— •"    ' 


**  My  dearest  love,**  remonstrated  Miss  Toz. 

Mrs.  Chick  dried  her  eyes,  which  were,  for  the 
moment  overflowing ;  and  proceeded : 
.  ^  Ana  ccnsbquenUy  he  is  more  than  ever  bound 
to  make  an  effort  And  though  his  having  done 
so,  comes  upon  nae  with  a  sopI  of  shock — fbr  mine 
is  a  Very  weak  and '  foolish  nature ;  which  is  any- 
thing  but  a  blessing  I  am  sure ;  I  often  wish  mj 
heart  was  a  marble  slab,  or  aj)aving-8tone — " 

"'My  sweet  Louisa,"  remonstrated  Misa  Tox, 
a^in. 

^  Still,  it  is  a  triumph  to  me  to  kHbw'that  he  ii 
sfTtrue  to  himself)  and  to  his  name  of  Dombey ; 
although,' of  bourse,  I  always  knew'he  would  be.  1 
only  hope,*  said  Mrs.  Chick,  afler  a  ^use,  "  thai 
she  may  bfe  worthy  of  the  name  too." 

Miss  Toit  fllM  a  little  green  watering-pot  from 
a  jttg,  and  happenmg  to  look  up  When  she  had  done 
soj  wan  ISO  surpi^sed  by  the  aihotmt  of  expression 
Mm.  C9iiek'had  eonveyed  inio  her  face,  and  wai 
bestowing  upon  her,  that  she  put  the  little  water, 
ing.pot  on  vie  table  for  the  present,  and  sat  down 
near' it 

••Myd<tar'tWi?<a,*8ai4  Miss  Toi,  *  will  it  be 
the  leaM  satiafaction  to  yon.  If  I  venture  to  observe 
in  r^f^ftnce  t6  that  remsfrk,  that  I,  as  a  humble 
individual,  think  your  sWeet  nletx»  in'  evei'y  wa^ 
nloet  promislngr*  ".  ,    . 

•■  What  do  yon  mean,  Lucfetta  t'*'  returned  Mrs. 
Chl6k,  with*  Increased  stateliness  of  manner,  •*  To 
what  remark  of  niine,  my  dear,  66  you  refer?'* 

"Her  being  Worthy  of  her  name,  my  love,"  re- 
plied  Miss  Tox.  .  ' 

"If,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  with  solemn  patience,  *•! 
htfve  not  ezpfesaedtnyself  with  elearneas,  Lucretia, 
the  fault  of  courto  is  mine.  There  is,  perhaps,  no 
reason  Why  I  should  express  mVeelf  at  all,  except 
the  intimacy  that  has  subsistea  between  us,  and 
which  1  very  much  hope,  Lucirelia— confidently 
hope—notbing  will  occur  to  disturb.  Because, 
why  should  l  do  anything  else  t  JTherc  is  no  rea- 
Bon^  it  would  be  absurd.  But  I  wish  to  express 
m^sMf  tiearfy,  Lucretia ;  and  therefore  lb  go  baok 
to  that  remark,  I  must  beg  l9.say  that  It  was  no( 
intended  to' relate  to  Florence,  1n  Afay  way.'* 

« Indeed  ?"  returned  Miss  Tox.* 

"iVo,"  «aid  Mrs.  Chick,  shortly  and  decisively. 

"Pardon  nwu  my .  dear,"' rejoined  her  meek 
fKend;  "but  I  6anndt  have  und^stood  it  X  feai 
lam^lull.*' 

Mrs.  Chick  looked  round  the  room,  and  over  the 
way ;  at  (he  plants,  at  the  bird,  at  the  watering- poC, 
at  almcist  everything  w!thin  view,  except  Miss  fox ; 
and  finally  dropping  her  glance'  upon  Miss  Tox, 
for  a  mbrtient,  on  'its  way  to  the  ground,  said, 
locking  meanwhile  with  elevated  eyebrows  at  the 
carpet:    ^^ 

'  ••  When  I  speak,  Lucretia,  bf^her  being  worlby 
of  the  nam6, 1  speak  of  my  brother  t^aul's  Koond 
wifb.  I  beiieTO  I  have  already  said,  in  efi^ct,  if 
not  hi'  ^he  Very  worHs  I  now  nse,  that  It  ia  his  la. 
tcrition  to  fnarrV  K  Second  wffij."**' 

Mhis  l^yx  left  her  seat  in  a  hurry,  and  returned 
to  her 'plants ;  clipping  among  the  stems  and  leaves, 
With  aa  h'ltle  fa^ouV  as  a  barber  Wofrking  at  so  many 
pfcdper  heads  of  hair. 

■•Whether  she  Wifl  b^  fully  senaibfe.  of  tho  dia. 
tfneCioh  cbnferrccf  u^on  Her^"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  In  a 
lof^y  tone,  ^  is  quite  another  question.  I  hope  aha 
may!  be.  We  are  bound  to  think  well  of  one  ano- 
ther In  thla  world,  atid  I  hope  she  may  be.  I  have 
not  becQ  adviied  with  myself,    If  i  had  baen  act 
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wnd  wtth,  t  have  no  Aonbt  my  nAviee  wotild  bave 
Jen  ctTalierlj  received,  and  therefore  it  ib  jnfi- 
rtelj  better  as  it  is.  t  much  prefer  it,  as  it  is.** 
Bliis  Tox,  with  bead  bent  down,  gtill  clipped 
non;  the  pltots.  Mrs,  Chicle,  n^ith  energetic 
tskingfs  of  her  own  head  from  time  to  time,  con- 
tided  to  hold  forth,  at  if  in  defiance  of  some- 

•If  my  brothef  Paul  had  consnltcd  with  me, 
biefa  he  tometimes  does — or  rather, .  sometimes 
»d  fiq  do ;  for  he  will  natnrally  do  that  no  more 
Inr,  and  this  is  a  circomstance  which  I  reg^ard  as 
lelief  from  responsibility,**  said  Mrs,  Chicle,  hys- 
!fieal|Y,  *  for  I  thank  Heaven  I  am  not'jealons — ^** 
ere  ^m  Chick  again  shed  teats :  **  if  my  brother 
^ttl  had  come  to  me,  and  had  said,  *  Louisa,  what 
ind  «f  qoalities  wottld  yon  adVise  me  to  look  out 
ir,  in  a  w\ih^  I  should  certainly  have  answered, 
Psdl,  yoa  ma«t  have  family,  you  must  have  beauty, 
oa  nrast  have  dignity,  you  must  have  connexion.* 
Inse  are  the  words  I  should  have  used.  You 
ught  have  fed  me  to  the  t)lock  imipediately  afler- 
vds,**  Mid  Mrs.  Chick,  as  if  that  consequence 
mt  bifrfaly  firobable,  '*but  I  should  have  used 
bem.  I  sliottld  have  Mid,  *P«n1 !  You  to  marnr  a 
Bsond  tfaiM  Without  fkmily !  You  to  marry  wnh. 
■t  bstoty !  You  to  marry  without  dignity  ?  'You 
i»infry  without  connexion!  There  is  nobody  In 
bs  wond,  not  mtd,  who  could  dream  of  daring  to 
■tartain  meh  a  preposterous  idea  !** 
Mist  Toit  stopped  clipping ;  and  with  her  head 
mmr  the  plants,  listened  attentively.  Perhaps 
ttissToz  thought  there  was  hope  in  this  exordium, 
nd  the  warm&  of  Mrs.  Chick. ' 
*I  shouM  have  adopted  this  course  of  argu- 
fecut,"  poransed  the  discreet  lady,  **  because  I  trust 
I  in  not  a  fool.  I  make  no  claim  to  be  considered 
1  person  of  superior  inteI1ect->fhough  I  believe 
Mane  people  liave  been  extraordinary  enough  to 
BMsUer  me  so ;  one  so  Uttie  humoured  as  i  am, 
*«dd  v^ry  soon  be  disabused  of  any  such  notion ; 
bt  I  trust  I  sro  not  a  downright  fool.  And  to  t^ll 
■^**Mid  Mrs.  Chiek  with  ineffable  disdain,  '*that 
■7  brotiMr  PSsnl  Dombey  could  ever  contemplate 
Ik  possibility  of  uniting  himself  to  anybody — I 
^*t  Mre  who  **— the  wtiM  more  sharp  and  em- 
fMt  hi  that  thort  clause  than  in  any  other  part 
>f  ker  discoarM — "not  possessing  these  requisites, 
voild  be  to  intiih  what  Vmderstanding  I  have  got, 
<i  araeh  at  if  I  was  to  be  told  that  I  wss  bom  and 
M  an  elephant,  which  I  may  be  told  next,**  said 
Ma.  Chick,  with  resignation.  ••  It  wouldn*t  sur- 
ptb  Be  olmTL    I  expMt  h.** 

In  tiie  moment's  silence  that  ensue4,  Mias  ToX*s 
4boft  gmiMS  a  fteble  clip  or  two ;  but  Miss  Tox*8 
ve  wu  still  invisible,  and  MIm  Tox*s  morning 
|*vii  was  agitated.  *  llffrs.  Chick  looked  sideways 
^  her,  thnmgb  the  intervening  phmts ;  and  went 
^.aay,  in  a  tone  of  bland  conviction,  and  as  one 
Ming  on  a  point  of  fact  that  hardly  required  to 
»«aled:  •     '        ' 

"Therefore,  of  course  my  brother  Paul  has  done 
»krt  was  to  be  expected  of  trim,  and  what  anybody 
*^  htve  ftfeMen  he  would  do,  if  he  entered  the 
J«l«g*  stale  again.  I  oonlbss  it  takes  me  rather 
liy  wrpriee.  htfweper  gt-atifying ;  because  when  Paul' 
y^eftewn  1  had  no  idea  at  all  that  he  would 
^ny  attaefament  out  of  town,  and  he  certainly 
yMtHawhnieaft  when  he  left  here.  However,  it 
■jjt  Is  be'  exmrnely  desirable  in  every  point  of 
^'  I'htm  wo  deobt  the  mother  is  a  most  fcn. 


ever  to  dispute  the  policy  of  her  living  with  them : 
which  is  PauPs  ailair,  not  mine— and  as  to  P%ul*s 
choice,  herself,  I  have  only  seen  her  picture  yet, 
but.  that  is  beautiful  indeed.  Her  name  is  beauti- 
ful  too«**  said  Mrs.  Chick,  shaking  her  head  with 
energy,  and  arranging  herself  in  her  chair  ;"*  Edith 
is  at  once  uncommon,, as  it  strikes  me,  and  distin- 
guished.  Consequently,  Lucretia,  I  have  no  doubt 
you  will  bo  happy  to  hear  that  the  marriage  is  ta, 
take  place  immediately-— of  course,  you  will:** 
great  emphasis  again :  **  and  that  you  are  delighted 
with  this  change  in  the  condition  of  my  brother^ 
who  has  shown  you  a  great  deal  of  pleasant  atten-. 
tion  at  various  times.** 

MiM  Tox  made  no  verbal  answer,  but  took  up 
the  little  watering-pot  with  a  trembliog  h'and,  and 
looked  vacantly  round  as  if  considerioK  what  arti- 
cle of  furniture  would  be  improved  by  the  contents- 
The  room  door  opening  at  this  crisis  of  Miss  Tox*t 
feelings,  she  started,  laughed  aloud,  and  fell  into  the 
arms  of  the  person  entering;  happily,  insensible 
alike  of  Mrs.  Chick *s  indignant  countenance,  and 
of  the  Major  fit  his  window  over  the  way,  who  had 
his  double-barrelled  eye-glass  in  full  action,  ,and 
whose  face  and  figure  were  dilated  with  Mephisto. 
phelean  joy. 

Not  so  tne  expatriated  Native,  amazed  supporter 
of  Miss  Tox's  swooning  form,  who,  coming  straight 
up  stairs,  with  a  polite  inquiry,  touching  Miss  Tox's 
health  (in  exact  pursuance  of  the  Major's  mali. 
cious  instructions),  had  accidentally  arrived  in  tho 
nick  of  time  to  catch  the  delicate  burden  in  hie 
arms,  and  to  receive  the  contents  of  the  little  wa- 
tering.pot  in  his  shoe ;  both  of  which  circumstances, 
coup&d  with  his  consciousness  of  being  closely 
watched  by  the  wrathful  Major,  who  had  threatened 
the  usual  penalty  in  regard  of  every  bone  in  his 
skin  in  case  of  any  fiiilure,  combined  to  render  him 
a  moving  spectacle  of  mental  ond  bodily  .distress. 

For  some  moments,  this  afHicted  foreigner  re- 
mained clasping  Miss  Tox  to  his  heart,  wiui  an  en- 
ergy of  action  in  remarkable  opposition  to  his  dis- 
concerted face,  while  that  poor  lad  v  tricked  slowly 
dowp  upon  biro  the  very  last  sprinklings  of  the  lit- 
tle watering-pot,  as  if  he  were  a  delicate  exotic 
(which  indeed  he  was),  and  might  be  almost  ex- 
pected  to  blow  while  the-  gentle  rain  descended. 
Mrs.  Chick,  at  Ifength  recovering  sufficient  presence 
of  mind  to  interpose,  commanded  him  to  drop  Miss 
Tox  upon  the  sofa  and  withdraw;  and  the  exile 
promptly  obeying,  she  applied  herself  to  promote 
Miss  Tox's  recovery. 

But  none  of  that  gentle  concern  which  usually 
characterises  the  daughters  of  Eve  in  their  tending 
of  each  other ;  none  of  that  freemasonry  in  faint- 
ing, by  which  they  are  generally  bound  together 
in  a  mysterious  bond  of  sisterhood ;  was  visible  in 
Mrs.  Chick*8  demeanour.  Rother  like  the  .execu- 
tioner who  restores  the  victim  to  sensation  previous 
to  proceeding  with,  the  torture  (or  was  wont  t^  do 
BO,  in  the  ^ood  old  times  for  which  all  true  men 
wear  perpetual  mourning),  did  Mrs.  Chick  admin- 
ister the  smelling-bottle,  the  slapping  on  the  hands, 
the  dashiag  of  cold  water  on  the  face,  and  the  other 
proved  remedies. .  And  when,  at  length.  Miss  J'ox ' 
opened' her  eye^,  and  gradually  became  restored  to 
animation  aiid  consciousness,  Mrs.  Chick  4rew  on 
as  from  a  criminal,  and  reversing  the  precedent  of 
the  murdered  king  of  Denmark,  regarded  her  more 
in  anger  than  in  sorrow. 

•*  Lucretia  I**  Mid  {Ijrj^QhiBk^rXwillJUitattemiii 


156 


BOMBEY  AND  SQN^ 


at  once.    I  wooIdoH  b&Ye  believed  thia,  if  a  Saint 
had  told  it  to  me.** 

**  I  am  ibolish  to  give  way  to  fiuDtness,**  Misi 
Tot  faUered.    ^  I  Bhall  be  better  presently.** 

•*  You  will  be  better  preaently  !'*  repeated  Mw. 
Chick,  with  exceeding  scorn.  **  Do  yot;  suppose  I 
am  blind  t  Do. you  imagine  I  am  in  my  second 
childhood  7   No,  Lncretia !    I  am  obliged  to  you  !** 

Miss  Toz  directed  an  imploring,  helpless  kind 
^f  look  towards  her  friend,  and  pat  her  handker- 
chief before  her  face. 

**  If  any  one  had  told  me  this  yesterday,"  said 
Mrs.  Chick  with  majesty,  "or  even  half^m-hour 
ago,  I  should  have  been  tempted,  I  almost  believe, 
to  strike  them  to  the  earth.  Lncretia  Tox,  my 
<yes  ^re  opened  to  you  all  at  once.  The  scales  f  * 
hcTB  Mrs.  Chick  cast  down  an  imaginary  pair, 
such  as  are  commonly  used  in  Trocer's  shops: 
•*  have  fallen  from  my  sight  The  blindness  of  my 
confidence  is  past,  Lncretia  It  has  been  abused 
and  played  upon,  and  evasion  is  quite  out  of  the 
question  now,  I  assure  you.'* ' 
'  **Oht  to  what  do  you  allude  so  cruelly,  my 
love  7**  asked  Miss  Tox,  through  her  tears. 

'"Lncretia,**  said  Mrs.  Chipk, /"ask  your  own 
heart  I  must  entreat  you  not  to  address  me  by 
any  such  ^miliar  term  as  you.  have  just  used,  if 
you  please.  I  have  some  sel^respect  lefk,  though 
you  may  think  otherwise.** 

**  Oh,  Louisa  !**  cried  Miss  Tox.  *  How  can  you 
speak  to  me  like  that  ?** 

**How  can  I  speak  to  you  like  that?**  retorted 
Mrs.  Chick,  who,  in  default  of  having  any  particu- 
lar argument  to  sustain  herself  upon,  relied  princi- 
pally on  such  repetitions  for  her  most  withering 
effects.  Like  that !  You  may  well  say  like  that, 
indeed  ••* 

Miss  Toz  sobbed  pitifully. 

••The  idea !"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  "of  your  having 
basked  at  my  brother's  firefide,  like  a  serpent,  and 
wound  yourself,  through  me,  almost  into  his  con- 
iidence,  Lncretia,  that  you  might,  in  secret,  enter- 
tain designs  upon  him,  and  dare  to  aspire  to  con- 
template the  possibility  of  his  uniting  himself  to 
you  !  Why,  it  is  an  idea,"  said  Mrs.  Chick,  with 
sarcastic  dignity,  **  the  absurdity  of  which  almost 
relieves  its  treachery.** 

••Pray,  Louisa,*'  urged  Miss  Tox,  ••do  not  say 
such  dreadful  things.*' 

••Dreadful  things!**  repeated  Mrs.  Chick.  ••Dread- 
fhl  things !  Is  it  not  a  &ct,  Lncretia,  that  you  have 
just  now  been  unable  to  command  your  feelings 
even  before  me,  whose  ey^  you  had  so  completely 
closed?** 

••  I  have  made  no  complaint,**  sobbed  Miss  Toz. 
••  I  have  said  nothing.  If  I  have  been  a  little  over- 
powered bjr  your  news,  Louisa,  and  have  ever  had 
tXij  lingering  thought  that  Mr.  Dombey  was  in- 
clined to  be  particular  towards  me,  surely  you  will 
not  condemn  me.** 

*•  She  is  going  to  say,**  said  Mrs.  Chick,  addres. 
sing  berselfto  the  whole  of  the  fhmitnre,  in  a  com- 
prehensive glance  of  resignation  and  appeal,  *•  She 
IS  going  to  say — to  know  it — ^that  I  have  encouraged 
her  !'* 

••I  don't  wish  to  exchange  reproaches,  dear 
Louisa,**  sobbed  Miss  Toz,  ••  "Sot  do  I  wish  to  com- 
plain.   But,  in  mv  own  defence—** 

••Yes,**  cried  Mrs.  Chick,  looking  round  the 
room  with  a  prophetic  smile,  ••that*s  what  she*s 
foing  to  sav.  I  knew  it  You  had  better  say  it 
nay  it  openly  I    Be  opeia^  Lucretia  Toz,**  said  Mrs, 


Chick,  with  49spente  rterimew,  *whitBW  ym 
arc,** 

••  In  my  own  defence,**  faltered  Miss  Tox,  ^^mad 
only  in  my  own  defence  against  your  nnkiiiil 
words,  mj  dear  Louisa,  I  would  merely  ask  yon 
if  yon  haven't  oflen  favoured  such  a  nncy,  an<] 
even  said  it  might  ti^ppen,  fbr  anything  we  oouU 
tell  r» 

••There  is  a  point,**  said  Mif.  Chick,  rinog,  nol 
as  if  she  were  going  to  stop  at  the  floor,  bat  as  ii 
she  were  about  to  soar  up,  high,  into  her  nalivi 
skies,  ••  beyond  which  endurance  becomes  ridien. 
lous^  if  not  culpable.  I  oan  bear  much ;  but  WM 
top  much.  What  spell  was  on  me  when  I  eanu 
into  this  house  this  day,  I  don*t  know;  bnt  I  hai 
a  presentiment  — a  dark  presentiment,**  said  Mn 
Chick,  with  a  shiver,  ••  that  something  was  goi>H 
to  happen.  Well  may  I  have  had.  that  fbrehoding 
Lncretia,  when  my  confidence  of  many  yeazs  i 
destroyed  in  an  instant,  when  my  eyes  are  op^Bei 
all  ^t  once,  and  when  I  find  you  revealed  in  yog 
true  colounk  Lncretia,  I  have  been  austaken  ii 
you.  It  is  belter  for  us  both  that  this  mbjeo 
should  end  here.  I  wish  you  well,  and  I  shall  eve 
wish  you  welL  But,  as  so  individual  who  deairei 
to  be  true  to  herself  in  her  own  poor  positieii,vliat 
ever  thai  position  may  be,  or  mi^  not  be— aod  m 
the  sister  of  my  brother  —  and  as  the  fister4»-la¥ 
of  my  brother*s  wife— and  as  a  oonneetioo  hj  dim 
riage  of  my  brother's  wife*s  mother— nay  I  be  pei 
mitted  to  add,  as  a  Dombey  7  — I  cai|  wish  ya 
nothing  else  but  good  morning.** 

These  words,  delivered  with  outtiag  sQavkj 
tempered  and  chastened  by  a  lofty  air  of  aion 
rectitude,  eanied  the  speaker  to  the  door.  Tber 
she  inclined  her  head  in  a  ghostly  and  staitue^liii 
manner,  and  so  withdrew  to  her  carriage,  to  aeei 
comfort  and  consolation  in  the  arms  of  Mr.ChicI 
her  lord. 

Figuratively  speaking,  that  is  to  say;  fiur  th 
arms  of  Mr.  Cluek  were  fiiU  of  his  new«p«p« 
Neither  did  that  gentleman  addroM  his  mm  ti 
wards  his  wife  otherwise  than  by  stealth.  NeatiM 
did  he  offer  any  consolation  whatever.  In  flhoi 
he  sat  reading,  and  humminj^  fag  ends  of  tianu 
and  sometimes  fflanc^ng  furtively  at  her  watboi 
delivering  hims^  of  a  word,  good,  bud,  or  mtti 
ferent 

In  the  meantime  Mrs,  Cbiok  sat  •weDina^  •■ 
bridling,  and  tossing  her.  head,  as  if  she  wene  «tJ 
repeating  that  solemn  fi>iniola  of  Areweil  li>  ILri 
cretia  T^x.  At  length,  she  said  aloud,  «Ob  U 
extent  to  which  her  eyea  had  hpen  opened  tb 
dayJ* 

••To  which  your  eyes  have  bsen  opeaad,  ■ 
dear  !**  repeated  Mr.  Cbiok. 

-  Oh,  doQ*t  talk  to  me  i"  oaid  Ifn.  Chiek.  « ] 
yofpL  can  bear  to  see  me  in  this  stala,  and  not  m 
me  what  the  matter  is,  yon  had  better  hM  yo 
tongue  fbr  ever.**  * 

••What  U  the  matter,  my  dearT  asMI  K 
Chiek. 

••To  think,**  said  Mrs.  Chick,  in  a  tUie  of  m 
loquy,  ••  that  she  should  ever  have  ceneetycd  t 
base  idea  of  oonnecting  heffelf  with  ow  family  ] 
a  marriage  with  Paul!  To  think  that  wheaa  m 
was  playuig  at  hOrses  with  that  dear  child  i 
now  in  his  grave  —  I  never  liked  it  al  the  ti 
she  should  iiave  been  hiding  BOob  a  dooUa^fiM 
design  1  I  wonder  she  was  never  aftaid  (hat ««« 
thing  would  happen  to  her.  She  is  StnamMm 
nothmgi'      •• 
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*1  imH/  taoQC^lit,  m  d^u/'  ui<i  Mr.  Chick 
ilowly,  after  rubbing  the  hndat  of  his  nose  for  eome 
tine  with  his  newe^&et,  **  that  jou  hud  fooe  on 
tbenme  tack  yourtelr,  all  aloQff,  until  this  mom. 
iiu:;  and  had  thought  it  Would  he  a  oonvenient 
thug  enough,  if  it  could  have  been  brought  about," 
.  lb*.  Chick  instantly  burst  into  tears,  and  lold 
)lr.Chiek  that  if  he  wished  to  trample  upon  her 
vith  hii  boots,  he  had  better  do  it. 

"fidt  with  Lueretia  ToXfl  have  done,"  said  Mr& 
Chick,  after  ahanddninff  herself  to  her  feelinffs  for 
Noie  minutes,  to  Mr.  Chick*8  great  terror.  **  I  can 
W  to  resign  Paurs  confidence  in  favour  of  one 
wIks  I  hope  and  trust,  may  be  deaerving  of  it,  and 
vith  whom  ho  has  a  perfect  right  to  replace  poor 
Fasoy  if  be  ch<k)ses  (  1  can  |iear  to  be  infiirmed,in 
hvTt  cool  roadner,  of  such  a  change  in  his  pUns, 
•ad  never  to  be  oonsulted  until  all  is  settled  and 
determined;  hot  deceit  I  can  not  heas^  and  with 
Lieretia  Tok  I  have  done.  U  is  better  as  it  is," 
■nd  Mrs.  C^idc,  piously ;  **  much  better.  It  would 
W  been  a  long,  time  before  I  eould  have  acconir 
■odated  myself  comTortably  witH  he^^  aAer  ^ia; 


and  I  reaHv  donH  know,  as  Paul  is  going  to  be  very 
grand,  and  these  are  people  of  condition,  that  abe 
would  have  been  quite  presentable,  and  might  not 
have  compromised  myself.  There  *8  a  providence 
in  everytiiing;  everything  works  for  the  best;  I 
have  been  tried  to-day,  but,  upon  the  whole*  1  don't 
rMrefit" 

In  which  Christian  spirit,  Mrs.  Chick  dried  her 
eyes,  end  smoothed  her  lap,  and  sat  as  became  a 
person  calm  under  a  great  wrong,  Mr.  Chick, 
feeling  his  unworthiness  no  doubt,  took  an  early 
opportunity  of  being  set  down  at  a  street  corner 
and  walking  away,  whistling,  with  his  shoulders 
verv  much  raised,  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets. 

While  poor  excommunicated  Miss  Toj[,  who,  if 
she  were  a  fawne^  and  a  toad<«ater,  was  at  least  an 
honest  and  a  constant  one,  and  had  ever  bomc^  a 
faithful  firiendahip  towards  her  impeacher,  and  had 
been  truly  absorbed  and  swallowed  up  in  devotion 
to  the  ma^nificenoe  of  Mr.  Dombey — while  poor 
ezoommunicaied  Mias  Toz  watered  her  plants  with 
]ber  tears,  and  felt  that  it  was  winter  in  Princess's 
Place. 


CttAPTEtt  XXX. 


THE  INTERVAL  BEFORE  THE  MARRIAGE. 


kvnaoam  the  enchanted  house  was  no  More,  and 
the  working  world  had  broken  into  it,  aiid  was 
hasuDertng  and  cr^ahiag  and  tramping  up  and 
dm  stairs  ail  day  Iodp,  keeping  Diogenes  in  an 
(■naaant  paroxysm  of  barking,  from  sunrise  to 
wimt  evidently  convinced  that  his  enemy  had 
fot  the  better  of  him  at  last,  and  was  then  sacking 
the^remieee  in  triumphant  defianoe— there  wss,  at 
fint,  no  other  peat  change  in  the  method  of  Flo- 
KBoe*s  life*  At  night,  when  the  workpeople  went 
**iy,the  house  was  dreary  and  deserted  again; 
M  Floreiice,  listening  to  their  voices  echoinr 
dtttngh  tlfts  hall  nnd  staircase  as  they  departed, 
Pietared  to  herself  the  cheerful  homes  to  which 
^  w«iB  retiiroing,  and  the  children  who  were 
nbiag  fcr  Ihem,  and  was  ffUd  to  think  that  they 
were  merry  and  well  pleased  to  go. 

She  wclcxmied  back  the  evening  silence  as  an  old 
md,  but  it  eame  now  with  an  akered  ftce,  and 
mhed  morw  kindly  on  her.  Fresh  hope  Was  in  it 
ns  beantilbl  lady  who  had  soothed  and  caressed 
■r,  m  the  t&f  room  in  which  her  heart  had  been 
M  wrong,  was  a  spirit  of  promise  to  her.  Soft 
■Widows  of  the  bright  liie  dawning,  when  her  ft. 
iWs  action  should  be  gradually  won,  and  all, 
V  BQch  should  be  restored,  of  what  she  had  lost 
M  the  dark  day  when  a  mother's  love  had  fadrd 
*iUi  a  modier>  last  breath  on  her  cheek,  moved 
Khoat  her  in  the  twilight  and  wert  welcome  com. 
^y.  Peeping  at  the  rosy  children  her  neiffh- 
Mnrs,  it  was  a  new  and  preoioos  sensation  to  thuik 
Ibt  they  might  soon  speak  together  and  know 
Meh  ctffaer ;  when  she  would  not  iear,  as  of  old,  to 
now  herself  before  them,  lest  they  should  be 
pieied  to  aee  her  in  her  Uack  dress  sitting  there 

la  her  tboaghts  of  her  new  mother,  and  in  the 
■vs  and  trost  overflowing  her  pare  heart  towards 
Mf  IWenoe  loved  her  own  dead  mother  more  and 
y^  She  bad  no  fear  of  setting  up  t  rival  ui  her 
■|J'<"t    The  new  flower  sprang  from  the  deep. 


gentle  word  that  had  fallen  ih>m  the  lips  of  the 
beautiful  bdy,  sounded  to  Florence  like  an  echo  of 
the  voice  long  hushed  apd  silent.  How  could  she 
love  that  memory  less  Cat  living  tenderneae,  when 
it  was  her  memory  of  all  parental  tenderness  and 
love  \ 

Florence  was,  one  day,  sitting  reading  in  her 
room,  and  thinking  of  the  Udy  and  her  promised 
visH  soon-.»tbr  her  book  turned  on  a  kindrod  sub- 
^ct^wben,  raising  her  eyefei  she  saw  her  standing 
in  the  doorway. 

"* Mamma!"  cried  Florence,  joyfully  oMeting 
her.    ** Gome  again!" 

•*  Not  Mamma  yet,"  returned  the  lady,  with  % 
serious  smile,  as  she  encircled  Florence's  neok  with 
her  arm. 

*«  But  very  soon  to  be,"  cried  Florenoe. 

**  Very  soon  now«  Florence :  very  soon." 

Edith  bent  her  h«ad  a  little,  so  a*  to  press  the 
blooming  cheek  of  Florence  acainst  her  own,  and 
for  soipe  few  moments  remaiAsd  thus  silent.  There 
was  something  so  very  tender  in  her  itoanner,  thtft 
Fkirenoe  Was  even  more  sensible  of  it  than  on  the 
flvat  oecasion  of  their  meetui^. 

6he  led  Fkirenoe  to  a  chair  beside  her,  and  sit 
down :  Fkxence.  looking  in  hqr  fiuse,  quite  wonder^ 
ing  at  its  beauty,  and  willingly  leaving  her  hand 
inhere. 

**  Have  you  been  alone,  Floreaee,  since  I  was 
hteelast?" 

**0h  yes!"  smiled  Florence,  hastily. 

She  hesitated  and  bast  down  her  eyes ;  fbr  her 
n6w  mamma  was  very  earnest  in  her  look,  and  the 
look  was  intently  and  thoughtfully  fixed  npon  her 
faee. 

**I~I— .am  used  to  be  akine,"  said  Florence 
**  I  don't  mind  it  at  all.  Oi  and  I  pass  whole  days 
together,  sometimes."  Florenoe  might  have  said, 
whole  viweks,  and  months. 

•*  la  IM  your  maid,  love  7" 

*'My  dog.  Mamma,"  said  Florence,  langhing. 
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**  An^  these  are  yoar  rooms,**  said  Edith,  loq^lng 
round.  **  I  was  not  shown  these  roonfs  the  other 
day.  We  most  hare  them  improved,  Florence. 
They  shall  he  made  the  prettiest  in  the  house.** 

**ir  I  might  change  them.  Mamma,**  returned 
Florence ;  "  there  is  one  up-stairs  I  should  like 
much  'better.*' 

**Is  this  not  high  enough,  dear  girl?**  asked 
Bdilh,  smiling. 

"The  other  was  my  brother's  room,"  said  Flo- 
rence, *•  and  I  am  very  fond  of  it  I  Would  have 
spoken  to  Papa  about  it  when  I  came  home,  and 
found  the  workmen  here,  and  everything  changing ; 
but—** 

Florence  drop{>ed  her  eyes,  lest  the  same  look 
should  make  her  falter  again. 

^  — but  I  was  afraid  it  inight  distress  him  ;  and 
as  you  said  you  would  be  here  agaih  soon,  Mamma, 
and  are  the  mistress  of  everything,  I  determined  to 
take  courage  and  asl^  you.*' 

Edith  sat  looking  at  her,  with  her  brillf&nt  eyes 
intent  upon  her  face,  until  Florence  raising  her  own, 
Bhe,  in  her  turn,  withdrew  her  gaze,  and  turned  it 
^on  the  ground.  It  was  then  that  Florence  thought 
how  different  this  lady's  beauty  was  from  what  she 
liad  supposed.  She  had  tliooght  U-of  a  proud  and 
lofty  kind }  yet  her  manner  was  so  subdued  and 
gentle,  that  if  she  had  been  of  Florence'^  own  age 
and  character,  it  scarcely  could  have  exhibited  cob- 
fidence  more. 

Except  when  a  constrained  and  singular  reserve 
crept  over  her, — and  then  she  seemed  (but  Florence 
hardly  understood  this,  though  she  could  not  choose 
but  notice  it,  and  think  about  it)  as  if  she  were 
humbled  before  Florence,  and  ill  at  ease.  When 
the  had  said  that  she  was  not  her  Mainma  yet,  and 
when  Florence  had  called  her  the  mistress  of  every- 
thing there,  this  change  was  quick  and  startling ; 
and  now,  while  the  eyes  of  Florence  rested  on  her 
iace,  she  sat  as  though  she  would  have  shrunk  and 
hidden  from  her,  rather  than  as  one  about  to  love 
and  cherish  her,  in  right  of  «uch  a  near  connexion. 

She  gave  Florence  her  ready  promise,  about  her 
Hew  room,  and  said  she  wonM  give  direotioner  about 
it  herself.  She  then  asked  soiue  questions  concom- 
4ng  poor  Paul ;  and  whtfn  they  had  sat  in  conversa- 
tion for  some  tame,  told  Florence  she  ha«l  come  to 
take  her  to  her  own  home. 

**  We  have  oome  to  London  now,  my  mcfther  and 
I,**  said  Editli,  •'  and  voa  thail  stay  with  us  until  I 
«m  married.  I  wish  that  we  should  know  and  trust 
•each  other,  Florcneo^'* 

**•  You  are  very  kuidl  tome,**  said  Florence,  *'dear 
Mamma.    How  much  I  thaok  you  1*' 

**  Let  me  say  n^w,  lor  it  may  be  the  best  oppor- 
tunity," continued  Edith,  looking  round  to  see  that 
they  were  quite  alone,  and  speaking  in  a  lower 
voice,  «*  that  when  I  am  married,  and  have  gone 
«way  for  some  weeks,  I  ahaU  be  easier  at  heart  if 
you  will  come  home  here.  No  matter  who  invites 
you  io  stay  elsewhere.  Come  home  here.  It  is 
better  to  be  alone  than — what  I  would  say  is,"  she 
added,  checking  herself,  **  that  I  know  well  yon  are 
best  at  home,  £ar  Florence." 

**  I  will  come  home  on  the  veiy  day.  Mamma.'* 

^  Do  so.  I  rely  on  that  promise.  Now,  prepare 
to  come  with  me,  dear  girl  You  will  find  me  down 
•tairs  when  you  are  ready." 

Slowly  and  thoughtfully  did  Edith  wsnder  alone 

through  the  mansion  of  which  she  was  so  soon  to 

lie  the  lady :  and  little  heed  toek  she  of  ati  th«  ele^ 

^nce  and  splendour  it  began  to  display.  The  same 

L  adomitable  haughtiness  of  wml,  the  jame  proud 


scorn  expjreesed  in  eye  and  Ijn,  the  same  fierce 
beauty,  only  tamed  by  a  sen«e  of  its  own  little  wotth, 
and  of  the  little  worth  of  everything  around  it,  went 
through  the  grand  salbons  and  halls,  that  had  got 
loose  among  the  shad^  trees,  and  ragex!  and  rent 
themselves.  The  miniic  roses  on  the  walls  and 
floors  were  set  round  with  sharp  thorns,  that  tore 
heP  breast ;  in  every  scrap  of  gold  so  daxzling  to  the 
eye,  she  saw  some  hateral  atom  of  her  purchase- 
money ;  the  broad,  high  mirrors  showed  her,  at  fbS 
length,  a  woman  with  a  noble  quality  yet  dwellins 
in  her  nature,  who  was  too  false  to  ner  better  s^ 
and  too  debased  and  lost,  to  save  herself.  She  be. 
lieved  that  all  this  was  so  plain  more  or  less,  to  til 
eyes,  that  she  had  no  resource  or  power  of  self-as 
sertion  but  in  pride :  and  with  this  pride,  which  tor 
tured  her  owh  heart  night  dbd  day,  she  fought  hei 
fate  out,  braved  it,  and  defied  it 

Was  this  the  woman  whom  Florence  —  an  inno 
cent  girl,  strong  only  in  her  earnestness  und  nmpV 
truth— eould  so  Ittapresa  and  onell,  that  by  her  sidi 
she  was  another  creature,  with,  her  temport  of  pas 
sion  hushed,  and  her  very  pride  itoen*  snbduied 
Was  this  the  woman  who  now  sat  beaide  her  in  i 
carriage,  with  their  arms  entwined,  and  who^  whili 
she  courted  and  entrsated  her  to  love  and  trust  hei 
drew  her  fair  head  to  nestle  on  her  breast,  am 
would  have  laid  down  life  to  shield  it  from  wroo^ 
or  harm  1 

Oh,  Edith !  it  were  well  to  die,  indeed,  at  such ; 
time  1  Better  and  happier  far,  perhaps,  to  die  s( 
Edith,  than  to  live  on  to  the  end  I 

The  Honourable  Mrs.  Skewton,  who  was  thinl 
ing  of  anything  rather  thsn  of  such  aentiments- 
for,  like  many  genteel  persons  who  have  existed  i 
various  times,  she  set  her  face  against  death  alti 
gether,  and  objected  to  the  mention  of  any  such  k)i 
and  levelling  upstart  — had  borrowed  a  boose  i 
Brook  street^  Groevenor  square,  ifVom  a  stately  rsfa 
tive  {one  of  the  Feenix  brood),  who  was  out  of  flbwt 
and  who  did  not  object  to  lending  it,  in  the  htiM 
somest  manner,  for  nuptial  purpose*,  as  the  hiB 
implied  his  final  release  and  a^quittanoe  fi'om  a 
farther  loans  and  gifls  to  Mrs.  Skewton  and  b 
daughter.  It  being  necessary  for  the  credit  of  tl 
family  to  make  a  handsome  appearanoe  at  aaeh 
time,  Mrs.  Skewton,  with  the  assislanoe  of  an  a 
eommodating  tradesman  resident  in  tfao  parish  t 
Mary.Ie-bone,  who  lent  out  all  sorts  of  u title* 
the  nobility  and  gentry,  f^om  a  service  «f  pifete 
aA  army  of  fi>otmen,  clapped  into  this  houae  a  aUvi 
headed  butler  (who  was  charged  extra  on  that « 
count,  as  having  the  appearanoe  of  an  ancieot  finnl 
retainerX  ^o  ^^fj  ^il  jroiMg  men  in  Kvery*  and 
select  staff  of  kitohdn-servants;  so  that  a  lefei 
arose,  down  stairs,  tliat  Wi&ers  the  page,  releas 
at  onoe  iVom  his  numerous  household  duties,  ai 
from  tlie  propulsion  of  the  whoelod^hair  (InooBris 
tent  with  the  metropolis),  had  bOen  oeyeral  tin 
observed  to  rub  his  eyes  and  pinoh  his  UihIm,  as 
he  misdoubted  bis  having  over-slept  himself  at  1 
Leamington  milkman's,  and  being  still  in  a  eel 
tial  dream.  A  variety  of  requisites  in  pKie  a 
china  being  also  ooilvej^ed  to  tbe  same  eelablidim< 
firoui  the  same  convenient  source,  with  oeveml  n 
eellaneoos  artides,  inchiding  a  neat  ehariot  an 
pair  of  bays,  Mrs.  Skewton  cushioned  herself  on  1 
principal  sofa,  in  the  Cleopatra  attitade,  and  h 
her  court  in  &ir  state. 

**  And  how,**  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  on  the  entrai 
of  her  daughter  and  her  oharge,  **  is  my  eharmJ 
Florence  f  You  most  come  and  kiss  me.  Floieii 
tf  you  please,  my  love,** 
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florence  was  timi^  stooping  to  pick  out  a  place 
B  the  wUte  part  of  Airs.  Skewton^p  face,  when  that 
idv  presented  her  ear,  and  relieved  her  of  her 
Sificultjr. 

■Edith,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  **posi- 
iTelr,  I— stand  a  little  more  in  the  light,  mj  sweet- 
•t  FloreBce,  for  a  moment.** 

Florence  bloshingly  complied. 

"You  don't  rememher,  dearest,  Edith,"  said  her 
sother, "  what  yoa  were  when  you  were  about  the 
ime  age  as  our  ezceedinglj  precious  Flotencc^  or 
.  few  years  younger  7'* 

**  I  nave  long  forgotten,  mother." 

"For  positively,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Skpwton, 
^ I  do  think  that  I  see  a  decided  resemblance  to 
rfaat  jou  were  theh,  in  our  extremely  fascinating 
oong  friend.  And  it  show's,"  siiid  Mrs^  Skcwton, 
a  I  lower  voice,  which  conveyed  her  opinion  that 
^lorence  wa«  in  a  very  unfinished  stated "  what  cul- 
iwdon  win  do.** 

''It  does,  indeed,"  was  Editli's  stern  reply. 

Her  mother  .eyed  her  sharply  toi  .a  moment^  and 
eelinp  herself  dn  unsafe  ground,  said,,  as  a  diversion : 

"  My  charming  Florence,  you  mu:it  come  and  kiss 
Be  once  more,  if  you  please,  my  love.?' 

Florence  complied,  of  course,  and  again  imprinted 
tt  lips  on  Mrs.  Skcwton's  ear. 

•And  you  have  heard,  no dodbt,  my  tfaxling  pet^" 
■id  Mrs.  Skewton,  detaining  her  hand,  **  that  your 
^pi,  whom  we  all  perfectly  adore  and  dote  upon* 
ito  be  married  to  my  dearest  Edith  this  day  week.*' 

"  I  knew  it  would  be  very  soon,"  returned  Flo- 
unce, "  but  not  exactly  when." 

••My  darling  Editli,''  urged  her  mother,  gaily, 
*i»il  poesibte  you  have  not  told  Florence  f ' 

"Why  should  I  tell  Florence  7"  she  returned,  so 
ioddeofi^  and  harshly,  that  Florence  could  scarcely 
KSeve  It  was  the  same  voice. 

X|k  Skewton  then  told  Florence,  as  another  and 
■^diversion,  that  her  father  was  coming  to  dinner, 
ndthat  he  would  no  doubt  be  charmingly  surprised 
jtiee  her;  as  he  had  spoken'last  night  of  dressing 
Blithe  city,  and  had  known  nothing  of  Edith's 
Ugn,  the  execution  of  which,  according  to  Mrs. 
Newton's  expectation,  wonld  throw  him  into  a  per- 
hi  testacy.  Florence  was  troubled  to  hear  this ; 
Bd  ber  distress  became  so  keen,  as  the  dit>ner-hour 
VfBosehed,  that  if  she  had  known  how  to  frame 
*  eiriieaty  to  be  suffered  to  return  home,  witljiout 
mvbg  ber  father  in  her  explanation,  she  would 
■Kb  himied  back  on  fbot,  bareheaded,  breathless, 
Mil  ikme,  rather  than  incur  the  risk  of  meeting  his 
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^s  tbe  time  drew  nearer,  she  could  hardly  breathe. 
ife  dutd  not  approach  a  window,  lest  be  should 
^htf  from  the  street  She  dared  not  go  up  stairs 
J^^  her  emotion,  lest,  in  passing  6ut  at  the  door, 
^lAoold  meet  him  unexpectedly ;  besides  which 
wl,  slie  fett  as  though  she  never  could  come  hack 
J^  if  she  were  summoned  to  his  presence.  In 
■•  conflict  of  her  iears,  she  was  sitting  by  Cleo- 
Kbt's  eoueh,  endeaTouring  to  understand  and  to 
*^to  the  Md  discourse  of  that  lady,  when  she 
wd  his  loot  upon  the  stair. 

*J  bear  him  now  I"  cried  Florence  starting. 

He  ii  eoining !" 

Cteopaira,  who  In  her  juvenility  was  always  play. 
*%  dispoaed,  and  who  in  her  selflengrossment  did 


in  a  moment  iHorence  heard  his  awful  step-in  the 
room. 

He  saluted  his  intended  piotlier-in-law,  and  his 
intended  bride.  The  strange  sound  of  bis  voice 
thrilled  the  whole  frame  of  his  child. 

"  My  dear  Dorabey,"  said  Cleopatra,  •*  come  here 
and  tell  me  how  your  pretty  Florence  is." 

•*  Florence  is  very  well,"  said  Mr,  Pombey,  ad* 
vancing  towards  the  couch. 

•*  At  home  7" 

'*  At  home,"  said  Mr.  Dombey.  . 

"My  dear  Dombey,"  returned  Cleopatra,  with 
bewitching  vivacity  i ."  Now  you  are  sure  you  arf 
not  deceiving  mo?  I  don't  know  ivhat  my  dearest 
Edith  will  say  to  me  when  I  make  such  a  declsf 
xation,  but  upon  my  honour  1  am  afraid  you. are 
the  falsest  of  men*  my  dear  Dgmbey.^ 

Tliougb  he  had  been  ;  and  bad  been  detected,  on 
the  spot,  in  the  mqpt  enormous  falsehood  that  was 
ever  said  or  done ;  be  could  hardly  have  been  more 
disQoncertefi  .tjiao  he  was,. when  Mrs.  Skewton 
plucked  the  shawl  awajTi  and  Florence,  pale  and 
trembling,  rose  before  hini  like  a  ghost  He  had 
not  yet  recovered  his  presence  of  mind,  when  Flo- 
rence had  run  up  to  him,  clasped  her  hands  round 
his  necl^  kissea  his  face,  and  harried  out  of  thb 
room.  He  looked  round  as  if  to  refer  the  matter  tp 
somebody  «lse^  hut  Edith  had  gone  afler  Florence, 
instantly. 

**Now,  confess,  my  dear  Dombey,"  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  giving  him  her  hand,  **  that  you  never 
were  more  surprised  and  pleased  in  your  life."       , 

"  I  never  was  more  surprised,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"Nor  pleasei^  my  dearest  Dombey?"  returned 
Mrs.  Skewton,  holding  up  her  ikn. 

**  I— yea,  I  am  exceedingly  glad  to  meet  Florence 
here,"  said  Mr.  ]>oni))ey..  lie  appeared  to  consider 
gravely  about  it  for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  inore 
decidedly,  **  Yes,  I  really  am  vpry  glad  indeed  to 
meet  Florence  here." 

**  You  wonder  hcyw  she  comes  here  7"  said  Mrs. 
Skewton,  "  dbn*t  you  ?" 

.**  Edith,  parhaps-r''  suggested  Mr.  Dombey. 

**  Ah  I  wicked  guesscr !''  replied  Cleopatra,  shak- 
ing her  head.  **  Ah !  cunning,  cunning  man  !  One 
shouldn't  tell  these  things;  your  sex,  my  dear 
Dombey,  are  so  vain,  and  so  apt  to  abuse  our  weak- 
ncsscs  ;  but,  you  know  my  open  soul  —  very  well; 
immediately." 

This  was  addressed  to'one  of  the  very  tall  young 
men  who  announced  dinner. 

»  But  Edith,  tt\j  dear  Dombey,"  she  continued  in 
a  whisper,  '*  when  she  cannot  have  you  near  hcr^- 
and  as  I  tell  her,  she^cannot  except  that  always — wi(l 
at  least  have  near  her  something  or  somebody  helong* 
ing  to  you.  Well,  how  extremely  natural  that  is  1 
And  in  this  spirit,  nothing  would  keep  her  from 
riding  off  to-dav  to  letch  our  darling  Florence.  Well, 
how«,excessivcfy  charming  that  is!" 

As  she  waited  for  an  answer,  Mr.  Dombey 
answered, "  Eminently  sa" 

**  Bless  you,  my  dear  Dombey,  for  that  proof  of 
heart ."'  cried  Cleopatra,  squeezing  his  hand.  "  But 
I  am  growing  too  serious  !  Take  me  down  stairs 
like  an  angel,  and  let  us  see  what  these  people  in- 
tend  to  give  us  for  dinner.  Bless  you,  dear  Dom- 
bey !" 

Cleopatra  skipping  off  her  couch  witli  tolerable 
briskness,  afler  the  last  benediction,  Mr.  Dombey 
took  her  arm  in  his  and  led  her  ceremoniously  down 
stairs;  one  of  tne  very  tall  young  men  on  hire. 


Miroiible  herself  about  the  nature  of  this  agita- 
PJvPMhed  l^orence  behipd  her  couch,  and  dropped 
J'jwjfwr her,  preparatory  to  giving  Mr.  Dombey 
**!••>•  jrfwfprisc.    It  was  9Q  quickly  done,  that  f  "whose  otgan  of  yencration  was  IraDcrfecllv  deva 
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loped,  thnutiiig  hii  iongme  into  hU  clyeek,  for  the 
entertainment  of  the  other  very  taH  yoang  man  on 
hire,  as  the  couple  turned  into  the  dining-room. 

Florence  and  Edith  were  already  there,  and  sit- 
ting  side  by  side.  Florence  would  have  risen  when 
her  father  entered,  to  resign  her  chair  to  him ;  but 
Edith  openly  put  her  hand  upon  her  arm,  and  Mr. 
Doinbey  tOMc  an  opposite  place  at  the  round  taUe. 

The  conversation  was  almost  entirely  sustained 
by  Mrs.  Skewton.  Florence  hardly  dared  to  raise 
her  eyes,  lest  they  should  reveal  the  traces  of  tears ; 
Ht  less  dared  to  speak;  and  Edith  never  uttered 
one  word,  unless  in  answer  to  a  question.  Verily, 
Cleopatra  worked  hard,  for  the  establishment  that 
was  so  nearly  elutchod ;  and  verily  it  should  have 
been  a  rich  one  to  reward  her ! 

**  And  so  your  preparations  are  nearly  finished 
at  lost,  my  dear  bombey  7"  said  Cleopatra,  when 
the  dessert  was  put  upon  the  table,  and  the  silver- 
headed  butler  had  withdrawn.  **  Even  the  lawyers* 
preparations  l^* 

**Yes,  madam/*  replied  Mr.  Dotnbey;  **the 
deed  of  settlement,  the  professional  gentlemen  in- 
ibrm  me,  is  now  ready,  and  as  I  was*  mentioning 
to  you,  Edith  has  only  to  do  us  the  favour  to  sug- 
gest her  own  time  for  its  execution.** 

Edith  sat,  like  a  handsome  statue ;  at  eold,  as 
silent,  and  as  stilf. 

t*  My  dearest  love,**  said  Cleopatra  **  do  you  hear 
what  Mr.  Dombey  says  7  Ah,  my  dear  Dombey  !** 
aside  to  that  gentlemao,  **  How  her  absence,  as  the 
time  approaches,  reminds  me  of  the  days,  when 
that  most  agreeable  of  creatures,  her  Papa,  was  in 
your  situation  !** 

**  I  have  nothing  to  suggest  It  shall  be  when 
you  pleape,**  said  Edith,  scarcely  looking  over  the 
tabic  at  Mr.  Dombey. 

••To-morrow  7**  suggested  Mr.  Dombey. 

••  If  you  plaase." 

••Or  would  next  day,'*  said  Mr.  Dombey,  "suit 
your  engagements  better  7** 

••  I  have  no  engagements.  I  am  always  at  your 
disposal.    Let  it  be  when  you  like.** 

**No  engagements,  my  dear  Edith  !**  remonstrated 
her  mother,  *•  when  you  are  in  a  most  terrible  state 
of  flurry  all  day  long,  and  have  a  thousand  and  one 
appointments  witli  all  sorts  of  tradespeople!** 

**They  are  of  your  making,"  returned  Edith, 
turning  on  her  with  a  slight  contraction  of  her 
brow.  ••You  and  Mr.  Dombey  can  arrange  be- 
tweeh  you.** 

••Very  true,  indeed,  my  love,  and  most  consider, 
ate  of  you  I**  said  .Cleopatra.  *•  My  darling  Flo- 
rence, you  must  really  come  and  kiss  me  once 
more,  if  you  please,  my  dear  !** 

Singular  coincidence,  that  these  gushes  of  inte- 
rest  in  Florence  hurried  Cleopatra  away  ft'om 
almost  every  dialogue  in  which  Edith  had  a  share, 
however  trifling!  Florence  had  certainly  never 
undergone  so  much  embracing,  and  perhaps  had 
never  been,  unconsciously,  so  useful  in  her  life. 

Mr.  Dombey  was  far  from  quarrelling,  in  his  own 
breast,  with  the  manner  of  his  beautiful  betrothed. 
He  had  that  good  reason  for  sympathy  with  haugh- 
tiness and  coldness,  wbieh  is  found  in  a  fellow-feel- 
ing. It  flattered  him  to  think  how  these  de&rred 
to  mm,  in  £dith*s  case,  and  seemed  to  have  do  will 
ajMirt  from  his.  It  flattered  him  to  picture  to  him- 
self,  this  proud  and  stately  woman  doing  tlie  hon- 
ours  of  his  house,  and  chilling  his  guests  afler  his 
ow^  manner.  The  dignity  of  Dombey  and  Son 
vould  be  heightened  and  maintained,  indeed,  in 
luch  hands. 


So  thoujfht  Mr.  Dombey,  when.  )ie  was  left  alone 
at  the  dinmg-table,  and  mused  upon  his  past  and 
future  fortunes:  finding  no  uncongeniality  in  an 
air  of  scant  and  gloomy  state'  thai  pervaded  the 
room,  in  colour  a  dark  brown,  with  black  hatch* 
ments  of  pictures  blotching  the  walls,  aftd  twentv- 
four  black  chairs,  with  almost  as  many  nails  in 
them  as  so  many  coffins,  waiting  like  mutes,  ufwn 
the  threahold  of  the  Turkey  carpet ;  and  two  ex. 
hatisted  negroed  holding  up  two  withered  brancbai 
of  candelabra  on  the  side-board,  and  a  musty  smell 
prevailing  as  if  the  ashes  of  ten  thousand  dinneci 
were  entombed .  in  the  sarcophagus  below  it  Thf 
owner  of  the  house  lived  much  abroad ;  the  air  of 
England  seldom  agreed  long  with  a  member  of  ibe 
Feenix  fkmily;  and  the  room  had  gradually  pui 
itself  into  deeper  and  still  deeper  mourning  (bi 
him,  until  it  was  become  so  funereal  as  to  wajii 
nothing  but  a  body  in  it  to  be  quite  complete. 

No  bad  representation  of  the  body,  for  the  aonee 
in  his  nnbendtng  form,  if  not  in  his  attitude,  Mr 
Dombey  looked  down  into  tJie  cold  depths  of  thi 
dead  sea  of  mahogany  on  which  the  fiuit  d'uhm 
and  decanters  lay  at  anchor ;  as  if  the  subjects  o( 
his  thoughts  were  rising  towards  the  surface  ow 
by  one,  and  plunging  down  again*  Edith  was  then 
in  all  her  majesty  of  brow  and  fi^rej  and  close  U 
her  came  Florence,  with  her  Umid  head  turned  U 
him,  as  it  had  been,  for  an  instant,  when  flhe  lef 
the  room ;  and  £ditl]*s  eyes  upon  her,  and  BditVi 
hand  put  out  protectingly.  A  little  figure  in  a  lofi 
arm-chair  came  springing  next  into  the  light,  anc 
looked  upon  him  wonderingly,  with  its  bright  eyei 
and  its  old-young  face  gleaming  as  in  the  fliekerin| 
of  an  evening  Ire.  A^ain  came  Florence  cIqm 
upon  it,  and  absorbed  his  whole  attention.  Whe< 
ther  as  a  fore-doomed  difficulty  and  disappointsaent 
to  him ;  whether  as  a  rival  who  had  crossed  him  ir 
his  way,  and  might  again ;  whether  as  his  child, 
of  whom,  In  his  successful  wooing,  ho  couhf  8to<)i 
to  think,  at  claiming,  at  such  a  time,  to  be  no  mon 
estranged ;  or  whether  as  a  hint  to  him  that  t^ 
mere  appearance  of  caring  for  his  own  blood  shouli 
be  maintained  in  his  new  relations ;  he  best  knew 
IndiflTerently  well,  perhaps,  at  best;  for  marriafii 
company  and  marriage  altars,  and  ambitious  sounei 
— still  blotted  here  and  there  with  Florence*— al 
ways  Florence — turned  up  so  fast,  and  so  confused 
ly,  that  he  rose,  and  went  up  stairs  to  escape  them 

It  was  quite  late  at  night  before  candles  wev< 
brought;  for  at  present  they  made  Mrs.  Skewtoo*! 
head  ache,  she  complained ;  and  in  the  mean  iiim 
morence  and  Mrs.  Skewton  talked  together  (Cfef) 
patra  being  very  anxious  to .  keep  her  dose  to  her 
self),  or  Florence  touched  the  piano  sof\]y  f#r  Mrp 
Skewton*s  delight ;  to  mske'n6  mention  of  a  fovi 
occasions  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  when  tha 
affectionate  lady  was  impelled  to  solicit  anothei 
kiss,  and  which  always  happened  aAer  Edith  hai 
said  anything.  They  were  not  many,  however,  f^i 
Edith  sat  apart  by  an  open  window  during  th< 
whole  lime  (in  spite  of  her  mother's  fears  that  %t^ 
would  take  cold),  and  remained  there  imtil  Mr 
Dombey  took  leave.  He  was  serene^  gracious  U 
Florence |when  he  did  so;  and  Florence  went  U 
bed  in  a  room  within  Edith's,  so  happy  and  hape 
fttl,  that  she  thought  of  her  late  self  as  if  it  wer< 
some  other  poor  deserted  girl  who  was  to  be  piiiia< 
for  her  sorrow ;  and  in  lier  pity,  sobbed  herseU*  V 
sleep. 

The  w^eek  fled  fiwt  There  were  drives  to  miUi 
ners,  dress-makers,  jewellers,  lawyers,  florists,  pas 
trv-cooks :  and  Florence  was  alwavs  of  the  Dartv 
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Unbw  WW  to  gb  to  ftlM  >wddbif .  PloMiMie  ^ai 
l»  cut  off  bl»  moarniiiff,  and  to  w«ar  a  brilliant 
dnM  on  the  ooeaaion*  The  ailKner*8  intentiena 
V  Uw  subject  of  this  dfoaa  the  mlllMMt  was  « 
FrenehwaMafi,  and  greatly  nsembled  Mrs.  Skew* 
loB-^iMve  so  chaste  and  cterent,  that  Mrs.  Skewtoii 
bvpoke  one  like  it  for  berseif.  The  millfner  said 
hiroald  become  her  to  admiration^  and  lliat  ell  the 
vorld  woald  Uke  her  for  the  yoong  lady*s  slater. 

Ths  week  fled  Aster.  Edith  looked  «t  nothing 
ttd  eared  for  nodiing.  Her  rich  dresses  came 
home,  and  were  tried  on,  end  were  loodly  oo«n- 
iKoded  by  Mrs.  Skewton  and  the  mlliiiiers,  and 
weN  put  away  without  a  word  llrotn  her.  MfiL 
Sktwton  made  their  plans  ibr  every  dar^  attd  eto> 
tslod  them.  SooeetiofMs  Edith  sat  in  the  oarriage 
trhea  they  wentilo  make  |Kirobaees;  sonetiinee, 
whea  it  was  abaolately  necessaryi  she  went  Into  the 
ibops.  But  Mrs.  SkeWton  conduoted  the  whole 
kwteses,  wbater er  it  happened  lo  he  (  and  Bdilh 
looked  on  as  uninterested  and  with  as  much  ^MP^ 
hat  indtffiinHioe  ••  if  she  had  n»  ooneem  in  it 
Fbreaee  might  perhape  have  Ihoaght  she  Wa» 
kaufhit/  end  liAlese,  bnt  thst  ifae  wee  neter  «0  to 
her.  So  Fkueoce  qoetiched  her  wondsc  in  her  gra- 
ttedd  whonerer  it  broke  out,  and  soon  s«ibdilM  it. 

The  woek  fled  &ster.  It  bad  nearly  winged  Its 
fight  away.  The  last  night  of  the  week^  the  night 
mom  the  marriage,  was  eome.  In  the  dark  room 
^tat  Mrs.  Hktwioa^s  head  was  no  better  yet,  though 
dbs  espeeted  to  recover  permanently  to^motrow—- 
eere  that  lady,  Edith,  and  Mr.  Dombey.  Edith 
VM  at  her  open  window  looking  out  into  the  street ; 
Mr.  0ombey  and  Cleopetra  were  talldng. softly  on 
tibe  soft.  It  was  growing  late ;  and  Florence  being 
ftiigoed,  had  gone  to  bed. 

«My  deer  Bombey,"  said  aeopatra,  <*yea  will 
have  me  Florence  to.niorrow,  when  yon  deprive 
IK  of  my  sweetest  Edith.** 

Mr.  I>o(nbey  said  he  would,  with  pleasure. 

*To  have  her  aboat  me,  here,  while  you  are  both 
rt  Paris,  and  to  think  that,  at  her  age,  I  am  assisU 
log  in  the  formation  of  hejT  mind,  <ny  dear  Dom- 
k^,**  said  Cleopatra,  **  will  be  a  perfect  balro  to  me 
ii  the  eztr«mely  shattered  state  to  whieh  I  shall  be 
Ndaced.** 

Edith  tnmed  her  head  svddenly.  Her  liiUeis 
■wsner  w^ae  exchaiwed,  in  a  moment,  to  onv  of 
hcning  inlerest,  an^  onseen  in  tho  darkness,  she 
Mtaded  elosely  to  their  oonvDrsatlon. 

Mr.  Dombey  would  be  delighted  to  leAve  Florsnde 
bsQOh  admirable  gturdtanship. 

*Mj  dear  Dombey,"  returned  Cleopatra,  '*a 
hsoaand  thanks  Ibr  jrour  good  opinion.  I  fbited 
fm  were  going,  with  malice  aforeihoaght«  ae  the 
htadlhl  lawyers  eay-^those  horrid  proses!-^ to 
Madema  mo  to  utter  voUlude.'* 

"Why  do  me  so  great  an  injustice,  my  dear  ma- 
km  r*  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

*Beca«iee  my  charming  Florence  tells  me  so 
M«tively  she  must  go  home  to-morrow,**  returned 
Ssopatra,  **  that  I  begran  to  be  afraid,  my  dearest 
Oombey,  yon  were  quite  a  Bashaw.** 

**  I  aaeure  you,  madam  !**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  **  I 
have  laid  no  eommauds  on  Florence ;  and  if  I  had, 
Ihere  are  no  oommands  like  your  wish.'*  • 

*^Uj  dear  Dombey,**  replied  Cleopatra,  «*  what  a 
Mortaer  joa  are !  Though  I  *11  not  say  so,  either ; 
far  eonrtiere  have  no  heart,  and  yours  pervades 
foor  charming  life  and  character.  And  are  you 
laifly  going  ao  early,  mv  dear  Dombey  !*' 


Oh,  indeed !  it  wai  kte,  and  Mr.  Dombey  feared 
he  most. 

**  Is  this  a  ikct,  or  is  it  all  a  dream  !**  lisped  Cle. 
opatra.  **  Can  I  believe,  my  dearest  Dombey,  that 
you  are  comhig  back  to-itiorfow  mornmg  to  deprive 
me  of  my  sweet  ^mpanion ;  my  own  Ldith  7** 

M  p.  D0mb6y,  who  w&s  aecustomed  to  take  things 
literally,  reminded  Mrs.  Skewton  that  they  were  to 
meet  nrst  at  the  church j 

**  The  pang,'*  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  **of  eonslgnii^ 
a  child,  even  to  ^on,  my  dear  Dombey,  is  one  m 
the  most  excruciating  imaginable ;  and  combined 
wifh  a  naturally  delicate  constitution,  and  the  ex:. 
treme  stupidity  of  the  pastry-cook  who  has  under- 
taken the  breakfast,  is  almost  too  much  for  my 
poor  strength.  But  I  shall  rallv,  my  dear  Dombey, 
In  the  morning ;  do  not  fear  ibr  me,  or  be  uneasy 
on  ray  account :  Heaven  bless  you !  Mv  dekreal 
Edith !^  she  cried  archly.  ^Somebody  ts  going, 
pet" 

BdHh,  who  had  tnmed  her  head  agtin  towtird^ 
ihe  window,  and  whose  interest  in  tteir  eonveria- 
flon  had  ceased,  rose  up  in  her  plaoe,  bnt  matte  no 
advance  towards  him,  and  said  nothing.  Mr.  Domb 
bey,  with  a  lofty  gallantrr  adapted  to  his  digniti 
and  the  ee<iasion,  betook  his  creaking  boou  towardi 
her,  put  her  hand  to  his  lips,  said,  **To-morro# 
nomihg  I  shall  have  the  happiness  of  claiming 
^is  hand  as  Mrs.  Dombey'a,**  and  bowed  htmseff 
eolemnly  out 

Mts.  Skewton  rang  fbr  candles  as  soon  as  tiie 
hoose-door  had  cIosm  upon  him.  With  the  can- 
dles appeared  her  maid,  with  the  juvenile  dresA 
that  was  to  delude  the  world  to-morrow.  The  dresi 
had  savage  retribuUon  in  it,  as  such  dresses  ever 
have,  ahd  made  her  infinitely  older  and  more  hi. 
deons  than  her  greasy  flannel  gown.  But  Mrs. 
Skewton  tried  it  on  with  mincing  satisfliction ; 
smhrked  at  her  eadaverons  self  in  the  glass,  as  she 
thought  of  its  killing  effect  upon  the  Major ;  and 
soflSBrlng  her  maid  to  tlike  It  off  again,  and  to  pre- 
pare  her  fbr  repose,  tumbled  into  ruins  like  a  house 
of  painted  cards. 

All  this  time  Edith  remained  at  the  dark  win. 
dow  looking  out  into  the  street  When  she  an^ 
her  tnothek-  were  at  last  left  alone,  she  moved  firom 
it  ibr  the  first  time  that  evening,  and  came  opposite 
to  her.  The  yawning,  stiaking,  peevish  figure  of 
Ihe  mother,  with  hei*  eyes  raised  to  confront  the 
proud  erect  form  of  the  daughter,  whose  glance  of 
fire  waA  bent  downward  upon  her,  had  a  conscious 
air  Upon  itt  that  no  levity  or  temper  oonld  conceal. 

^l  ktA  tired  to  death,**  said  she.  •*Vou  can't 
be  trtwted  fbr  a  moroeht  You  are  worse  than  % 
child.  Child !  No  child  Would  be  half  so  obstK 
nate  and  undutifiil.** 

^  Listen  to  me,  mccher,**  returned  Edith,  passmg 
these  words  by  with  a  scorn  that  would  not  descend 
to  trifle  with  them.  **  Yon  must  remain  alone  here 
until  I  return.** 

**  Must  remain  alone  here,  Edith,  until  you  re- 
turn !**  repeated  her  mother. 

**Or  in  that  name  upon  which  I  shall  call  to- 
morrow to  witness  what  I  do,  so  fiilsely,  and  so 
shamefnUv,  I  swear  I  will'refuse  the  hand  of  this 
man  in  the  church.  If  I  do  not,  may  I  &11  dead 
upon  the  pavement!** 

The  mother  answered  with  a  look  of  quick  alarm, 
in  no  degree  diminished  by  the  look  she  met 

*'It  is  enough,**  said  Edith,  steadily,  **  that  we 
are  what  we  are.    I  will  have  no  youth  and  truth 
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dragged  down  fo  my  leveL  I  will  have  no  guUelesi. 
nature  undermined,  corrupted,  and  perverted,  tp 
amuse  Uie  leisure  of  a  world  of  mothers.  You 
know  my  meaning.    Florence  must  go  home." 

**You  are  an  idiot,  Edith,"  cried  her  angrj 
mother.  ^*Do  you  expect  there  can  ever  be  peace 
for  you  in  that  house,  till  she  is  married,  and 
away?" 

*'  Ask  me,  or  ask  yourself,  if  I  ever  expect  peace 
in  thai  house,",  said  her  daughter^  **  and  you  know 
|he  answer." 

**  And  am  I  to  be  told  to-night,  after  all  my  pains 
.and  labour,  and  when  yo.u  are  going,  through  me, 
to  be  rendered  independent,"  her  mother  almost 
shrieked  in  her  passion,  while  her  palsied,  h^ad 
■hook  like  a  leaf,  *'that  tbea*e  is  corruption  and 
contagion  in  me,  and  that  I  am  not  fit  company 
|br  a  girl  i  What  are  you,  pray  ?   What  are  you  ?" 

^  I  have  put  the  question  to  myself,"  said  Edith, 
ashy  pale,  and  pointing  to  the  window,  "  more  than 
once  when  I  have  bean  sitting  ^^i^i  and  something 
in  the  faded  likeness  of  my  sex  has  wandered  pa9t 
outside ;  and  God  know^  I  have  met  with  my  rfr- 
ply«  C^  motheF,  mother,  if  you  had  bat  lefl  me  to 
my  natural  heart  when  I  too  was  a  girl^a  younger 
^irl  than  Florence-* how  didTerent  I  might  have 
been!" 

Sensible  that  any  show  of  anger  was  uselem 
here,  her  mother  restrained  heraelf,  and  fell  a  whiow 
pering,  and  bewailed  that  she  had  lived  too  long, 
land  that  her  only  child  had  cast  her  off,  and  that 
duty  towards  parents  was  forgotten  in  these  evil 
days,  and  that  she  had  heard  unnatural  taunts,  and 
cared  foe  life  no  longer. 

**If  one  is  to  go  on  living  through  continual 
scenes  like  this,"  she  whined,  "  I  am  sure  it  would 
be  much  better  for  me  to  think  of  some  means  of 
putting,  an  end  to  my  existence.  Oh !  The  idea  of 
^our  l^ing  my  daughter,  Edith,  and  addressing  me 
w  such  a  strain  I" 

**  Between  us,  motlier,"  returned  Edith,  moorn- 
fully<  **  the  time  for  mutual  reproaches  is  past" 

"  Then  why  do  you  revive  it  7"  whimpered  her 
mother.  **  You  know  that  you  are  lacerating  me 
in  the  cruelest'  manner.  You  know  how  sensitive 
I  am  to  unkindness.  At  such  a  moment  too,  when 
I  have  so  much  to  think  of,  and  ain  naturally 
anxious  to  appear  to  the  best  advantage  \  I  wonder 
at  you,  Edith.  To  make  yonr  mother  a  fright  upon 
your  wedding-day !" 

Edith  bent  the  same  fixed  kK>k  upon  her,  as  she 
sobbed  and  rubbed  her  eyes ;  and  said  in  the  same 
low  steady  voice,  which  bad  neither  risen  por  laHen 
since  -she  first  addressed  her,  **  I  haver  said  that 
Florence  must  go  hom§." . 

**Let  her  ^ !"  cried  the  afflieted  and  affrighted 
parent,  hastiljr,  **I  am  sure  I  am  willing  she 
tthould  go.    What  is  the  girl  to  me  7" 


**She  is  m  rooch  to  raei,  that  rather  than  eon 
municate,  or  suffer  to  be  communicated  to  her,  on 
grain  of  the  evil  that  is  in  my  breast,  mother, 
vvould  renounce  you,  as  I  would  (if  yon  gave  n 
cause)  renounee  him  in  the  church  to-morrow, 
replied  Edith.  **  Leave  her  alone^  She  sfaaU  no 
while  I  can  interpose,  be  tampered  with  and  tabU 
by  the  lessons  I  have  learned.  This  is  no  hai 
condition  on  this  bitter  night" 

**lf  you  had  proposed  .it  in  a  filial  mamie 
Edith,"  whined  her  mother,  *^  perhaps  not.  Bi 
such  extremely  eutting  words — ^ 

**  They  are  past  and  at  an  end  between  us,  now, 
said  Edith.  **  Take  your  own  way,  mother ;  shai 
as  you,  please  in  what  you  have  gained;  speni 
enjpy,  make  mooh  of  it  ;■  and  be  as  happy  as  yc 
will.  The  object  of  our  lives  is^on.  Heucelorl 
let  us  wear  it  ailently.  My  lips  are  cloeed  upon  tl 
past,  from  this  hour.  I  fiurgive  you  yonr  part  i 
to»morrow's  violedness.  May  Ged  forgive  n 
own!" 

AVithoBt  a  tiemor  in  her  veioe,  or  frame,  ai 
passing  onward  with  a  foot  that  set  itself  upon  tl 
neek  of  etvery  soft  emetionj  she  bade  her  moth 
good  night,  and  repaired  fo  her  own  room. 

But  not  to  rest;  for  there  was  no  rest  in  tl 
tumult  of  her  agitationi  when  alone.  To  and  fr 
and  to  and  fro^  and  .to  and  fro  again,  five  hundn 
times,  among-  the  splendid  preparations  fivr  b 
adornment  ot|  Che  morrow;  with  her  dark  hs 
shaken  down,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  with  a  ragii 
light,  her  broad  white  bosom  red  with  the  crv 
l^rasp  of  the  relentless  band  with  which  she  spurns 
It  from  her,  pacing  op  and  down  with  an  avert 
head,  as  if  ^e  would  avoid  the  sight  of  her  on 
fair  person,  and  divorce  herself  from  its  coi 
pani<»ffhip.  Thus,  in  the  dead  time  of  the  me 
before  her  bridal,  Edith  Granger  wrestled  with  n 
unquiet  spirit,  tearless,  friendless,  silent,  proud,  ai 
uncomplaining. 

At  length  it  happened  that  she  touched  the  op 
door  which  led  into  the  room  where  FioroDce  U 

8be  started,  stopped,  and  looked  in. 

A  light  Was  burning  there,  «Bd  showed  her  F 
rence  in  her  bloom  tof^innooenee  and  beauty,  fl 
asleep.  Edith  held  her  breath,  and  felt  bers( 
drawn  on  towards  her.- 

Drawn  nearer,  nearer,  neater  yet;  at  last,<lmi 
so  near,  that  stooping  down;  she  pressed  her  lipe 
the  gentle  hand  that  lay  outside  the  bed,  and  j 
it  softly  to  her  neck.  Its  touch  was  like  the  p 
phet^s  rod  of  old,  upon  the  rock.  Her  tears  spr« 
forth  beneath  it,  as  she  sunk  upon  her  kneesi,  a 
laki  her  aohinj^  head  and  streaming  hair  opoo  \ 
piMow  by  its  side. 

Thus  Edith  Granger  passed  the  bight  befbre  I 
bridal.    Thus  the  sun  fbond  her  on  her  bri 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 


THE  WEDDING. 


Dawx,  with  its  passionless  blank  $ice,  steals 
[fering  to  the  church  beneath  which  lies  the  dost 
little  Paul  and  bis  mother,  and  looks  in  at  the 
ndowB.  It  is  cold  and  dark.  Night  cronches  jet, 
on  the  pavement,  and  broods,  sombre  and  heaVv, 
nooks  and  corners  of  the  building.  The  steeple. 
»ck,  perched  ap  above  the  houses,  emerging  from 
Do^th  another  of  the  countless  ripples  in  the  tide 
time  that  regularly  roll  and  break  on  t>ie  eternal 
[yre,  is  greyly  visible^ like  a  stone  beacon,  record- 
^  how  the  sea  flows  on  ;  but  within  doors,  dawn, 
first,  can  only  peep  at  night,  and  see  that  it  is 
Bre., 

Hovering  feebly  round  tho  church,  and  looking  in, 
wn  moans  and  weeps  for  its  short  reign,  and  Its 
ITS  trickle  on  the  window-glass,  and  the  tree^ 
ainst  the  church-wall  bow  their  heads,  and  wriUg 
eir  many  hands  in  sympathy.  Night,  growing 
le  before  it,  graduallv  fkdes  out  of  the  church,  but 
igcrs  in  the  vaults  Mow,  and  sit!i  upon  the  coffins. 
Eld  now  comes  bright  day,  burnishing  the  steeple- 
)ck,  reddeniAg  the  spire,  and  drying  up  the  tears 
dawn,  and  stifling  its  compTainiosr ;  and  the 
arlet  dawn,  following  the  night,  and  chasing  it 
)m  its  last  refuge,  shrinks  into  the  vaults  itself, 
id  hides,  with  a  frightened  face,  among  the  dead, 
itil  night  returns,  refreshed,  to  drive  it  out. 
And  now,  the  mice,  who  have  be«n  busier  with 
e  prayer-books  than  their  proper  owners,  and  with 
e  hasBoekrf,  more  worn  by  their  little  teeth  than 
f  hun'.an  knees,  hide  their  bright  eyes  in  their 
►les,  and  gather  close  together  in  affright  at  the 
sourtding  clashing  of  the  cinirch-door.  For  the 
adie,  that  nian  of  power,  comeH  early  this  morn- 
gr  with  the  sexton;  and  Mrs.  Miff,  the  wheezy 
lie  pcw-opener — a  mighty  dry  old  lady,  sparely 
essed,  with  not  an  inoh  of  Ailaess  anywhere  aboat 
T— is  also  here,  and  has  been  waiting  at  the 
tnrch.gate  half.an-hour,  as  her  place  is,  fbr  the 
adle. 

A  vinegary  flice  has  Mrs.  Miff,  and  a  mortified 
iknet,  and  eke  a  thirsty  soul  fbr  sixpences  and  shiU 
igs.  Beckoning  to  stray  people  to  come  into  pews, 
m  given  Mrs.  Miff  an  air  of  mysterr ;  and  there 
reservation  in  the  eye  of  Mrs.  Miff,  as  always 
lowing  of  a  soflcr  seat,  but  leaving  her  suspicions 
the  fee.  There  is  no  such  fkct  as  Mr.  Mifl^,  nor  has 
ere  been,  these  twenty  years,  and  Mrs.  !tirl  iff  would 
ther  not  allude  to  him.  He  held  some  bad  opinions, 
would  seem,  about  free-seats ;  and  though  Mrs. 
iff  hopes  he  may  be  gone  upwards,  she  couldn't 
leitivel^  undertake  to  say  sa 
Bosy  IS  Mrs.  Miff  this  morning  at  the  church- 
»or,  beating  and  dusting  the  altar  cloth,  the  carpet, 
kd  the  cushions ;  and  much  has  Mrs.  Miff  to  say, 
KMit  the  wedding  they  are  going  to  have.  Mrs. 
[iff  is  told,  that  the  new  furniture  and  alterations 
the  house  cost  full  five  thousand  pound  if  they 
mi  a  penny ;  and  Mrs,  Miff  has  heard,  upon  the 
isi  authority,  that  the  lady  hash*t  got  a  sixpence 
berewithal  to  bless  herself.  Mrs.  Miff  remembers, 
cewisr,  as  if.it  had  happened  yesterday,  the  first 
ife^s  Aineral,  and  then  the  christening,  and  then 
e  other  ftineral ;  and  Mrs.  Miff  saysi  by.the.bye 


against  the  company  arrive.  Mr.  SowUds  the 
£;udle,  who  is  sitting  in  the  sun  upon  the  church 
steps  all  this  time  (and  seldom  does  anything  else, 
except,  in  cold  weather,  sittit^gby  the  fire),  approves 
of  Mrs.  Mifl^s  discourse,  and  asks  if  Mrs.  Miff  has 
heard  it  said,' that  the  lady  is  uncommon  handsome  ? 
The  information  Mrs,  Miff  has  received,  being  of 
this  nature,  Mr.  Sownds  the  Beadle,  who,  though 
orthodox  and  corpulent,  is  still  an  admirer  of  female 
beauty,  observes,  with  unction,  yes,  he  hears  she  is 
a  spanker — an  expression  that  seems  somewhat 
forcible  to  Mrs.  Mitf^  or  would,  f^om  any  lips  but 
those  of  Mr.  Sownds  the  Beadle. 

In  Mr.  Dombey*0  house,  at  this  same  time,  there 
ift  great  stir  and  bustle,  more  especially  amonff  the 
women :  not  one  of  whom  has  had  a  wink  oTsleep 
since  four  o*c!ook,  and  all  of  whom  were  full  dressed 
before  six.  Mr.  Towlinson  is  an  object  of  greater 
consideration  than  usual  to  the  housemaid,  and  the 
cook  says  at  breakfast-time  that  one  wedding  makes 
many,  which  the  housemaid  can't  believe,  and  don*t 
think  true  at  all.  Mr.  Towlinson  reserves  his  sen. 
timents  od  this  question ;  being  rendered  something 
gloomy  by  the  engagement  of  a  foreigner  with 
whiskers,  (Mr.  Towlinson  is  whiskorless  himself), 
who  has  been  hired  to  accom(>any  the  happy  pear 
to  Paris,  and  who  is  busy  packing  the  new  chariot 
In  respect  of  this  personage,  Mr.JTowlinson  admits, 
presently,  that  he  neVer  knew  of  any  good  that 
ever  cpme  of  foreigners;  and  being  charged  by  the 
ladies  with  prejudice,  says,  look  at  Bonaparte  who 
was  at  the  head  of  *em,and  see  whati^e  was  always 
up  to !    Which  the  house-maid  says  is  very  true. 

The  pastry-cook  is  hard  at  worli  in  the  funereal 
room  in  Brook-strcet,  and  the  very  tall  young  men 
are  busy  looking  on.  One  of  the  very  tall  young 
men  already  smells  of  sherry,  and  his  eyes  have  a 
tendency  to  become  fixed  in  his  head,  and  to  stare 
at  objects  without  seeing  them.  The  Very  tall 
young  man  is  'conteious  of  this  filing  in  himself; 
and  informs  his  comrade  thai  it's  hta  ^  exciseman.** 
Tl^e  very  tall  young  roan  would  say  excitement, 
but  his  speech  is  hazy. 

The  men  who  pl&y  the  bells,  have  got  scent  of 
the  marriage ;  and  the  marrow-bones  and  cleavers 
too ;  and  a  brass  band  too.  The  first,  are  practising 
m  a  back  settlement  near  Battlebridge ;  the  second, 
put  themselves  in  communication,  through  their 
chief,  with  Mr.  Towlinson,  to  whom  they  offer 
terms  to  be  bought  off;  and  the  third,  in  the  person 
of  an  artful  trombone,  lurks  and  dodges  round  the 
corner,  waiting  for  some  traitor  tradesman  to  reveal 
the  place  and  hour  of  breakflist,  for  a  bribe.  "Ex* 
pecution  and  excitement  extend  i\irtber  yet,  and 
take  a  wider  range.  From  Balls  Pond,  Mr.  Perch 
brings  Mrs.  Perch  to  spend  the  day  with  Mr.  £>om« 
bcy*s  servants,  and  accompany  them,  surrepti- 
tiously,  to  see  the  Wedding.  In  Mr.  Toots^s  lod* 
gines,  Mr.  Toots  attires  as  if  he  were  at  least  the 
Bridegroom :  determined  to  behold  the  spectade  in 
splendour  from  a  secret  corner  of  the  galleiy,  and 
thither  to  convey  the  Chicken ;  for  it  is  Mr.  Toots  s 
desperate  intent  to  point  out  Florence  to  the  Chicken, 
then  and  there,  and  openly  to  say,  **  Now,  Chicken, 
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haye  sometimeB  mentioned  to  yon  it  myself;  Miss 
Dombey  is  the  object  of  my  passion ;  what  are  your 
opinions,  Chicken,  in  this  state  of  things,  and  what, 
on  the  spot,  do  you  advise  7"  The  so-much-to-be. 
astonished  Chicken,  in  the  meanwhile,  dips  his 
beak  into  a  tankard  of  strong  beer,  in  Mr.  ToGfto's 
kitchen,  and  pecks  up  two  pounds  of  beefsteaks. 
In  Princess^  Place,  Miss  Toz  is  up  and  doing ;  for 
she  too,  though  in  sore  distress,  is  resolved  to  put  a 
shilling  in  tlie  hands  of  Mrs.  Miff,  and  see  the  cere- 
'  snony  which  has  a  cruel  fascination  for  her,  from 
some  londy  corner.  The  quarters  of  the  Wooden 
Midshipman  are  all  alive ;  lor  Captain  Cuttle,  in  his 
ankle-jacks  and  with  a  huge  shirt-collar,  is  seated 
«t  his  breakfast,  listenin|r  to  Rob  the  Grinder  as  he 
reads  the  marriage  service  to  him  beforehand,  un- 
der  orders,  to  the  end  Uiat  the  Captain  may  per- 
fectly understand  the  solemnity  he  is  about  to  wit- 
ness :  for  which  purpose,  the  Otptain  gravely  lays 
injunction's  on  bis  cnaploin,  from  time  to  time,  to 
**pnt  about,"  or  to  **  overhaul  that  *ere  article 
Bgain,^*  or  to  stick  to  his  own  doty,  and  leave  (he 
Amenn  to  him,  thd  Captain  i  one  of  which  he  re- 
peats, whenever  a  pause  is  made  by  Rob  the  Grin- 
der, with  sooorons  satis&.ction. 

heiAdea  all  this,  and  much  more,  twenty  nursery 
maids  in  Mr.  Dombey*s  street  alone,  have  promised 
twenty  families  of  little  women,  whose  instinctive 
interest  in  nuptials  dates  from  their  cradles,  thM 
they  shall  go  and  see  the  marriage.  Trul^,  Mr. 
Sownds  tlie  Beadle  has  good  reason  to  feel  himself 
in  office,'  a8  he  suns  his  portly  figure  on  the  church 
iiteps.  Waiting  for  the  marriage  hour.  Truly,  Mrs. 
Miff  has  cause  to  pounce  on  an  unlucky  dwarf  child, 
with  a  giant  baby^  who  peeps  in  at  the  porch,  and 
drive  her  forth  wifl^  indignation ! 

Cousin  Feenix  has  come  over  from  abroad,  ex- 
pressly to  attend  the  marriage.  Cousin  Feenix 
was  a  man  about  town,  forty  years  ago :  but  he  is 
still  so  juvenile  in  figure  and  in  manner,  and  so  well 
got  up,  that  stranffers  are  amazed  when  they  dis- 
cover latent  wrinxles  in  his  lordship's  face,  and 
crows'  {cGi  in  his  eyes ;  and  first  observe  him,  not 
exactly  certain  wh^n  he  walks  across  a  room,  of 
going  quite  straight  lo  where  he  wants  to  go.  But 
Cousin  Feenix,  getting  up  at  balf-past  seven  o'clock 
or  so,  is  quite  another  tniog  from  Cousin  Feenix 
i^ot  up ;  and  very  dim,  inde^,  he  looks,  while  be* 
mg  shaved  at  Long's  Hotel,  iii  Bond^street 

Mr.  Dombey  leaves  his  dressing-room,  amidst^  a 
general  whisking  away  of  the  women  on  the  stair- 
case, who  disperse  in  all  directions,  with  a  great 
rustling  of  skirts,  except  Mrs,  Perch,  who,  teing 
(but  that  she  always  is)  in  an  interesting  situation, 
is  not  nimble,  and  is  obliged  to  fiu»  mm,  and  is 
ready  to  sink  with  confusion  as  she  curtseys ; — ^may 
Heaven  avert  aU  evil  consequences  from  the  houpe 
of  Perch !  Mr.  Dombey  walks  up  to  the  drawing- 
room,  to  bide  bis  time.  Gorgeous  are  Mr.  0om- 
hey's  new  blue  coat,  fiiwn-ooloured  pantaloons,  and 
lilac  waistcoat;  jand  a  whisper  goes  about  the 
oouse,  that  Mr.  Dombey's  hair  is  curled. 

A  double  knock  announces  the  arrival  of  the 
Major,  who  is  gorgeous  too,  and  wears  a  whole 
geranium  in  his  button-hole,  and  has  his  hair  curled 
tight  and  crisp,  as  well  the  Native  knows. 

**  Dombey !"  aays  ihe  Major,  putting  out  both 
liands,  **  How  are  you?" 

**  Major,"  says  Mr.  Dombey,  ••  how  are  You  7" 

••  By  Jovo,  Sir,"  aays  the  Major,  "Joey  R  is  in 
Auch'case  thia  morning,  Sir,"-^and  here  he  hite 
himself  nord  upon  the  breast— ^^  in  inch  case  this 


morning.  Sir,  that,  damme,  Dombey,  he  has  half 
mind  to  make  a  double  marriage  of  it.  Sir,  and  tal 
the  mother." 

Mr.  Dombey  smiles ;  but  faintly,  even  for  bin 
for  Mr.  Dombey  feels  that  he  is  goin^  to  be  relal 
to  the  tndther,  and  that  under  thoise  circamstaoa 
she  is  not  to  be  joked  about 

**  Dombey,"  says  the  Major,  seeing  this,  **  I  (i 
you  joy.  A  congratulate  you,  Dombey.  By  t 
Lord,  Sir,"  says  the  Major,  **  you  are  more  to 
envied,  this  day,  than  any  man  in  Eng^land  V* 

Here  again,  Mr.  Dombey's  assent  is  qaalifie 
because  he  is  going  to  confer  a  ^reat  distinct) 
on  a  lady;  and,  no  doubt,  she  is  to  be  env; 
most 

•*  As  to  Edith  Granger,  Sir,"  pursues  the  Maj 
**  there  is  not  a  woman  in  all  Europe  but  roigbl 
and  would.  Sir,  you  will  all6w  Bagstock  to  add 
and  would — give  her  ears,  and  her  ear-rings,  1 
to  be  in  Edith  Granger's  place." 

**  You  are  good  enough  to  say  so,  Blajor,"  • 
Mr.  Dombey, 

"Dombey,"  returns  the  Major,  ** you  know 
Let  us  have  no  &lse  delicacy.    You  rdow  it 
you  know  it,  or  do  you  not,  Dombey  7"  says 
Major,  almost  in  a  passion. 

"Oh,really,  Major— " 

^  Damme,  Sir,"  retorte  the  Major,  **  do  you  ki 
that  fact,  or  do  you  not  7  Dombey !  Is  old  Joe  v 
friend  7  Are  we  on  that  footing  of  unreserved 
timacy,  Dombey,  that  may  justi^  a  man— «  b1 
old  Joseph  B.,  Sir — in  ^>eaking  out;  or  am  ] 
{nke  open  order,  Dombey,  and  to  keep  my  dists 
tod  to  stand  on  forms  7" 

»•  My  dear  Major  Bagstock,"  says  Mr.  Doml 
with  a  gratified  air,  **  you  are  quite  warm." 

"By  Gad,  Sir,"  says  the  Major,  ••  I  ain  wi 
Joseph  B.  does  not  deny  it,  Dombey.  He  is  wi 
This  is  an  occasion.  Sir,  that  calls  forth  lU 
honest  sympathies  remaining  in  an  old,  infei 
battered,  used-up,  invalided,  f,  B.  carcase.  Ai 
tell  you  what,  Dombey — at  such  a  time  a  man  i 
blurt  out  what  be  feels,  or  put  a  muzzle  oo ; 
Joseph  Baijrstock  tells  you  to  your  face,  Dom 
as  he  tells  nis  club  behind  your  back,  thftt  he  n 
will  be  muzzled  when  Paul  Dombey  is  in  ^ues 
Now,  damme,  Sir,"  concludes  the  Major,  with  | 
firmness,  **  what  do  you  make  of  that  ?** 

**  Major,"  says  Mr,  Dombey,  •*  I  assure  jrou 
t  am  really  obliged  to  you,  I  had  no  idei 
checking  your  too  partial  friendship." 

"Not  too  partial.  Sir!"  exclaims  the  die 
Major.    "  Dombei^,  I  deny  It !" 

"  Your  friendship  I  will  say  then,'*  parsoes 
Dombey,  "on  any  account  Nor  can  I  fk 
Major,  on  such  an  occasion  as  the  present, 
much  I  am  indebted  to  it" 

"  Dombey,"  says  the  Major,  with  approprial 
tion,  "  that  is  the  hand  of  Joaepli  JBsjjstocI 
plain  old  Joey  B.,  Sir,  if  yon  like  that  better  I 
is  the  hand,  of  which  bis  Royal  Highness  the 
Duke  of  York  did  me  the  honour  to  observe 
to  his  Royal  Highness  the  late  Duke  of  Keol 
it  was  the  hand  of  Josh. :  a  rough  and  touig^fa 
possibly  an  up-to-snuff  old  vagabond.  Dos 
may  the  present  moment  be  the  least  onbap 
our  livei.    God  bless  you !" 

Now,  enters  Mr.  Carker,  gorgeous  likewise 
smiling  like  a  wedding-guest  indeed.  Hi 
scarcely  let  Mr.  Dombey's  ^nd  £0k  be  is  sn 
graiulatory;  and  he  sliakes  the  Major's  bai 
heartily  i^  ihe  same  time^  that  his  voice  s] 
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Jv  iMwi  witli  hSm  af«i«,aa  U  eomm  diding 

n  betireen  hii  taelh. 

The  very  daj  is  auspkioiM,**  buji  fiCr.  CvWer. 
be  briiibteit  and  moet  geakl  wtatliar !  I  hope 
B  not  t  moaent  Uto  7" 

Pandiial  to  jour  time.  Sir,'*  my  the  Mtjor^ 
J  im  RMieed,  I  mm  ■ore,**  mys  Mv.  Citf ker. 
wu  afraid  I  mifht  be  «  ll»w  ee^^oDiia  tfUr  the 
ointcd  tin^e,  for  I  wu  delayed  W  a  pnooeiaion 
ngon;  and  I  took  the  liberty  of  ridiag  xoond 
Srook^treef'—tbie  to. Mr,  l>aaibey— ^to  leave 
V  poor  reiritwe  of  flowera  for  Mm.  DonQibeyw  A 
1  ill  my  poeiUon,  and  to  dbtinguiihed  aa  to  be 
ted  kere,  is  proud  to  offer  eome  honace  in  ac* 
wkdrment  of  hia  vaaaalage :  and  ae  I  have  no 
^  M.  Dombey  it  oveiwbeloied  with  what  is 
Ijruid  taagnifioent;'*  with  a.stranffe  glaooe  at 
l!ttron;**fhope  the  rety  poverty  of  my   '"  * 


6ad  &voar  ifbr  it*^ 
Mrs.  IXwhey,  that  ia  to  be^*"  sretovna  i/b.  Dom^. 
,  ooDdeseei^iBgly,  '*  will  be  very  settibia  of 
ratteotioi^  Carker,  I  am  tore.*' 
^  if  she  ia  to  be  Mra,  I>Qinbcgr  thin  mor|un(f, 
**  nvs  the  Major,  pnUivif  dowi>  hit  oofieei^afv 
bokiog  at  bis  wateh,  **  it*a  high  time  we  were 

bith,  ia  a  barouche,  ^de  Mr.  Dmnbey,  Major 
Mock,  and  Mr.  Caxtar,  to  the  chwch.  Mr. 
ndt  the  Beadle  has  long  risen  from  the  etepa, 
it  in  waiting  with  his  cooked  h«t  in  his  hand. 

>  tf iff  curtseys  and  proposes  chairain  the  vestry. 
Dombey  prefers  remaining  in  the  chvch.  At 
Mks  op  Hi:  the  organ,  Miss  Tos  in  the  gallery 
^  behind  the  fat  leg  of  a  eherlibifn  on  a 
uoent,  with  cheeks  like  a  young  Wind.  Gap- 
Cottle,  on  the  contrary,  stands  up  and  waves 
hook,  in  token  of  welcome  and  eneenragement 
Tests  informa  the  Chicken,  behind  bis  hand, 
t|te  middle  gentleman,  he  in  the  iawD^ooloQred 
bIoods,  is  the  father  of  his  love.  The  Chicken 
«elj  whiapere  Mr.Topts  that  he's  aa  stiff  a 

>  u  ever  he  see,  but  that  it  ia  within  the  le* 
BBS  of  Scieace  to  double  him  up^  with  one  Uow 
■iwaistooai. 

lr.Sownda.aod  Mrs.  Miff  are  eyeing  Mr.Dem- 
ftom  a  liule  distance,  when  the  noise,  of  ap- 
eking  wheels  is  heard,  and  Mr,  Sownds  ^oes 
Mjvl  Miff,  meeting  Mr.  Dombey's  eye  aa  itia 
^wn  from  the  preaomptopua  maniac  up.etaira, 
■alutea  him  with  so  much  urbanitv,  drops  a 
■y,  and  informs  him  that  she  believes  his  **  good 
**  is  Qome.  Then,  thei^  is  a  crowding  and  a 
^ng  at  the  door»  and  the  cood  lady  enten, 
e  hanglftty  step. 

^  ia  no  sign  upon  her  fiuse,  of  last  niffht's 
tiag;  there  ia  no  traoe.  In  her  mannee,  of  the 
u  on  the  bended,  knees,  reposing  her  wild 
b  m  bieantiftd  ahandonment,  upon  the  pillow  of 
feepuig  girl«  That  girl,  all  gentle  and  lovely, 
ker  side— a  atriking  oootrast  to  her  own  die. 
hi  and  defiant  6gure,  standing  there,  ooropoeed, 
I,  inservtahin  of  will,  reepiendent  and  m^'estic 
»  aeaith  of  ita  eharva,  yet  beating  down,  and 
Kog  en,  the  admiration  that  it  chdlenges. 
heie  la  a  pease  while  Mr.  Sownda  the  Beadle 
e  into  tlie  veotry  ibr  the  clergyman  and  clerk. 
^  jonetore,  Mrs.  Bkewlon  speaks  to  Mr.  Dom. 
^  man  4astin<^  and  emphaticaOy.than  her 
rti  ia,  and  moviog,  at  the  same  time,  olooe  to 
K 

My  dear  Donbejr,'*  eaya  the  jrood  Mamma,  <*I 
I  must  reUaqush  darling  Florence  after  all, 


and  Moftr  her  to  gn  home,  aa  ahe  heraelf  piopoeed. 
Afler  my  loss  of  l»day,  my  dear  I>ombey,  I  fbel  I 
shall  not  have  spirits,  even  for  her  society." 

•*Ilad  ahe  not  better  stay  with  yen  7"  rstums  the 
Bridegzoom. 

*«I  think  not,  my  dear  Dgmbey.  No,  I  think 
not  I  shall  be  better  akme.  Besidea,  my  dearest 
Editlivtll  be  hernatuial  and  constant  guardian 
when  von  return,  and  I  had  better  not  encroach 
mwn  her  trus^  perhape.  She  might  be  jealous 
£b,deBrEdith7" 

The  adi^tienate  Mamma  presses  her  dan|^ter*i 
am,  aa  she  says  t^  perhapa  entreating  her  atten 
tien  earnestly. 

**  To  be  aerioa%  my  dear  Dembey,**  she  iesumeS( 
^  I  will  relinquish  our  dear  ehild,  and  not  inflid 
my  ghiom  Upon  her.  We  have  settled  that,  josi 
She  Adiy  understands,  dear  Dombey.  Edith, 


va^  dearf^r-sbe  fhU  v 

Aguin,  the  good  mother  presses  her  daqghter^e 
arm.  Mr.  Bdmfaey  oflbrs  no  additional  remon* 
■Mranoe;  fbr  the  clergyman  and  dark  appear;  and 
Mxs,  Mi4  and  Mr.  Sownds  the  Beadle,  group  the 
perty  in  their  moper  phoea  at  the  altar  rails. 

**  Who  giveth  thb  wnman  to  be  married  to  thl# 
manr 

Cousin  Feenk  does  that  lie  hae  come  fVom 
Baden-Baden  on  pncpoee.  •*Confb«n'd  it,**  Cousin 
Feeniz  eaya— ^ood^natured  creature.  Cousin  Fee- 
nixr— ^  when  we  do  |[et  a  rich  city  fellow  into  the 
fknily,  kt  ns  ahdw  mm  some  attention ;  let  us  do 
aometbing  for  •him.'^ 

**/give  thia 'Woman  to  be  married  to  this  man,** 
saith  Cousin  Feeniz  therefore.  Cousin  Feeniz, 
raeaniilg  to  go  in  a  strai^t  line,  but  turning  off 
sideways  by  reason  of  hts  wOfbl  legs,  gives  the  * 
wrong  woman  to  be  married  to  this  man,  at  first— 
to  wit,  a  brideammd  nf  some  condition,  distantly 
connectod'  with  Ihe  famfly,  and  ten  yean  Mrs.' 
Skewton's  junior— but  Mfs.  Miff,  interposing  her 
mortified  bonnet,  dezlerously  turns  him  back,  and 
rima.faim,  as  on  castors,  fhfl  at  the  **good  lady:" 
whom  Cousin  FeeAiz  giveth  to  be  married  to  this 
man  according^ 

Ajui  will  tl»y  in  the  siriit  of  heaven-^  7 

Aye,  that  they  will:  Mr,  Dombey  says  he  will 
And  wiMt  save  Edith?    fiJbe  wlH. 

8e<  from  that  day  fbrward,  for  better  for  worse^ 
for  richer  fbr  poorer,  in  siekness  and  in  health,  to 
love  and  to  chedsh,'tiU  death  do  them  part,  they 
plight  theirtroth  to  one  another,  and  are  married. 

£i  a  firm,  free  hand,  the  Bride  subscribes  her 
name  in  the  register.  When  they  kdjoum  to  the 
vestry.  '■There  an*t  a  many  ladiee  cornea  here,**' 
Mra.  afiff  saya  wite  a  eortsey«-tk>  look  at  Mrs., 
Mifl^  at  aueh  a  aeaaea,  is  to  inake  her  mortified 
bonnet  go.  dosvn  with  n  dip— **  writes  their  names 
like  this  good  lady!**  Mr.  Sownde  the  Beadle 
thinks  it  is  a  truly  spanking  signature,  and  worthy 
of  the  writer— thia,  however,  between  himself  and' 

Rolenee  eigne  too,  but  uHapplauded,  fbr.her  hand 
akes.  All  the  party  sign;  Cousin  Feeniz  last; 
who  puts  his  noble  name  into  a  wrong  jdace,  and 
enrob  himself  aa  having  been  bom,  tiuit  morning. 
The  Major  now  saluUs  the  Bride  right  galla^^, 
and  carries  out  that  braaeii  of  military  tactice  m 
reference  to  all  the  ladiee:  notwithstanding  Mrs^ 
Skewton*s  Ifting  eztremdy  bard  to  kiss,  and- 
squeaking  shrilly  in  the  secred  edifiee*  The  ez* 
ample  is  fbOowed  by  Conaili  Feeniz,  and  wMk  by 
Mr.  Dombey.    Lastly,  Mr.  Carker,  with  his  white 


ii» 


]>oMB«¥  akd  9<m; 


t0eth  gfU«ti)6in|r,  anwoacbM  Editbt  morels  ^^  ^ 
QiQtnt  tq  bite  her,  than  to  taato  the  tweets  that 
linjrer  on  her  lips. 

.  There  is  a  glow  upon  her  proud  cheek,  and  a 
flashing  in  her  ejes,  that  maj  be  meant  to  stay 
him ;  but  it  does  not,'lbr  he  salutes  heriw  the  rest 
have  done,  -and  wishes  her  all  happiness^ 

**If  wishes,"  says  he  in  a  low  totee,  **  are  not 
superfluous,  applied  to  suck  a  union.** 

**  I  thank  jou,  Sir,**  she  answers,  VfiAi  a  curled 
lip,  and  a  heaving  bosom. 

But,  does-  Edith  fed  etiH,  as  od  tlw  night  when 
sbe  knew  that  Mr.  Do^nbey  wonld  return  to  oflbr 
his  alliance,  thatCarker  knows  her  thorengbly,  and 
reads  her  right,  and  that  she  is  more  degraded  b^ 
bis  knowl(e<^  of  her,  than  by  aught  else  7  Is  it 
for  this  reatoo  that  her  ha«ghthiess«hrlnks>beneath 
his  smil?,  like  snow  within  the  hsnd  that  grasps  it 
firmly,  and  that 'her  imperious  glanee  droops  in 
meeting  his,  adbd  eeeks  the  ground  7 

**I  am  proud  to  eae,'*  says  Mr.  Oarkei^,  with  a 
servile  stooping  of  his  neek,  which  the  revelatiMis 
mftking  by  hb  eyes  and  teeth  proclaim  to  be  a  He, 
**!  am  proud  to  see  that  my  humble  offering  b 
meed  by  Mrs.  Dombey's  hand,  and  permitted  to 
hold  so  favoured  a  place  in  so  joyfbl  an  occasion*** 

ThoQtgh  she  bends  her  bead,  hi  answer,  there  u 
something  in  the  momentary  action  of  her  hand,  as 
if  she  would  crush  the  flowers  it  holds,  and  fling 
them,  wilji  contempt,  upon  the  ground.  But,  she 
puUihe  hand  through  the  arm  of  her  new  husband, 
who  has  been  standing  near,  conversing  with  the 
Major,  and  is  proud  again,. and  motionless,  and 
silent 

The  carriages  are  once  more  at  the  church  door, 
Mr.  Dombey,  with  his  bride  upon  fans  arm,  conducts 
her  through  the  twenty  familiei  of  little  women 
who  are  on  the  steps,  and  every  one  of  whom  re- 
members the  ftshion  and  tbe  oobur  of  her  every 
article  of  dress  frtmi  that  moment,  and  reproduces 
it  on  her  doll,  who  is  for  ever  being  married.  Oleo- 
mtra  and  Cousin  Feeniz  enter  the  same  carriage; 
The  Major  hands  into  a  second  carriage,  Florence, 
and  tbe  bridesmaid  who  so  narrowly  escaped' being 
given  away  by  mistake,  and  then  enters  it  himselr, 
andbibllovedbyMr.Carker.  Hoiws  prance  And 
caper;  coachmen. and  Ib6tmen  shine  in  fluttering 
fiivoncs,  flowers,  and  new-made  liveries.  Away 
dieydash  and  rattle  through  the  streets;  and  as 
tbeV  pass  aJong,  a  thousand  heads  are  tamed  to 
look  at  them,  and  a  thousand  sober  moralists  n- 
wnge  themselves  for  not  being  married  too,  that 
morning,  by  xefleotiAg  thait  these  people  Uttb  tUnk 
such  happuaess  cuCi  last . 

Miss  Toz  emer^  from  behind  the  cherubim^ 
leg,  when  all  f s  qmet,  and  comes  slowly  down,  6fom 
the  gallery.  Miss  Tox*s  eyes  are  red,  and  her 
pocket-haadkerdiMf  is  damp.  She  is  wounded^ 
but  not  eaasperatod,  and  she  hopes  they  may  be 
bappy,  Sh|»  qnite  adsx^ita  to  herself  the  beauty  of 
the  bride,  and  her  own  comparatively  ibeble  and 
ikded  attractions;  buL  the  stately  hnage  of  JCr. 
Pombeyin  his  lii«e  waistcoat,  and  bis  ^wn-cobured 
pantaloons,  is  prwiant  to  her  mind*  and  Miss  Toz 
weeps  afresh,  behind  ber  veil,  on  her  way.  home  to> 
Priueess's  Plaee.  Oiptain  Cuttle,  having  joined  in 
a^l  the  amcBs  and  J-espeBses^  with  a  devout'  growd, 
f^els  much  impRwed-  by  hia  religioua  eaeroises; 
Slid  in  a  peaceful  frame  of  mind  pervades  Che  body 
of  the  eho^eb^glaned  bat  in  hand,  and  reads  the 
tablet  to  tiie  meaaory  of  little  PaoL    The  gallant 


Mr*  Teoti,  attended  by  th«  fkithftil  Clilelcett,  leaves 
the  building  in  torments  of  Jove.  The  Chicken  is 
as  yet  unable  to  elahorato  a  scheme  for  winning 
Florence,  but  hb  first  idea  has  gained  possession 
of  him,  and  he  thinks  the  doubling  up  of  Mr.  I>om< 
bey  would  be  a  move  in  the  right  direction.  Mr. 
Dombey's  servants  eome  out  of  their  hiding-places, 
and  prepare  to  rush  to  Brook  Street,  when  they  are 
delayed  by  symptoms  of  indisposition  on  the  pari 
of  Mrs.  Perch,  who  entreats  a  glass  of  water,  and 
becomes  abrminr;  Mrs.  Perch  gets  better  soon, 
however,  and  is  borne  away;  and  Mrs.  Mifi|  and 
Mr.  Sownds  the  Beadle,  sit  upon  the  stops  to  count 
what  thev  have  gained  by  the  aflbir,  and  talk  it 
over,  while  the  sexton  tolls  a  fbneral. 

Now,  the  carnages  arrive  at  the  Brlde*s  residenoet, 
and  the  players  on  the  bells  begin  to  jingle,  and  the 
band  strikes  up,  and  Mr.  Poneh,  that  model  of 
connubial  bliss,  salutes  huwife.  Now,  the  people 
ran,  and' push,  and  press  round  In  a  ^ping  throng, 
whib  M«.  Dombey,  leading  Mrs.  Dombey  by  the 
hand,  advances  solemnly  into  the'  Feenix  HaHa 
N«w,  the  feet  of  the  wedding  party  alight,  and 
enter  after  thenh  And  why  does  Mr.  Ou>ker,  pass- 
ing through  the  people  to  the  hall-door,  think  of  tbe 
old  woman  who  called  to  him  in  the  grove  thai 
morning?  Or  why  does  Fbrence,  as  sue  passes, 
think,  with  a  tremble,  of  her  childhood,  when  aha 
was  lost,  and  of  the  visage  of  good  Mrs.  Brown  ^ 

Now,  there  are  more  congratulations  on  tiiis  nip- 
piest of  days,  and  more  company,  though  not 
much ;  and  now  they  le^ve  the  drawing-room,  and 
range  themselves  at  Uble  in  the  dark-brown  dining- 
room,  which  no  confectioner  can  brighten  up,  let 
him  garnish  the  exhausted  negroes  irith  as  many 
flowers  and  love-knots  as  he  will. 

The  pastry*cook  has  done  his  duty  like  a  man, 
though,  and  a  rich  breakfast  is  set  forth.  Mr.  and 
Bfra.  Chiok  have  joined  the  party,  among  others.' 
Mrs. Chick  admirea  that  Edith  should  be,  bjf  nature, 
such  a  perfect  Diombey;  and  b  affable  and  confi- 
dential to  Mrs.  Skewton,  whose  mind  is  relieved  ot 
a  great  load,  and  who  takes  her  share  of  the  cham- 
pagne. The  very  tall  young  man  who  suflfered 
from  ezcitenent  early,  b  better ;  and  a  vague  sen 
tinent  of  repentance  has  soiled  upon  hbn,  and  h6 
hates  the  other  very  tall  yottng  man,  and  wrests 
dishes  from  him  by  violence,  and  takes  a  grim  de. 
light  in  disobliging  tbe  company.  The  companr 
are  cod-  akid  calm,  and  do  not  outrage  the  black 
hatehments  of  pictures  looking  down  apon  them, 
by  any  excess  of  mirth.  Cousin*  Feenix  and  thn 
Mabr  are  tbe  most  there  i  but  Mr.  Carker  has  a 
smile  for  the  whole  table.  He  has  an  especial  smito 
fer  the  Bride,  who  very,  very,  seldom  iheeto  it 

Cousin  Feenix  rises,  when  the  company  have 
breakfestod,  and  the  servants  have  left  the  room; 
and  wonderftilly  young  he  looks,  with  his  white 
wristbands  almost  covering  his  hakids  (otherwise 
rather  bony),  and  the  bloom  of  the  champagne  in 
hb  cheeks. 

•«Upon  my  honour,**  says  Ccmsia  Feenix,  •  al- 
though it*s  an  unusual  sort  of  thing  m  a  private 
gentlemen's  house,  I  must  beg  leave  to  call  upon 
you  to  drink  what  bUsaslly  called  a-^n  fa«t  atoa^** 
.  The  Major  very  hoarsely  indicates  his  approval 
Mr.  Carker,  bending  hb  head  forward  over  the 
tabfe  in  the  direction  of  Cousin  Feenix,  smiles  and 
nods  a  great  many  times. 

**  A—in  fact  it 's  not  a—**  Cousin  Feenix  begin- 
ning  again,  (bos,  €<mies  to  a  dead  tto^. 


DO  Jf'BKY'  Al^Bi  BON. 
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.".Hetr.bJMur  T*  wya  tk«  Msjor,  in  a  lone  of  eon. 

Mr.  C«xker  aofUy  «lap«  iiis  handt,  and  baodinf 
>rward  avar  .the  taUa  agteitt,  amiiea  and  noda  a 
reat  many  mora  tinte  than  befon,  aa  if  be  We»a 
articularlj  afcruek  by  tbis-latft  obaeKvation^- and 
lesircd  personally  to  express  his  sense  of  the  good 
L  has  done  hww 

**It  is/'  mya  Cousin  Feentx;  ^an  ocoaakm,  in 
i^ct,  whan  the  general  usa^ea  of  life  may  be  a  little 
lepaxted  from,  without  impropriety ;. and  ahhongh 

never  was  an  orator  in  my  fife,  and  when  I  was^ 
B  the  House  of  Commons,  and  had  the  honour  of 
eoonding  the  addrssa,  was— -in  ftct^  was; laid. np 
or  a  fortnight  with:the  oonacioosnaa&of  fidhire — " 

The  Major  and  Mdr»  Carkar  are  so  mnob  delight, 
d  by  this  fragment  of  personal  history,  that  Cousin 
?eenix  hingtw,  and  addromng  fthemt  indimdually, 
roes  on  to  say  c 

**  And  in  point  of  faet,  when  I  was  devilish, ill*-* 
till,  you  knew,  I  feel  that  a  duty  deTohreanpon 
no.  And  when  a  duty  derolfea  upon  an  .finglish* 
nan,  be  is  bound  to  get  out  of  it^  in, my  opinion,  in 
the  best  waj^  he  earn  Well!  onr  family  baa  had 
the  gralification,  to^y,  of  connecting  itsell^  in  tbe 
person  of  my  lov^y  and  aceompliahed  relative, 
whom  I  now  see-^in  point  of  ftujt,  present—*' 
.  Here  there  is  g^peral  applause 

*«  Present,**  repeois  Cousfq  Feeniz,  feeling  that  it 
»  a  neat  point  wbieh  will,  bear  repetition,—**  with 
me  who— that  is  to  say,  with  a  man,  at  whom  the 
Snger  of  scorn  can  never— rin  fact,  with  my  honour, 
ible  friend  Dombey,  if  he  will  allow  me  to  call  him 

80." 

. Cousin  Feenix  bowv  to  Mr.  Dombey;  Mtv  Dom. 
ley  solemnly  returns  the  bow ;  everybody  is  mora 
3r  less  gratified  and  affected  by  this  extraordinary, 
Etod  perhaps  uoprecedented,  appeal  to  the  feelings. 

**  1  have  not,*'  says  Cousin  Feeniz,  **  enjoyed 
those  opportunities  which  I  could  have  desired,  of 
Bultivatin^  the  acquaintance  of  my  ixiend  Dombey, 
ind  studying  those  qualities:  which  do  equal  hon.^ 
>ttr  to  his  Bead,  and,  in  point  of  fiict,  to  his  heart; 
for  It  has  been  my  misfortune  to  be,  an.  we  used  to 
lay  in  my  tin^  in  the  House  of  Commons,  vhen  it 
was  not  the  cnstom  to  allude  to  the  LcNrds,  and 
vhen  the  order.of  parliamentary  prbccedinga  was 
perhS(ps  better  observed  than  it  is  now— to  be  in—* 
in  point  of  fact,"  saya  Cousin  Feenix,  cherishing 
Ilia  joke»  with  great -shyness,  and  finally,  bringing  it 
Nxt  with  a  jerk,  ** '  in  another  plaon !'  ** 

The  Major  fiills  into  convulsions,  and  ic  rcoo- 
rered  with  difficulty. 

.  *«  Bnt  J[  Itnow  sufficient  of  my  friend  Dombey," 
resumes  Cousin  Feenix  in  a  graver  tons,  as  if  he 
had  suddenly  became  a,  sadder  and  a<wis6r  man, 
^  to  know  that  he  is,  in  point  of  fact,  what  may  be 
Bfnidiaticaily  called  %T^-a  mCrehAnt^-^  British  mer- 
chant—«n4  a^-rand  a  man.  And  although  I  have 
been  resident  abroad,  for  some  y«ara  (it  would  give 
me  great  pleasure  to  receive  my  friend  Dombey, 
and  everybody  here,  at  Baden.Baden,  and  to  have 
an  opportunity  of  making  *em  known  to  the  Grand 
Duke),  still  I  know  enough,  I  flatter  myself^  of  my 
lovely  and  accomplished  relative,  to  know  that  she 
possesses  every  rcquisito  to  make  a  man  happy, 
and  that  her  marriage  with  my  friend  Dombey  is 
one  of  inclination  and  affection  on  both  sides." 

Many  smiles  and  nods  from  Mr.  Carker. 

•*  Therefore,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  "  I  congratu. 
late  the  family  of  which  I  am  a  member,  on  the 


aoqnisition  of  my  fVleriJ  Dembey.  I  congratulaSs 
my  fl-ieud  Donlbey  on  his  onion  'with  my  lovely 
and  accomplished  relative  who  possesses  every 
re^isite  to  make  a  man  happy ;  and  I  take  the 
liberty  cf  callings  on  ^oo  all,  in  point  of  fket,  to 
congratulate  both  my  friend  Dombey  and  my  love 
ly  and  aicoinpfiehed  relative,  on  the  present  occku 


The  ^leceh  of  Cousin  Feenix  is  received  vrith 
great  applaoBe,  and  Mr.  Dombey  returns  thanks  on ' 
behalf  of  himself  and  Mi%.  Dombey.  J..  B.  shortly 
afterwards  propcces  Mre.  Skewton*  The  breakfast 
languishes  when  that  is*  done,  the  vidlated  hktch. 
ments  are  avenged,  and  £dith  rises  to  asMmer  her 
tmvelling  dress. 

All  tiie  aervants,  in  the  mean  lime,  have  been 
brcak&stinf  below.  •  Champagne  has  grown  too 
commdn  amon|f  them  to  be  men^oned,  and  roast 
fowls,  raised  pies,  and  lobster  salad,  have  bceomn  * 
merc^  drugs.  The  Yery  taU  yoong  man  has'  reco- 
vered his  spirits,  and  again*  alludes  to  the  excise- 
nuui.  ^His.  comrade'e  eye  begiMr  to  emulate  bis' 
own,  and  he,  too,  stares  at  objects,  without  taking* 
oqgmzanoe  tbareof.  There  is  a  g^eneral  redness  in 
tbe  &ees  of  the  htdiee;  in  the  fkce  of  Mrs.  Perdh 
partieniarly,  wfao^  is  joyous  and  beamhtg,  and  lifted 
so  &r  above  the  cares  of  life,  that  If  she  were  asked 
inst  now  to  direct  a  wayfarer  to  BalPs  Pond,  where 
her  ownoares  lodges  she  would  have  some  difficulty 
in  reoalHng  tho  way.  Mr.  Towlinson  has  proposed 
tbe  happy  pair ;  to  which  the  stker-headed  butler 
has  responded  neatly,  and  with  emotion;  for  he 
half  begins  to  think  he  U  an  old  retainer  of  the 
family^  and  that  he  is  bound  to  be  affected  by  these 
changes.  The  whole  party,  and  eapecially  the 
ladies,  are. very  frolicsome.  Mr.  Dombey 's  cook, 
who  generally  takes  the  lead  in  society,  has  said, 
it  is  impossible  to  settle  down  after  this,  and  why 
not  ffo,  in  a  partr,  to  the  play  ?  Everybody  (Mrs. 
Penm  included)  has  agreed  to  this ;  even  the  Na- 
tive, who  ia  tigerish  in  his  drink,  and  who  alarms 
the  ladles  (Mrs.  Perch  partienlariy)  by  the  rolling 
of  his  eyes*  One  of  the  very  talfyoun^  men  ban 
even  proposed' a  ball  after  the  play,  and  it  presents 
itself  to  no  one  (Mrs.  Pereh  Included)  in  the  light 
of  an  impossibility.  Words  have  arisen  between 
the  housemaid  and  Mr.  Towlinson ;  she,  on  tho  au- 
thority of  an  old  saw,  asserting  marriages  to  be 
made  in  Heaven :  he,  aflboting  to  trace  we  rnann* 
faoturc  elffcwhei^;  he,  supposing  that  she  says  so, 
because  she  thinks  of  being  married  her  own  selft 
she,  saying.  Lord  /brbid,  at  any  rate,  that  she 
should  ever  marry  Aim.  To  calm  these  flying 
taunts,  the  silver-headed  butler  rises  to  propose  the 
health  of  Mr.  Towlinson,  whom  to  know  i*  to  csi 
teem,  and  to  esteem  is  to  wish  well  settled  in  liib 
with  tho  object  of  his  choieS,  wherever  (here  the 
silver-headed  butler  eyes  the  honsemaid)'Bhe  mcy 
be.  Mr.  Towlinson  returns  thanks  in  a  speech 
replcto  with  fiseling,of  whieh.the  peroration  tumc 
on  foreigners,  regarding  whom,  he  says  they  may 
find  favour,  sometimes,  with  weak  and  inconstant 
intellects,  that  can  be  led  away  by  hair,  but  all  bo 
hopes,  is,  he  may  never  hear  of  no  foreigner  never 
boning  nothing  out  of  no  travelling  chariot  The 
eye  of  Mr.  Towlinson  is  so  severe  and  so  expressive 
here,  that  the  housemaid  is  turning  hysterical,  when 
she  and  all  the  rest,  roused  by  the  intelligence  that 
the  Bride  is  going  away,  hurry  up  stairs  to  witness 
her  departure. 

The  chariot  u  at  the  door ;  the  Bride  is  descend- 
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inf  to  tlw  htll^  wlMie  Mr.  Poaibej  w«it«  ilir  her. 
l^ence  b  tvi^f  on  Uie  itaircMe  to  depwrt  too ; 
and  Miw  Nipper,  wlio  han  held  a  middle  state  be* 
tween  the  pailoar  aod  the  kitcbcn,  it  prepared  to 
apcompany  her.  Aa  Edith  a^peare,  Floieiiee  hae. 
tone  tow^de  her,  to  bid  her  fitrewell. 

U  Edith  cold,  that  she  should  tremble  I  U  there 
anything  winatural  or  anwholeaome  in  the  touch 
of  Florenoe  that  the  beautiful  Ibrm  recedes  tad 
cpntraets,  as  if  it  could  not  bear  it !  Is  there  so 
muoh  hur^y  in  this  ffoiug  «kVAy,  that  Edith,  with  a 
wave  of  her  hand,  sweeps  on,  and  is  gone ! 

Mrs.  SkewtOD,  overpowered  by  her  feelings  as  a 
n|ot|ier,  ainks  on  her  tofii  in  the  Gleopaln.  attitude, 
when  the  clatter  of  the  chariot  wheels  is  lost,  and 
sjieds  several  tesrsf  The  M^or«  oomtng  with  the 
rest  of  the  company  Irom  table,  eodeatowra  to  dqbi« 
iort  beri  but  she  will  uot  be  GomAivted  on  any  terms, 
■ad  so  the  Afajor  takes  bis  leave.  Couida  Feofrix 
takes  his  leaver  and  Mr.  Carker  tokes  bis  leava 
The  guests  all  go  away.  Cleopotm,  left  alone,  Ms 
9,  litUt  |^id4y  Irom  her  sUoi^  emolioii,  end  ftJls 


Giddiness  prevails  below  stairs  too.  The  vtrj 
taU  young  m^a  whose  ezeitement  tame  on  so  jSOob, 
sppeare  to  have  his  head  glued  to  the  table  in  the 
puitry,  and  oamiot  be  detached  from  it  A  violent 
revulsion  hen  taken  plaoe  in  the  niirito  of  Mrs. 
Perch,  who  is  low  on  aoooont  of  Mr.  Peiohy  and 
tolls  cook  that  she  fears  he  is  not  so  much  attached 
to  his  home  as  he  need  to  be,  when  they  were  only 
nine  in  Suajfy,  Mr.  Towlinson  ha«  a  singing  an 
his  ears  sad  a  large  wheel  gofaigp  round  and  round 
inside  his  head.  The  houseftukid  wishes  it  wasn't 
wicked  to  wish  that  one  was  dead. 

There  is  a  general  delusion,  likewise,  In  these 
Ipwer  regipne,  on  the  lubgeet  of  time ;  everybody 
opneeiving  that  it  ought  to  be,  at  the  esrliest,  ten 
o'clock  at  night,  whcreti  it  is  net  ypt  three  in  the 
aAernoon.  A  shadowy  idea  of  wickedneea  cenn- 
mitted  haunts  every  individual  in  the  party ;  and 
each  one  secret^  thinks  the  other  a  companion  in 
gnih,  whom  it  would  be  agreeable  to  avoid.  No 
man  or  woman  has.  the  hwdihood  to  hint  at  the 
prsjeeted  visit  to  the  play.  Any  one  reviving  the 
notion  of  the  baUr  weald  be  scooted  as  a  malignant 
idiot 

Mrs.  Skewton  sleeps  up^tairs^  two  hours  after, 
wards,  sad  naps  are  not  yet  over  in  the  kitchen. 
The  hatehmenta  in  the  dining*foem  look  down  on 
crumbs,  diit^  pUtee,  spilliogs  of  wine,  halilthawed 
iee^  stale,  disoelonred  heeUape,  scraps  of  lobster, 
dnimstioks  of  fowls,  aad  pensive  jellivs^  gradually 
resolving  themselves  into  a  lulwwafm,  gummy 
A>up.  The  marriage  is^  by  this  time,  almost  a» 
denuded  of  ite  show  and  garnish  as  the  break&st 
Mr.  Dombey*s  servonto  moralise  so  muob  about  it, 
aad  are  so  rc^wntont  cifv  their  early  tee,  at  home, 
that  by  eight  o'clock  or  so,  they  settle  down  into 
confirmed  seriousness ;  and  Mr.  Perch,  aniving  i^t 


that  time  ftom  the  eity,  ftesh  end  joenlir,  wftk  i 
white  waistcoat  and  a  comic  song,  ready  to  spen 
the  evening,  and  prepared  for  any  amoant  of  diisi 
pation,  is  amaied  to  find  himssn  ooldlv  reoeivec 
and  Mra.  Perch  but  poorly,  and  to  have  the  pleasiii 
duty  of  esoorting  that  lady  home  by  tlie  nes 
omnibus. 

Night  closes  in.  Florence,  hovlag  ramble 
throi^  the  handiome  house,  (torn  room  to  roon 
seeks  her  own  chamber,  where  the  cars  ef  Edit 
has  surrounded  her  with  luxuries  and  eomforti 
and  divesting  herself  of  her  handsome  dress,  po 
on  her  old  simple  mourning  for  dear  Paul,  and  sii 
down  to.read,  with  Diogenes  winking  and  blinkixi 
on  the  grauad  beside  her.  But  Fmrenoe  cannt 
read  to-night  The  house  seems  strange  and  ne^ 
and  there  are  hmd  echoes  in  .it  There  is  a  shade 
on  her  heart:  pbe  knows  net  why  or  what  t  but 
is  heavy.  Florence  shuta  her  book,  and  gruff  Di 
genbs,  who  thkes  that  for  a  signal,  finto  his  pav 
upon,  her  lap,  and  rubs  bis  ears  against  her  cores 
lag  hands,  fitat  Florence  cannot  ese  blm  plainl; 
in  a  Httb  time,  for  there  is  a  mIsC  betweea  hi 
eyes  aad  him,  aad  her  dead  brother  and  dea 
mother  shine  in  it  like  sngeiSk  Waher,  tooi  pn 
wandering,  shipwrecked  boy,  oh,  where  is  he  I 

The  mjot  don't  know ;  that 'a  for  oertain;  on 
don't  care.  The  Major,  having  •choked  and  slnn 
bered  all  the  afternoon,  has  taken  a  late  dinner  i 
hie  dubi  and  now  eite  over  his  pint  of  wine,  drivii 
a  modest  young  roan,  with  a  fMi-^oIoured  ftce,  i 
the  neit  table  (who  would  give  a  handsome  sum 
be  able  to  ribe  and  go  away,  but  namiot  do  it)  to  tl 
verge  of  madness,  by  anecdotes  of  Bagslock,  Sir,  i 
Dombey's  wedding,  and  Old  Joe's  devlKsh  gotl 
manly  friend,  Lord  Feeniz.  White  Cousin  Feeni 
who  ought  to  be  at  Long's,  aad  in  bed,  finds  hii 
self,  inSead,  at  a  gamingtable,  where  bte  will 
levB  have  taken  hhn,  perhaps,  in  his  own  despite. 

I^ight,  Uke^a  giant,  fifls  tlie  eburoh,  from  par 
meat  to  roof,  and  holds  dominion  throe^  the  sile 
houm.  Pale  dawn  again  comes  peeping  throni 
the  window*}  and,  gtvlog  place  to  di^,  eeee  nig 
withdraw  into  the  vaults,  and  fellows  it,  and  driv 
It  out,  and  hides  among  the  deadk  The  timid  mi< 
again  oewer  dese  toother,  when  the  great  do 
cteshes,  and  Mr^  Sownde  and  Mm.  Mi^  Ireadii 
the  drole  of  their  dally  lives,  unbroken  oe  a  on 
rtage  ring,  come  in.  Again,  the  oeeked  bat  ai 
the  mortmed  bonnet  stand  in  the  back  greand 
the  marriage  hour ;  and  again  thte  man  toketh  tl 
woman,  add  thie  woman  toketh  this  man,  oa  tl 
sotemn  torms : 

•"Tb  have  aad  to  hold,  from  this  day  forward,^ 
belter  for  worse,  for  richer  for  ponrer,  in  eiduM 
aad  in  hbalth,  to  love  and  to  cherish, until  deafot 
them  part" 

The  very  Words  that  Mr.  Carker  ridee  kito  tei 
repeating,  with  his  mouth  stretched  to  the  utmo 
OS  he  picks  his  dainty  way. 


Paul  goes  home  for  the  Holiiayi. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 


THE  WOODEN  MIDSHIPMAN  GOES  TO  PIECES. 


HoifigT  Captain  CoUle,  aa  tha  weeks  flew  over 
ium  ia  bis  fortified  retreat,  by  no  loeeps  abated  aoy 
of  his  prudeoit  |iirovi«pBS  a^ainsl  surprise,  becaase 
of  tlw  ooB^ppearance  of  tbe  eaeroy.  The  Captain 
npMi  thtt  hie  present  security  was  too  profound 
and  wonderful  to  endure  muoh  longer;  he  knew 
tku  vben  the  wind  stood  in  a  fair  quarter*  the 
vatlieroock  was  seldom  nailed  tiiere ;  and  he  was 
toovoU  aoqojiiBted  with  the  determined  and  danot- 
ka  character  of  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  to  doubt  that 
tbtt  hsioic  wpman  had  devoted  herself  to  the  teak 
of  hii  discovery  and  capture.  Trembling  beneath 
^  veight  of  these  reasons,  Captain  Cuttle  lived 
ivtty  dose  and.  retired  liie ;  seldom  stirring  abroad 
wU  after  dark ;  venturing  even  then  only  into  the 
otwMuest  streets ;  never  going  forth  at  ell  on  Sun- 
^|i;  tad  both  witiun  and  without  the  walls  of  his 
iUfnt,  avoiding  bonnets,  as  if  tliey  were  worn  by 
ntu{  lions. 

The  Captain  never  dreamed  that  in  the  event  of 
^  being  pounced  upon  by  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  in 
^  wtlks,  it  would  be  possible  to  offer  rcsistanee. 
jbfck  that  it  could  not  be  done.  He  saw  himself, 
m  his  mind's  eye,  put  meekly  into  a  hackney-coach, 
iwi  carried  off  to  his  old  lodgings.  He  foresaw 
lit,  once  iiQinured  there,  he  was  a  lost  man :  his 
^fone;  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  watchful  of  him  day 
tad  night;  reproaches  heaped  upon  his  head,  be- 
bethe  in&nt  family ;  himself  the  guilty  object  of 
■^pickn  and  distrust:  an  ogre  in  the  children*s 
yoftaod  in  their  mother's  a  deteeled  traitor. 

A  violent  perspiration,  and  a  lowness  of  spirits, 
ilvajrs  came  over  the  Captain  as  this  gloomy  pic- 
■eproseoted  Uself  to  his  imagination,  It  geoer- 
>flr  did  BO  previous  to  his  stealing  out  of  doors  at 
^t  for  air  and  exerciae.  Sensible  of  the  risk  he 
^  the  Captain  took  leave  of  Rob,  at  those  times, 
*>tii  tbesoLeninity  which  became  a  man  who  might 
■iwer  return :  exhorting  him,  in  the  event  of  his 
fts  Captain*s)  being  l^t  sight  oC  for  a  time,  to 
Kad  in  the  paths  of  virtue,  and  keep  the  brasen 
Mraments  weU  polished. 

Btt  not  to  throw  away  a  chance ;  and  to  secure 
lUmself  a  means,  in  case  of  the  worst,  of  holding 
Munaoication  with  the  external  world ;  Captain 
^ttfe  soon  oooceived  the  happy  idea  of  teaching 
m  the  Grinder  some  secret  signal,  by  which  that 
Aereat  might  make  his  presence  and  fidelity 

£n  to  his  commander,  in  the  hour  of  adversity, 
much  eogitatioo,  the  Captain  decided  in  fa. 
iHr  ef  iastnioting  him  to  whistle  the  marine  me- 
i4[t  **0h  cheerily,  cheerily !"  and  Rob  the  Grinder 
Mtiniog  a  point  as  near  perfection  in  that  acoom* 
jMnncat  aa  a  landsman  could  hope  to  reach,  the 
Mun  impressed  theae  mysterious  instructions  on 
lb  sands 

''Kow,  my  lad,  stand  by !     If  ever  I  'm  took—" 
*Took,CB|ilaifi  T*  interposed  Roh,  with  his  round 
Jtt  vide  open. 

"AhP*  said  Captain  CotUe  darkly,  •'if  over  I 
p*  away,  meaning  to  come  hack  to  supper,  and 
n^  Mas  within  iiail  again»  twenty.ibiir  hoars 
Mv  19  Imi,  ftt  700  to  Brig  Fkee  and  whistle 


that  "re  tunc  near  my  old  moorings — not  as  if  you 
was  a  meaning  of  it,  you  understand,  but  as  if 
you  'd  dxiflsd  there,  promiscuous.  If  I  answer  in 
that  tune,  you  sheer  off,  my  lad,  and  come  back 
four-and-twenty-hours  arterwards;  if  I  answer  in 
another  tone,  do  you  stand  off  and  on,  and  wait  till 
I  throw  out  further  signals.  Do  you  understand 
them  orders  now  7'* 

'*  What  am  I  to  sUnd  off  and  on  of;  Captoin  ?** 
inquired  Rob^    ''  The  horse-road  ?" 

**  Here 's  a  smart  lad  £01  you  !'*  cried  the  Cap- 
tain, eyeing  liim  sternly,  *'  as  don't  know  his  own 
native  alphabet  i  Go  away  a  bit  and  come  back 
again  alternate — d  ^yo  understand  that  ?" 

»  Yes,  Captain/'  said  Rob. 

**  Very  good  my  lad,  then,"  said  the  Captain,  re* 
lenting.    "Doitr 

That  he  might  do  it  the  better,  Captain  Cuttle  . 
sometimes  condescended,  of  an  evening  afler  the 
shop  was  shut,  to  rehearse  this  scene :  retiring  into 
the  parlour  for  the  purpose,  as  into  the  lodgings  of 
a  supposititious  Mac  Stinger,  and  carefully  observ- 
ing the  behaviour  of  his  ally,  from  the  hole  of  espial 
he  had  cut  in  the  wall.  Rob  Uie  Grinder  discharged 
himself  of  his  duty  with  so  much  exactness  and 
judgment,  when  thus  put  to  the  proof,  that  the 
Captain  presented  him,  at  divers  times,  with  seven 
sixpences,  in  token  of  satisfUction ;  and  gradually 
felt  stealing  over  his  spirit  the  resignation  of  a  man 
who  had  made  provision  for  the  worst,  and  taken 
every  reasonable  precaution  against  an  unrelenting 
fate. 

Nevertheless,  the  Captain  did  not  tempt  ill-for- 
tune, by  being  a  whit  more  venturesome  than  be- 
fore. Though  he  considered  it  a  point  of  good 
bleeding  in  himself,  as  a  general  friend  oi  the 
family,  to  attend  Mr.  Dombey*s  wedding  (of  which 
he  had  heard  from  Mr.  Perch),  and  to  show  that 
gentleman  a  pleasant  and  approving  countenance 
from  the  gallery,  he  had  repaired  to  the  church  in 
a  hackney  cabriolet  with  both  windows  up ;  and 
might  have  scrupled  ^vcn  to  make  that  venture,  in 
his  dread  of  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  but  that  the  lady*s 
'attendance  on  the  ministry  of  the  Reverend  Mel- 
ohisedech  rendered  it  peculiarly  unlikely  that  she 
would  be  found  in  communion  with  the  Establish- 
ment. 

The  Captain  got  safe  home  again,  and  fell  into 
the  ordinary  routine  of  his  new  L|fe,  without  en- 
countering  any  more  direct  alarm  trom  the  enemy, 
than  was  suggested  to  him  by  the  daily  bonnets  in 
the  street.  But  other  subjects  began  to  lie  heavy 
on  the  Captain*  s  mind.  Walter's  ship  was  still  an- 
heard  o£  No  news  came  of  old  Sol  Gills.  Florence 
did  not  even  know  of  the  old  roan*s  disappearance, 
and  (Captain  Cnttle  had  not  the  heart  to  tell  her. 
Indeed  the  Captain,  as  his  own  hopes  of  the  gener* 
ons,  handsome,  gaUant-hearted  youth,  whom  he 
had  loved,  according  to  his  rough  manner,  from  a 
ohild,  began  to  fade,  and  faded  more  and  more  Urom. 
day  to  day,  shrunk  with  instinctive  pain  from  the 
thought  of  exchanging  a  word  with  Florence.  If 
he  had  had  good  news  to  eairy  to  her,  the  honesl 
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Captain  woald  have  braved  the  newlj  decorated, 
house  and  splendid  furniture  —  though  these,  con- 
nected  with  the  lady  he  had  seen  at  church,  were 
awful  to  him  —  and  made  his  way  into  her  pre- 
sence. With  a  dark  horizon  gathering  around 
their  common  hopes,  howeTer,  that  darkened  every 
hour,  the  Captain  almost  felt  as  if  he  were  a  new 
misfortune  and  affliction  to  her ;  and  was  scarcely 
less  afraid  of  a  visit  from  Florence,  than  from  Mrs. 
Mac  Stinger  herself 

It  was  a  chill  dark  autumn  evening,  and  Captain 
Cuttle  had  ordered  a  fire  to  be  kindl^  in  the  little 
back  parlour,  now  mere  than  ever  like  the  cabin 
of  a  ship.  The  rain  fell  fast,  and  the  wind  blew 
hard ;  and  straying  out  on  tho  housetop*  by  that 
stormy  bedroom  of  his  old  friend,  to  take  an  obser> 
vation  of  the  weather,  the  Captain's  heart  died 
within  him,  when  he  saw  how  wild  and  desolate  it 
was.  Not  that  he  associated  the  weather  of  that 
time  with  poor  Walter^s  destiny,  or  doubted  that  if 
Providence  had  doomed  him  to  be  lost  and  shlp- 
wreeked,  it  was  over,  long  o^o ;  but  that  beneath 
an  outward  influence,  quite  distinct  from  the  sub- 
ject-matter of  his  thoughts,  the  Captain's  spirits 
sank,  and  his  hopes  turned  pale,  as  those  of  wiser 
men  had  oAen  done  before  him,  and  will  often  do 
again. 

Captain  Cottle,  addressing  his  face  to  the  sharp 
wind  and  slanting  rain,  looked  up  at  the  heavy  send 
that  was  flying  rast  over  the  wilderness  of  house- 
tops, and  looked  for  something  cheery  there  in  vain. 
The  prospect  near  at  hand  was  no  better.  In  sun- 
dry tea-chests  and  other  rough  boxes  at  his  feet, 
the  pigeons  of  Rob  the  Grinder  were  cooing  like  so 
many  dismal  breezes  getting  up.  A  crazy  wea- 
thercock of  a  midshipman,  with  a  telescope  at  his 
eye,  once  visible  from  tlM  street,  but  long  bricked 
out,  creaked  and  oomplainftd  upon  his  rusty  pivot 
as  the  shrill  blast  spun  him  round  and  round,  and 
sported  with  him  cruelly.  Upon  the  Captain's 
coarse  blue  vest  the  cold  rain-drops  started  like 
steel  beads ;  and  he  could  hardly  maintain  himself 
aslant  agoinst  the  stiff  Nor'  Wester  that  came 
pressing  against  him,  importunate  to  topple  him 
over  the  parapet,  and  tlirow  him  on  the  pavement 
below.  If  there  were  any  Hope  alive  that  even- 
ing, the  Captain  thought,  as  bo  held  his  hat  on,  it 
certainly  kept  house,  and  wara't  out^of  doors ;  so 
the  Captain,  shaking  his  head  in  a  despondent  man- 
ner, went  in  to  look  for  it. 

CapUin  Cuttle  descended  slowly  to  the  little  back 
parlour,  and,  seated  in  his  accustomed  chair,  looked 
for  it  in  the  fire ;  but  it  was  not  there,  though  the 
fire  was  bright  lie  took  out  his  tobacco-box  and 
pipe,  and  composing  himself  to  smoke,  looked  for 
it  in  the  red  glow  from  the  bowl,  and  in  the  wreaths 
of  vapour  that  curled  upward  fhrni  his  lips ;  but 
there  was  not  s^  much  as  an  atom  of  tlie  rust  of 
Hope's  anchor  in  either.  He  tried  a  glass  of  grog ; 
but  melancholy  truth  was  at  the  bottom  of  that  well, 
and  he  couldn't  finish  it'  He  made  a  turn  or  two 
in  the  shop,  and  looked  for  Hope  among  the  instru- 
ments ;  but  they  obstinately  worked  out  reckonings 
for  the  missing  ship,  in  spite  of  any  opposition  he 
could  offer,  that  ended  at  the  bottom  of  the  lone 
sea. 

The  wind  still  rushing,  and  the  rain  still  patter- 
ing, against  the  closed  shutters,  the  Captain  brought 
to  befoee  the  woc»den  Midshipman  upon  the  coun. 
tar,  and  thought,  as  he  dried  the  little  officer's  uni- 
form with  his  sleeve,  how  manv  years  the  Midship, 
man  had  teen,  during  which  few  ohanges— hardly 


any — had  transpired  among  his  ship*s  compani 
how  the  changes  had  come  all  together  one  day,  a 
it  might  be ;  and  of  what  a  sweeping  kind  the; 
were.  Here  was  the  little  society  of  the  back  pai 
lour  broken  op,  and  scattered  far  and  wide.  Her 
was  no  audience  for  Lovely  Peg,  even  if  there  hn 
been  anybody  to  sing  it,  which  there  was  net ;  fa 
tbe  Captain  was  as  morally  certain  that  nobody  be 
he  could  execute  that  ballad,  as  he  was  that  he  ha 
not  the  spirit,  tmder  existing  circurastanoes,  to  ai 
tempt  it  There  vms  no  bright  fiioe  of  **  Wal'r  "  i 
the  house ; — here  tbe  Captain  transferred  bis  sleei 
for  a  moment  from  the  Midshipman's  uniform  i 
his  own  cheek ; — the  familiar  wig  and  buttons  o 
Sol  Gills  were  a  vision  of  the  past ;  Richard  Whi 
tington  was  knocked  on  the  bead ;  and  everv  pis 
and  project,  in  connexion  with  the  Mtd^ipmai 
lay  drifting,  without  mast  or  rudder,  on  the  wasi 
of  waters. 

As  the  Captain,  with  a  dejected  fkoe,  stood  r 
volving  these  thoughts,  and  polishing  the  Midshl] 
man,  partly  in  the  tenderness  of  ola  aeqtiaintane 
and  partly  in  the  absence  of  bis  mind,  a  knockii 
at  the  shop-door  communicated  a  frirhtfbl  start 
the  frame  of  Rob  the  Grinder,  seated  on  the  ooai 
ter.  Whose  large  eyes  had  been  intently  fixed  en  tl 
Captain's  face,  and  who  had  been  debating  with 
himself,  for  the  five  hundredth  time,  whethef  tl 
Captain  could  have  done  a  murder,  that  be  bad  su( 
an  evil  conscience,  and  was  always  runmng  awa 

**  What 's  that !"  said  CapUin  Cuttle,  eolUy. 

'*  Somebody's  knuckles,  Captain,"  answered  R 
the  Grinder. 

The  Captain^  with  an  abashed  and  guilty  a 
immediately  sneaked  on  tip-toe  to  the  little  perk 
and  locked  himself  in.  Rob,  opening  the  doi 
would  have  parleyed  with  the  visitor  on  the  thn 
hold  if  the  visitor 'had  come  in  f<imale  guise;  t 
the  figure  being  of  the  male  sex,  and  Rob's  onh 
only  applying  to  women,  Rob  held  the  door  op 
and  ollowed  it  to  enter:  which  it  did  verj^ quick 
glad  to  get  out  of  the  driving  rain. 

**  A  job  for  Burgess  and  Co.  at  any  rate,"*  m 
the  visitor  looking  over  his  shoulder  compassi^ 
ately  at  his  own  legs,  which  were  rety  wet  a 
covered  with  splashes.  **  Oh,  how-de-do,  Mr.  GiBf 

The  salutation  was  addressed  to  the  Captain,  n 
emerging  fK>m  the  back  parlour  with  a  moart  tn 
parent  and  utterly  fbtile  affectation  of  eoming' 
by  accident 

"  Thankee,"  the  gentleman  w«nt  on  to  any  in 
same  breath ;  **  I  *m  very  well  indeed,  myaelf;  I 
much  obliged  to  you.  My  name  is  Toots,-— JHu 
Toots," 

The  Captain  remembered  to  have  seen  thin  ym 
gentleman  at  the  wedding,  and  made  htm  m  b 
Mr.  Toots  replied  with  a  chuckle ;  and  being  i 
harrassed,  as  he  generally  was,  breathed  hi 
shook  bands  with  the  Captain  for  a  long'  time,  i 
then  fiilling  on  Rob  tbe  Grinder,  in  the  abeenee 
any  otlier  resource,  shook  hamis  with  him  in  a  n 
affectionate  and  cordial  manner. 

^  I  say !  I  should  like  to  speak  a  word  to  i 
Mr.  Gills,  if  you  please,"  said  Toots  at  Hngth,  m 
surprising  presence  of  mind.  **  I  say !  Biaaa  0, 
M.Voaknow!" 

The  Captain,  with  resp<»sive  gfavity  «ih|  ■ 
tery,  immediately  waved  his  hook  towards  tbe 
tie  parlour,  whither  Mr.  Toota  followed  him* 

"Oh!   I  beg  yoor  pardon  though,**    aaid 
Toots,  lookinj(  up  in  the  Captain^  Ihee  a«  h* 
dowA  in  a  chair  by  the  fir^vtaiah  tb«  Oip( 
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lioed  ibrhim;  **  joa  drniU  happtn  to  know  the 
:3nekeD  at  all ;  do  yoo,  Mr.  Gills  7** 
•*Tbe  Chickon  7**  said  the  Captaia. 
*•  The  Game  Chicken,*'  said  Mr.  Toots. 
The  CipUin  shaking  bis  head,  Mi>.  Toota  et- 
ihined  that  the  man  alladed  to  was  the  celebrated 
oblie  character  who  had  covered  himself  and  his 
oantry  with  glory  in  his  contest  with  the  Nobby 
iliropabire  One ;  but  this  piece  of  information  did 
«t  appear  to  enlighten  the  Captain  very  much. 
"Beeaoee  he*s  oataide:  that's  all,"  said  Mr. 
foots,   **Biit  it's  of  so  ooBseqnence;  he  won't 
etvery  wet,  perhaps." 
"lean  pass  the  word  for  him  in  a  moment," 

"Well,  if  yon  W9tid  hftve  the  goodness  to  let  him 
it  in  the  shop  with  yonr  yonng  man,"  chuckled 
fA  TVwti,  **  I  shoaid  be  glad ;  because,  you  know, 
^'•euily  offended,  and  the  damp 's  rather  bad  for 
ii  itamina.  i '11  call  him  in,  Mr.  Gills." 
^Ub  that,  Mr.  Toots  repairing  to  the  shop^^oor, 
nt  a  peeuliar  whistle  into  the  night,  which  pro- 
UBd  a  stoical  gentleman  in  a  shaggy  white  great- 
•(  tod  a  flat-brimmed  hat,  with  very  short  hair, 
Men  nose,  and  a  considerable  tradt  of  bare  and 
erile  country  behind  each  ear. 
*&'(  down.  Chicken,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 
The  compliant  Chicken  spat  out  some  small  pieces 
>tnw  on  which  he  was  regaling  himself^  and 
>^  n  a  fresh  supply  from  a  reserve  he  carried  in 
•hand. 

'* There  aii't  no  drain  of  nothing  short  handy,  is 
nT^said  the  Chicken,  generally.  '*  This  here 
icing  night  is  hard  lines  to  a  man  as  lives  on  bis 
idition." 

^ptain  Cottle  proffered  a  glass  of  rum,  which 
'Oiicken,  throwing  back  his  head,  emptied  into 
^f,  as  into  a  cask,  ailer  proposing  the  brief 
timent  ••  Towards  us .»"  Mr.  Toots  arid  the  Cap- 
>  retnming  then  to  the  parlour,  and  taking  their 
^  be/bre  the  fire,  Mr.  Toota  began : 
Mr.GUls^'' 
AvaA>**   said    the   Captain.     **My  name's 

Ir.  Toote  looked  greatly  disconcerted,  while  the 
tein  proceeded  gravely. 

Ctp*en  Cuttle  is  my  name,  and  England  is  my 
OB,  this  here  is  my  dwelling-place,  and  blessed 
^cation — Job,"  said  the  Captain,  as  an  index  to 
wthority. 

Oh!  I  coaldn«t  see  Mr.  Gills,  could  I?"  said 
Toots;  ••becaase— " 

If  yoa  could  see  Sol  Gills,  yoon^  gen'I'm'n," 
the  Captain,  impressively,  and  laying  his  heavy 
ion  Mr. Toota  *s  knee,  "old  Sol,  mind  you — with 
f  own  eycsi — as  you  sit  there — you  'd  be  wel- 
er  to  me,  than  a  wind  astarn,  to  a  ship  be- 
icd.  But  yon  can't  see  Sol  Gills.  And  why 
t  you  see  Sol  Gills  7"  said  the  Captain,  apprised 
be  &oe  of  Mr.  Toots  that  he  was  making  a  pro- 
d  impression  on  that  gentleman's  mind.  '*  Be- 
e  be  *s  inwisible." 

ir.  Toots  io  bis  agitation  was  going  to  reply  that 
IS  of  so  eonseqoence  at  ail.  But  he  corrected 
kI^  and  said,  **  JLor  bless  me !" 
That  these  man,"  said  the  Captain,  "has  left 
0  ebarg«  here- by  a  piece  of  writing,  but  though 
vas  a*nMat  as  i^ood  as  my  sworn  brother,  I 
V  no  more  wber«  he 's  gone,  or  why  he 's  gone ; 
» he  ts^eefc  his  nevy,  or  if  so  be  along  of  being 
'  ~  ift  his  mtnd:  than  you  do.    One 


morning  at  daybreak  he  went  over  the  side,"  srid 
the  Captain,  **  without  a  splash,  without  a  ripple. 
I  have  looked  for  that  man  high  and  low,  and  never 
sqt  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  nothing  else,  upon  him  from 
that  hour." 

**But,  good  gracious,  Miss  Dombey  don't  know— " 
Mr.  TooU  began. 

•*  Why,  I  ask  you  as  a  feeling  heart,"  said  the 
Captain,  dropping  his  voice,  **  why  shooid  she  know  ? 
why  should  she  be  made  to  know,  until  such  time 
as  there  wam't  any  help  for  it  7  She  took  to  old 
Sol  G^s,  did  that  sweet  creetur,  with  a  kindness, 
with  a  affiibility,  with  a— what 's  the  good  of  say. 
Ing  so  7  you  know  her." 

**  I  shooid  hope  so,"  chuckled  Mr.  Toots,  with  a 
conscious  blush  that  suffused  his  whole  counte- 
nance. 

**  And  you  come  here  from  her !"  said  the  Cap- 
tain. 

••  I  should  think  so,"  chuckled  Mr.  Toots. 

**  Then  all  I  need  observe,  is,"  said  the  Captain, 
**  that  you  know  a  angel,  and  are  chartered  by  a 
anffel." 

Mr.  Toots  instantly  seized  the  Captain's  hand, 
and  requested  the  favour  of  his  friendship. 

**  Upon  my  word  and  honour,"  said  Mr.  Toots, 
earnestly,  **  I  should  bo  very  much  obliged  to  jrou 
if  vou  'd  improve  my  acquaintance.  I  should  like 
to  know  you.  Captain,  very  much.  I  really  am  in 
want  of  a  friend,  I  am.  Little  Dombey  was  my 
friend  at  old  Blimber's,  and  would  have  been  now, 
if  he  'd  have  lived.  The  Chicken,"  said  Mr.  Tools, 
in  a  forlorn  whisper,  *^  is  very  well — admirable  in 
his  way — the  sharpest  man  perhaps  in  the  world ; 
there 's  not  a  move  he  isn't  4ip  to,  everybody  savfi 
so — but  I  don't  know — he's  not  everything.  So 
she  ii  an  angel.  Captain.  If  there  is  an  ansrel  any- 
where, it's  Miss  Dombey.  That's  what  1  've  al- 
ways said.  Really  though,  you  know,"  said  Mr. 
Toots,  "I  should  be  very  much  obliged  to  you  if 
you  'd  cultivate,  my  acquaintance." 

Captain  Cuttle  received  this  proposal  in  a  polite 
manner,  but  still  without  committing  himself  to  its 
acceptance ;  merely  observing  **  Aye  aye,  my  lad. 
We  shall  see,  we  shall  see ;"  and  reminding  Mr. 
Toots  of  his  immediate  mission,  by  inquinng  to 
what  he  was  indebted  for  the  honour  of  that  visit. 

"  Why  the  fact  is,"  replied  Mr.  Toots,  •*tlial  it's 
the  young  woman  I  come  from.  Not  Miss  Dombey 
— Susan  you  know." 

The  Captain  nodded  his  head  once,  with  a  grave 
expression  of  face,  indicative  of  his  regarding  that 
young  woman  with  serious  respect. 

**And  I'll  tell  you  how  It  happens,"  said  Mr. 
Toots.  **  You  know,  I  go  and  call  sometimes,  on 
Miss  Dombey.  I  don*t  go  there  on  purpose,  you 
know,  but  I  happen  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood 
very  often ;  and  when  I  find  myself  there,  why — 
why  I  call." 

••  Nat'rally,"  observed  the  Captain. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Toots.  **  I  called  this  afternoon. 
Upon  my  word  and  honour,  I  don't  think  it 's  pos- 
sible  to  form  an  idea  of  the  angel  Miss  Donibey 
was  this  afternoon." 

The  Captain  answered  with  a  jerk  of  his  head, 
implying  that  it  might  not  be  easy  to  some  people, 
but  was  quite  so,  to  him. 

••As  I  was  coming  out,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "tho 
young  woman,  in  the  most  unexpected  mannert 
took  me  into  the  pantry." 

The  Captain  seemed,  for  the  moment,  to  object  to 
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bis  prDoeedinir;  and  leaning  back  in  his  chair, 
ooked  at  Mr.  Toots  with  a  distrustful,  if  not  throat. 
;niDg-  visagfe. 

"  Wbere  she  brought  out,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  this 
lewepaper.  She  told  me  that  she  had  kept  it  from 
Miss  Dombey  all  day,  on  aocount  of  something 
:hat  was  in  it,  about  somebody  that  she  and  Dom- 
t)ey  used  to  know ;  and  than  she  read  the  passage 
Lo  me.  Very  well.  Then  she  said — wait  a  minute ; 
nrbat  was  it,  she  said  though  !** 

Mr.  Toots,  endeavourin|r  to  concentrate  his  men. 
tai, powers  on  this  queittion,  uuiotentionally  fixed 
the  Captained  eye,  and  was  so  much  discomposed  by 
its  stern  exprct^sion,  that  his  difficulty  in  resuming 
Lhe  thread  of  his  subject  was  enhanced  to  a  painful 
L:xtent. 

"Oh I"  said  Mr.  Toots  afler  long  consideration. 
'*.0h  ah !  Yes !  She  said  that  she  hoped  there  was 
ft  bare  possibility  tliat  it  niightnH  be  true;  and  that 
as  she  couldn't  very  well  come  out  herself,  without 
surprising  Miss  Dombey,  would  I  go  down  to  Mr. 
Solomon  Gills  the  IneLrumcnt-Maker's  in  this  street, 
who  was  the  parly^s  uncle,  and  ask  whether  he  be- 
lieved it  was  trne,  or  had  heard  anytJiing  else  in  the 
city.  She  said,  if  ho  couldn't  speak  to  me,  no  doubt 
Captain  Cuttle  could.  By  the  bye!"  said  Mr. 
Touts,  as  the  discovery  flashed  upon  him,  **you, 
you  know  1" 

The  Cuplain  glanced  at  tlie  newspopcr  in  Mr. 
Toots's  hand,  and  breathed  short  and  hurriedly. 

"Well,"  pursued  Mr, Toots,  "the  reason  why 
I'm  rather  late  is,  because  I  went  up  as  far  as 
Finchley  first,  to  get  some  uncommonly  fine  chick, 
weed  that  grows  there,  for  Miss  Dombey's  bird 
But  I  came  on  here,  directly  afterwards.  You  've 
seen  the  paper,  I  suppose  7" 

The  Captain,  who  had  become  cautious  of  read- 
ing  the  news,  lest  he  should  find  himself  advertised 
at  full  lengtli  by  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  shook  his 
head. 

"  Shall  I  read  the  passage  to  you  ?"  inquired  Mr. 
Tootp. 

"  The  Captain  making  a  sign  in  the  afiirmative, 
Mr.  Toots  read  as  follows,  from  the  Shipping  Intel, 
ligcnce : 

"Southampton.  The  barque  Defiance,  Henry 
James,  Commander,  arrived  in  this  port  to-day, 
with  a  cargo  of  sugar,  coflee,  and  rum,  reports  that 
being  becalmed  on  tiie  sixth  day  of  her  passage 
home  from  Jamaica,  in  '—in  such  and  such  a  lati- 
tude, you  know,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  afler  making  a 
(ecble  dash  at  the  figures,  and  tumblin?  over  them. 

"Aye  I"  cried  the  Captain,  striking  his  clenched 
hand  on  tlie  table.    "  Heave  a.head,  my  lad  !" 

"  —  latitude,"  repeated  Mr.  Tools,  with  a  star, 
tied  glance  at  the  Captain,  "  and  longitude  so-and* 
so,— *  the  look-out  observed,  half  an  hour  before 
sunset,  some  fragments  of  a  w^reck,  drifting  at 
about  tlie  distance  of  a  mile.  The  weather  being 
clear,  and  the  barque  making  no  way,  a  boat  was 
hoisted  out,  with  orders  to  inspect  the  same,  when 
they  were  found  to  consist  of  sundry  large  spars, 
and  a  part  of  the  main  rigging  of  an  English  brig, 
of  about  five  hundred  tons  burden,  togetlier  with  a 
portion  of  the  stern  on  which  the  words  and  letters 
•  Son  and  H — ^  were  yet  plainly  legible.  No  ves- 
tige of  any  dead  body  was  to  be  seen  upon  the  float- 
ing fragments.  Log  of  the  Defiance  states,  thai  a 
breeze  springing  up  in  the  night,  the  wreck  was 
seen  no  more.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  all  sur- 
uises  as  to  the  fate  of  the  missing  vessel,  ^e  Son 


and  Heir,  port  of  London,  bound  fi>r  Barbadoes,  nre 
now  set  at  rest  for  ever ;  that  sbo  broke  up  in  tho 
last  hurricane ;  and  that  every  soul  on  board  per* 
ished.' " 

Captain  Cuttle,  like  all  mankind,  little  knew  how 
much  hope  had  survived  within  him  under  disooo- 
ragement,  until  he  felt  its  death-abock.  During  tho 
reading  of  the  paragraph,  and  for  a  minute  or  two 
afterwards,  he  sat  with  his  ^ase  fixed  on  the  modest 
Mr.  Toots,  like  a  roan  entranced;  then,  suddenly 
rising,  and  putting  on  his  glazed  hat,  which,  in  his 
visitor's  honour,  he  had  laid  upon  the  table,  the  Ca{». 
tain  turned  his  back,  and  bent  his  head  down  oo 
the  little  chimney-piece. 

"Oh,  upon  my  word  and  honour,"  cried  Mr» 
Toots,  whose  tender  lieart  was  niovcd  by  the  Ca|>. 
tain's  unexpected  distress,  "  thb  is  a  most  wretched 
sort  of  afiiair  this  world  is  1  Sonaebody  's  always 
dying,  or  going  and  doing  something  uncomlorta* 
ble  in  it.  I  'm  sore  I  never  should  have  looked  for* 
ward  so  much,  to  ooming  into  my  property,  if  I  had 
known  this.  I  never  saw  such  a  world.  It's  a 
great  deal  worse  than  Blimber's." 

Captain  Cuttle,  without  altering  his  position, 
signed  to  Mr.  Toots  not  to  mind  him ;  and  present- 
ly  turned  round,  wiUi  his  glazed  hat  thrust  back 
upon  his  ears,  and  his  hand  composing  and  smooth- 
ing his  brown  fiice.    '  * 

"  Wal'r  my  dear  lad,"  said  the  Captain,  "  fare, 
well !  Wal'r  my  child,  my  boy,  and  man,  I  loved 
you!  He  warn't  my  flesh  and  blood,"  said  the 
Captain,  looking  at  the  fire-*"  I  an't  got  nene— but 
something  of  what  a  father  feels  when  he  loses  m 
son,  I  feel  in  losing  Wal'r.  For  why  ?'*  said  tJio 
Captain.  "  Because  it  an't  one  loss,  but  a  round 
dozen.  Wliere  's  that  there  young  schoolboy  with 
the  ros^  fitce  and  curly  hair,  that  used  to  be  as 
merry  m  this  here  parloar,  come  round  every  week, 
as  a  piece  of  music?  Gone  down  with  Wal'r. 
Where's  that  there  firesh  lad,  that  nothing  couldn't 
tire  nor  put  out,  and  that  sparkled  up  and  blushed 
so,  when  we  joked  him  about  Heart's  Delight,  tliat 
he  was  beautiful  to  k>ok  at?  Gone  down  with 
Wal'r.  Where 's  that  there  man's  spirit,  all  afire, 
tliat  wouldn't  see  the  old  man  hove  down  for  a 
minute,  and  cared  nothing  for  itself?  Gone  down 
with  Wal'r.  It  an't  one  Wal'r.  There  was  a 
dozen  Wal'rs  tliat  I  know'd  and  loved,  all  holding 
round  his  neck  when  he  went  down,  and  they  're 
a-holding  round  mine  now  !" 

Mr.  Toots  sat  silent :  folding  and  refolding  the 
newspaper  as  small  as  possible  upon  his  knee. 

"And  Sol  Gills,"  said  the  CapUin,  gazing  at  the 
fire,  "  poor  nevylcss  old  Sol,  where  are  you  got  to  I 
you  was  left  in  charge  of  me ;  his  last  words  was, 
*  Take  care  of  my  uncle  ;*  What  came  over  voih 
Sol,  when  you  went  and  gave  the  go-bye  to  Ked 
CutUe ;  and  what  am  I  to  put  in  my  accounts  that 
he's  a  looking  down  upon,  respecting  you!  Sol 
Gills,  Sol  Gills!"  said  the  Captain,  shaking  hii 
head  slowly,  "  catch  sight  of  that  there  newspaper, 
away  from  home,  with  no  one  as  know'd  Wal*r  by, 
to  say  a  word ;  and  broadside  to  you  broach,  mad 
down  you  pitch,  head-foremost !" 

Drawing  a  heavy  sigh,  the  Captain  turned  to  Mr. 
Toots,  and  roused  himself  to  a  sustained  conseioaft 
ness  of  that  gentleman's  presence. 

"My  lad,"  said  Uie  CapUin,  "yon  must  tell  th4 
young  woman  honestly  that  tliis  here  fatal  news  it 
too  correct.  They  don't  romance,  you  see,  od  sicl; 
pints.    It's  entered  on  the  ship's  log,  and  that^ 
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the  truest  1>ook  as  &  man  can  write.  To-morrow 
morning,**  said  the  Captain,  **I*11  step  out  and 
make  inqniries ;  but  tbcy  *1I  lead  to  no  good.  Thej 
can't  do  iU  If  vou  *I1  give  me  a  look-in  in  the  fore- 
noon,  you  ahall  Know  what  I  have  heard;  but  tell 
the  yonng  woman  from  Cap*en  Cuttle,  that  it*« 
over.  Over !"  And  the  Captain,  hooking  off  his 
glazed  hat,  pulled  his  handkerchief  out  of  tlie 
crown,  wiped  hie  grizzled  head  despairinglj,  and 
tossed  the  handkerchief  in  again,  wito  the  indiffer- 
ence of  deep  dejection. 

"Oh!  I  assure  you,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "really  I 
im  dreadfully  sorry.  Upon  my  word  I  am,  though 
I  wasnH  acquainted  with  the  party.  Do  you  think 
Miu  Dombey  will  be  very  much  affected,  Captain 
Gills— I  mean,  Mr.  Cuttle  ?** 

**Why,  Lord  love  you,"  returned  the  Captain, 
vith  something  of  compassion  for  Mr.  Toots's  in- 
Docence.  "  When  she  warn*t  no  higher  than  that, 
they  were  as  fond  of  one  another  as  two  young 
ioTes." 

•-WeTC  they  though!"  said  Mr.  Toots,  with  a 
eoRsiderably  lengthened  face. 

"They  were  made  for  one  another,"  said  the 
Captain  mournfully ;  *'  but  what  signifies  that  now  V* 

**  Upon  my  word  and  honour,"  cried  Mr.  Toots, 
blurting  out  his  words  tiirough  a  singular  combi- 
Dalion  of  awkward  chuckles  and  emotion,  "I*m 
tven  more  sorry  than  I  was  before.  You  know 
Captain  Gills,  I — I  positively  adore  Miss  Dombey ; 
—I — I  am  perfectly  sore  with  loving  her ;"  the  burst 
rilh  which  this  confession  forced  itself  out  of  the 
mbappy  Mr.  Toots,  bespoke  the  vehemence  of  his 
leeiings ;  *•  but  what  would  be  the  good  of  my  re- 
rarding  her  in  this  manner,  if  I  wasnH  truly  sorry 
^r  her  feeling  pain,  whatever  was  the  cause  of  it. 
Mine  an't  a  selfiish  affection,  you  know,"  said  Mr. 
Pootsi,  in  the  confidence  engendered  by  his  having 
>een  a  witness  of  the  Captain's  tenderness.  "  It's 
he  sort  of  thing  with  me,  Captain  Gills,  that  if  I 
iould  be  run  over — or — trampled  upon — or  —  or 
hrovn  off  a  very  high  place — or  anything  of  that 
art — for  Miss  Doml^y*s  sake,  it  would  be  the  most 
bli|^htful  thing  that  could  happen  to  me." 

AU  this;,  Mr.  Toots  said  in  a  suppressed  voice,  to 
Kvent  its  reaching  the  Jealous  ears  of  the  Chicken, 
rbo  objected  to  the  softer  emotions ;  which  effort 
i  restraint,  coupled  with  the  intensity  of  his  feel- 
Dgs,  made  him  red  to  the  tips  of  his  ears,  and 
Anted  him  to  present  such  an  affecting  spectacle 
f  disinterested  love  to  the  eyes  of  Captain  Cuttle, 
hat  the  good  Captain  patted  him  consolingly  on 
be  back,  and  bade  him  cheer  up. 

"Thankee  CapUin  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "it's 
lind  of  yoo,  in  the  midst  of  your  own  troubles,  to 
sy  so.  I  *m  very  much  obliged  to  you.  As  I  said 
efore,  I  really  want  a  friend,  and  should  be  glad 
9  have  your  acquaintance.  Although  I  am  very 
refl  off,*'  said  Mr.  Toots  with  energy,  "you  can't 
Innk  what  a  miserable  Beast  I  am.  The  hollow 
lowdv  you  know,  when  they  see  me  with  the 
Thicken,  and  characters  of  distinction  like  that, 
oppose  xne  to  be  happy;  but  I'm  wretched.  I 
offer  for  Miss  Dombey,  Captain  Gills.  I  can't  get 
broagh  my  meals ;  I  have  no  pleasure  in  my  tai- 
pr;  I  often  cry  when  I'm  alone.  I  assure  yon 
t*ll  be  a  satisfifcCtion  to  me  to  come  back  to-mor- 
ow,  or  to  come  back  fifty  times." 

Mr.  Toots,  with  these  words,  shook  the  Captain's 
ttiid;  and  disguising  such  traces  of  his  agitation 
it  eo«ld  be  disguised  on  so  short  a  notice,  before 


the  Chicken's  penetrating  glance,  rejoined  that 
eminent  gentleman  in  the  shop.  The  Chicken, 
who  was  apt  to  be  jealous  of  his  ascendancy,  eyed 
Captain  Cuttle  with  anything  but  favour  as  he  took 
leave  of  Mr.  Tools,  but  followed  his  patron  without 
being  otherwise  demonstrative  of  his  ili.will  :  Icav- 
ing  the  Captain  oppressed  with  sorrow ;  and  Rob 
the  Grinder  elevated  with  joy,  on  account  of  having 
had  the  honour  of  staring  for  nearly  half  an  hour, 
at  the  conqueror  of  the  Nobby  Shropshiro  One. 

Long  after  Rob  was  fast  asleep  in  his  bed  under 
the  counter,  the  Captain  sat  looking  at  tlie  fire ; 
and  long  aflor  there  was  no  fire  to  look  at,  tlic  Cap- 
tain sat  gazing  on  the  rusty  bars,  with  unavailing 
thoughts  of  Walter  and  old  Sol  crowding  UirougJi 
his  mind.  Retirement  to  the  stormy  chamber  at 
the  top  of  the  house  brought  no  rest  with  it ;  and 
the  Captain  rose  up  in  tiie  morning,  sorrowful  and 
unrefreshcd. 

As  soon  as  the  city  offices  were  opened,  the  Cap. 
tain  issued  forth  to  the  counting-house  of  Dombey 
and  Son.  But  there  was  no  opening  of  Uie  Mid- 
shipman's windows  that  morning.  Rob  the  Grinder, 
by  the  Captain's  orders,  Icfl  the  shutters  closed,' 
and  the  house  was  as  a  bouse  of  death. 

It  chanced  that  Mr.  Carker  was  entering  the 
office,  as  Captain  Cuttle  arrived  at  the  door.  Re- 
ceiving  the  Manager's  benison  gravely  and  silently. 
Captain  Cuttle  made  bold  to  accompany  him  into 
his  own  room. 

"  Wtll,  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  taking 
up  his  usual  position  before  the  fire-place,  and 
keeping  on  his  hat,  "  this  is  a  bad  business." 

"  You  have  received  tlie  news  aa  was  in  print 
yesterday.  Sir  ?"  said  the  Captain. 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Carker,  "  we  have  received  it  I 
It  was  accurately  stated*  The  onder.writors  suffer 
a  considerable  loss.  We  are  very  sorry.  Ko  help ! 
Such  is  life !" 

Mr.  Carker  pared  his  nails  delicately  with  »  pen- 
knife,  and  smiled  at  the  Captain,  who  was  stauding 
by  the  door  looking  at  him. 

"I  excessively  regret  poor  Gay,"  said  Carker, 
**  and  the  crew.  I  understand  there  were  some  of 
oar  very  best  men  among  'em.  It  always  happens 
80.  Many  men  with  families  too.  A  comfort  to 
reflect  that  poor  Gay  had  no  family,  Captain  Cut- 
Ue!"  ^ 

The  Captain  stood  rubbing  his' chin,  and  lookinf^ 
at  the  Manager.  The  Manager  glanced  at  the  un- 
opened  letters  lying  on  his  desk,  and  took  up  the 
newspaper. 

"Is  there  anything  I  can  do  for  you.  Captain 
Cuttle  r'  he  asked,  looking  off  it,  with  a  smiling 
and  expressive  glance  at  the  door. 

"  I  wish  you  could  set  my  mind  at  rest.  Sir,  on 
something  it 's  uneasy  about,"  returned  the  Captain. 

"Aye!"  exclaimed  the  Manager,  "what's  that? 
Come,  Captain  Cuttle,  I  must  trouble  you  to  be 
quick,  if  you  please.     I  am  much  engaged." 

"  Lookc'e  here,  Sir,"  said  the  Captain,  advancing 
a  step.  "  Afore  my  friend  Wal'r  went  on  this  here 
disastrous  voyago ** 

"Come,  come.  Captain  Cuttle,"  interposed  the 
smiling  Manager,  "don't  talk  about  disastrous 
voyages  in  that  way.  We  have  nothing  to  do  witl» 
disastrous  voyages  here,  my  good  fellow.  You 
must  have  begun  very  early  on  your  day's  allow- 
ance. Captain,  if  you  don't  remember  that  there  are 
hazards  in  all  voyages,  whether  by  sea  or  land. 
You  are  not  made  uneasy  by  the  supposition  that 
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young  what  Vhifl-naTne  was  loet  in  bad  weather 
that  WM  got  up  against  him  in  these  offices,  are 
you?  Fie,  Captain!  Sleep,  and  soda-water,  are 
the  best  cures  for  such  uneasiness  as  that*' 

•*  My  lad,"  returned  the  Captain,  slowly, — •*  you 
are  a'most  a  lad  to  me,  and  so  I  don't  ask  your  par- 
don  for  that  slip  of  a  word, — if  you  find  any  plea. 
sure  in  this  here  sport,  you  an*t  the  gentleman  I 
took  you  for.  And  if  you  an't  the  gentleman  I 
took  you  for,  may  be  my  mind  has  call  to  be  un. 
easy.  Now  this  is  what  it  is,  Mr.  Carker. — Afore 
that  poor  lad  went  away,  according  to  orders,  he 
told  me  that  he  warn't  a  going  away  for  his  own 
good,  or  for  promotion,  he  know*d.  It  was  my  be- 
lief tliat  he  was  wrong,  and  I  told  him  so,  and  I 
come  here,  your  head  governor  being  absent^  to  ask 
a  question  or  two  of  yuu  in  a  civil  way,  for  my  own 
satisfaction.  Them  Questions  you  answered — free. 
Now  it 'ill  ease  my  mind  to  know,  when  all  is  over, 
as  it  is,  and  when  what  can'i  be  cured  must  be 
endoored — for  which,  as  a  scholar,  you  'II  overhaul 
the  book  it's  in,  and  thereof  make  a  note — to  know 
once  more,  in  a  word,  that  I  warn't  mistaken ;  that 
I  warn't  back'ard  in  my  duty  when  I  didn't  tell  the 
old  man  what  Wal'r  told  me ;  and  that  the  wind 
was  truly  in  his  sail,  when  he  highsted  of  it  for 
Barbadoes  Harbour.  Mr.  Carker,"  Bud  tlio  Cap. 
tain,  in  the  goodness  of  his  nature,  **  when  I  was 
here  last,  we  was  very  pleasant  together.  If  I  ain't 
been  altogether  so  pleasant  myself  this  morning,  on 
account  of  this  poor  lad,  and  if  I  have  chafed  again 
anv  observation  of  yours  that  I  might  have  fended 
ofi,  my  name  is  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  and  I  ask  your  par. 
don." 

*' Captain  Cuttle,'*  returned  the  Manager,  with 
all  possible  politeness,  **  I  must  ask  you  to  do  me  a 
favour." 

*«And  what  is  it,  Sir  7"  inquired  the  CapUin. 

**■  To  have  the  goodness  to  walk  off,  if  yoU  please," 
rejoined  the  Manager,  stretching  forth  his  arm, 
••  and  to  carry  ^our  jargon  somewhere  else." 

Every  knob  in  the  Captain's  fkce  turned  white 
with  astonishment  and  indignation ;  even  the  red 
rim  on  his  forehead  faded,  like  a  rainbow  among 
the  gathering  clouds. 

**I  tell  you  what,  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  the 
Manager,  shaking  bis  forefinger  at  him,  and  show, 
ing  him  all  his  teeth,  but  still  amiably  smiling,  ^  1 
was  much  too  lenient  with  you  when  you  came  here 
before.  You  belong  to  an  artful  and  audacious  set 
of  people.  In  my  desire  to  save  young  what's-his. 
name  from  being  kicked  out  of  this  place,  neck  and 
crop,  jny  good  Captain,  J  tolerated  ^ou;  but  for 
once,  and  only  once.    Now,  go,  my  friend !" 

The  Captain  was  absolutely  rooted  to  the  ground, 
and  speechless. 

**  €ro,"  said  the  good-humoured  Manager,  gather, 
ing  up  his  skirts,  and  standing  astride  upon  the 
lieartii.rug,  **  like  a  sensible  fellow,  and  let  us  have 
no  turning  out,  or  any  such  violent  measures.  If 
Mr.  DomW  were  here.  Captain,  you  might  be 
obliged  to  leave  in  a  more  ignominious  manner, 
possiblj.    I  merely  say.  Go !" 

The  Captain,  laying  his  ponderous  hand  upon 
his  chest,  to  assist  himself  in  fetching  a  deep 
breath,  looked  at  Mr.  Carker  from  head  to  foot,  and 
looked  round  the  little  room,  as  if  he  did  not  clearly 
understand  where  he  was,  or  in  what  company. 

**  You  are  deep.  Captain  Cuttle !"  pursued  Car. 

ker,  with  the  easy  and  vivacious  frankness  of  a  man 

of  the  world  who  knew  the  world  too  well  to  be 

W  ni&ed  bv  anv  discovery  of  misdoinff.  when  it  did 


not  inimediately  concern  himself;  ''but  you  an 
not  quite  out  of  soundings,  either — ^neither  you  no 
your  absent  friend,  Captain.  What  have  you  dooi 
with  your  absent  friend,  hey  ?" 

Again  the  Captain  laid  his  hand  upon  hit  chesi 
Afler  drawing  another  deep  breath,  be  conjurei 
himself  to  **  stand  by !"    But  in  a  whisper— 

"  You  hatch  nice  little  plots,  and  hold  nice  littl 
councils,  and  make  nice  little  appointments,  aD< 
receive  nice  little  visitors,  too.  Captain,  bey?"  sai 
Carker,  bending  his  brows  upon  him,  without  show 
ing  his  teeth  any  the  less ;  '*  but  it  *s  a  bold  mei 
sure  to  come  here  afterwards.  Not  like  your  dij 
cretion !  You  conspirators,  and  hiders,  and  rui 
ners-away,  should  know  better  than  that  AVi 
you  oblige  me  by  going  7" 

**  My  lad,"  gasped  the  Captain,  in  a  choked  an 
trembling  voice,  and  with  a  curious  action  goin 
on  in  the  ponderous  fist,  *'  there 's  a  many  words 
could  wish  to  say  to  you,  but  I  don't  rightly  kno 
where  they  Ve  stowed  just  at  present.  My  yoan 
friend,  Wal'r,  was  drownded  only  last  night,  a 
cording  to  my  reckoning,  and  it  puts  roe  out,  yc 
see.  But  you  and  me  will  come  alongside  o'  oi 
another  again,  my  lad,"  said  the  Captain,  holdio 
Up  his  hook,  **  if  we  live." 

**  It  will  be  anything  but  shrewd  in  you,  n 
good  fellow,  if  we  do !"  returned  the  Manage 
with  the  same  frankness;  '^fbr  you  may  rely, 
give  you  fair  warning,  upon  my  detecting  and  e 
posing  you.  I  don't  pretend  to  be  a  more  mor 
man  than  my  neighbours,  my  good  Captain »  b 
the  confidence  of  this  house,  or  of  any  member  < 
this  house,  is  not  to  be  abused  and  undermine 
while  I  have  eyes  and  ears.  Good  day !"  said  SA 
Carker,  nodding  his  head. 

Captain  Cuttle,  looking  at  him  steadily  (M 
Carker  looked  full  as  steadily  at  the  Captain),  we 
out  of  the  office  and  left  him  standing  astride  befo 
the  fire,  as  calm  and  pleasant  as  if  tliere  were  i 
more  spots  upon  his  soul  than  on  his  pure  wbi 
linen,  and  his  smooth  sleek  skin. 

The  Captain  glanced,  in  passing  through  t 
outer  counling.house,  at  the  desk  where  he  kac 
poor  Walter  had  been  used  to  sit,  now  occupied ' 
another  young  boy,  with  a  face  almost  as  fresh  a 
hopeful  as  his  on  the  day  when  they  tapped  t 
famous  last  bottle  but  one  of  the  old  Madeira, 
the  little  back  parlour.  The  association  of  ide< 
thus  awakened,  did  the  Captain  a  great  deal 
good :  it  softened  him  in  the  very  height  of  1 
anger,  and  brought  the  tears  into  bis  eyes. 

Arrived  at  the  Wooden  Midshipnuin^s  again,  a 
sitting  down  in  a  corner  of  the  dark  shop,  theG 
tain's  indignation,  strong  as  it  was,  could  make 
head  against  his  grief.  Passion  seemed  not  oc 
to  do  wrong  and  violence  to  the  vaemorj  oft 
dead,  but  to  be  infected  by  death,  and  to  droop  a 
decline  beside  it  All  the  living  knaves  and  Ii< 
in  the  world,  were  oothiog  to  the  honesty  and  tn 
of  one  dead  friend. 

The  only  thing  the  honest  Captain  made  ( 
clearly,  in  this  state  of  mind,  besides  the  loss 
Walter,  was,  that  with  him  almost  the  whole  wo 
of  Captain  Cuttle  had  been  drowned.  If  he 
proached  himself  sometimes,  and  keenly  too, 
having  ever  connived  at  Walter's  innocent  dec 
he  tliought  at  least  as  often  of  the  Mr.  Carker  wb 
no  sea  could  ever  render  op;  and  the  Mr.  Domb 
whom  he  now  began  to  perceive  was  as  lar  bcy« 
human  recall;  and  the  ''Heart's  DeUght***  w 
whom  he  must  never  forefather  UfaiBi  «nd  1 
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miyPqr,  tUt  teak.btti1t  tnd  trim  lm&id,thftt  had 
[ow  Mbore  opon  a  rock,  and  cplii  ioto  mere  plaakt 
ad  beama  of  rhyme.  The  Captain  aat  in  the  dark 
hap,  thinking  of  theae  thinffa,  to  the  entire  exclu- 
ioo  of  hia  own  iojary ;  a.Ddlookin|f  with  ae  aad  an 
je  opaa  the  ground,  aa  if  an  contemplation  of  their 
daal  firagoaeDta,  aa  tiiey  flented  peat  him. 

Sot  the  Captain  waa  not  onmindftj,  for  all  that, 
f  lach  decent  and  respectful  observances  in  me* 
loiy  of  poor  Walter,  aa  he  lett  within  hia  power. 
lOOiing  himaelC  and  rousing  Rob  the  Grinder  (who 
I  the  onnatnral  iwlKgbt  waa  faat  aaleop),  the  Cap^ 
liniaJliad  Ibrth  with  hia  attendant  ot  hio  heels, 
wi  the  doorJcey  in  his  pooket,  and  repairing  to 
ne  of  thoM  convenient  alopaeUing  eetabliahanenta 
f  whicii  there  ia  abimdant  choioa  at  the  eastern 
Dd  of  London,  purcfaaaed  on  the  spot  two  sarta  of 
looming — one  for  Rob  the  Grinder,  which  wns 
amenany  too  amall,  and  otie  for  himaelf,  which 
rat  immensely  too  large.  Ho  alio  provided  Rob 
iUi  a  apeciea  of  hal,  greatly  to  be  admired  &r  ita 
^flMtry  and  oaefulDeaa,  aa  well  aa  lor  a  happy 
lending  of  the  mariner  and  the  coatheaver,  which 
I  aaoally  termed  a  aoa*weater,  and  which  waa 
mwthing  of  a  novelty  hi  oomiezion  with  the  hi- 
iniment  busineaa.  In  their  aeveral  garments, 
^iadk  tfao  vendor  declared  to  be  aaoh  a  miracle  in 
Mat  of"  6t  aa  nothing  but  a  rare  combination  of 
irtnifaMia  cireitmatancea  ever  brought  ahont,  and 
ie  &Bhion  of  which  waa  napaiaUeled  within  the 
naary  of  the  oldeat  inhabitant,  the  Captain  and 
Mnder  immediately  arrayed  theaaaelvea ;  preaent- 
tg  a  apeotacie  fraught  with  wonder  to  all  who  be- 
ddit 

In  this  altered  form,  the  Captain  leeeived  Mr. 


Toola.  •»  I  'm  took  aback,  toy  lad,  at  preaent,''  and 
the  Captain,  *"  and  will  only  confirm  that  there  ill 
news.  Tell  the  young  woman  to  break  it  gentle  to 
the  young  lady,  and  for  neither  of  *em  never  to 
think  of  me  no  more — *8pecta),  mind  you,  that  ia— 
though  I  will  think  of  them,  when  night  oomea  on 
a  hurricane  and  seas  ia  mountains  fowling,  for 
which  overhaul  your  Doctor  Watta,  brother,  and 
when  found  make  a  note  on." 

The  Captain  reserved,  ontil  aome  fitter  time,  <he 
oonaideration  of  Mr.  Tooti'a  offer  of  friendahip,  and 
thua  dismissed  hinu  Captain  Cuttle*s  spirits  were 
ao  low,  in  truth,  that  ho  half  determined^  that  day, 
to  take  no  further  precautions  against  surprise  from 
Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  but  to  abandon  himself  reeklcssly 
to  chance,  and  be  indifferent  to  what  might  happen. 
As  evening  came  on,  he  fell  into  a  better  frame  t>f 
mind,  however;  and  spoke  much  of  Walter  to  Rob 
the  Grinder,  whose  attention  and  fidelity  he  like, 
wise  incidentally  commended.  Rob  did  not  blash 
to  hear  the  Captain  earnest  in  his  praises,  but  aat 
staring  at  him,  and  affecting  to  snivel  with  sympa- 
thy, and  making  a  feint  of  ^ing  virtuous,  and 
treasuring  up  every  word  he  said  (like  a  young  apy 
ai  he  was)  with  very  promising  deceit 

When  Rob  had  turned  in,  and  was  fast  asleep, 
the  Captain  trimmed  the  candle,  put  on  hia  apecta. 
cles— he  had  feh  it  appropriate  to  take  to  spectacles 
oo  entering  into  the  Instrument  Trade,  though  his 
eyes  were  like  a  hawk'a — and  opened  the  prayer, 
book  at  the  Burial  Bervioe.  And  reading  aofUy  to. 
himaelf^  in  the  little  back  parlour,  and  atopping  now 
and  then  to  wipe  hia  eyea«  the  Captain,  in  a  true 
and  aim  pie  apirit,  committed  Walter's  body  to  the 
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CONTRASTS. 


Tmif  we  our  eyes  upon  two  homes ;  not  l^ing 
fe  by  aide,  but  wkle  apart,  though  both  within 
■y  rango  and  reach  of  the  great  city  of  London. 
The  firat  ia  aitnated  in  the  green  and  wooded 
aniry  near  Norwood.  It  ia  fkot  a  manaion ;  it  is 
ao  precensiooa  ma  to  size ;  but  it  is  beautifully 
imged,  and  taatefully  kept.  The  lawn,  the  soft, 
tooth  slope,  the  fiower-garden,  the  olumpa  of  trees 
lere  grae^fbi  forma  of  aah  and  willow  are  not 
lating;  the  oonaervatory,  the  ruatie  verandah 
ith  anveet^fnelling  orecping-planta  entwined  about 
e  piOara,  the  aimple  exterior  of  the  houae,  the 
dUrdered  offieea,  though  alt  upon  the  diminutive 
Ue  proper  to  a  mere  ooiUge,  bespeak  an  amount 
ekgaat  eotnibrt  within  that  might  serve  for  a 
laee^  TMa  indication  ia  not  without  warrant; 
r,  within,  it  is  a  house  of  refinement  and  luxury. 
ieh  eoloorO)  excellently  blended,  meet  the  eye  at 
try  torn ;  in  the  furniture— ita  proportions  admi. 
Wy  devised  toauft  the  shapea  and  iiiea  of  the 
aaS  todoas ;  on  the  walla ;  opon  the  floora ;  ting. 
y  and  fobdoing  the  ligiit  that  cornea  in  through 
IS  add  gHas  doors' and  windowa  here  and  there. 
%t»  ape  •  fi>w  ehofoe  priota  and  picturee,  too ;  in 
asd  receaaea  there  ia  no  want  of  hooka ; 


on  tablea— fantaatio  dieaemen,  dice,  back.gamraon, 
cards,  and  billiarda. 

And  yet,  amidst  this  opnlenOe  of  comfort,  there 
ia  aomething  in  the  general  air  that  is  not  welL  Is 
it  that  the  carpeta  and  the  cushiona  are  too  aoft  and 
noiaeleaa,  so  that  those  who  move  or  repose  among 
them  seem  to  act  by  stealth  7  la  it  that  the  prints 
and  pioturea  do  not  commemorate  great  thoughts  or 
deeds,  or  render  nature  in  the  poetry  of  landscape, 
hall,  or  hut ;  but  are  of  one  voluptuona  eaat— mere 
shows  of  form  and  colour — and  no  more  7  Is*  it 
that  the  books  have  all  their  gold  outside,  and  that 
the  titlea  of  the  greater  part  qualify  them  to  be 
companiona  of  the  printa  and  pictures  7  Is  it  that 
the  completeness  and  the  beauty  of  the  place  ia  here 
and  there  belied  by  an  affectation  of  humility,  in 
aome  unimportant  and  inexpensive  regard,  which 
is  aa  &lae  aa  the  face  of  the  too  truly  painted  por. 
trait  hanging  yonder,  or  ita  original  at  breakfast  in 
hia  easy  chair  below  it  7  Or  ia  it  that,  with  the 
daily  breath  of  that  original  and  master  of  all  here, 
there  iaauea  forth  aome  aubtle  portion  of  himself, 
which  givea  avague  expreaaion  of  himaelf  to  every 
thing  about  him ! 

It  ia  Mr.  Carber  the  Manager  who  aito  in  the 


176 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


upon  the  table  teafa  at  the  wires  with  her  beak,  and 
goed  walking*,  upside  down,  in  its  dome-top,  sbakinjr 
her  house,  and  screeching ;  but  Mr.  Carker  is  in- 
different to  the  bird,  and  looks  with  a  oiusing  smile 
at  a  picture  on  the  opposito  wall. 

**A  most  extraordinary  accidental  likeness,  oer- 
tainly,"  says  he. 

Perhaps  it  is  a  Jano  j  perhaps  a  Potlphar*s  Wife ; 
perhaps  some  scornful  Nymph — ^aocording  as  the 
Pieture  JDealcrs  found  the  market,  when  they  christ- 
ened it.  It  is  the  figure  of  a  woman,  supremely 
handsome,  who,  turning  away,  but  with  her  face 
addressed  to  the  spectator,  flaabiss  her  pnmd  glance 
upon  him. 

It  is  like  Edith. 

With  a  passing  gesture  of  his  hand  at  the  pic 
Cure — what  I  a  menace?  No;  yet  something  like 
it  A  wave  as  ifof  triumph  7  Not,  yet  more  like  that 
An  insolent  salute  wafted  from  liis  iips  ?  No ;  yet 
like  that  too'-be  resumes  his  breakfast,  and  calls 
to  the  chafing  and  imprisoned  bird,  who,  coming 
down  into  a  pendent  gilded  hoop  within  the  cage, 
like  a  great  wedding.ring,  swings  in  it,  for  his  de. 
iight 

The  second  home  is  on  the  other  side  of  London, 
near  to  where  the  busy  great  north  road  of  bygone 
days  is  silent  and  almost  deserted,  except  by  way- 
farers who  toil  along  on  foot  It  is  a  poor,  small 
house,  barely  and  sparely  furnished,  but  very  clean  ; 
and  there  b  even  an  attempt  to  decorate  it,  shown 
in  the  homely  flowers  trained  about  the  porch  and 
in  the  narrow  garden.  The  neighbourhood  in 
which  it  stands  has  as  little  of  the  country  to  re- 
commend it,  as  it  has  of  the  town.  It  is  neither 
of  the  town  nor  country.  The  former,  like  the  gi- 
ant  in  his  travelling  boots,  has  made  a  stride  and 
passed  it,  and  has  set  his  brick-and-mortar  heel  a 
long  way  in  advance ;  but  the  intermediate  space 
between  the  gianfs  feet,  as  yet,  is  only  blighted 
country,  and  not  town ;  and  here,  among  a  few  tall 
chimneys  belching  smoke  all  day  and  night,  and 
among  the  brick-fields,  and  the  lanes  where  turf  is 
cut,  and  where  the  fences  tumble  down,  and  where 
the  dusty  nettles  grow,  and  where  a  scrap  or  two 
of  hedge  may  yet  be  seen,  and  where  the  bird- 
catcher  still  comes  occasionally,  though  he  swears 
every  time  to  come  no  more— this  second  home  is 
to  be  found. 

81ie  who  inhabits  it,  is  she  who  left  tlie  first  in 
her  devotion  to  an  outcast  brother.  She  withdrew 
from  that  home  its  redeeming  spirit,  and  from  its 
master's  breast  his  solitary  sngel :  but  though  his 
liking  for  her  is  gone,  after  tliis  ungrateful  slight 
as  he  considers  it ;  and  though  he  abandons  her 
altogether  in  retorn,  an  old  idea  of  her  is  nut  quite 
fovgotteo  oven  by  him.  Let  her  flower-garden,  in 
which  he  never  sets  his  foot,  but  which  is  yet  main, 
tained,  among  all  his  eostly  alterations,  as  if  she 
had  quitted  it  but  yesterday,  bear  witness! 

Harriet  Carker  has  changed  since  then,  and  on 
her  beauty  there  has  fillea  a  heavier  shade  than 
Time  of  his  unassisted  self  can  cast,  alUpotent  as 
he  is-^the  shadow  of  anjdety^and  sorrow,  and  the 
daily  struggle  of  a  poor  existence.  But  it  is  beauty 
still ;  and  still  a  gentle,  qoiet  and  retiring  beauty 
that  must  be  sought  out,  for  it  cannot  vaunt  itself; 
if  it  oottld,  it  would  be  what  it  is,  no  more. 

Yes.  This  slight,  small,  patient  figure,  neatly 
dressed  in  homely  stnffii,  and  indicating  nothing 
but  the  dull,  household  virtues,  tliat  have  so  little  in 
eommon  with  the  received  idea  of  heroism  and 
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shine  throagh  tho  lives  of  the  great  ones  of  tft 
earth,  when  it  becomes  a  constellation  and  i 
tracked  in  Heaven  straightway^this  slight,  sjoaaU 
patient  figure,  leaning  on  the  man  still  young  bo 
worn  and  grey,  is  she  his  sister,  who,  of  aU  th< 
world,  went  over  to  him  in  his  shame  and  put  he: 
hand  in  his,  and  with  a  sweet  oompoenre  aadde 
tMmlnation,  led  him  hopefully  upon  his  bflorrei 
way. 

"  It  is  early,  John,"  she  said.  **  Why  do  you  g< 
so  early  ?" 

**  Not  many  minutes  earlier  than  usual,  Harriet 
If  I  have  ther<  time  to  spAre,  I  should  like,  I  thin! 
-~it  *s  a  fiincy— to  walk  once  by  the  house  where  '. 
took  leave  of  him.*' 

**  I  wish  I  had  ever  seen  or  known  bitOy  John." 

**  It  is  better  as  it  is,  my  dear,  remembering  hi; 
fate." 

**  But  I  could  not  regret  it  more,  though  I  h«4 
known  him.  Is  not  your  sorrow  mine  7  And  if  ] 
had,  perhaps  you  would  feel  that  I  was  a  bette 
companion  to  you  in  speaking  about  him,  than  ] 
may  seem  nOw." 

"My  dearest  sister  1  Is  there  anything  withii 
the  range  of  rejoicing  or  regret,  in  which  I  am  no 
sure  of  your  companionship  ?" 

**  I  hope  you  think  not,  John,  for  surely  there  ii 
nothing !" 

'*  How  could  you  be  better  to  me,  or  nearer  to  mi 
then,  than  you  are  in  this,  or  anything  ?*'  said  hej 
brother.  **  I  feel  that  you  did  know  Bm,  Harriet 
and  that  you^siiared  my  feelings  towards  him." 

She  drew  the  hand  which  iiad  been  resting  on 
his  shoulder,  round  his  neck,  and  answered,  witt 
some  hesitation. 

"  No,  not  quite." 

"True,  true!"  he  said;  "you  think  I  might 
have  done  him  np  harm  if  I  had  allowed  myself  tc 
know  him  better  7" 

"Think!    I  know  it" 

"Designedly,  Heaven  knows  I  would  not,"  he 
replied,  shaking  his  head  mournfully;  "but  hii 
reputation  was  too  precious  to  be  perilled  by  sue!) 
association.  Whether  you  share  that  knowledge, 
or  do  not,  my  dear " 

"  I  do  not,"  she  said,  quietly. 

**  It  is  still  the  truth,  Harriet,  and  my  mliid  ii 
lighter  when  I  thmk  of  him  for  that  which  made 
it  so  much  heavier  then."  He  checked  himself  in 
his  toiie  of  meUncholy,  and  smiled  upon  her  as  he 
said -» Good  by»el»* 

"  Good  by*e,  dear  John !  In  the  evening,  at  the 
old  time  and  place,  I  shall  meet  you  as  usual  on 
your  way  home.    Good  by*e." 

The  cordial  face  she  lifted  up  to  his  to  kiss  him, 
was  his  home,  his  liie,  his  universe,  and  yet  it  was 
a  portion  of  his  punishment  and  grief;  f^  in  the 
doad  he  saw  upon  it— though  serene  and  calm  as 
any  radiant  cloud  ai  sunset— and  in  the  eonstaacy 
and  devotion  of  her  life,  and  in  the  saorifioe  she 
had  made  of  esse,  enjoyment,  and  hope,  he  saw  the 
hitter  fruits  of  his  old  crime,  for  ever  ripe  and 
fresh. 

She  stood  at  the  door  looking  afler  him,  with  her 
hands  loosely  clasped  in  each  other,  as  he  made  bis 
wa^  over  the  firowsy  and  uneven  natch  of  ground 
which  lay  before  their  house,  which  bad  onee  (and 
not  long  ago)  been  a  pleasant  meadow,  and  was 
now  a  very  waste,  with  a  disorderly  ctc^  of  be^- 
ninffs  of  mean  housea,  rising  out  of  the  rubbish,  ha 
if  they  had  been  unskilfully  sown  there.    When- 
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-ooriial  &e9  ihone  like  a  \ighi  fipon  his  heart ;  bat 
when  he  plodded  on  hjfl  way,  and  saw  her  not,  the 
Inra  were  in  her  eyep  as  the  stood  watchinf  him. 

Her  pensive  form  was  not  \oxkg  idle  at  the  door. 
Tbere  sras  daily  duty  to  discharge,  and  daily  work 
to  do — ^for  such  common-place  spirits  that  are  not 
iKroic,  olWn  work  hard  with  their  hands  —  and 
Harriet  was  soon  busy  with  her  household  tasks, 
lliese  discharged,  and  the  poor  house  made  quite 
Beat  and  orderly,  she  counted  her  little  stock  of 
money,  with  an  anxious  face,  and  went  out  thought- 
ftlly  to  bay  some  necessaries  for  their  table,  plan- 
ning and  contriving,  as  she  went,  how  to  save.  So 
Mrdid  are  the  lives  of  such  low  natures,  who  are 
not  only  not  heroic  to  their  valets  and  waiting, 
women,  but  have  neither  valets  nor  waiting-women 
lo  be  heroic  to  withal ! 

While  she  was  absent,  and  there  was  no  one  in 
the  house,  there  approached  it  by  a  different  way 
irom  that  the  brother  had  taken,  a  gentleman,  a 
Very  little  past  bis  prime  of  life  pcrlups,  but  of  a 
healthy  florid  hue,  an  upright  presence,  and  a  bright 
clear  aspect,  that  was  gracious  and  good-humoured. 
His  eyebrows  were  still  black,  and  so  was  much  of 
bis  hair ;  the  sprinkling  of  grey  observable  among 
the  Utter,  grsced  the  former  very  much,  and 
■bowed  his  broad  frank  brow  and  honest  eyes  to 
great  advantage. 

Afler  knocking  once  at  the  door,  and  obtaining 
no  reaponse,  this  gentleman  sat  down  on  a  bench 
io  the  little  porch  to  wait  A  certain  skilful  action 
of  his  fingers  as  he  hummed  some  bars,  and  beat 
time  on  the  seat  beside  him,  seemed  to  denote  the 
moaicisn;  and  the  extraordinary  satisfaction  he 
seemed  to  derive  from  humming  something  very 
•low  and  long,  which  had  no  recognisable  tunc, 
seemed  to  denote  that  he  was  a  scientific  one. 

The  gentleman  was  still  twirling  a  theme,  which 
■eemed  to  go  round  and  round  and  round,  and  in 
and  in  and  in,  and  to  involve  itself  like  a  cork. 
serew  twirled  upon  a  table,  without  getting  any 
nearer  to  anything,  when  Harriet  appeared  return* 
log.  He  rose  up  as  she  advanced,  and  stood  with 
his  bead  anoovered. 

*■  You  are  come  again,  Sir  I*'  she  said,  faltering. 
'  ••  I  take  that  liberty,*'  he  answered.  "*  May  I  ask 
fiir  five  minutes  of  your  leisure?" 

Alter  a  moments  hesitation,  she  opened  the  door, 
and  gave  him  admission  to  the  little  parlour.  The 
gent^man  sat  down  there,  drew  his  chair  to  the 
table  over  against  her,  and  said,  in  a  voice  that  per- 
leelly  corresponded  to  his  appearauce,  and  with  a 
ampUciCy  that  was  very  engaging : 

**■  Miaa  Harriet,  you  cannot  be  {xrond.  You  sig- 
nified to  me,  when  I  called  I*  other  morning,  that 
Jim  were.  Pardon  mo  if  I  say  that  I  looked  into 
year  face  while  yoa  spoke,  and  that  it  contradicted 
yos.  I  look  into  it  again,"  he  added,  laying  his 
band  gently  on  her  arm,  for  an  instant,  ^and  it 
contradicts  you  more  and  more." 

She  was  somewhat  confused  and  agitated,  and 
eoold  nsake  no  ready  answer. 

**  It  is  the  mirror  of  truth,"  said  her  visitor,  **  and 
gentleness.  Excuse  my  trusting  to  it,  and  return. 
ing.** 

liia  oianDer  of  saying  these  words,  divested  them 
caCirely  of  the  character  of  compliments.  It  was 
ao  plain,  grave,  unafiected,  and  sincere  that  she 
belli  her  iKadf  as  if  at  once  to  thank  him,  and  ac 
Jnevledge  his  ainoerity. 

*ne  diepaiity  between  oar  ages,"  said  the  gen- 


tleman,  **uid  the  plainness  of  my  purpose,  em- 
power  me,  I  am  glad  to  think,  to  speak  my  mind. 
That  is  my  mind :  and  so  you  see  me  for  tlie  se- 
cond  time." 

**  There  is  a  kind  of  pride.  Sir,"  she  returned, 
afler  a  moment's  silence,  **or  what  may  be  sup- 
posed  to  be  pride,  which  is  mere  duty.  I  hope  I 
cherish  no  other." 

**  For  yourself,"  he  said. 

•'For  myself." 

•*  But— pardon  me-.-"  suggested  the  gentleman. 
«*For  your  brother  John?" 

*•  Proud  of  his  love,  I  am,"  sa|d  Harriet,  looking 
full  upon  her  visitor,  and  changmg  her  manner  on 
the  instant  —  not  that  it  was  less  composed  and 
quiet,  but  that  there  was  a  deep  impasaioued  earn< 
estness  in  it  that  made  the  very  tremble  in  hei 
voice  a  part  of  her  firmness,  **  and  proud  of  him. 
Sir,  you  who  strangely  know  the  storv  of  his  life, 
and  repeated  it  to  me  when  you  were  here  last — " 

*•  Merely  to  make  my  way  into  your  confidence," 
interposed  the  gentleman.  *'  For  Heaven's  sake, 
don't  suppose-*" 

**  1  am  sure,"  she  said,  '*  you  revived  it,  in  m^ 
hear  in  i(,  with  a  kind  and  good  purpose.  I  am  quite 
sure  o^  it." 

**  I  thank  you,"  retul'ned  her  visitor,  pressing  hei 
hand  hastily.  **  I  am  much  obliged  to  you.  Yov 
do  me  justice,  I  aasure  you.  You  were  going  tc 
My,  that  I,  who  know  the  story  of  John  Carker'i 
life—" 

**May  think  it  pride  in  me,"  she  continued 
**  when  I  say  that  lam  proud  of  him.  I  am.  You 
know  the  time  was,  when  I  was  not — when  I  couk 
not  be— -but  that  is  past.  The  humility  of  manj 
years,  the  uncomplaining  expiation,  the  true-  re< 
pentance,  the  terrible  regret,  the  pain  I  know  h< 
has  even  in  my  affection,  which  he  thinks  has  cosi 
me  dear,  though  Heaven  knows  I  am  happy,  but 
for  bis  sorrow !— oh  Sir,  afler  what  I  have  seen,  let 
me  conjure  yoa,  if  you  are  in  any  place  of  power, 
and  are  ever  wronged,  never,  for  any  wrong,  inflici 
a  punishment  that  cannot  be  recalled ;  while  there 
is  a  Gon  above  us  to  work  changes  in  the  hearts  He 
made." 

**  Your  brother  is  an  altered  man,"  returned  the 
gentleman,  compassionately.  **  I  assure  you  I  don'1 
doubt  iu" 

^  He  was  an  altered  man  when  he  did  wrong,' 
said  Harriet.  **  He  is  an  altered  man  again,  anc 
is  his  true  self  now,  believe  me,  Sir." 

"But  we  go  on,"  said  her  visitor,  rubbing  bii 
forehead,  in  an  absent  manner,  with  his  hand,  anc 
then  drumming  thoughtfully  on  the  table,  **  we  g( 
on  in  our  clock-work  routine,  from  day  to  day,  anc 
can't  make  out,  or  follow,  these  changes.  They-*- 
they  're  a  metaphysical  sort  of  thing.  We  — wt 
haven't  leisure  lor  it..  We»<we  haven't  courage 
They  're  not  taught  at  schools  or  colleges,  and  w< 
don't  know  how  to  set  about  it  In  short,  we  ar< 
so  d— — d  business-like,"  said  the  gentleman 
walking  to  the  windcyw,  and  back,  and  sitting 
down  again,  in  m  state  of  extreme  dissatis&ctioi 
and  vexation. 

•'I  am  sore,"  said  the  gentleman,  rubbing  hii 
forehead  again;  and  drumming  on  the  talde  ai 
before,  **  I  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  a  jog 
trot  life,  the  same  from  day  to  day,  would  reconeiu 
one  .to  anything.  One  don't  see  anything,  one  don'i 
hear  anything,  one  don't  know  anything;  that's 
the  fiict.   We  go  on  taking  everything  for  granted, 
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and  M  we  go  on,  until  whaterer  we  do,  good,  bad, 
or  indiffereut,  we  do  from  habit  Habit  is  all  I 
•hall  have  to  report,  when  I  am  called  upon  to  plead 
to  my  conscience,  on  my  death-bed.  *  Habit,*  says 
I ;  *  1  was  deaf,  dumb,  blind,  and  paralytic,  to  a 
million  thinga,  from  habit*  *Very  business-like 
indeed,  Mr.  What  VyourJiiame,*  says  Consctenoe, 
*  but  it  won't  do  here  •* " 

The  gentleman  got  up  and  walked  to  the  window 
a^ain,  and  back :  seriously  uneasy,  though  giving 
bis  uneasiness  this  peculiar  expression. 

**•  Miss  Harriet,"  he  said,  resuming  his  chair,  **I 
wish  yoQ  would  let  me  serve  you.  Look  at  me !  I 
ought  to  look  honesty  for  I  know  I  am  so,  at  pre- 
sent   Do  I?" 

**  Yes,"  she  answered  with  a  smile. 

**I  believe  every  word  you  have  said,"  he  re- 
turned. **  I  am  full  of  self-rcpfoeoh  that  I  might 
have  known  this  and  seen  this,  and  known  you  and 
Boen  you,  any  time  these  dosen  years,  and  that  I 
never  have.  I  hardly  know  how  I  ever  gdt  here — 
creature  that  I  am,  not  only  of  my  own  habit,  but 
of  other  people's  !  But  having  done  so,  let  me  do 
something.  I  ask  it  in  all  honour  and  respect 
You  inspire  me  witli  both,  in  the  highest  degree. 
Let  me  do  sometliing." 

••  We  are  contented,  Sir." 

**  No,  no,  not  quite,"  returned  the  gentleman.  **  I 
think  not  quite.  There  are  some  little  comforts 
that  might  smooth  your  life,  and  his.  And  his !" 
he  repeated,  fancy insf  that  he  had  made  some  im- 
pression on  her.  "1  have  been  in  the  habit  of 
thinking  that  there  was  nothing  wanting  to  be  done 
for  htm ;  that  it  was  all  settled  and  over ;  in  ahott, 
of  not  thinking  at  all  about  it  I  am  different  now. 
Let  me  do  something  for  him.  You  too,*'  said  the 
visitor,  with  careful  delicacy,  **  have  need  to  watch 
your  health  closely,  for  fait  sake,  and  I  fear  it 
fiiils." 

••  Whoever  you  may  be.  Sir,"  answered  Harriet, 
raising  her  eyes  to  his  face,  **  I  am  deeply  grateful 
to  you.  I  feel  certain  that  in  all  yon  say,  you  have 
no  object  in  the  world  but  kindness  to  us.  But 
years  have  passed  since  we  began  this  life ;  and  to 
take  from  my  brother  any  part  of  what  has  so  en- 
deared him  to  me,  and  so  proved  his  better  resolu- 
tion — any  fragment  of  the  merit  of  his  nnaasisted, 
obscure,  and  forgotten  reparation — ^would  be  to 
diminish  the  comfort  it  will  be  to  him  and  me, 
when  that  time  comes  to  each  of  us,  of  which  you 
spoke  just  now.  I  thank  yon  better  with  these 
tears  than  any  words.    Believe  it,  pray." 

The  gentleman  was  moved,  and  put  the  hand  she 
held  out,  to  his  lips,  mnch  as  a  tender  fiither  might 
kiss  the  band  of  a  dutiful  child.  But  more  reve- 
rently. 

**If  the  day  should  ever  come,"  said  Harriet, 
''when  he  ia  restored, SAi  part,  to  the  position  he 
lost ^" 

** Restored!"  cried  the  gentleman,  quickly. 
**  How  can  that  be  hoped  for  7  In  whose  hands 
does  the  power  of  any  restormtian  lie?  It  is  no 
mistake  of  mine,  surely,  to  sappose  that  his  having 
gained  the  priceless  blessing  of  his  life,  U  one 
cause  of  the  animosity  shown  to  bira  by  his  bro* 
ther."  / 

"  Yon  touch  npon  a  subject  thai  is  never  breathed 
between  ns ;  not  even  between  us,"  aatd  Harriet 

**  I  beg  your  forgiveness,"  said  the  visitor.    •*  I 

ehould  have  known  it    I  entreat  you  to  forget  that 

lit  have  done  so,  inadvertently.    And  now,  as  I  dare 


nrge  no  mors  -as  I  am  not  suns  that  I  have  a  rifht 
to  do  so— though  Heaven  knows,  even  that  denbt 
may  be  habit,"  said  the  gentleman,  nibbing  bis 
head,  as  despondently  as  before,  **  let  me ;  though  a 
stranger,  yet  no  stranger ;  ask  two  favonrsi^ 

**  What  are  they  7"  she  inquired. 

•*The  first,  that  if  you  shoold  see  cause  Id 
change  your  resolution,  yon  will  suffer  me  to  be  ai 
your  right  hand.  My  name  shall  then  be  at  yoar 
service;  it  is  useless  now,  and  always  iosignift* 
cant" 

**Our  choice  of  friends,"  she  answered,  smiling 
faintly,  **  is  not  so  great,  thst  I  need  any  time  for 
consideration.    I  can  promise  that" 

**  The  second,  that  you  will  allow  me  sometimss, 
say  every  Monday  morning,  at  nine  o'elock^haUt 
again — I  must  be  business-like,"  said  the  gentle- 
man, with  a  whimsical  inclination  to  quarrel  with 
himself  on  that  head,  **  in  walking  past,  to  see  yMi 
at  the  door  or  window.  I  don't  ssk  to  eome  in,  ss 
your  brother  will  be  gone  out  at  that  hour.  I  don't 
ask  to  speak  to  you.  I  merely  ask  to  see,  for  the 
satisfaction  of  my  own  mind,  that  yon  are  well, 
and  without  intrusion  to  remind  yon,  by  the  sight 
of  me,  that  you  have  a  friend-*an  elderly  firiend, 
grey-haired  already,  and  fast  growing  grayer— 
whom  yon  may  ever  command." 

The  cordial  face  looked  up  in  his ;  confided  in  its 
and  promised. 

"  I  understand,  as  belbre,"  said  the  gentiemal, 
rising,  **  that  you  pQrfMMe  not  to  mention  my  visit 
to  John  Carker,  lest  he  should  be  at  all  distreassd 
by  my  acquaintance  with  his  history.  I  am  glad 
of  it,  for  it  is  out  of  the  ordinary  course  of  things, 
and — habit  again !"  said  the  gentleman,  oheekhif 
himself  impatiently,  **8S  iftbere  were  no  belltr 
course  than  the  ordinarv  course  !'* 

With  that  he  .tnme<l  to  go,  and  walking,  bars- 
headed,  to  the  outside  of  the  little  porch,  took  leave 
of  her  with  such  a  happy  mixture  of  unconstrained 
respect  snd  nnaflbcted  interest,  ss  no  breediug 
could  have  taught,  no  truth  roistmeted,  and  nothing 
but  a  pure  and  single  heart  expressed. 

Many  half-forgotten  emotions  were  awakened  in 
the  sister's  mind  by  this  visit  It  was  eo  very  long 
since  any  other  visitor  had  crossed  their  thr^old ; 
it  was  so  very  long  since  any  voice  of  sympathy 
had  made  sad  music  in  her  ears;  that  the  stran- 
ger's figure  remained  present  to  her,  boom  after- 
wards, when  she  sat  at  the  window,  plying  her  nee- 
dle ,  and  his  words  seemed  newly  spoinn,  again 
and  again.  He  had  touched  the  spring  that  op«i«l 
her  whole  life;  snd  if  she  loet  him  for  a  short 
space,  it  was  only  among  the  many  shapes  of  the 
one  great  recollectien  ofwhich  that  life  was  made. 

Musing  and  working  by  turns ;  now  OMistrain- 
ing  herself  to  be  steadv  at  her  needle  for  a  Vmg 
time  together,  and  now  letting  her  work  fall,  ma^ 
garded,  on  her  lap,  and  straying  wherenoevnr  bci 
busier  thoughts  led,  Harriet  Carker  fbnnd  Um 
hours  glide  oy  her,  and  the  day  steal  on.  Tbs 
morning,  which  had  been  bright  and  daar,  gii- 
dually  became  overcast;  a  sharp  wind  set  in ;  the 
rain  fell  heavily ;  and  a  dark  mist  droa|iuig  nvK- 
the  distant  town,  hid  it  from  the  view. 

She  often  looked  with  compassion,  at  anah  s 
time,  upon  the  stragglers  who  oame  wanderii^  iata 


fiiotsore  and  wesry,  and  gasing  lharnillT  at  the 
huge  town  before  them,  ss  if  fbreboding  tkat  thsii 
misery  there  woold  be  but  aa  a  drop  of  water  ia 
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titt  Kt,  or  M  a  grain  of  aea-nod  on  the  shore, 
venl  ■hrinkiog  on,  coweriii|r  before  the  anfry 
Weather,  and  looking  as  if  the  very  elements  re* 
jected  them.  Day  after  day,  anch  traveHera  crept 
pait,  bat  always,  as  she  thought,  in  one  direotion-^ 
alvajs  towards  the  town.  Swallowad  up  in  ooe 
phase  or  other  of  its  immenaity,  towards  which 
they  seemed  impeRed  by  a  desperate  ftaeioation, 
Ihej  never  returned.  Jniod  ibr  the  hospitals,  the 
ciniFehyards,  the  prisons,  the  river,  fever,  madness, 
fke,  and  death, — they  passed  on  to  the  naonster, 
roaring  in  the  distance,  and  were  loeL 

The  chill  wind  was  howling,  and  the  rain  was 
ftUiog,  and  the  day  was  darkening  moodily,  when 
Harriet,  raising  her  eyes  firom  the  work  on  whiofa 
d»  had  long  since  been  engaged  with  onremit- 
fing  constancy,  saw  one  of  tlwse  travellers  ap- 
proaching. 

A  woman.  A  solitary  woman  of  some  tliirty 
years  of  age;  tall;  well-formed;  handsome;  mise- 
lably  dressed ;  the  soil  of  many  country  roads  in 
nried  weather — dust,  chalk,  clay,  gravel— dotied 
OD  her  gray  cloak  by  the  streaming  wet ;  no  bonnet 
CO  her  head,  nothing  to  defend  her  rich  black  hair 
from  the  rain,  but  a  torn  handkerchief;  with  the 
flattering  ends  of  which,  and  with  her  hair,  the 
wind  blinded  her,  so  that  she  oflen  stopped  to 
posh  them  back,  and  look  upon  thn  way  she  was 
going. 

She  was  in  the  act  of  doing  so,  when  Harriet 
ebaerfed  her.  As  her  hands,  parting  on  her  sun- 
baral  forehead,  swept  across  her  foce,  and  threw 
the  hindrances  that  encroached  upon  it,  there 
beauty  in  it :  a  dannU 
to  more  than  w«a- 
was  cast  upon  her 
bare  head  from  Heaven  or  earth :  that,  coupied 
with  her  misery  and  loneliness,  touched  the  heart 
«f  her  miow  woman.  She  thought  of  all  that  was 
perverted  and  debased  within  her,  no  less  than  with, 
sot:  of  tnodest  graces  of  the  mind,  hardened  and 
iteeled,  like  these  attractions  of  the  person ;  of  the 
Dany  gifts  of  the  Creator  flung  to  the  winds  like 
the  wiki  hair ;  of  all  the  beautitbl  rain  upon  which 
the  slorm  was  heatiag  and  the  night  was  com. 

Thinking  of  this,  she  did  not  torn  away  with  a 
ddieate  indignation— too  many  of  her  own  com. 
passionate  aiMl  tender  sex  too  often  do-^nt  pitied 
her. 

Her  folkn  sister  came  on,  looking  for  before  her, 
hriog  with  her  eager  eyes  to  pierce  the  mist  in 
which  the  city  was  enshrouded,  and  glancing,  now 
sod  then,  fVom  side  to  side,  with  the  bewildered 
■ad  uncertain  aspect  of  a  stranger.  Though  her 
tread  was  bold  and  courageous,  she  was  fotigued, 
and  after  a  moment  of  irresolution,  sat  down  upon 
a  heap  of  stones ;  seeking  no  shelter  from  the  rain, 
hot  letting  it  raia  on  her  as  it  would. 

8he  Wis  now  opposite  the  house;  raising  her 
head  after  resting  it  for  a  moment  on  both  hands, 
her  eyea  met  thoee  of  Harriet 

In  a  moment,  Harriet  was  at  the  door ;  and  the 
odier,  risfaig  firom  her  seat  at  her  beck,  canie  slow- 
ly, and  with  no  conciliatory  look,  towards  her. ' 

**  Why  do  yon  rest  in  the  rain?"  said  Harriat, 

"  Because  I  have  no  other  resting-place,**  was  the 
iwp^. 

**  Bat  there  are  many  places  of  shelter  near  here. 
Ws^**iefoniiig  to  the  little  poreh,**  is  better  than 


■HOB  cue  uinonuioes  inax  encroscni 
was  a  reckless  and  rentrdless  beaul 
has  and  depraved  indiiforence  to  i 
thcr:  a  carelessneas  of  what  was 


where  yoa  were.  Ton  are  very  welcome  to  rest 
here.*' 

llie  wanderer  looked  at  her,  in  doubt  and  sur- 
prise,  but  without  any  expression  of  thankfvilneas ; 
and  sitting  down,  and  taking  off  one  of  her  worn 
shoes  to  beat  out  the  fi-agments  of  stone  and  dust 
that  were  inside,  showed  that  her  foot  was  cut  and 
bleeding. 

Harriet  ottering  an  ezpressicm  of  pity,  the  tra- 
veller looked  up  with  a  contemptuous  and  incredu- 
lo«s  smile. 

••  Why,  what 's  a  torn  foot  to  such  as  me  ?'*  she 
said.  **And  what  *s  a  torn  foot  in  such  as  me,  to 
such  as  you  7" 

••Come  in  and  wash  it,"  answered  Harridt, 
mildly,  ••  and  let  me  give  you  something  to  bind  it 
up." 

The  woman  eaoght  her  arm,  and  drawing  it  be- 
fore her  own  eyes,  hid  them  against  it,  and  wept 
Not  like  a  woman,  but  like  a  stem  man  surprised 
into  that  weakness ;  with  a  violent  heaving  of  her 
breast,  and  struggle  for  recovery,  that  showed  how 
unusual  the  emotion  was  with  her. 

She  submitted  to  be  led  into  the  house,  and,  evi- 
dently'niore  in  gratitude  than  in  unv  care  for  her- 
self|  washed  and  bound  the  injured  place.  Harriet 
then  put  before  her  the  fragments  of  her  own  fro^ 
gal  dinner,  and  when  she  had  ealen  of  them,  though 
sparingly,  besought  her,  before  resuming  her  road 
(which  she  showed  her  anxiety  to  do),  to  dry  her 
clothes  before  the  fire.  Again,  more  in  gratitude 
than  with  any  evidence  of  concern  in  her  own  be- 
half, she  sat  down  in  front  of  it,  and  unbinding  the 
handkerchief  about  her  head,  and  letting  her  thick 
wet  hair  foil  down  below  her  waist,  sat  drying  it 
with  the  palms  of  her  hands,  and  looking  at  the 
hhze. 

*•  I  dare  say  you  are  thinking,**  she  said,  lifting 
her  head  suddenly,  *•  that  I  used  to  be  handsome, 
once.  I  believe  I  was — I  know  I  was.  Look 
here !" 

She  held  up  her  hair  roughly  with  both  hands ; 
seizing  it  as  if  she  would  have  torn  it  out ;  then, 
threw  it  down  again,  and  flung  it  back  as  though 
it  were  a  heap  of  serpents. 

"Are  you  a  stranger  in  this  place  7"  asked  Harriet 

•'A  stranger!"  she  returned,  stopping  between 
each  short  reply,  and  looking  at  the  fire.  *•  Yes. 
Ten  or  a  dozen  years  a  stranger.  I  have  had  no 
almanac  where  I  have  been.  Ten  or  a  dozen  years. 
I  don*t  know  this  part  It 's  much  altered  since  I 
went  away." 

••  Have  you  been  for  7" 

•*  Very  far.  Months  upon  months  over  the  seat 
and  far  away  even  then.  I  have  been  where  con- 
victs go,*'  she  added,  looking  full  upon  her  enter- 
tainer.   **  I  have  been  one  myself." 

•*  Heaven  help  you  and  forgive  you !"  was  the 
gentle  answer. 

••Ah !  Heaven  help  me  and  forgive  me !"  she  re- 
turned, nodding  her  head  at  the  fire.  •*  If  man 
wouki  help  some  of  us  a  little  more,  God  would  for- 
give us  all  the  sooner  perhaps.*' 

Bat  dhe  was  softened  by  the  earnest  manner,  and 
the  cordial  foce  so  full  of  mildness  and  so  ftee  from 
judgment,  of  her,  and  said,  less  hardily : 

••  We  may  be  kbout  the  same  age,  you  and  roe. 
If  I  am  older,  it  is  not  above  a  year  or  two.  Oh 
think  ef  that!" 

She  opened  her  arms,  as  though  the  exhihitim 
of  her  outward  form  would  show  the  moral  wreteh 
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8he  was ;  and  letting^  them  dr6p  at  her  tides,  hung 
down  her  head. 

**  There  is  nothing  we  may  not  hope  to  repair ;  it 
is  never  too  late  to  amend,"  said  Harriet.  **  Yoo 
are  penitent — ^" 

**  No,"  she  answered.  **  I  am  not !  I  can't  be. 
I  am  no  such  tiling.  Why  should  /  be  penitent, 
and  all  the  world  go  free.  They  talk  to  me  of  my 
penitence.  Who's  penitent  for  the  wrongs  that 
have  been  done  to  me !" 

She  rose  up,  bound  her  handkerchief  about  her 
head,  and  tamed  to  move  awsy. 

**  Where  arc  you  going  ?"  said  Harriet 

"  Yonder,"  she  answered,  pointing  with  her  hand. 
••To  London." 

•*  Have  you  any  home  to  go  to  ?" 

**  J  think  J  have  a  mother.  She  s  as  much  a 
mother,  as  her  dwelling  <is  a  home^*'  she  answered 
with  a  bitter  laugtu 


*•  Take  thie,**  cried  Hairiet,  patting  meney  in  he 
band.  •*Try  to  do  well.  It  is  very  little,  but  fo 
one  day  it  may  keep  you  flrom  barm.*' 

**Are  yoQ  married  ?"  said  the  other,  fiiintly,  t 
she  took  it 

"No.  I  live  here  with  my  brother.  We  haf 
not  much  to  spare,  or  I  would  give  you  more." 

*•  WiM  you  let  roe  kiss  you  ?** 

Seeing  no  scorn  or  repugnance  in  her  face,  th 
object  or  her  charity  bent  over  her  as  she  asked  ti 
question,  and  pressed  her  lips  against  her  cbeei 
Once  more  she  caught  her  arm,  and  covered  hi 
eyes  with  it  and  then  was  gone. 

Gone  into  the  deepening  night,  and  howling  win 
and  pelting  rain ;  urging  her  way  on,  towards  tl 
mist-enshrouded  city,  where  the  blurred  ligb 
gleamed ;  and  with  her  black  hair,  and  disordin 
head-geor,  flattering  round  her  reckless  ikoe. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 


ANOTHER  MOTHER  AND  DAUGHTER. 


In  an  ugly  and  dark  room,  an  old  woman,  ugly 
and  dark  too,  sat  listening  to  the  wind  and  rain, 
and  crouching  over  a  meagre  fire«  More  constant 
to  the  last-named  occupation  than  the  first,  she 
never  changed  her  attitude,  unless,  when  any  stray 
drops  of  rain  fell  hissing  on  the  smouldering  em- 
bers,  to  raise  her  head  with  an  awakened  attention 
to  the  whistling  and  pattering  outside,  and  gradu- 
ally to  let  it  fall  again  lower  and  lower  and  lower, 
«a  she  sunk  into  a  brooding  state  of  thought,  in 
which  the  noises  of  the  night  were  as  indistinctly 
regarded  as  is  the  monotonous  rolling  of  a  eea  by 
one  who  sits  in  contemplation  on  its  shore. 

There  was  no  light  in  the  room  save  that  which 
the  fire  afforded.  Glaring  sullenly  firom  time  to 
time  like  the  eye  of  a  fierce  beast  half  asleep,  it  re- 
vealed no  objects  that  needed  to  bo  jealous  of  a  bet- 
ter display.  A  heap  of  rags,  a  heap  of  bones,  a 
wretched  bed,  two  or  three  mutilated  chairs  or 
stools,  the  black  walls  and  blacker  ceiling,  were  eJl 
its  winking  brightness  shone  upon.  As  the  old 
woman,  with  ajpigantic-and  distorted  image  of  her- 
self thrown  half  upon  the  wall  behind  her,  half  upon 
the  roof  above,  eat  bending  over  the  few  loose  bricks 
within  which  it  was  bent,  on  the  damp  hearth  of 
the  chimney — for  there  was  no  stove — she  looked 
as  if  she  were  watching  at  some  witch's  altar  for  a 
favourable  token ;  and,  but  that  the  movement  of 
her  chattering  jaws  and  trembling  chin  was  too  fi-c- 
.i)uent  and  too  faat  for  the  slow  flickering  of  the 
fire,  it  would  have  seemed  an  illusion  wrought  by 
the  light  as  it  came  and  went  upon  a  face  aa  mo- 
tionless as  the  form  to  which  it  belonged. 

If  Florence  could  have  stood  within  the  room 
and  looked  upon  the  original  of  the  shadow  thrown 
upon  the  wall  and  roof,  as  it  cowered  thus  over  the 
fire,  a  glance  might  have  sufiiced  to  recall  the  figure 
of  goml  Mrs.  Brown;  notwithstanding  that  her 
childish  recollection  of  that  terrible  old  woman  was 
aa  grotesque  and  exaggerated  a  presentment  of  the 
ruth,  perhaps,  aa  the  shadow  on  the  wall.  But 
Terence  was  not  there  to  look  on ;  and  good  Mrs. 


Brown  remained  anreoognised,  and  sat  stariog 
her  fire,  unobserved. 

Attracted  by  a  louder  sputtering  than  usual, 
the  rain  came  hissing  down  the  chimney  in  a  lil 
stream,  the  old  woman  raised  her  head«  impatient 
to  listen  afi^esh.  And  this  time  she  did  not  dro| 
again ;  for  there  was  a  hand  u]Jon  the  door,  aw 
i<x>t8tep  in  the  room* 

**  Who's  that?"  she  said,  looking  over  ber  she 
der. 

**  One  who  brings  you  news,"  waa  the  ansnrer, 
a  woman's  voice. 

••News?    Where  from?" 

••From  abroad." 

**From  beyond  eeas?"  cried  the  old  wen 
starting  up. 

••Aye,  from  beyond  seas." 

The  old  woman  raked  the  fire  together,  borriei 
and  going  close  to  her  visitor,  who  had  entered  i 
shut  the  door,  and  who  now  stood  in  the  middh 
the  room,  pnt  her  hand  upon  the  drenched  di 
and  turned  the  unresisting  figure,  so  aa  to  hav 
in  the  fiill  light  of  the  fire.  She  did  not  find  a 
she  had  expected,  whatever  that  might  be ;  for 
let  the  cloak  go  again,  and  uttered  a  qnemloua 
of  disappointment  and  misery. 

*"  What  is  the  matter  7"  asked  her  viaitor. 

•*  Oho !  Oho !"  cried  the  old  woman,  toruisg 
face  upward,  with  a  terrible  howL 

*•  What  is  the  matter  ?"  asked  the  viaiter  a^ 

*•  It 's  not  my  gali"  cried  the  old  wocnan,  tea 
up  her  arms,  and  clasping  her  handa  above 
head.  **  Where 's  my  Alice?  Where  *a  my  h 
some  daughter  7    They  *ve  been  the  death  ofb 

*•  They  have  not  been  the  death  of  her  yc 
your  name 's  Marwood,"  said  the  visitor. 

**Have  you  seen  my  gal,  then?"  cried  the 
woman.    **  Has  she  wrote  to  me  7" 

**She  said  you  coddn't  read,"  retomed 
other. 

^  No  more  I  can !"  exclaimed  Oe  old  woi 
wringing  her  hands. 
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"Hare  you  no  light  here  7**  laid  the  otiier,  look. 
iDgroand  the  room. 

The  old  woman,  mambliDg  and  ahakiog  her 
head,  and  mattering  to  herself  ahout  her  handfoinc 
daughter,  brought  a  candle  from  a  cupboard  in  the 
corner,  and  thrusting  it  into  the  6re  with  a  trem* 
Uing  hand,  lighted  it  with  aome  difficulty  and  set 
it  on -the  table.  Its  dirty  wick  burnt  dimly  at  first, 
being  choked  in  its  own  i^rease;  and  when  the 
bleared  eyes  and  failing  sight  of  tlie  old  woman 
could  distinguish  anything  bv  its  light,  her  visitor 
was  sitting  with  her  arms  folded,  her^  eyes  turned 
downwards,  and  a  handkerchief  she  had  worn  upon 
her  head  lying  on  the  table  bv  her  side. 

"She  sent  to  me  by  word  of  moutli  tlien,  my 
gal,  Alice  7**  mumbled  the  old  woman,  after  wait- 
ing  fer  some  moments.    **  What  did  she  say  V* 

**  liook,**  returned  the  visitor, 

The  old  woman  repeated  the  word  in  a  seared 
uncertain  way ;  and,  shading  her  eyes,  looked  at 
the  speaker,  round  the  room,  and  at  the  speaker 
QDce  again. 

Alice  said  **  look  again,  mother  ;**  and  the  speaker 
fixed  her  eyes  upon  her. 

Again  the  old  woman  looked  round  the  room, 
and  at  her  visitor,  and  round  the  room  once  more. 
Histilv  seizing  the  candle,  and  rising  from  her 
•eat,  sue  held  it  to  the  visitor^  face,  uttered  a  loud 
cry,  set  down  the  light,  and  fell  upon  her  neck ! 

**  It  ^6  my  gal !  It  *s  mv  Alice !  It  *s  my  hand- 
some daughter,  living  and  come  back  !"  screamed 
tlie  old  woman,  rocking  herself  to  and  fro  upon  the 
breast  that  coldly  suffered  her  embrace.  *  **  It 's  my 
gal!  It*s  my  Alice!  It*s  mv  handsome  daugh. 
ter,  living  and  come  back  !**  she  screamed  again, 
dropping  on  the  floor  before  her,  clasping  her 
knees,  laying  her  head  against  them,  and  still 
rockiog  herself  to  and  fro  with  every  frantic  de- 
noo«tration  of  which  her  vitality  was  capable. 

**  Yes,  mother,"  returned  Alice,  stooping  forward 
tar  a  moment  and  kissing  her,  but  endeavouring, 
even  in  the  act,  to  disengage  herself  from  her  em- 
brace. **  I  am  here,  at  last  IiCt  go,  mother ;  let 
go.  Get  up,  and  sit  in  your  chair.  What  good 
does  this  do  7'' 

"She  *s  come  back  harder  than  she  went  !**  cried 
the  mother,  looking  up  in  her  face,  and  still  hold- 
bg  to  her  knees.  "  She  don*t  care  for  me !  after 
ill  these  years,  and  all  the  wretched  life  I  *ve 
led!" 

*•  Why,  mother !"  said  Alice,  shaking  her  ragged 
skirts  to  detach  tiie  old  woman  from  them :  **  Uiere 
are  two  sides  to  that.  Tliere  have  been  years  for 
me  as  wcU  as  you,  and  there  has  been  wretched, 
fiess  for  me  08  well  as  you.    Get  up,  get  up !" 

Her  mother  rose,  and  cried,  and  wrung  her 
hands,  and  stood  at  a  little  distance  gazing  on  her. 
Then,  she  took  the  candle  again,  and  going  roond 
her,  surveyed  her  from  head  to  fbot,.  making  a  low 
moaning  all  the  time.  Then  she  put  the  oaadJe 
dewn,  resumed  her  chair,  and  beating  her  hands 
together  to  a  kind  of  weary  tune,  and  rolling  her- 
self from  side  te  side,  continued  moaning  and  wail- 
ing to  faerselfl 

Alice  got  npi,  took  off  be?  wet  cloak,  and  laid  it 
aside.  That  done,  she  sat  down  aa  before,  and  with 
her  arms  folded,  and  her  eyes  gazing  at  the  fire* 
remained  silently  listening  with  a  oontemptooue 
&oe  to  her  old  mother's  inarticulate  oomplainings. 

"Did  you  expect  to  see  me  return  as  yonthfal  as 
I  vent  away,  mother  7^  she  said  at  length,  turning 


her  eyes  opon  the  old  woman.  **  Did  you  think  a 
foreign  lifh,  like  mine,  was  good  for  good  looks  7 
One  \roM  believe  so,  to  hear  you !" 

*"  It  a*nt  that !"  eried  the  mother.  **  She  knows 
it!*' 

«' What  is  it  then?*' returned  the  daoghter.  «*It 
had  best  be  something  that  don't  last,  mother,  or 
my  way  out  is  easier  than  my  way  in." 

^  Hear  that !"  exclaimed  the  mother.  **  After  all 
these  years  she  threatens  to  desert  roe  in  the  mo- 
ment of  her  coming  back  again !" 

**.J  tell  you,  mother,  for  the  secomd  time,  there 
have  been  years  for  me  as  well  as  you,"  said  Alice. 
"  Come  back  harder  7  Of  course  I  have  come  back 
harder.    What  else  did  you  expect  7" 

**  Harder  to  me !  To  her  own  dear  mother !" 
cried  the  old  woman. 

"  I  don't  know  who  began  to  harden  me,  if  my 
own  dear  mother  didn't,"  she  returned,  sitting  with 
her  folded  arms,  and  knitted  brows,  and  compressed 
lips,  as  if  she  were  bent  on  excluding,  by  force, 
every  softer  feeling  from  her  breast.  **  Listen,  mo- 
ther, to  a  word  or  two.  If  we  understand  each 
other  now,  we  shall  not  fall  ont  any  more,  perhaps. 
I  went  aWay  a  girl,  and  have  come  back  a  woman. 
I  went  away  undutiful  enough,  and  have  come 
baek  no  better,  you  may  swear.  But  have  yoq 
been  very  dutiful  to  me  7" 

**  I !"  cried  the  old  woman.  **  To  my  own  gal  I 
A  mother  dutiful  to  her  own  child  !" 

*^It  sounds  unnatural,  don^t  it  7"  returned  the 
daughter,  looking  ooldlt  on  her  with  her  stern,  re- 
gardless,  hardy,  beautiful  face ;  **  but  I  have  thought 
of  it  sometimes,  in  the  course  of  my  lone  years,  till 
I  have  got  used  to  it  I  havo  heard  some  talk 
about  duty  first  and  last;  but  it  has  always  been 
of  my  duty  to  other  people.  I  have  wondered  now 
and  then — ^to  pass  away  the  time — whether  no  one 
ever  owed  any  duty  to  me." 

Her  mother  sat  mowin^^,  and  mumbling,  and 
shaking  her  head,  but  wheUier  angrily,  or  remorse- 
fully, or  in  denial,  or  only  in  her  physical  infirmity, 
did  not  appear. 

**  There  was  a  child  called  Alice  Marwood,"  said 
the  daughter,  with  a  laugh,  and  looking  down  at 
herself  in  terrible  derision  of  herself,  **  bom  among 
poverty  and  neglect,  and  nursed  in  it  Nobody 
taught  her,  nolwdy  stepped  forward  to  help  her, 
nolrady  cared  for  lier." 

**  Nobody  !'*  echoed  the  mother,  pointing  to  her- 
self, and  striking  her  breast 

^  The  only  care  she  knew,"  returned  the  daugh- 
ter,  ^  was  to  be  beaten,  and  stinted,  and  abused 
sometimes;  and  she  might  have  done  better  with- 
out that  She  lived  in  homes  like  this,  and  in  the 
streets,  with  a  crowd  of  little  wretehes  like  hersdf ; 
and  yet  she  bronght  good  looks  out  of  this  ehild- 
hood.  So  much  the  worse  for  her.  She  had  better 
have  been  hnnted  and  worried  to  death  for  ugli- 
ness." 

**Go  on !  go  OD !"  exelaimed  the  mother. 

**  I  am  going  on,"  retomed  the  daughter.  **  There 
was  a  girl  called  Alice  Marwood.    She  was  hand- 


She  was  taught  too  late,  and  taught  all 
wrong*  She  was  too  well  oared  for,  too  well  train- 
edf  too  well  helped  on,  too  nuoh  looked  after.  You 
were  very  fond  of  her— you  were  better  off  then. 
What  came  to  that  girl,  oomes  to  thousands  every 
year.    It  was  only  ruin,  and  she  was  bom  to  it" 

•*  AiUr  all  these  T«ars  V*  whined  the  old  woman. 
*«  My  gal  begins  with  this  " 
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"SfaoHl  soon  hate  ended;*  said  the  dang^hter. 
^  There  was  a  crimmal  called  Alice  Marwood— « 
rirl  0till,  but  deserted  and  an  outcatt.  And  she 
iras  tried,  and  she  was  sentenced.  And  lord,  how 
he  gentlemen  in  the  court  talked  about  it!  and 
low  grave  the  judg«  was,  on  her  duty,  and  on  her 
mving  perverted  the  g'lfia  of  nature—-as  if  he  didn*t 
tnow  better  than  anybody  there,  that  they  had  been 
nade  curses  to  her ! — and  how  be  preached  about 
.he  strong  arm  of  the  Law — so  very  strong  to  save 
ler,  when  she  was  an  innocent  and  helpless  little 
irretch ! — and  how  solemn  and  religious  it  all  was ! 
[  have  thought  of  that,  many  times  since,  to  be 
mrol" 

She  folded  her  arms  tightlj  on  her  breast,  and 
taughed  in  a  tone  that  made  the  howl  of  the  old 
woman  musical. 

**So  Alice  Marwood  was  transported,  mother,** 
ihe  pursued,  **and  was  sent  to  learn  her  duty, 
where  there  was  twenty  times  less  duty,  and  more 
wickedness,  and  wrong,  and  infamy,  than  here. 
And  Alice  M&rwood  is  come  back  a  woman.  Such 
a  woman  as  she  ought  to  be,  after  all  this.  In 
good  time,  there  will  be  more  solemnity,  and  more 
fine  talk,  and  more  strong  arm,  mosi  likely,  and 
there  will  be  an  end  of  her;  but  the  gentlemen 
needn*t  be  afraid  of  being  thrown  out  of  work, 
There  *s  crowds  of  little  wretches,  boy  and  girl, 
growing  up  in  any  of  the  streets  they  live  in,  that  *I1 
keep  them  to  it  till  they  *ve  made  their  fortunes." 

The  old  woman  leaned  her  elbows  on  the  table, 
and  rcstine  her  face  upon  her  two  hands,  made  a 
show  of  bemg  in  great  distress— or  really  was,  per- 
haps. 

**  There !  I  have  done,  mother,"  said  the  daugh- 
ter, with  a  motion  of  her  head,  as  if  in  dismissal  of 
the  subject  **  I  have  said  enough.  Don*t  let  you 
and  I  talk  of  being  dutiful,  whatever  we  do.  Your 
childhood  was  like  mine,  I  suppose.  So  much  the 
worse  for  both  of  us.  I  don't  want  to  blame  you, 
or  to  defend  myself;  why  should  17  That's  all 
over,  long  ago.  But  I  am  a  woman—not  a  girl, 
now — and  you  and  I  needn't  make  a  show  of  our 
history,  like  the  gentlemen  in  the  Court.  Wiv  know 
all  about  it,  well  enough.*' 

Lost  and  degraded  as  she  was,  there  was  a  beauty 
in  her,  both  of  face  and  form,  which,  even  in  its 
worst  expression,  could  not  but  be  recognised  as 
such  by  any  one  regarding  her  with  the  least  at- 
tention.  As  she  subsided  into  silenoe,  and  her  face 
which  had  been  harshly  agitated,  quieted  down; 
while  her  dark  eyes,  fixed  upon  the  fire,  exchanged 
the  reckless  light  that  bad  animated  tbem,  for  one 
that  was  softened  by  something  like  sorrow ;  there 
shone  through  all  her  wayworn  misery  and  fatigue, 
a  ray  of  the  departed  radiance  of  the  fiiUen  angel. 

ller  mother,  after  watching  her  for  some  time 
without  speaking,  ventured  to  steal  her  withered 
hand  a  little  nearer  to  her  across  the  table;  and 
finding  that  she  permitted  this,  to  touch  her  faoo, 
and  smooth  her  hair.  With  the  feeUng,  as  it  seemed, 
that  the  old  woman  was  at  least  sincere  in  this  show 
of  interest,  Alice  made  no  movement  to  eheck  her; 
so,  advancing  by  decrees,  she  bound  up  her  daogh- 
ter*s  hair  afresh,  took  off  her  wet  shoes,  if  they  de- 
served the  name,  spread  something  dry  upon  her 
shoulders,  and  hovered  humbly  about  her,  muttering 
to  herself^  as  she  recognised  her  old  features  and 
expression  more  and  more. 

**  You  are  very  poor,  mothei^  I  see/'  sahl  AUm, 


looking  round,  when  she  had  sat  thus  for  some 
time. 

**  Bitter  poor,  my  deary,"  replied  the  old  woman. 

She  admired  her  daughter,  and  was  afraid  of  her. 
Perhaps  her  admiration,  such  as  it  was,  had  origi- 
nated  long  ago,  when  she  first  found  anything  that 
was  beautiful  appearing  in  the  midst  of  the  squalid 
fight  of  her  existence.  Perhaps  her  fbar'was  refor- 
able,  in  some  sort,  to  the  retrospect  she  had  so 
lately  heard.  Be  this  as  it  might,  she  stood,  sob- 
mimively  and  deferentially  before  her  child,  and 
inclined  her  head,  as  if  in  a  pitifbl  entreaty  to  be 
spared  any  further  reproach. 

••  How  have  you  lived  7 » 

••  By  begging,  my  deary." 

••  And  pilfering,  mother  ?" 

**  Sometimes,  Ally — in  a  very  small  way.  I  am 
old  and  timid.  I  have  taken  trifles  from  children 
now  and  then,  my  deary,  but  not  often.  I  have 
tramped  about  the  country,  pet,  and  I  know  what 
I  know.    1  have  watched." 

"•  Watched  7"  returned  the  daughter,  looking  at 
her. 

**  I  have  hung  about  a  fkmily,  my  deary,"  said 
tlie  mother,  even  more  humbly  and  submissive!/ 
than  before. 

••What  family 7" 

**  Hush,  darling,  don*t  be  angry  with  me.  I  did 
it  for  the  love  of  you.  In  memory  of  my  poor  gui 
beyond  seas.'*  She  put  out  her  hand  deprecatingly, 
and  drawing  it  back  again,  laid  it  on  her  lips. 

**  Years  ago,  my  deary,"  she  pursued,  glancing 
timidly  at  the  attentive  and  stem  face  opposed  to 
her,  "  I  came  across  his  little  child,  by  chance.*' 

•*Whosechild7" 

•*Not  his,  Alice  deary;  don't  look  at  me  like 
that;  not  his.  How  could  it  be  his 7  You  know 
he  has  none." 

*•  Whose  then  7"  returned  the  daughter.  «*  You 
said  his." 

**Hosh,  Ally;  you  frighten  me,  deary.  Mr. 
Dombey's— K)niy  Mr.  Domhey's.  Since  then,  dar- 
ling, I  have  seen  them  often.     I  have  seen  him,^ 

fn  uttering  this  last  word,  the  old  woman  shrunk 
and  recoiled,  ss  if  with  a  sudden  fear  that  her 
daughter  would  strike  her.  But  though  the  daogh<-> 
tcr's  face  was  fixed  upon  her,  and  expressed  the 
most  vehement  passion,  she  remained  still :  except 
that  she  clenched  her  arms  tighter  and  tighter 
within  each  other,  on  her  bosom,  as  if  to  restrain 
them  by  that  means  from  doing  any  injury  to  her- 
self, or  some  one  else,  in  the  blind  fury  of  the  wrath 
that  suddenly  possessed  her. 

^Little  he  thought  who  I  was!"  said  the  old 
woman,  shaking  her  clenched  hand. 

**  And  little  he  cared !"  muttered  her  daughter, 
between  her  teeth. 

^  But  there  we  were,"  said  the  old  woman,  **  fo.ce 
to  face.  I  spoke  to  him,  and  he  spoke  to  tne.  I 
sat  and  watched  him  as  he  went  away  down  a  long 
grove  of  trees ;  and  at  every  step  he  took  I  cursed 
him,  soul  and  body." 

**  He  will  thrive  in  spite  of  that,"  returned  tha 
daughter  disdainfully. 

**Aye,  he  is  thriving,"  said  the  nnKher. 

She  held  her  peace ;  fbr  the  face  and  form  before 
her  were  unsbaped  by  rage.  It  seemed  as  if  the 
bosom  would  burst  with  the  emotions  that  strove 
within  it  The  efibrt  that  constrained  and  held  it 
pent  up,  was  no  lest  formidable,  than  the  xa^f 


DQMBEY  AND   SON, 


183 


Mlf;  no  \U9  bespeaking^  tbe  violent  and  daBg«r. 
muharacter  of  tke  woman  who  made  it  Bot  it 
ncceeded,  and  she  asked,  after  a  silenoe : 

•»  Is  he  married  r* 

•No»  deary/*  saM  the  mother* 

"Going  to  be T** 

*  Not  Uiat  I  know  of,  deary.  Bat  hii  m aster  and 
rifeod  is  married.  Oh,  we  may  give  him  joy  I 
Ve  may  give  *eBi  all  joy  T*  cried  the  old  woman, 
inggiag  herself  with  her  lean  arms  in  her  exulta. 
ioD.  *  Nothing  but  joy  to  us  will  come  of  that 
aarriaire.     Mind  me !" 

The  daughter  looked  at  her  for  an  explanation. 

"Bat  yon  are  wet  and  tired ;  hungry  and  thirsty,'* 
od  the  old  wcmian,  hobbling  to  the  cnpboard; 
'and  there  *8  little  here,  and  little^**  diving  down 
nto  her  poeket,  and  jingling  a  few  hairpeoce  on 
be  table — "little  here.  Have  you  any  money, 
Uiee,  deary  ?*• 

TTie  coveton9,  sharp,  eager  face,  with  which  she 
iked  the  qoestion  and  looked  on,  as  her  daughter 
ook  out  of  her  bosom  the  little  gift  she  had  so 
■lily  received,  told  almost  as  much  of  the  history 
if  this  parent  and  child  as  the  child  herself  had 
oU  in  wordsk 

"Is  that  allT^  said  tfie  mother. 

"I  have  no  more.  I  should  not  have  this,  but 
br  charity." 

*  Bot  for  charity,  eh,  deary  ?*»  said  the  old  wo- 
Ban,  bending  greedily  over  the  table  to  look  at  the 
»oo«y,  which  she  appeared  distrustful  of  her 
bQgh(er*8  still  retaining  in  her  band,  and  gazing 
0.  *^  Humph !  six  and  six  is  twelve  and  six  eigh. 
w— so— wc  must  make  the  most  of  it  I  '11  go 
ay  something  to  eat  and  drink." 

With  greater  alacrity  than  might  have  been  ex- 
wted  in  one  of  her  appearance— for  age  and  mi- 
cry  seemed  to  have  made  her  as  decrepit  as  ugly 
-Ae  began  to  occupy  her  trembling  hands  in 
fmg  an  old  bonnet  on  her  head,  and  folding  a  torn 
bawl  about  herself:  ^still  eyeing  the  money  in  her 
loghtcr's  hand,  with  the  same  sharp  desire. 
"  What  joy  is  to  come  to  us  of  this  marriage, 
Mther?"  asked  tlie  daughter.  •'You  have  not 
W  me  that" 

■The  joy,"  she  replied,  attiring  herself,  with 
nbling  finger?,  "of  no  love  at  all,  and  much 
fide  and  hate,  my  deary.  The  joy  of  confusion 
id  strife  among  'em,  proud  as  they  are,  and  of 
iBper— danger,  Alice .'" 
"What  danger  7" 

•/  have  seen  what  I  have  seen.  /  know  what  I 
low !"  chuckled  the  mother.  **  Let  some  look  to 
.  Let  some  be  upon  their  guard.  My  gal  may 
»l>  good  company  yet  I" 

Then,  seeing  that  in  the  wondering  earnestness 
ith  which  her  daughter  regarded  her,  her  hand 
iTolantarily  closed  upon  the  money,  tiie  old  wo- 
rn made  more  speed  to  secure  it,  and  hurriedly 
Wed, "but  I'll  go  buy  something;  I'll  go  buy 
mething." 

As  she  stood  with  her  hand  stretched  out  before 
»  daughter,  her  daughter,  glancing  again  at  the 
mey,  pat  it  to  her  lips  before  parting  with  it 
"Wh«t,Ally!  Do  yon  kiss  it  7"  chuckled  the 
J  woman.  "That's  like  me— I  often  do.  Oh, 
*•  so  good  to  us !"  squeezing  her  own  tarnished 
Jfpence  up  to  her  bag  of  a  throat,  "so  good  to  us 
everything,  but  not  coming  in  heaps !" 
*I  ki«  it,  mother,"  said  the  daughter,  "  or  I  did 


then— I  don't  know  that  I  ever  did  belbre— for  the 
giver's  sake." 

"  The  giver,  eh,  deary  7"  retorted  tbe  old  woman, 
whose  dimmed  eyc^  ^^listened  as  she  took  it  "Aye  I 
'  I  '11  kiss  it  for  the  giver's  sake,  too,  when  the  giver 
can  make  it  go  lartlier.  But  I'll  go  spend  it, 
deary.    I  '11  be  back  direetlv." 

"  You  seem  to  say  you  know  a  great  deal,  mo- 
ther," said  the  daughter,  following  her  to  the  door 
with  her  eyes.  "  You  have  grown  very  wise  since 
we  parted." 

"  Know !  croaked  the  old  woman,  coming  back 
a  step  or  two.  "I  know  more  than  you  tbink.  I 
know  more  than  he  thinks,  dear^,  as  I  '11  tell  you 
by  and  bye.    I  know  all  about  bim." 

The  daughter  smiled  incredulously. 

"  I  know  of  his  brother,  Alice,"  said  the  old  wo. 
man,  stretching  out  her  neck  with  a  leer  of  malice 
absolutely  frightful,  "  who  mi|^t  have  been  where 
you  have  been — for  stealing  money — and  who  lives 
with  his  sister,  over  yonder,  by  the  north  road  out 
of  London." 

"Where?" 

"  By  the  north  road  out  of  London,  deary.  You 
shall  see  the  house,  if  you  like.-  It  a'at  tench  to 
boast  of,  genteel  as  his  own  is.  No,  no,  no,"  cried 
the  old  woman,  shaking  her  head,  and  laughing ; 
for  her  daughter  had  started  up,  "  not  now ;  it 's 
too  far  off;  it 's  by  the  mile-stone,  ivhere  the  stones 
are  heaped; — to-morrow,  deary,  if  it's  fine,  and 
yon  are  in  the  humour.    Bot  I  '11  go  spend—-—" 

"Stop!"  and  the  daughter  flung  herself  upon 
her,  with  her  former  passion  raging  like  a  fire. 
"The  sister  is  a  fiiir-faced  Devil,  with  brown 
hair?" 

The  old  woman,  amazed  and  terrified,  nodded 
her  head. 

"  I  see  the  shadow  of  him  in  her  fiice !  It 's  a 
red  house,  standing  by  itself.  Before  the  door 
there  is  a  small  green  porcii  7" 

Again  the  old  woman  nodded, 

"Di  which  I  sat  to-day!  Give  me  back  the 
money." 

"Alice!     Deary!" 

"  Give  me  back  the  money,  or  yon  '11  be  hurt" 

She  forced  it  from  the  old  woman's  ffand  as  she 
spoke,  and,  utterly  indifferent  to  her  complainings 
and  entreaties,  threw  on  the  garments  she  had 
taken  off,  and  hurried  o\it,  with  headlong  apeed. 

The  mother  followed,  limping  afler  her  as  she 
could,  and  expostolating  with  no  more  effect  upon 
her  than  upon  the  wind  and  rain  and  darkness 
that  encompassed  them.  Obdurate  aad  fierce  in 
her  own  purpose,  and  indifferent  to  all  besides,  the 
daughter  defied  the  weather  and  the  distance,  as  if 
she  had  known  no  travel  or  fiitigue,  and  made  for 
the  house  where  she  had  been  relieved.  After  some 
quarter  of  an  hour's  walking,  the  old  woman,  spent 
and  out  of  breath,  ventured  to  hold  by  her  skirts ; 
but  she  ventured  no  more,  and  they  travelled  on  in 
silence  through  the  wet  and  gloom.  If  the  mother 
now  and  then  uttered  a  word  of  complaint,  she 
stifled  it  lest  her  daughter  should  break  away  from 
her  and  leave  her  behind ;  and  the  daughter  was 
dumb. 

It  was  within  an  hour  or  so  of  midnight  when 
they  left  the  regular  streets  behind  them,  and  en- 
tered  on  the  deeper  gloom  of  that  neutral  ground 
where  the  house  was  situated.  Tbe  town  lay  in 
the  distance,  lurid  and  k  irering ;  the  bleak  wind 
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howled  over  the  open  fptee ;  all  arotind  was  black, 
wild,  desolate. 

**  This  is  a  fit  place  for  mo  !**  said  the  daughter, 
Btoppiii|  to  look  hack.  **  I  thought  so,  when  I  was 
here  before,  to-day." 

*^ Alice,  my  deary  !**  cried  the  mother,  pulling  her 
gently  by  the  skirt.    "Alice !" 

♦*  What  now,  mother  ?" 

**  Don't  give  the  money  back,  my  darling ;  please 
don't  We  can't  afford  it.  We  want  supper,  deary. 
Money  is  money,  whoever  gives  it.  Say  what  yoa 
will,  but  keep  the  money." 

"See  there!"  was  all  the  daaghtcr*8  answer. 
**  That  is  the  house  I  mean.     Is  thut  it  ?** 

The  old  woman  nodded  in  the  affirmative ;  and 
a  few  more  paces  brought  them  to  the  threshold. 
There  was  the  light  of  fire  and  candle  in  the  room 
where  Alice  had  sat  to  dry  her  clothes ;  and  on  her 
knocking  at  the  door,  John  Carker  appeared  from 
that  room. 

He  was  surprised  to  see  such  visitors  at  such  an 
hour,  and  asked  Alice  what  she  wanted.      < 

"  I  want  your  sister  I"  she  said.  **  The  woman 
who  gave  me  money,  to-day." 

At  the  sound  of  her  raised  voice,  Harriet  came 
out 

"Oh !"  said  Alice.  "You  are  here  2  Do  you 
remember  me  ?" 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  wondering. 

The  faco  that  had  humbled  itself  before  her, 
looked  on  her  now  with  such  invincible  hatred  and 
defiance ;  and  the  hand  that  had  gently  touched  her 
arm,  was  clenched  with  such  a  show  of  evil  pur- 
pose, as  if  it  would  gladly  strangle  her ;  that  she 
drew  close  to  her  brother  for  protection. 

"  That  I  could  speak  with  you,  and  not  know 
you !  lliat  I  could  come  near  you,  and  not  feel 
what  blood  was  running  in  your  veins,  by  the 
tingling  of  my  own !"  said  Alloc,  with  a  menacing 
gesture. 

"  What  do  you  mean  7    What  have  I  done  7" 

"  Done  I"  returned  the  other.  "  You  have  sat  me 
by  your  fire ;  you  have  given  me  food  and  money ; 
you  have  bestowed  your  compassion  on  me  I  You ! 
whose  name  I  spit  upon !" 

The  old  Woman,  with  a  malevolence  that  made 
her  ugliness  quite  awful,  shook  her  withered  hand 
at  the  brother  and  sister  in  confirmation  of  her 
daughter,  but  plucked  her  by  the  skirts  again, 
nevertheless,  imploring  her  to  keep  the  money. 

"  If  I  dropped  a  tear  upon  your  hand,  may  it 
wither  it  up  t  If  I  spoke  a  gentle  word  in  your 
bearing,  may  it  deafen  you !  If  I  touched  you 
with  my  lips,  may  the  touch  be  poison  to  you !    A 


curse  upon  this  roof  that  gave  me  sfaelttr !  Sonotr 
and  shame  upon  your  h^d  I  Ruin  upon  all  be- 
longing to  you  r' 

As  she  said  the  words,  she  threw  the  money 
down  upon  the  ground,  and  spurned  it  with  her 
foot 

"  I  tread  it  in  the  dusts  I  wouldn't  fake  it  if  it 
paved  my  way  to  Heaven  I  I  would  the  bleedimr 
foot  that  brought  me  here,  to-day,  had  rotted  9S, 
before  it  led  me  to  your  house  I" 

Harriet,  pale  and  trembling,  restrained  ber  bro. 
ther,  and  suffered  her  to  go  on  uninterrupted. 

"  It  was  well  that  I  should  be  pitied  and  forgiven 
by  you,  or  any  one  of  your  name,  in  the  first  hour 
of  my  return !  It  was  well  that  you  should  act  the 
kind  good  lady  to  me !  I  *11  thank  you  wh^fi  I  die  j 
I  'U  pray  for  you,  and  all  your  race,  you  may  be 
sure !" 

With  a  fierce  action  of  her  hand,  as  if  she 
sprinkled  hatred  on  the  ground,  and  with  it  deToCed 
those  who  were  standing  there  to  destruction,  she 
looked  up  once  at  the  black  sky,  and  frtrode  not 
into  the  wild  night 

The  mother,  who  had  plucked  at  her  skirts  agmin 
and  again  in  vain,  and  had  eyed  the  money  lying 
on  the  threshold  with  an  absorbing  greed  thai 
seemed  to  concentrate  her  faculties  upon  it,  would 
have  prowled  about,  until  the  house  was  dark,  and 
then  groped  in  the  mire  on  the  chance  of  repossos> 
sing  herself  of  it  But  Uie  daughter  drew  Imi 
away,  and  they  set  forth,  straight,  on  their  retore 
to  their  dwelling ;  the  old  woman  whimpering  and 
bemoaning  their  loss  upon  tlie  road,  and  fretfuUj 
bewailing,  as  openly  as  she  dared,  the  undulilul 
conduct  of  her  handsome  girl  in  depriving  her  ofi 
supper,  on  the  very  first  night  of  their  re-union. 

8upperless  to  bed  she  went,  savbg  for  a  few 
coarse  fragments ;  and  those  she  sat  mumbling  nnc 
munching  over  a  scrap  of  fire,  long  ailer  her  iia 
dutiful  daughter  lay  asleep. 

Were  this  miserable  mother,  and  this  miserable 
daughter,  only  the  reduction  to  their  lowest  grmdc 
of  certain  Focial  vices  sometimes  prevailing  hi^be 
up  7  In  this  round  world  of  many  circles  withii 
circles,  do  we  make  a  weary  journey  from  the  faig^l 
grade  to  the  low,  to  find  at  last  that  they  lie  doc 
togctlier,  that  the  two  extremes  touch,  and  that  en 
journey's  end  is  but  our  starting-place  7  AlIo«rin, 
for  great  difference  of  stuff  and  texture,  was  tb 
pattern  of  this  woof  repeated  among  gentle  Uoo 
at  all  7 

Say,  Edith  Dorhbey !    And  Cleopatra, 
mothers,  let  us  have  your  testimony  2 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 


THE  HAPPY  PAIR. 


Tn  dftrk  Uoi  on  tbo  street  »  gone,  Mr.  Doro* 
bej*i  mansion,  if  it  be  a  |^p  among. tbe  cither 
bouef  any  longer,  is  on)j  so  because  it  is  not  to  be 
Tied  with  in  its  farightnese*  and  faaughtily  oaaAs^ 
tksfli  off.  The  mjing  is,  thai  home  is  )lomd|  be  it 
oenr  so  homely.  If  it  bokl  good  in  the  opfosite 
eoBtingenej,  and  home  is  hone  be  it  never  so 
lUlelT,  what  an  altar  to  the  Ilottsehoki  Gods  is 
lUKdophere! 

Lights  are  sparkling  in  the  windews  this  even- 
'mi[,  sad  the  roddy  glow  of  fires  is  warm  aad  brighl 
opon  the  hangings  and  toft  carpets,  and  the  dinner 
Wills  to  be  served,  and  the  dinneNtable  is  hand* 
aoiBsly  set  fi)rth,  though  only  ibr  four  persons,  and 
tbe  Hdeboard  is  cvmbfous  with  plate.  It  is  the 
frit  time  that  the  house  has  been  arranaed  fi>r  oe* 
Qipstion  sinee  its  late  ohanges,  and  the  happy  pair 
tie  looked  for  every  minute. 

Only  seoepd  tb  the  wedding  mooung,  in  tbe  in. 
terest  aadr  expectation  H .  engenders  among  tbe 
bomehold,  is  this  evening  of  the  eonung  home. 
Hn.  Perch  is  in  tbe  kitchen  taking  tea ;  and  has 
■wde  the  tour  ef  the  eatabliabment,  and  priced  tiie 
wSk»  and  damasks  by  the  yardi  and  exhausted 
ewry  inteijection  in  4he  dictionary  |md  out  of  it 
trpienive  of  admiration  a»d  wonder.  Tho  npfaol' 
itirer*sfoceaaan*  who  has  left  hie  hat,  wilh  a  pockeU 
hudkerchief  in  it,  both  smelling  strongly  of  var* 
nitli,  under  a  chair  in  the  hall,  lurks  about  the 
bouse,  gaiing  upward  at  tbe  cormces^  and  down- 
vird  at  the  carpets^  snd  oecasioDaUy,  in  a  silent 
tnnspoxt  of  enjoyment,  taking  a  nue  out  of  his 
pocket,  and  skimiishinglv  measuring  expensive  plw 
jscte,  with  miatterable  ieelings.  Cook  is  in  high 
■pints,  and  says  give  her  a  place  where  there  *s 
pisotv  of  company  (as  she  *U  bet  you  sixpence  there 
will  be  now),  for  she  is  of  a  lively  disposition,  and 
she  always  was  from  a  child,  and  she  don't  mind 
who  knows  it;  which  sentiment  elicits  from  the 
kieast  of  Mrs.  Perch  a  respansive  murmur  of  sup- 
port and  approbation.  All  the  housemaid  hopes  is, 
happiness  &r  *em — but  marrisge  is  a  lottery,  and 
the  more  she  thinks  abont  it,  the  more,  she  ieels  th^ 
independence  and  the  safety  of  a  sinvle  life.  Mr. 
Tovlinson  is  saturnine  and  grim,  and  says  that  *8 
bis  opinion  toa  and  give  him  We.r  besides,  and 
down  with  the  French — for  this  young  man  has  a 
foeral  impreesion  that  every  foreigner  is  a  French- 
mn,  and  must  be  by  the  laws  of  nature. 

At  each  new  soand  of  wheels,  they  all  stop^ 
whatever  they  are  saying,  and  listen;  and  more 
Ihan  o«ea  there  is  a  general  starting  up  and  a  ery 
ef  '*Here  tbe^  sre  T  But  here  they  are  not  yet; 
sad  Cook  begins  te  mourn  over  the  dinner,  which 
bss  been  put  back  twice,  and  tl^  upholsterer's  foref. 
nan  still  goes  lurking  about  the  rooms,  undisturbed 
in  his  Uissfiil  reverie ! 

Florence  is  ready  to  receive  her  fiuther  and  her 
new  mamma.  Whether  the  emotions  that  are  throb- 
king  in  her  breast  orb^inate  in  pleasure  or  in  pain, 
she  hardly  knows.  mA  the  fluttering  heart  sen4s 
added  odiear  to  her  cheeks,  and  brightness  to  her 
eyes;  and.  they  say  down  staiiv,  drawing  their 
together— ibr  they  alwaya  speak  softly  when 


thefN  speak  of  her— how  beautiful  Miss  Florence 
looks  io-mghU  and  what  a  swyt  young  l&dy  she 
has  grown,  poor  dear!  A  pause  succeeds;  and 
then  Cook,  feeling,  as  president,  that  her  sentiments 
are  Waimd  lor,  wonders  whether — and  there  stops. 
The  housemaid  wo.nders  too,  and  so  does  Mrs.; 
Perch,  who  has  the  happy  social  faculty  of  always 
wondering  when  other  people  wonder,  without  be- 
ing  at  aU  particular  what  she  wonders  at.  Mr. 
Towlinsoa,  ^ho  now  descries  «an  opportunity  of 
bringing  down  the  spirits  of  the  ladies  to  his  own, 
leveUsays  wait  and  see;  he  wishe^  some  people 
were  well  out  ef  this.  Cooh  leads  a  sigh  then,  and 
a  murmur  of  **  Ah,  it's  a  strange  world, — it  is  in-, 
deed !"  and  when  it  has  gone  round  the  table,  adds 
persuasively,  "  but  Miss  Fli^rence  can't  well  be  the 
worse  for  any  change,  Tom."  Mr.  Towlinaon's  re» 
joinder,  pregnant  with  frightful  ijaeaning,  is  **  Qh, 
can't  she  though !"  and  sensible  that  a  mere  man, 
can  sc^roely  be  more  prophetic^  or  improve  upon 
that,  lie  holds  his  peace* 

Mrs.  Skewton,  prepared  to  greet  her  darling 
daughter  and  dear  son-in-law  wim  open  arms,  is  ap. 
propriately  attired  for  that  purpose  in  a  very  youth- 
fMl  cQsturae,  with  short  sleeves.  At  present,  how- 
bver,  her  ripe  charms  are  blooming  in  the  shade  oft 
her  own  apartments,  whence  she  has  not  emerged 
since  she  took  possession  of  them  a  few  hours  ago, 
and  where  she  is  fast  growing  fretful,  on  aocoun^ 
of  the  postponement  of  dinner.  The  maid  who 
ought  to  be  a  skeleton,  but  is  in  truth  a  buxom 
draiseli  is,  on  the  oUnr  hand,  in  a  most  amiable 
state:  considering  her  quarterly  stipend  much 
safer  than  heietofore,  and  foreseeing  a  great  im- 
provement in  her  board  and  lodging. 

Where  are  tbe  happy  pair,  for  whom  this  brave 
home  is  waiting?  Do  steam,  tide,  wind,  and 
horses,  all  abate  their  speed,  to  linger  on  such  hap. 
pinessf  Does  tbe  swarm  of  loves  and  graces 
novering  aboat  them  retard  their  progress  by  its 
numbers?  Are  there  so  many  flowers  in  their 
happy  path,  that  they  can  scarcely  move  along^ 
without  ent^iement  in  thornless  roses,  and  sweet- 
est briar? 

They  are  here -at  heii  Tbe  noise  of  wheels  is 
heard,  grows  louder,  and  a  carriage  drivea  up  to  the 
door!  A  thundering  knock  from  the  obnoxious 
foreigner  anticipates  the  rush  of  Mr.  Towlinson 
and  party  to  open  it ;  and  Mr.  Dorobey  and  his 
bride  alight,  and  walk  in  arm  and  arm, 

"  My  sweetest  Edith !"  ories  an  agitated  voice 
upon  the  stairs.  **  My  dearest  Dombey  1"  and  the 
short  sleeves  wreath  themselves  about  the  happy 
couple  in  turn,  and  -embrace  tbem* 

norenoe  had  come  down  to  tbe  hall  too^  but  did 
not  advance:  reserving  her  timid  welcome  until 
these  nearer  and  dearer  transports  should  subside. 
But  the  eyes  of  Edith  sought  her  out,  upon  the 
threshold ;  and  dismissing  her  sensitive  parent  witja 
a  slight  kiss  on  the  cbeek,  she  hurried  on  to  Flur* 
ence,  and  embraced  her.  ^ 

♦*  How  do  you  do,  Florence  7"  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
putUng  out  his  hand. 

As  Ilorence,  trembUng,  raised  it  to  her  lipe,  she 
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met  hifl  glance.  The  lcM>k  was  cold  and  distant 
enough,  but  it  stirred  her  heart  to  think  that  she 
observed  in  it  something  more  of  interest  than  ho 
had  ever  shown  before.  It  even  expressed  a  kiod 
of  faint  surprise,  and  not  a  disagreeable  surprise, 
at  sight  of  her.  She  dared  not  raise  her  eyes  to  his 
an  J  more;  but  she  felt  that  ho  looked  at  her  once 
again,  and  not  less  favourably.  Oh  what  a  thrill 
of  joy  shot  through  her,  awakened  by  even  this  in- 
tangible and  baoeley  coafinnation  of  her  hope  that' 
she  would  learn  to  win  him,  through  hor  new  and 
beauttfnl  niammu ! 

••  You  will  not  be  long  dressing,  Mrs.  Dombey, 
I  presume  ?"  Said  Mr.  Dombey. 

•*  I 'shall  be  ready  immediately." 

**Let  them  send  up  dinner  in  a  qaartar  of  an 
hour." 

With  that  Mr.  Dombey  stalked  away  to  hisorwn 
dres^ing'.room,  and  Mrs.  Dombey  went  up  stairs  to 
hers.  Mrs.  Skgwton  and  Florence  tepai red  to  the 
drawing^.room,  where  that  excellent  mother  con- 
sidered Tt  incumbent  on  her  to  shed  a  few  irrepres- 
s?ble  tears,  supposed  to  bo  fbr ced  from  her  by  her 
daughter's  felicity ;  and  which  she  was  still  dry. 
ing,  very  gingerly,  with  a  laced  corner  of  her 
pocket-handkerchief,  when  her  son4n-law  ap* 
peared. 

•*  And  how  my  dearest  Dombey  did  yon  find  that 
delightfullest  of  eitics,  Paris !"  she  asked,  sabdu" 
ing  her  emotion.  ' 

**  It  was  cold,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey. 

••Gay  08  ever  "  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  "  of  conrte.'* 

••  Not  particularly.  I  thought  it  dull,"  said  Mr ^ 
Dombey. 

••Pie  my  dearest  Dombey  r»  archly  ;  ••dull P* 

••It  made  that  impression  upon  me.  Madam,** 
said  Mr.  Dombey  with  grave  politeness.  •'I  be- 
lieve Mrs.  Dombey  fonnd  it  dull  too.  She  mcnw 
tioned  once  or  twice  that  she  thought  it  so.**^ 

*•  Why,  you  nnug:hty  gtrl!*'  cried  Mrs,  Skewton, 
rallying  her  dear  child,  who  now  entered;  **  what 
dreadfully  heretical  things  have  yon  been  saying 
about  Paris  ?»» 

Edith  raised  her  eyebrows  with  an  air  of  Weari; 
ness;  and  passing  the  fdlding-doors  which  were 
thrown  open  to  display  the  suite  of  foomii  in  their 
new  and  handsome  gAmiture,  and  barely  glancing 
at  them  as  she  passed,  sat  down  by  Florence. 

••  My  dfear  Dombey,"  said  Mrs.  Skewton,  ••  how 
charmingly  these  people  have  carried  out  every 
idea  that  wc  hinted !  They  have  made  a  perfect 
palace  of  the  house,  poaitiyely." 

•It  is  handsome,'*  said  Mr.  Dombey,  looking 
round.  **I  directed  that  no  expense  shoald  b« 
spared;  and  all  that  money  could  do,  has  been 
done,  I  believe," 

**  And  what  can  ft  not  do,  dear  Dombey  7"- ob- 
served. Cleopatra.  , 

••  It  is  poweribl,  Madam,**  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

He  looked  in  his  solemn  way  towards  his  tdfcf, 
but  not  a  word  said  she. 

-•♦I  hope  MrsL  Dombey,"  addressing  her  after  a 
moment's  silence,  wilh  especial  distinctness ;-  ••that 
these  alterations  meet  with  yoot  approval?** 

••  They  are  as  handsome  as  they  can  be,"  she 
icturned,  with  haughty  carc1es!<ness.  ••They  should 
bo  so,  of  course.    And  I  suppose  they*  are," 

'  An  expression  of  scorn  was  habitnal  to  the  proud 
fticc,  and  seemed  inseparable  from  it ;  bat  the  con- 
tempt with  which  it  received  any  appeal  to  admira- 
tion,  respect,  pr  consideration  on  the  ground  of  his 

ibes,  no  matter  how  slight  or  ordinary  in  ftiKlf, 


Ar.is  a  new  and  different  expression,  unequalled  in 
intensity  by  any  other  of  which  it  was  capable. 
Wiieilier  Mr.  Dombey,  wrapped  in  his  own  great- 
ness, was^  at  all  aware  of  this,  or  no,  there  had  not 
been  wanting'opportunities  already  for  his  complete 
enlightenment ;  and  at  that  moment  it  might  have 
been  effticttd  by  the  one  glance  of  the  dark  eye 
tbat  lighted  on  him,  afler  it  had  rapidly  and  scorn- 
fully surveyed  the  tii6me  of  his  self.gtori(k;ation. 
He  might  have  re«d  iathat  one  glance  that  netbing 
that  his  wealth  could  do,  though  it  were  inereoseS 
ten  thousand  fold,  could  win  him  for  its  own  tekev 
one  look  of  softened  recognition  fh>m  thedeilani 
woman,  linked  to  him,  but  arrayed  with  her  whote 
soul  against  him.  *  He  might  have  read  in  tlist  one 
glumie  that  evee  for  its  sordid  and  ineroeAary  iiw 
flucnce  upon  herself,  she  spurned  it,  while  sbe 
claimed  its  utmost  power  as  her  right,  her  bargain 
-HLS  the  base  and  worthless  reoompense  for  which 
she  had  become  his  wife.  He  might  have  read  in 
it  that,  ever  baring  her  own  head  ibr>the  lig^tnin^ 
of  her  own  contempt  and  pride  to  strike,  the  meet 
innocent '  allusion  Co  the  power  of  hie  riclies  dei. 
graded  her  anew,  snnk  her  deeper  in  her  own 
reepeot,  and  made  the  blight  and  waste  within  her. 
more  complete. 

But  dinher  wam  announced,  and  Mr.  DombcT  M 
;down  Cleopatra  $  Edith  and  hi*  daughter  folbw*> 
ing.  Sweeping  past  the  gold  and- silver  demonitm^ 
tion  on  the  sideboard  as  if  it  were  heaped-op  dirt^ 
and  deigning  to  faei^w  no  look  upon  the  eleganciee 
around  her,  she  took  iier  plai)e  at  his  board  foi^  the 
first  time,  and  sat,  like  a  statue,  at  the  feasl 

M^  Dombc^,  being  a  good  deal  in  the  statue 
Way  himself,  Was  well  enoegh  pleased  to  'sea  his 
handsome  wiie  immoveable  and*  proud  and  cokL 
Her  deportment  beiilg  always  elegant  and  gkmoefn)« 
this  as  a  general  behaviour,  w«s  agreeable  and  oon» 
genial  to  him.  Presiding,  iherefbre,  with  his  a<v 
customed  digiifly,  and  ncA  at  all  refle(ning  on  hie 
wife  by  any  wlrmth  or  hilarity  of  his  own,  he  per- 
formed his  share  of  the  honours  of  the  table  jrith 
a  coo]  satisfaction;  and  the  InsUtllation-  dinner, 
though  not  regarded  dowii-stairir  ai  a  great  sac. 
cess  erver/ promising  beginning,  passed^,  abovc^ 
in  a  sufficiently  polite,  genteel,  and  firttsty  mann«n 

Soon  after  tea,  Mrs.  Skewton,  whafifTected  te  be 
<]utte  overcome  and  worn  oek  by  her  emotibne  oif 
hnppiness,  arising  fn  the  eentemplation  of  her  deat 
child  united  to  the  won  of  ho^  heart,  but  who,  there 
is  reason  to  suppose,  feund  this,  family  party  some.. 
what  dell,  as  she  yawned  for  eno  hour  cmtinnallj 
behind  her  fan,  retired  to  bed.  Edith,  also;  silently 
withdrew  and  came  back  no  more.  Thu^  it  hap^ 
pened  Chat  IHofence,  who  had  been  up^tahis  lb 
hft¥e  some  ooVfversation  with  Diogenes,  retnmhig 
to  the  drawing-room  with  her  little  work-beakei^ 
foubd  no  one  there  but  her  fkther,  who  was  walk. 
ing  to  8 rid  fro,  in  irtn^ry  magnificence. 
*'"I  beg  your  pardon.  Sfiall'I  go  away,  Papal" 
said  Florence  filntly,  hnfftatmg  at  the  duor. 

••'No^*  returned  Mr.  D.»mh<(y,  looking  round  oeei 
Mb  shoulder;  **yoti  can  cottie  and  go  here,  Pks 
renet,  a«  yon  please.  This  is  not  my  prirmti 
rooni." 

Floi'crnce  entered,  and  sat  down  at  a  distant  liltli 
tiblis  with  her  work :  finding  herself  Ibr  the  BrtA 
time  m  her  1ifi» — for  tlie  Tcry  first  time  within  hei 
memory  from  her  infancy  to  thnt  hour — alone  wW 
her  firthe'r,  as  his  Qompanion.  She,'  hl«  n  ilurml  eoa 
ffenfon,  his  only  child,  who  in  her  Innely  fifi»  mm 
grief  bad  known  tbetaflR|ing  of  a  breakiog  bontt 
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whosio  hot  rcjectfld  l«f,'iiMi  o«v«r'bi«atlled  Iim' 
ittne  io  iie^  ot  nifht,  boL  with  a  tearial  blQ89ti|gy' 
heavier  on  him  tbaa  a  crone ;  who  h«d  psvifed  \» 
to  f9\mg^  ao  dm  might  oa^  die.  in  hia  ftnD9 ;  who 
hi4  «il  throogfa,  repaid  tiie  agony  of  aUijjpiii  -and 
•oldLesa^and  lUilike^Mnth  patient  unexa<UAg  lov<i, 
ncomg  him,  and  pioading  forium,  Uko  his  better 
injell 

She  trembled,  and  W  eyea  wore  dim.  liia  figure 
neaied  lo  grow  in  height  Aqd  bujik  before  ber  m  be 
(Mued  the  room :  now  it  was  all  blurred  .and  india;* 
liaet;  now  eiea>>  again,  and  plain;  and  noM  she 
Kerned  to  think  that  this  had  happened,  just  the 
Rioe,  a  multitude  pf  ly^ara  aj^o. .  She  yearned  to- 
Vftrds  him,  and  yet  ahruok  from  bis  approach. 
Gnnaturai  eanotion.in  a  chiLd^  iiUiiociSBt  of  wrong! 
Dsaatoral  the  hand  thU  had  directed  the  ahar^ 
plough,  which  furrowed  up  her  gentle. nainie« for 
Ibe  sowing  of  ita  seeds  I   . 

&nt  upon  not  dbttresting.  or  offending  him  by 
iier  distress,  Florence  controlled  hecaelf,  and  eat 
loietly  at  her  work.  Afler  a  few  more  turns  across 
ind  acraes  the  .roooit  be  left  off  pacing  it;,  and 
ailhdrawing  into  d  shadowy  corner  at  some  dis- 
laace,  where  there  was .  an '  easy  .chair,  cot ercd  his 
kead  vitii  a  handkerchief^  and  composed  himself  to 
lieep. 

It  wan  enough  for  Fbrenee  to  .sit  there,  watcb- 
ing  him ;  turning  hec  eyes  towards  his  chair  from 
Eiaae  lo  time;  wafchiog  him  with  her  thoogfats, 
vhen  her  Fane  was  intent  upon  her  work ;  and  sbr- 
ttwiblly  gflad  to  think  thai  be  oo^d  sleep,  while 
lbs  waa  there,  ahd  that  bk  was  not  made  rektlcss 
If  her  Strang  ^nd  loog-fbrbidden  pccieneei 

What  would  have  been  her  thoughts  if  she  liad 
DMWB  that  he  was  iteadily  regarding  her;  that 
be  veil  upon  hie  fiusey  by  accident  or*by  design, 
ns  so  adjosted  thai  his  sight  wae  iree^  and  that  it 
leter  wandered  iirum  ber  face  an-  inetilnt  i  That 
then  abe  looked  towards  him,  in  the  ofasouie  dark 
BGiner,  her  speaking  eyes,' more  earnest  and  pa- 
bttie  in  their  yoiceiess  speech  than  ail  theioraloiv 
rf'all  the  world,  and  impeadiifag  him  more,  nearly 
a  their  mute  address,  met  his,  and  did  not  know 
t  That  when  she  bent  her  head  again  over  her 
rof k,  he  drew  bis  breath  more  easily,  but  with  the 
■a»  atieniion  looked  upon  her  still  -*  upon'  her 
rbifie  brow  and  her  falling  hair,  and  bnty  hinds ; 
■d  once  attracted,  seemed  to  have  no  power  to 
rnn  bis  eyes  away  t 

And  what  were  his  thoughts  meanwhile'?  With 
■lit  emotions  did  he  prolong  the  attentive  gaze 
iMBftly  directed  on  bi«  unkjnown  davghter  ?  Was 
here  reproach  to  him  in  tlie  quiet  f^^e  and  thq 
9iM  eyes  7  Had  he  begun  to  feel  ber  dieregarded 
faims,  and  did  they  touch  him  homo  at  last,  and 
laken  him  to  some  sense  of  liis  crud  injustioe  7 

There  are  yielding  moments  id  the  Utcs  of  the 
UumM  and  harshest  men,  though  sueli  mea  often 
lerp  their  scoret  well.  T])e  sigi>t.of  bar  in  bir 
naoty:,  almost  changed  into  a  woman  without  his 
mswlfedge,  may  have  struck  out  tome. such  mo- 
■ente  even  in  hie  lifis.  of  pride.  .  Some  pasatng 
hangbt  that  he  had  had  a  happy,  home  within  his 
feacfa— »faad  bad  i^  houfeliold  spirit  ben^g  at  his 
bet — bad  overlooked  it  in  his  stiff-necked  sullen 
nngance*  and 'wandered  away  and  lost  biniRelf^ 
Bay  have  engendered  them.  Some  simpla  elq* 
IBeaea  dintiactly  heard,  titoagh  only  ottered  in  her 
M,  cnBi^scijioa  thai  be  road  tliein,  aa  **  By  the 
ULhA  1  hailb  tended,  by  the  childhood  I  have 
p  ear' nieetinir  in  thie  drearv  house  at 


of  niy  hearty  aW,  ibUHx,  tdrn  .to  me  and  se«k  a  ra* 
(Hge  in  my  Move:  before  it  ie  too  late!'*  may  have 
arrested'  tbdrn.  -Mttsener  exix!  lower  Uiough,ts,  as 
that  his  dead  boy  .wae  now  euperteded  by  new  tias» 
and  hs  eoald  forgive  the  bating  been  supplantedbik 
bia  adRietiaB,  may  •ha.ym  dcaaiianbd  them.  The 
mere  aasoDiation  of  ber  a»  an  otnafunnt,  with  att 
tb«)  ornament  and  pooap  about  hbn,  ma^  have  been 
sufficient  Biit  as  he  looked,  -be  soflened  to  ber» 
mor«  and'mote.  Aa  be  looked,  she  became  blet>de4 
witii  the  child  be  b»d  loved,  and  be  oouM  hardly 
9Bparate  the  Um.  Aa  he  looked;.  Im  saw  ber.  Sot  an 
instant  by  a  tleavcrand  a  brigblev  light,  not  hand* 
ing  over  that  chiWe  pillbw  aa  bis  rival-— meostroue 
thoughtr— but  as  the  spirit  of  his  home,  and  in  the 
action  tending  himself  no  lees,  as  he  sat  nnco  moro 
wftii  bis  bowedtdown  bead  upon  hia  hand  at  the 
foot  of  the  bttle  bed.  He  fisltincHned  to. speak  to 
her,  and. call  Mr  to  itsia. :  The  words  "^Fkoencc; 
oome  belroi'*  were  rising  la  hi^lipat-buC  sfewiy  and 
with  difficulty,  'they  were  so  very  skning&-*whfln 
they  wave  jchncked  and  stiflBd  by  a  iboidtep  on  the 
stair,  ■    : 

It  was  his  wife*8r  She  bad  exdbanged  her  din. 
ner.dreas  for  a  loose  robe,  and  unboond  ber  hair, 
which  f^l  freely  about'  has  ntek.  Bat  thia  was  not 
the  eha^  in  her  that  atmtled  hhn^ 

**  Florente,  dear,"  she  said,  **I  have  beca  looking 
for  you  every  where."  i 

.  A$  she  sot  down  by  the,  aide  eC  Fbrence,  fehe 
stooped  and  kissed  her  hand.  He  hardly  knew  his 
w\fk.  She  was  ao.  obartged.  •  It  was  not  merely 
that  ber  imile- Waa.  ne«^  to  htm«*«4hoi^bthat  he 
hod  never  seen;  bat  her  maDher,.the  tone  of  ber 
voite«  tbe  ii|rht  of  her  c^es,  the'  inUresI,  and  confi. 
denco,-  and-  winnine  wiih'  U  jileaee,  enpressed  in 
ali-^tbis  was  not  Edith.  ' 

"  SofUy,  char  Momma*    Papa  ia  asleep.** 

It  was  Edith  now.  Slie  looked  towai^ds  the 
eornpfiiwficoe'he  was,  and)  he  knew  t!hat  fiioe  and 
manner  very  well. 

"^I  sooiioely  tbbttght  yo«  ooald  be  bere,  Flo- 
rencd.?' 

Again,  how  altered  and  how  softened,  in  aa  in. 


•  **  I  lea  here earl^t"*  pomoed  Edith,  «  purposely  to 
ait  up*sttfire  and  talk  with  yoa. .  Bat,  gbing  to  yonr 
rooAtyl  found  my  bird  waa'dowri, tod  I  hews  been 
waiting  there  ever  since,  ezpeollog  its'retusn.'* 

if  it  bod  bAM.a  bird,.2»deed,  she  could  not  have 
tok^n  it  more  tenderly  and  gently  to  her  breaiA, 
than  she  did  Florenee.  - 
.    '•Come.dtor!" 

**  Papa  will  not  expect  to  find  me,  I  avppOM, 
triien  he  wakes,'*  hesitated  Florbnibe; 

''  Do  you  think  he  wii}«  FlofeatofV  daki  Editb, 
looking  fliU  upon  her. 

Florence  drooped  her  head,  and  resa^  and  put  op 
ber  work,  basket  Edith  drew  her  hand  thrbogh 
her  arm,  a-nd  they  wen<oot<of  the  rtfom'like  sisters. 
Her  very,  step  waa  di^reni  and  new  Ut  him,  Mr. 
pom  bey  thought,  as  his  eyes  ibUowed  her  to  tbe' 
idbbr„ 

He  sat  in  his  shadowy  corner  so  long,  that  the 
ohureh  clbckB.  struok  the  hour  three  times  before 
he  .moved  thai  night  AH  tbat  while  htc  /aoajwaa 
still  intent  opoit  tboepdl  where  PJorenee  had  been 
■eated.  The  room  g^reW  durker,  as -the  eandlee 
waned  and  went  oat; 'but  a  darkhoss  gathered  <m 
his  face,  exceeding  any  that  tiaa  night  eould  cast, 
and  rested  tltere. . 

FiorenoQ  aiiil  Edith,  seated  before  the  fire  in  the 
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|[«tfaier  fiir  « tcnr  tin*.  Dio^anei^  who  was  of  the 
puriy,  had  at  first  objected  to  4he  adnifliMii  of 
fidith,  and,  even  in  deference  to  hb  mistresi'i  wUh, 
had  only  permitted  it  under  growhng  proteit«  But, 
emerging  bj  little  and  littM  from  the  «itewro<»n» 
whither  he  had  retired  in  dudgeon,  h»  toon  ap* 
peared  to  comprehend,  that  with  the  moat  amiable 
intentions  he  had  made  one  of  th0»  miatakea 
which  will  occasionaily  ariae  in  ihe  beet-ra^oiated 
4ogn*  minds ;  as  a  fHendly  apology  for  which  he 
Muck  himself  op  on  end  between  tlie  two»  in  a 
f«ry  hot  place  in  front  of  the  fire,  nod  sat  .panting 
at  it,  with  his  tongue  out,  and  a  most  imheoile  ex* 
pression  of  countenance,  listening,  to  the  con  vex* 
aation.- 

It  turned,  at  first,  on  Floieaoe*s  ^booke  and  fiu 
▼onnte  pursuits,  and  on  the  manner  in  whioh  she 
iiad  beguiled  the  interval  since  the  marriage.  The 
iast  theme  opened  up  to  her  a  sirifgect  which  lay 
rexj  near  her  heart,  and  ahe  aaid,  with  the  tears 
starting  to  her  eyes :    . 

**  Oh,,  Mamma  I  I  havn  had  a  great  aotnMr  ainne 
that  day." 

**  You  a  great  soriow,  Florence  1" 

•"Yea.    Poor  Walter  is  drowned.** 

Florence  spread  her  handa  before  her  fhce,  and 
wept  with  all  her  heart.  Many  as  were  thn  secret 
tears  Wbtch  Walter's  fate  had  cost  he^,  they  flowed 
yet,  when  she  thought  or  spoke  of  him. 

**  But  tell  me,  dear,'*  said  Edith,  soothing  her. 
^  Who  was.  Walter  7    What  was  he  to  you  7*' 

"He  was  my  brother,  Momnuu  After  dear.Panl 
died,  we  said  we  would  be  brother  and  aialer.  I 
had  known  him  a  lon^  time-^fi-om  a  .little  child. 
He  knew  Paol,  who  liked  him  very  much ;  Paul 
aaid,  almcNrt  at  the  last,  ^Take  care  of  Walter,  dear 
Papa !  I  was  fond  of  him  !*  Walter  had  been 
hrought  in  to  see  him,  and  was  there  then*--in  this 
room." 

"  And  did.  be  take  cnxe  o£  Walter  7'*  inqnbed 
Edith,  sternly. 

**  l^apa*?  h^  appointed  him  to  go  abraad.  He 
was  drowned  in  shipwreck  on  his  voyage,'*  said 
Florence,  sobbingt 

*'  Does  he  know  that  he  is  dead  7"  asked  Edith* 

"  I  oanuoft  tell,  MiammQ.  I  have  no  means  of 
knowing.  Dear  Mamma !"  cried  Fk^reace,  dinging 
■to  her  as  for  help,  and. hiding  her  face  upgu  her 
hoeom,  "  I  know  that  you  have  seen—" 

"^Stayi  Stop,  Fibronce."  Edith  turned  so  pale, 
and  spoke  so  earnestly,  that  Floranoe  did  not  need 
her  restraining  hand  upon  her  lips.  **  Tell  me  aJl 
about  Waller  first ;  let  me  undergtand  this  history 
all  through." 

Florence  relotnd  it,  atod  everything  belonging  to 
it,.eteb  Hoim  io  the  friendship  of  Mr.  Toots,  of 
whom  she  could  hardly  speak  in  her  distress  with- 
out a  tbarful  amile,  o&hongh  she  was  deeply  grate- 
ful to  him.  When  she^  hod  concluded  her  account, 
to  the  whole  ttf  which  Edith,  holding  her  band,  lisU 
«ned  with  dose  attention,  and  when  a  eilence  had 
eoccecded,  Edith  said  (  . 

"  What  is  it  that  you  know  I  have  seen,  Flo- 
ranee  T" 

''That  I  am  not,**  said  Florence,  with  the  aatad 
mnte  appeal,  ftnd  the  skme  quick  fionceahnent  of 
her.  &ce  as  before,  *'  that  I  am  not  a  fiivourite  ohild^ 
Mamma.  .1  neyer  have  heen,  I  iiave  never  known 
Jbow  to  be.  I  have  missad  the  Wnv^  and  had  n^ 
one  to  show  it  .to  mo.  Oh,  let  me  learn  fiiun  yoo 
how  to  become  dearer  to  Papa.  Teach  me !  you, 
«ho  can  so  well!**  stod  dinging  closer  to  her^  with 


ment,  Florenoe,  relieved  of  her  sad  seeaet,  wa% 
long,  but  not  as  painfully  as  of  yore^  within  tJi 
encircling  arms  of  her  new  mother. 

Pale,  even  to  her  lips,  and  with  a  faoe  that  atrois 
for  composure  ontil  its  proud  beauty  was  as  fixt 
as  death,  Edith  looked  down  upon  tiic  weeping  gii 
and  once  kissed  her.  Then,  gnidoaiiv  disqngagin 
herself^  and  putting  Florenoe  away,  she  said,  statd 
and  quiet,  as  a  marble  imagn,  and  in  a  voioe  tki 
deepened  as  she  spoke,  but  had  no  other  token  « 
emotion  ia  it : 

**  Florenoei  von  do  not  know  me!  Heaven  fi»rbi 
tliat  yon  should  leam  firom  tone  !** 

"Not  le^ni  from  yon!"  repeated  Flarencci»  i 
surprise* 

''That  I  shottid  teach  yoo  bow  to  love,  or  i 
loved,  Heaven  forbid !"  said  Editk  "  If  you  cod 
teaph  me,  that  were  better ;  hut  it  is  too  late.  Yt 
are  dear  to  me,  Florence.  I  did  not  .think  that  aa; 
thing  oonld  ever  be  so  dear  to  me,  as  you  are  i 
this  little  time." 

She  saw  thai  Florence  would  have  spoken  bar 
so  cheeked  her  with  her  hand*  and  went  on. 

"  I  will  be  your  true  friend  ahvaya.  I  will  efaerii 
you,  aa  much,  if  not  as  wdl  as  any  one  in  this  worl 
could.  Yon  may  trust  in  me*<^i  know  it,  and 
say  it,  dear  —  with  the  whole  confidence  even  e 
vonr  pure  haart  These  are  boats  of  women  whoi 
he  might  have  manied,  better  and  truer  in  aU  otlv 
.respeeta  than  I  am,  Florenoe ;  hut  there  is  not  oi 
who  oould  come  here,  his  wife,  whose  heart  coai 
beat  with  greater  truth  to  you  than  mine  dooa." 

"I  knew  it,  dear  Momma!"  cried  FUmtcm 
"  From  that  first  most  happy  day^  1  have  knop 
it." 

"  Most  happy  day  !*'  Edith  seemed  to  repent  tl 
words  invoinntarily,  and  went  on.  **  Though  tl 
merit  is  not  miDe,for  I  thought  little  of  you  ontil 
saw  you,  Jet  the  undeserved  reward  be  mine  in  ym 
trust  tmd  love.  And  in  tbisH-in  this,  Florence  ;  f 
the  first  night  of  my  taking  up  my  abode  here; 
am  led  on  as  it  is  best  I  should  be,  to  say  it  fiir  tl 
first  and  last  time.*' 

Florence,  without  knowing  why,  felt  almost  afra 
to  hear  her  proceed,  but  kept  her  eyes  riveted  < 
the  beautiful  faoe  so  fixed  upon  her  own. 

"Never  seek  to  find  in  me,**  said  Edith,  fatyiii 
her  hand  upon  her  breast,  "  what  is  not  here^  Nev 
if  you  can  help  it,  Florence,  fall  off  from^  me  fa 
cause  it  is  not  here.  Little  by  little  you  will  kno 
me  better,  and  the  time  will  come  when  yon  w; 
know  me,  as  I  know  myself.  Theo^  be  aa  leniw 
to  me  as  yon  can,  and  do  not  turn  to  bitterness  tl 
only  sweet  remembrance  I  shall  have.** 

The  tears  that  were  visible  in  her  eyes  aa  si 
kept  them  fixed  on  Florenoe,  showed  that  the  con 
posed  &C0  wan  but  as  a  handsome  mask;  but  al 
preserved  it,  and  continued : 

"  I  hav»  seen' what  you  say,  and  know  how  tn 
it  is.  JBut  believe  me-->you  will  soon,  if  yon  canm 
now—there  is  no  one  on  this  eartti  less  qualified  i 
set  it  right  or  help  you,  Florenoe,  than  I.  New 
ask  me  why,  or  speak  to  me  about  it  or  of  my  he 
band,  more.  There  should  be,  so  far,  a  divisio 
and  a  sikaoe  bet^treen  us  two,  like  the  grave  i 
self.** 

She  sat  for  some  time  silent ;  Florence  acarcd 
venturing  to  breathe  meahwhile,  as  dim  and  imps 
&ot  shadows  of  the  troth,  and  all  its  daily  oons 
qusnces,  chased  each  ether  through  her  terrific 
yet  incredulous  imagination.  Almost  as  soon  4 
she  had  ceased  to  speak,  Edith*s  fiuse  began  to  ac^ 
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man  idtatiflf  Mpebt,  wbieb  it  itraftllf  w«r6  iviieB, 
ikt  mi  Floreaoe  wtn  dlodO' t«g0tlMr<  Slie  ahadftd 
il;  ifW  this  clianfe,  witii  Imt  handa;  an4  wbcyi 
rfii  aran,  «t4  with  aa  'ft&etiooate  embrsM  bade 
FlaKsea  gadd  rngki^  weat  quiekly,  and  wiiboQt 
bokiag  rdond. 

Bat  when  Fiofenoe  was  in  bed,  aad  the  room 
lat  dark  ezeept  ibr  the  gloiir  of  the  fire,  Edith  n- 
orsBd,  and  aayiag  that,  ahe  conid  ml  aleap^  and 
hat  her  dreaaing.RMmi  waa  loaelyt  diew  a  ohair 
ipfli  the  hearth,  and  watched  the  ernbera  to  ihej 
M  away.  Ffarenea  watched  then  toe  firoia  her 
ad,  natii  they,  and  the  noble  figure  hefero  theai, 
towoed  widi  ita  flewiog  Ihkv  and  in  ita  tboaf  ht. 
id  eyea  reflecting'  back  thatr  light,  beoUme  eon- 
h&4  and  iadiat&not,  aad  finally 'w^era  Inat  in  aloin. 
er. 

lb  her  ^ep,  h(»wa«er,  Ftoienee  cnald  net  loae 
D  aadefined  impMaeion  of  what  had  aa  nscrently 
uiBd.  It  ibhoed  the  stfbfeet  of  her  dreaftM,  and 
tooted  her ;  now  in  on*  shape,' now  in'aiidtber ; 
Ml  arrays  oppreaaively  ptnd  with  m  aenae  of  fear* 
he  drearned  of  aeeking  her  fiither  m  wilderneaaea, 
rUkptHng  hie  track  up  featfiil  heighta,  and  dowh 
da  deep  minea  dnd  oaverna ;  of  being*  ahargisd 
Wi  aonieChi-ng  that  woald'releaae'hHn  A<oin  ex-i 
^aardinary  aiiSering~ahe  knew  not  whatt  m  why 
"fBt  ntfrer  being  able  to  attain,  the  goal  and  aet 


hia  ftea.  Then,  aha  aaw  hita  dead,  «pon  that 
very  bed,  aiid  iH  that  very  roov^and  knew  that  he 
had  aever  loaed  her  to  the  laat;  and  Ml  upon  hia 
cold  breaat,  paaaienately  weeping.  Then,  a  proa- 
peot  apened,  and  a  rWer  flowed,  and  a  plaintit e 
voioe'  ahe  knew,  cried,  ""It  it  rubning  on,  Fioy  I 
It  haa  never  atopped!  Yoaaae  moring  with  it!** 
And  aha  aaw  him  at  a  diatanoe  atietching  out  bia 
arma  tewairda  her,  while  a  figure  auch  aa  Waker'a 
Heed  to  he,  atnod  near  him,  awfidiy  aateae  and  atiiL 
In  erery  ▼iaion,  £dith  came  attd  went,  eometimca 
to  her  joy,  aemettnMa  to  her  aorrow,  until  they 
were  alone  upon  the  bnnk  of  a  dark  grafiB,  and 
Edith  pointings  dMrb,  ahe  looked  ^d  aaw^what  t 
^^another  Edtth,  lying  at  the  bottom. 

In  the  terror  of  thia  dbeam,  ahe  cried  oat  and 
awoke,  ahe  thonghl  A  aoA  voice  aenbed  to  whia. 
per  in  her  ear,  **  Fiorenoe,  dear  Flora#de,  it  ia  no- 
thing but  a  draaaa  r  and  atnatchingtoot  her  arma, 
ahe  returned  the  oareaa  ef  her  new  mamma,  who 
then  went  out  at  the  door  in  the  light  of  the  grey 
mKirning.  In  a  mt>ment,  Flortfiloo  aat  up  wonder- 
ing  whether  Ihia  had  nally  taken  place  or  not ;  but 
•he  wita  only  eeruin  that  it  waa  grey  mortiing  in- 
deed,  and  that  the  bitckenad  aahea  of  the  fire:  were 
on  the  hearth,  and  that  ahe  wae  Atobe. 

So  pftaaed  the  night  on  whkh  the  happy  pair 
oahie  home. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 


HOUSEWARMING. 


Kiirr  saeeeeding  daya  passed  in  like  manner ; 
neptthad' there  were  numerooa  viaits  received  and 
lid,  and  that  Mra.Skewton  hekt  little  leveea  in  her 
Ni  apsrtmeota,  at  which  Major  Bagstook  waa  a 
i^aent  attendant,  and  that  F'lorence  etioodntered 
laecond  look  from  her  father,  although  ahe  aaw 
kevery  day.  Nor  had  she  much  oommaniektton 
rvmds  with  her  new  mamma,  who  waa  imperioua 
i  proud  to  all  the  house  bat  her-^Florence  could 
lint  oheerve  that — and  who,  although  ahe  alwaya 
tt  for  ber  or  went  to  her  when  ahe  came  home 
Ife  visiting,  and  would  alwaya  go  into  her  room 
inghl,  be&re  retiring  to  reat,  however  late  the- 
ir, and  never  loat  an  opportunity  of  being  with 
i;  ems  often  her  silent  and  thooghtfbl  companion 
'along  time  together. 

noKiice,  who  had  hoped  for  so  much  fi-om  thia 
l^rian.  could  not  help  sometlmea  comparing  the 
llH  iMriiae  with  the  faded  dreary  i^ace  out  of 
b  it  had  arisen,  and  wondering  whenj  in  ahy 
tte^  it  would  begin  to  be  a  home ;  fbr  that  it  woa 
■one  then,  for  any  one,  though  everything  went 
faznrioosiy  ahd  regularly,  ahe  had  alwava  a 
Itt  misgiving.  Many  an  hour  of  aorrowflil  re- 
edm  by  day  and  night,  and  many  a  tear  of 
fteed  hope,  Florence  beatowed  upon  the  aaaur- 
la  h«r  new  mamma  had  given  her  so  strondy, 
it  ttete  tvw  no  one  on  the  earth  htorel  powerleas 
i:  kaaialf  to  teach  ber  how  to  win  her  father's 
Florence  begaA  to  think— re- 
would  be  the  truer  phraae-^that  aa'' 
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SO  flbe  had  given  her  thia  warning,  and  forbidde  n 
the  aubjeot  io  very  oompaaaion.  Unaelfiah  here,  aa 
in  her  every  act  and  fiuiey,  Fiorenoe  preferred  to 
bear  the  pain  of  thia  new  wound,  rather  than  en. 
coumge  any  fahit  foreahadowing  of  the  truth  aa  it 
concerned  her  father ;  tender  of  him,  even  in  her 
,  wandering  thoughta.  Aa  for  his  home,  ahe  hoped 
it  would  become  t  b«tt«r  one,  when  ita  state  of 
novelty  and  tranaiticm  should  be  over ;  and  for  her- 
self,  thought  little  and  lamented  len. 

If  none  df  the  new  fkmily  were  particularly  at 
home  in  private,  it  waa  resolved  that  Mra.  Dombey 
at  leaat  should  be  at  home  in  publio,  Mrilhout  delay. 
A  aeries  of  entertahinienta  in  celebration  of  the 
late  nuptials,  and  in  etdtivttion  of  society,  were 
arranged,  chiefly  by  Mr.  Dombey  and  Mrs.  Skew- 
ton  ;  and  it  was  settled  that  the  Native  proeecdinga 
ahould  commence  by*  Mra.  Domfoey*a  being  at  home 
upon  a  certain  evening,  and  by  Mr.  and  Mra.  Dom- 
bey^a  requesting  the  honour  of  the  company  of  a 
Ifreat  many  incongruona  people  to  dinner  on  the 
aame  day. 

Accordingly  Mr.  Dombey  produeed  a  list  of  son. 
dry  eaatern  magnatea  wth>  were  16  be  bidden  to 
this  feast,  on  his  behalf;  to  which  Mrs.  flkewton, 
acting  fbr  her  deareat  child,  who  Waa  haughtily 
'carelcaa  on  the  Bubject,  aubfoined  a  weatcm  list, 
compriaingf  Cousin  Feenix,  not  yet  returned  to  Ba- 
den-  Baden,  greatly  to  the  detriment  of  hia  per- 
aonal  catate ;  and  a  variety  of  motfae  of  various  de- 
greea  and  agea,  who  had,  at  various  timee,  fluttered 
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tnte  WLS  bnrblled  &s  a  nMtnb«r  of  thd  dinner- 
1>a'lyi  by  EdtihV  commtodi— 'ellcitefd  by  a  tik>- 
ment's  doubt  %nd  hesitation  on  tiM  part  of  Mm. 
dkciwton;  and  Florenoe  with  awoadcirin^  heart, 
«nd  with  a  quick  tnstiactHe  acmie  of  etery thinpr 
that  grated  on  her  iather,  in  the  Jmiat,  took  her  u. 
lent  ahare  in  the  pveoeedihgs  of  the  day. 

The  {yroceedinge  eonraienced  by  Mt.  Donibey,4n 
«  cravat  of  extraordinary  heij^bt  and  etiifnest, 
walkings  restlessly  abopt  the  draiwinf-xoom  until 
the  hour  appointcii  for  dinner;  punctual  to  which, 
•an  Bast  India  Direotor,  of  immense  wealthy,  in  & 
waistcoat  apparently  constructed  in  serviceable 
deal  by  somia  plain  carpenter,  hot  realty  engendered 
in  the  tailor's  art,  and  composed  of  the  material 
called  riahkeen,  arrived,  and.  was . received- by. Mr. 
Dombpy  akme.  The  next  stage  of  the  proceedings 
was  Mr.  Dombey's  sending  his  eompliments.to  Mrs. 
Dombey,  with  a  correct  statement  of  the  time; 
.  4uid  t^  next,  the-Eest  India  Director's  falling  pros- 
trate, in  a  conversational  point  of  view«  and»  as  Mr. 
Dombey  WHS  not  the  man  to  pick  him  up,  staring 
•at  tlie  fire  utttil  rescue  appeared,  in  the  shape  of 
Mrs..Skewton9  whom  the  Director,  as  a  pleasant 
start  in  life  for  the  eveniaSi  mistook  fos  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey, and  greeted  with  enthusiasm.    ' 

The  next  arrival  was  a  Bank  Director,  reputed 
to  be  able  to  buy  up  anything  —  human  nature 
generally,  if  he  should  take  it  in  his  head  to  influ- 
.ence  the  money  market  in  that  direction — but  who 
was  a  wonderfully  modest  spoken  man,  almost 
boastfully  so,  and  mentioned"  his  **  little  place"  at 
Kingston-upon-Thames,  and  its  just  being  barely 
equal  to  giving  Dombey  a  bed  and  a  chop,  if  he 
would  come  and  visit  it.  Ladies,  he  said,  it  was 
not  for  a  man  who  lived  in  his  quiet  way  to  take 
upon  himself  to  invite  —  but  if  Mrs.  Skewton  and 
her  daughter,  Mrs.  Dombey,  should  ever  find  them- 
selves in  that  direction,  and  would  do  him  the 
honour  to  look  at  a  little  bit  of  a  shrubbery  they 
would  find  there,  and  a  poor  little  flower-bed  <or  so^ 
and  a  humble  apology  for  a  pinery,  and  two  or 
three  ^ttle  attempts  of  that  sort,  without  any  pre- 
tensi6n,  they  wonid  distinguish  him  very  muoh. 
Carrying  out  his  character,  this  gentleman  was 
very  plainly  dressed,  in  a  wisp  of  cambric  for  a 
neckdoth,  big  shoes,  a  ooat  that  was  too  loose  fer 
him,  and  a  pair  of  trowsers  that  were  too  spare ; 
And  mcmtion  being  made  of  the  Opera  by  Mrs. 
Skewton,  he  said  he  very  seldom  went  there,  for  he 
couldn't  afford  it.  It  seemed  greatly  to  delight  and 
exhiUrate  him  to  say  so;  and  he  beamed  on  his 
audience  afterwards,  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets, 
«nd  exeesaive  satisfaction  twinkling  in  his- eyes. 

Now  Mrs.  Dombey  appeared,  beautiful  and  proud, 
and  aa  disdainful  and  defiant  of  them  all  as  if  the 
bridal  wreoth  upon  her  head  had  been  a  garland  of 
•  steel  pikes  pot  on  to  foree  concession  from  her 
which  she  w/ould  die  sooner  thap  yield.  With  her 
was  Florence.  When  they  entered  together,  the 
shadow  of  the  night  of  the  return  again  darkened 
Mr.  Dombey 's  face.  But  unobserved  ;  for  Florence 
did  not  Venture  to  raise  her  eyes  to.bis,  and  £dith*s 
indifierenoe  was  too  supreme  to  take  the  least  heed 
.  of  him. 

The  arrivals  quieki^  became  numerous.  More 
directors,  chairmen  of  publio  companies,  eldexlv 
.ladies  carrying  burdens  on  their  heads  .for  full 
drets,  Cousin  Feenix«  Major  Ba|fstock,  friends  pf 
Mrs.  Skewton,  with  the  same  bright  bloom  on  their 
conplexkiiD,  and  very  precious  necklaoea  on  yery 
withered  necks. ,  Among:  these, «  younir  lady  of 


and  shocMen,  who  'spoke  with  «i  ^enffsffivg  I 
and  whose  eyelids  wboldnU  keep  up  wdl(  with 
a  groat  deal  of  trouble  ott  her.  parti  and  whoso  n 
tiers  had'ihat  indefinableehanawhipkBoftequei 
attaches  to  the  giddiness  of  y^ooUL:  «As  the  grei 
part  of  Mr.  Dombey  *s  list  were  disposed  to  he  t 
turn,  and  the  i^rsater  part  of  Mrs/Dombey's 
were  disposed  to  be  talkatiVe^  and  there  was 
sympathy  between  them,  Mrs;  Dombey's  IWt, 
magnetic  ogreemeiit,  entered  into  a..boabd  of  ui 
agamst  Mr.  Dombey's  Itstt  -Whoii  waadering  aJ 
&  rooms  in  &  desoiate  manner,  or  ieeking  red 
an  oomers,  entangled  themselves  vwith  coap 
coming  in,  and  tecame  barr&toded  behind  m 
and  had  doors  opened  smartly  from  wiliioui  age 
their  heads^  and  imderWent  every  sort  of4iee 
fbrture. 

When.diimer  wae  aflnottQoed,  Mr.  Dombey  1 
down  an  old  lady  like  a  crimson  velvet  piocnei 
:  stuffed  with  bank  notes,  who  might  have  bean 
identical  old  isrdy  of  Tltteadneedio-stredt,  she 
so  rich,  and  looked  so  AaocomAnodatiog ;  Co 
Feenix  took  down  Mrs.  Dombey;  Jtfajor  Bt^ 
took  down  Mcs. Skewton;  the  young  thin^  y 
the  shoulders  was  bestowed,  as  an  extinguis 
upcw.thc  £rt$t  Iqdia  Director;  ^d  the  renaii 
ladies  were  left  on  view  in  the  drawing-room 
the  remaining  gentlemen,  until  a  fin-lorn  hops 
lunteered  to  conduct  them  down  stairs,  and  t) 
brave  spirits  with  their  captives  blocked  up 
dining-room  door,  shutting^  out  seven  mild  me 
the  stony-hearted  hall.  When  all  the  rest  were 
in  and  were  seated,  one  of  these  mild  men  stil 
peared,  in  smiling  confusion,  totally  destitute 
tmprovided  for,  and,  escorted  by  the  butler,  n 
the  complete  circuit  of  the  table  twice  befon 
chair  could  be  fi)und,  which  it  finally  was,  on  J 
Don^bey's  left  hand;  after  which  the  mild 
never  held  up  his  head  again. 

Now,  the  spacious  dining-room,  with  the  i 
pany  seated  round  tlis  glittering  table,  busy 
their  glittering  spo<»ia,  and  knives  and  forks, 
plates,  Qiiffht  have  been  taken  for  a  grown.uf 
position  of  Tom  Tidler's  erouod,  where  chu 
pick  up  i^old  and  silver.  Mr.  Dombey,  as  11 
looked  his  character  to  admiration ;  and  the 
plateau  of  precious  metal  frosted,  separatiii|r 
from  Mrs.  Dombey,  whereon  frosted  pupids  of 
scentless  flowers  to  each  of  tliem,  was  alle^ 
to  see. 

Cousin  Feenix  was  in  great  fi^ree,  and  looks 
tonishingly  young.  JSut  he  was  sometimes  thoi 
less  in  his  good  humour^^h^s  memory  occaaio 
wanderiiig  like  his  legs  — and  on  this  ooci 
caused  ^e  oompany  to  shudder.  It  happeneid 
The  young  lady  with  the  back,  who  re^rded 
sin  ieenix  with  sentiments  of  tenderness*  Ji« 
trapped  the  East  India  Director  into  leading^  1 
the  chair  next  him ;  in  return  for  which  good  i 
she  immediately  abandoned  tHe  Director,  who  1 
shaded  on  the  other  side  hy.  a  gloomy  blaok  \ 
haJt  surmounting  a  bony  and  speechless  toamk 
a  fan,  yielded  to  a  depression  of  spirits  and 
drew  into  himsel£  Cousin  Feenix  and  the  j 
lady  were  very  lively  and  humorous,  and  tkaj 
lady  laughed  so  much  at  something  Cousin  F 
reUted  to  her,  that  Ma|or  Bagstock  beggod 
to  inquire  on  behalf  of  Mrs.  Skewton  (tbof 
sitting  opposite,  a  little  lower  downV,  wbetlie 
might  not  be  considered  paUic  prqfi«^ 

'*Why,  upon  my  life,"  said  Cmma  fl 
** there  *s  iiothioir  in  it;  it  reaUf  kjifliLwod 
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of  Jack.Ad&msk  I- dare  say  roy  iiriend  Domb^  ;V 
Ibr  the  general  attention  was  concentrated  on  Com- 
sin  Feenix;  v*may  remember  Jack  Adams,  Jock 
Adaraa,  notice ;  that  was  his  brothec,  Jack — little 
Jack— man; with  a  cast  in  his  eye,  and  a  sUj^ht  im- 
pediment ii)  bU  speechr —  man  who  sat  £01  some- 
body's boroix^h.  We  used  to  call  him  in  ray  par- 
liamentary time  TV.  P.  Adams,  in  consequence  of 
bit  bcin^^  Warming  Pan  for  a  yoan^  fellow  wlio 
was'  in  ^is  minority.  Perhaps  my  friend  Donibey 
tnay  have  known  the  man  7" 

Mr.  Dombey,  who  was  as  likely  to  have  known 
Guy  Fawke5,  replied  in  the  negative.  Buk  one  of 
the  seven  raild  men  unexpectedly  leaped  into  dis- 
tinction, by  say i  02  he  had  known  hki^  and  adding 
-*** always  wore  Hessian  boots!**     .  . 

"Exactly,"  said  tlousin  Feenix,  bending  forward 
Co  see  the  mild  man,  and  smile  encourageoacnt  at 
him  down  the  Uble,  *< That. was  Jack*  Joe 
wore—" 

''TopsT*  cried  the  mild  man,  risiqg  in  p^blic 
estimation  every  instant. 

"Cy  eourse,"  said  Cousin  Feemx,  **you  w^re  in- 
tiiBate  with  *em  t" 

**!  knew  then)  both,'*  said  tlie  mil4  man..  With 
whom  Mr.  Dombey  immediately  took  wiae#< 

**  Devilish  good  fellow,  Jack  f"  s(id  Cousin  Fcf - 
BIX,  again  bending  forward,  and  smiling. 

**  SxcoUont^"  returned  the  mild  man,  becoming 
bold  on  his  suceeca, .  **  One  pf  the  best  Allows  I 
svcr  knew.** 

.  '*2io  doubt  yeiu  have  heard  the  aUffy?*'  laid 
CaasiA  FeenijE. 

*"  I  shall  know,*'  replied  the  bold  mild  man, 
"when  I  have  heard  your  Ludahip  tell  it"  With 
that  he  leaned  back  in  his  chsiir  and  snul<id  nt  the 
eeilixig;,  as  knowing  it  by  heart,  and  being  already 
tickled. 

**In  point  of  fact,  it's  nothing  of  a  story  in  it- 
kI^**  said  Cousin  Feenix,  addiessiaig  the  table  with 
a  ttnile,  a&d  a  gay  ahako  of  hi«  Sead,  **  and  not 
■orCh  a  word  of  preface.  But  it 's  iUustrative  of 
the  neatness  of  Jack's  humour.  The'  fa^t  is,  that 
Jack  was  iavited  down  to  a  •marria^-*  which  I 
think  took  place  in  Barkshire  ?" 

*'iSluropekire,"  said  the  bold  mild  mao,  finding 
biBiself  appealed  to. 

"  Was  it  7  well !  In  point  of  fact  it  might  have 
beeo  in  any  shire,"  said  Cblisin  Feenix.  ^  So,  my 
Head  bein|r  invited  down  to  Ihie  manriage  m  Any- 
ihure,"  with  a  pleasant  tense  of  the  readiness  of 
Ms  joke,  **  goes.  Just  as  some  of  vt9^  hfmn|:  hftd 
be  boDour  of  being  invited  to  the  marriage  dt  vaiy 
iostely  ood  ocoomi^ished  relative  with  my  frlettd 
[Xanbey,  didn't  require  to  be  asked  twiee,  and  were 
feviUsh  glad  to  be  present  on  so  interesting  an  oc- 
•iwm.— Goes — Jack  goes.  Now,  this  marriage 
ras,  in  point  of  fact,  the  marriage  of  on  unoooo- 
mbIj  floe  .girf  wi)h  &  man  ibr  whom  she  didn't 
safe  »  button,  bat  whom  she  aeoepted  on  account 
€  bis  proper^,  which  was  immense.  When  Jack 
Killed  lo  town,  oAer  the  uuptiaU^  a  man  he  knew, 
neeCiaff  bim  in  the  lobby  of  the  House  of  Commons 
m,  •  Well  Jack,  how  ore  the  ill-matched  couple  7* 
]&-ai«tebed,' says  Jaek.  *NotataIL  It's  a  per: 
ecfly  fair  sad  equal  transaction.  Sht  is  regularly 
■ariit,  and  you  may  take  your  oath  As  is  as  regu- 
■fly  •id!"'  * 

In  bis  full  enjoyment  of  this  cvlminating  point 
}0kia  marf^  the  shudder,  which  bad  goiie  alhround 
it-MIt  i«k«  on  electric  spark,  struck  Cousin  Fee- 


that  day,  appeared  on  any  face.  A  profound  silenee 
ensued ;  and  the  wretched  mild  man,  who  had  been 
as  innocent  of  any  real  fureknowlcd^e  of  the  story  . 
as  the  ctiild  unborn,  had  the  exquisite  misery  of 
reading  in  every  eye  thdt  he  was  regarded  as  tlie 
prime  mover  of  the  misobicf. 

Mr.  Dombcy's  face  was  not  a  changeful  one,  and 
being  cast  in  its  mould  of  state  that  day,  showed 
litUe  other  apprehension  of  the  story,  if  any,  than 
that  which  he  expressed  when  ho  said  solemnly, 
amidst  thesUence,  that  it  was  "  Very  good."  There 
was  a  rapid  gUnce  from  Edith  towards  Florence, 
but  otherwisld  she  remained,  externally,  impassive 
and  unconscious.  , 

Through  the  various  stages  of  rich  meats  and 
wiuea,  continual  gold  and  silver,  dainties  of  eiLrtb, 
air,  fire,  and  water,  heaped-up  fruits,  and  that  un- 
necessary article  in  Mr.  Dombey's  banquets — ^ice — 
the  dinner  slowly  made  its  way :  the  later  stages 
being  achieved  to  the  souorous  music  of  incessant 
double  knoclcs,  announcing  the  arrival  of  visitors, 
whose  portion  of  the  feast  was  limited  to  the  smell 
thereof  When  Mrs.  Dombey  rose,  it  was  a  sight 
to  see  her  lord,  with  stiff  throat  and  erect  bead, 
bold  the  door  open  for,  tho  withdrawal  of  the  ladies ; 
and  to  see  how  ahe^  swept  past  him,  with  his  daughter 
on  her  arm. 

Mr.  .poinbey  was  a  grave  eight  behind  the  de- 
canters,  in  a-state  of  dignity ;  and  the  East  India 
Director  was  a  forlorn  sight  near  the  unoccupied  • 
end  of  the  table,  in  a  state  of  solitude ;  and  tlje 
Major  was  a  military  sight,  relating  stories  pf  the 
Duke  of  Ifork  to  six  of  the  seven  mild  men  (the 
ambitious  one  was  utterly  quenched);  and  the 
Ba^k  Director  was  a  lowly  sighjt,  making  a  plan 
of  his  little  attempt  at  a  pinery,  with  dessert-knives, 
for  a  group  of  admirerers ;  and  Cousin  Feenix  was 
a  thouglitful  sight,  as  he  smootlicd  his  long  wrist- 
bands, and  stealVhiiy  adjusted  his  wig.  But  all 
these  sights  were  of  short  duration,  being  speedily 
broken  up  by  coffee,  and  the  desertion  of  the  room. 

There  was  a  throng  in  the  state-rooms  up-stoira, 
increasing  eve.ry  minute;  but  still  Mr.  Dombey's 
list  of  visitors  appeared  to  have  some  native  im- 
possibility  of  amalgamation  with  Mrs.  Dombey's 
list,  and  .no  one  could  have  doubted  wbick  was 
which.  The  sipgle  exoeption  to  this  rule  perhaps 
was  Mr.  Carker,  who  now  smiled  among  thooom- 
pany,  and  who,  as  he  stood  in  the  circle  that  was 
gathered  about  Mxs.  Dombey  ^watchful  of  her,  of 
thcim,  his  chiei;  Cleopatra,  and  the  Major,  Florence, 
and  everything  around — appeared  at  ease  wfth  both 
divistons  t>f  guests,  and  not  marked  as  exdwively 
belonging  to  either. 

: Florence  had  m  d3road> of  tiim,' which. made  his 
presence  in  the  rooqn  a  nightmare  to  her.  She 
could  not  avoid  the  recoUectioa  of  it,  fav  ber  eyes 
were  drawn  towards  bim  every  now  and  then,  by 
an  a^rac^ion  of  dislike  and  distrost  tbsJt  she  could 
not  resist.  Yet  her  thoughts  were  busy  with  other 
things ;  for  as  she  sat  apart — ^not  unad mired  or  un- 
sought, but  in  the  gentleness  of  her  quiet  spirit*- 
sh^  felt  hqw  little  part  her  &ther  bad  in  what  was 
going  90,  and  saw,  with  pain,  how  ill  at  ease  be 
seemed  to  be,  and  how  little  regarded  he  was  as  he 
lingered  about  near  the  door,  for  those  visitors  whom 
he  wished  to  distinguish  with  particular  attention, 
and  took  .Uiem  up  to  introduce  them  to-  his  wife, 
who  received  thom  with  proud  coldness,  bat  sbowed 
no  interest  or  wish  to  please,  and  never,  after  the 
bare  ceremony  of  reception,  in  consultation  of  bis 
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Florence,  tbat  she  who  acted  thns,  treated  her  so 
kindly,  and  with  such  loving  consideration  that  it 
almost  seemed  an  ungrrateral  return  on  her  part 
eveti  to  know  of  what  waq  passing  before  her 
eyes. 

Happy  Florence  would  have  been,  might  she 
have  ventured  to  bear  her  father  company,  by  so 
much  as  a  look ;  and  happy  Florence  was,  in  little 
suspecting  the  main  cause  of  his  uneasiness.  But 
afraid  of  seeming  to  know  that  he  was  placed  at 
any  disadvantage,  lest  he  should  be  resentful  of  that 
knowledge;  and  divided  between  her  impulse  to- 
wards him,  and  her  grateful  affection  for  Edith ; 
she  scarcely  dared  to  raise  her  eyes  towards  either. 
Anxious  and  unhappy  for  them  both,  the  thought 
stole  on  her  through  the  crowd,  that  it  might  have 
been  hctter  for  them  if  this  noise  of  tongues  -and 
tread  of  feet  had  never  come  there, — if  the  old  dtil- 
ness  and  decay  had  never  been  replaced  by  novelty 
and  splendour, — if  the  neglected  child  had  fonnd 
no  friend  in  Edith,  but  had  lived  her  solitary  life, 
nnphied  and;  fbrgotten. 

Mrs.  Chick  had  some  such  thoughts,  too,  but 
'they  were  not  so  quietly  developed  in  her  mind. 
'  This  good  matron  had  been  outraged  in  the  first 
instance  by  not  receiving  an  invitation  to  dinner. 
That  blow  partially  recovered,  she  had  cr)ne  to  a 
vast  expense  to  make  such  a  figure  belbre  Mrs. 
Dombey  at  home,  as  vhould  daz^e  the  senses  of 
that  lady,  and  heap  mortification,  mountains  high, 
on  the  bcttd  of  Mrs.  Skewton. 

••  But  I  am  made,"  said  Mr«.  Chick  to  Mr.  Chick, 
**  of  no  more  account  than  Florence !  Who  takes 
the  smallest  notice  of  me  7    No  one  !** 

••  No  one,  my  dear,"  assented  Mr.  Chick,  who 
was  seated  by  the  side  of  Mrs.  Chick  against  the 
wall,  and  could  console  himseKi  even  there,  by  softly 
whistling. 

"Does  it  at  nil  appear  as  if  I  was  vranted  hereT' 
exclaimed  Mrs.  Chick,  with  flashing  eyes. 

"No,  my  dear,  I  don't  think  it  docs,"  said  Mr. 
Chick. 

"  Paul 's  mad !"  said  Mrs.  Chick. 
Mr.  Chick  whistled. 

*  Unless  you  are  a  monster,  which  I  sometimes 
think  you  are,"  said  Mrs.  Chick  with  candour, 
*  don't  sit  there  humming  tunes.  How  any  ono 
with  the  most  distant  f^^Iings  of  a  man,  can  see 
that  mother-in-law  of  Paul's,  dressed  as  she  is, 
going  ott  like  that,  with  Major  Bagstock,  lor  whom, 
among  other  precious  things,  we  are  indebted  to 
y«ir  Lueretia  Tox— " 

•  •JIfy  Lueretia  Tox,  my  dear !"  said  Mr.  Chick, 
astounded. 

*•  Yes,"  retorted  Mrs.  Chick,  with  grent  severity, 
*yottr  Lueretia  Tox — I  say,  how  anybody  can  see 
that  mother.in-iaw  of  Paul's,  and  that  haughty  wife 
of  Paul^^  and  these  indecent  old  frights  with  their 
^eks  and  shoulders,  and,  in  short,  this  at  home 
generally,  and  hum—,"  on  which  word  Mrs.  Chick 
fold  a  seomful  emphasis  that  made  Mr.  Chick  start, 
^  is,  I  thank  Heaven,  a  mystery  to  me !" 

Mr.  Chick  screwed  his  mouth  it/to  a  form  irre- 
eoncilaUe  with  humming  or  whistling,  And  looked 
very  eofttemplative. 

••But  1  hc^  I  lt«ow  what  is  doe  to  myself,"  said 

•  Mr*.  Chick,  swelling  with  Jndtgnatibn,  **  though 
'  Paul  ha»  for?otten  what  is  due  to  me.    I  am  not 

g«ing  U>  sit  here,  a  member  of  this  ftmilyi  to  be 
taken  no  netioe  o€  I  am  not  the  dirt  under  Mrs. 
Dombey'b  feet  yet— not  quite  yet,"  said  Mrs.  Chick, 
la  if  iiie  ezDoetBd  to  becom«  ha.  fthniivthn  <!»«  aAAr 


ever  I  may  think)  that  this  affair  has  been  got  up 
solely  to  degrade  and  insult  me.  I  shall  merely 
go.    I  shall  not  be  missed !" 

Mrs.  Chick  rose  erect  with  these  words,  and  took 
the  srm  of  Mr.  Chick,  who  escorted  her  fbom  the 
room,  after  half  an  hour's  shady  sojourn  there. 
And  it  is  due  to  her  penetration  to  observe  that  she 
certainly  was  not  missed  at  a:ll 

But  she  was  not  the  only  indisuant  guest ;  for 
Mr.  Dombey's  list  (still  constantly  in  difficulties) 
were,  as  a  body,  indignant  with  Mrs.  Dombey*s  lis^ 
for  looking  at  them  through  eye-glasses,  and  au^* 
bly  wondering  who  all  those  people  were ;  whilo 
Mrs.  Dombey's  list  complained  of  weariness,  and 
the  young  thing  with  the  shoulders,  deprived  of  the 
attentions  of  that  gay  youth,  Cdusin  Feeniz  (wb( 
went  away  from  Uie  dinner-table),  confidentially 
alleged  to  thirty  or  forty  fnends  that  she  was  borec 
to  ^eath.  All  the  M  ladies  with  the  1>urdens  ot 
their  heads,  had  greater  or  less  cause  of  complaiu 
against  Mrs.  Dombev;  and  the  Directors  and  Chair 
men  coincided  in  thinking  that  if  Dombey  mm 
niarry,  he  had  better  have  married  somebody  neare 
his  own  age,  not  quite  so  handsome,  and  a  litti 
better  off.  'rhe  general  opinion  among'  this  clas 
of  gentlemen  was,  that  it  was  a  weak  thing  h 
Dombey,  and  he  'd  live  to  repent  it  Hardly  any 
body  there,  except  the  mild  men,  stayed,  or  wee 
away,  without  considering  himself  or  herself  ne| 
lected  and  aggrieved  by  Mr.  Dombey  or  Mn.  Don 
bey ;  and  the  speechless  female  in  tlie  Uack  velvi 
hat  was  found  to  have  been  etrieken  mute,  beeaoi 
the  lady  in  the  crimson  velvet  had  been  honde 
down  before  her.  Tlie  nature  even  of  the  mild  me 
got  corrupted,  either  from  their  curdling  it  with  to 
fflttoh  lemonade,  or  fi'om  the  general  in^cnbtic 
that  prevailed ;  and  they  mada  sarcaslic  jokes  ( 
one  another,  and  whispered  disparagement  on  atai< 
and  in  bye-places.  The  general  dissatisfiiMie«  ai 
discomfoirt  so  diffased  itself,  that  the  aaaembled  fbc 
men  in  the  hall  were  as  well  acquainted  with  it  i 
the  company  above.  Nay,  the  very  linkiden  oatsi< 
got  hold  of  It,  and  compared  the  party  to  m  Ainer 
out  of  nrouraing,  with  none  of  the  oompany  i«mtt 
bered  in  the  will. 

At  last,  the  guests  were  all  gone,  and  die  lin 
men  too ;  and  the  street,  crowded  so  hmfp  with  ei 
riages,  wis  clear ;  and  the  dying  lights  showed 
one  in  the  rooms,  but  Mr.  DomMy  and  Mr.Carki 
who  were  talking  together  apart,  and  Mrs.  I>Mab 
and  her  mother :  the  former  seated  on  an  ottoma 
the  latter  reclining  in  the  Cleopatra  attitude,  aws 
inff  the  arrival  or  her  maid.  Mr.  Dombey  havi 
mshed  his  oommunieation  to  Caiker,  the  kt 
advanced  obsequiously  to  take  leave. 

**  I  trust,"  he  said,  •«  that  the  fktignes  ef  fftik  i 
lightffal  eveniug  will  not  ineonvenioDoe  Mrau  D)o 
bey  toumorrow." 

**  Mrs.  Dombey,"  satd  Mr.  Dombey,  advano) 
**  has  sufficiently  spared  herself  fatigue,  to  velii 

Silk  from  any  anxiety  of  that  kind.  I  regn*  to  m 
re.  Dombey,  that  I  eoaid  have  wished  you  I 
fhtigued  yourself  a  little  more  on  this  oocaeioa.' 

She  looked  at  him  with  a  supercilioiB  glu 
that  it  seemed  not  worth  ller  while  lo  protvuel,  4 
turned  away  her  eves  without  neakin^. 

**  I  am  sorry,  Madam,"  said  Mr,  Dombey,  **| 
you  should  not  have  thought  it  your  duty^— ** 

She  looked  at  him  again. 

**  Your  duty,  Madam,"  pursttod  Mr.  IXMnbey, 
have  received  my  friends  with  a  HtUe  mete  de 
tmntt.    SUiriMi  nf  thtma  whum  yum  hava  lMw%ti  wMmm 
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Dtrobey,  confer  a  distinction  upon  yon,  I  must  tiell 
jou,  in  any  visit  they  pay  you.** 

**  Do  TOD  know  Uiat  there  is  .some  one  here  7^^  she 
xeturned,  now  looking  at  him  steadily. 

"No!  Carker  I  1  beg  that  you  do  fiot  I  insist 
(hat  you  do  not,"  cried  Mr.  Dombcy,  stopping  that 
noiielesa  gentleman  in  hia  withdrawal.  "  Mr.  Car- 
ker,  Madam,  as  you  know,  possesses  my  confidence. 
He  is  as  wcU  acquainted  as  myself  with  the  subject 
oo  which  I  speak.  I  beg  to  tell  you,  for  your  in- 
fbnnation,  Mrs4  Donabey,  that  1  Consider  th^se 
wealUiy  and  important  persons  confer  a  distinction 
vpon  nu  :'*  and  Mr.  Dombey  drew  himself  up,  as 
baring  now  rendered  them  of  the  highest  possible 
importance. 

"  I  ask  you,^  she  repeated,  bending  her  disdain- 
folffteady  gaze  upon  him»  **  do  you  know  that  there 
B  some  one  here.  Sir  V^ 

"  I  must  entreat,**  said  Mr.  Carker,  stepping  for- 
ward,  **  I  must  beg,  I  must  demand,  to  be  rel^sed. 
SCght  and  unimportant  as  this  difference  is — *' 

Sra.  Skewton,  who  had  been  intent  upon  her 
dta£hter*s  &ce,  took  him  up  hert. 

"My  sweetest  Edith,**  she  said,  **  and  my  d«areM 
Dombey:  our  excellent  friend  Mr.  Carker,  for  so  I 
im  $ur^  I  ought  to  mention  him — ** 

Mr.  Carker  murmured,  *  Too  mudh  honour.** 

■  —  has  used  the  very  words  that  were  in  my 
mind,  and  that  I  have  been  dyinof,  fhefte  ages,  fbr 
■a  opportunity  of  introducing.  Slight  and  unim- 
p)rtant!  My  sweetest  Edith,  and  my  dearest 
Dombey,  do  we  hot  know  that  airy  difference  be- 
tween you  two— No,  Flowers ;  not  now.'* 

Flowers  was  the  maid,  who,  finding  gentlemen 
present,  retreated  with  precipitation. 

•That  any  difference  between  you  two,**  tc 
iamed  Mrs.  Skewton,  **  with  the  Heart  you  possess 
ID  common,  and  the  excessively  charming  bond  of 
fediog  that  there  is  between  you,  mu9t  be  slight 
ud  miiroportant?  What  words  oould  better  denne 
the  fact  7  None.  Therefore  I  am  glad  to  take 
^  slight  occasion— this  trifling  occasion,  that  ia 
to  replete  with  Nature,  and  your  individual  eharac- 
ten,  and  Ml!  that — so  truly  calculated  to  bring  the 
teus  into  a  parent's  eyes— to  say  that  I  attach  no 
Bnportance  to  them  in  the  least,  except  as  develop- 
ng  these  minor  elements  of  Soul;  and  that,  unlike 
nost  mammas-in-law  (that  odious  phrase,  dear 
Dtombey  !)  as  they  hare  been  represented  to  me  to 
cnst  in  this  I  fear  too  artificial  worid,  I  Aev«r  thall 
ittera|it  to  interpose  between  yoo,  at  such  a  time, 


and  never  can  much  regret,  after  all,  such  litde 
flashes  of  the  torch  of  What*s-his  name — not  Co- 
pid,  but  the  other  delightful  creature.** 

There  was  a  sharpness  in  the  go^  mother*s 
glance  at  both  her  children  as  she  spoke,  that  may 
have  been  expressive  of  a  direct  and  weR.considered 
purpose  hidden  beneatii  these  rambling  words. 
That  purpose,  providently  to  detach  herself  in  the 
beginning  from  aH  the  dankings  'of  their  chain 
that  were  to  come,  and  to  shelter  herscHT  with  the 
fiction  of  her  innocent  belief  in*  tlieir  mutual  affec* 
tion,  and  their  adaptation  to  each  other. 

•*  I  have  pointed  out  to  Mrr.  Dombey,**  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  in  his  most  stately  manner,  ''that  in  her 
conduct  thus  early  in  our  married 'Itib,  to  which  I 
object,  and  which,  I  request,  may  be  corrected.  Car- 
ker,**  with  a  nod  of  dismissal,  "  good  night  to  yon  !*• 

Mr.  Carker  bowed  to  the  imperious Ibrm  of  the 
Bridoi  whose  spai^liwg  ere  was  fixed  upon  het 
husband ;  and  stopping  atCleopatra's  couch  on  his 
way  out,  raised  to  nislip^  the  hand  she  g-raciously 
extended  to  him,  in  lowly  and  admiring  homage. 

If  his  handsofne  wift  had  reproaehed  him,  or 
even  charfged  countenance,  or  broken  the  silence 
in  which  she  remained,  by  one  word,  now  that  they 
were  alone  (fir  Cleopatra  made  off  with  all  speed), 
'Mr.  Dombey  would  have  been  equal  to  some  asser. 
tion  of  his  case  against  her.  But  the  intense,  urn 
utterable,  withering  scorn,  with  which,  after  look- 
ing upon  hfm,  she  dropped  her  eyes  a«  if  he  were 
too  worthless  ami  tndifierent  to  her  to  be  chal- 
lenged  with  a  syllable^-the  fneftble  disdain  and 
liaughfinesa  in  which  «he  sat  before  him-^the  cold 
inflexible  resolve  with  which  her  every  ftatore 
seemed  to  bear  him  down,  and  pot  him  by— he  had 
no  resource  ^tnsi;  and  he  left  her,  with  her 
whole  overbearing  besufy  oonceotmted  on  despis. 
ing  him. 

Was  he  coward  eneogh  to  watch  her,  an  hour 
aftenKrards,  on  the  old  wal  staircase,  where  he  had 
onc^  seen  Florence  in  the  moonlight,  toiling  up 
with  Paul  7  Or  was  he  in  the  dark  by  accident, 
when,  looking  up,  he  saw  her  coming,  with  a  light, 
firom  the  room  where  Florence  lay,  and  marked 
again  the  fiice  so  changed,  which  As  conld  not  sub* 
due? 

But  ft  could  never  alter  ae  his  owtt  did.  It  never, 
in-  ite  utmost  pride  and  passion,  knew  the  shadow 
that  had  fkRen  on  his,  in  the  dark  corner,  on  the 
night  of  the  return ;  and  often  sittee ;  and  which 
deepened  on  it  now,  as  he  looked  up. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

MORE  WARNINGS  TH.\N  ONE. 


fum^scT,  "Edith,  and  Mrs.  Skewton,  were  (oge- 
fkn  next  day,  and  the  carriage  was  waiting  at  the 
door  to  uVe  them  out  For  Cleop&tra  had  her  gal- 
ley again  npw,  and  Withers,  no  longer  the  Wan, 
alood  upright  in  a  pigjeon-breasled  jacket  )ind  mill* 
ttty  trowserv,  behind  her  wheel-less  chair  at  din- 
acr  time,  and  butted  no  more.  The  hair  of  Withers 
te  radiant  with  pomatum,  in  these  days  of  down, 
ttd  be  wore  kid  gloves  and  smelt  of  the  water  6f 


wtora  assembled  in  Gleopatra*s  room.  The 
df  <dd  Nile  (not  to  mention  her  disrespect. 


Flowers  the  Maid  was  fastening  on  her  youthfttl 
cuffs  and  fVills,  and  performing  a  kind  of  private 
coronation  ceremony  on  her,  with  a  pench>coloured 
velvet  bonnet;  the  artiflcial  roses  in  which  nodded 
to  uncommon  advantage,  as  the  palsy  trifled  with 
them,  like  a  breeze. 

"I  think  I  am  a  little  nervous  this  mommg, 
Flowerj**  said  Mrs.  Skewton.  ••My^hand  quite 
shakes.** 

"You  were  the  liib  of  the  party  last  night, 
Ma*am,  you  know,**  returned  Flowers,  **  and  yea 
suflfer  for  it  to-day,  you  see." 


f»6 
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gHio  ^ctvM  Me  if,  ind  foYgei  it  7— imd  U|e  tatrviggle 
that  ensued  within  her.    At  lust,  qhe  said : 

**  I  acoepi  it,  8ir.  You  will  pleaae  jU).  c6asider 
this  matter  at  an  end,  and  that  it  goes  ih>  farther.** 
He  bowed  low,  and  rose.  She  roio  too,  and  he 
took  leave  with  aU  hnnuHty.  Bui  Withers,  meeU 
ing  hint  on  tha  Btairfl,,atoQd  amaaed  at  the  heanty 
of  his  teeth,  and  at  his  brilliant  amile;  and  ae  he 
rode  away  upon  hia  white4egf ed  horee,  €he  people 
took  hhn  Ifev  a  dentist,  snob  wa»  the  daoiing  abow 
he  made.  The  people  took  htr,  'When  abe  rode  out 
in  her  carriage  peeaently,  for  a  great  Udv,  as  ha^py 
as  she  waa  rich  and  fine.  Bat  they  had  iiot  aeen 
her,  just  before^  in  her  own  room  with  no  one  by  ,* 
and  they  had  not  heard  her  utterance  of  the  ihtee 
words,  "^Oh  Florenee,  FloMOce  !*' 

Mrs.  SkewtOD,  reposing  on  her  eofa,-  and  eit»ping 
her  choeolate,  bad  heard  nothing  but  the  bw  ^tfti 
bttsiness,  for  which  ahe  had  a  mortal  avenaoDf  Ino^. 
much  that  ahe  had  long  banished  it  from  hervo- 
eabolary,  and  had  gene  nigh^  in  a  charming  manr- 
ner  and  with  amiimnense  amoimt  of  heart,  to  say 
Yiolhing  of  sotil,  to  rain  diveramiUmers  and  others 
ift  eonsequenoeb  Therclbre  Mm.  Sieewton  aeked 
no  <)ao8tion8,  and  showed  no  onriosityi  Indeed, 
the  peach-^velvet  bonnet  sare  her  safficient  occtipa- 
tion  out  of  doors';  fcf  benig  pejrohed  oQ  the  back  of 
her  head,  and  the  day  being  irather  windy,  H  was 
frantic  to  escape  from  Mrs.  8kewton*0  company, 
and  would  be  coaxed  into  no  eOH  of  compromise. 
When  the  carriage  wae  oloeed,  and  the  windehnt 
t>ut,  the  pahy  played  among  the  artificial  roses 
again  like  en  alm^-bbnee-rall  of  snperannnaled 
zephyrs ;  and  akogethefr  Mrs.  Skewton  had  etoongh 
to  do,  and  got  on  but  Indifl^ntly. 

She  got  on  no  better  towards  night ;  for  when 
Mrs.  Dontbey,  in  her  dressing-room,  had  been 
dreseed  and  wafting  ibr  her  half  an  hour,  and  Mr. 
Dombey,  in  the  drawing-room,  had  paraded  kim. 
self  into  a  state  ofriolemn  fcetfblncm  (they  were  all 
three  goin?  out  to  dinner),  Flowers  the  Maid  ap- 
peared with  a  pale  face  to  Mrs.  Dombey,  saying : 

"  If  you  please.  Ma'am,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  I 
can't  do  nothing  with  Missis  T' 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?'•  asked  Sdith. 

"\Vell,  Ma'am,"  replied  the  frightened  maid,  "I 
hardly  know.    She's  making  faces!" 

Edith  hurried  with  her  to  her  mother^s  room. 
Cleopatra  was  arrayed  in  ftd!  dress,  ivrth  the  dia- 
monds, short-slecrcs,  rouge,  curls,  teeth,  and  other 
juvenility  all  complete ;  but  Paralysis  was  not  to 
be  deceived,  had  known  her  for  the  objebt  6f  its 
errand,  and  had  struck  her  at  her  glass,  where  she 
lay  like  a  horrible  doll  that  had  tumbled  down. 

They  took  her  to  pieces  in  rery  shame,  and  put 
the  little  of  her  that  was  real  on  a  bed.  Doctors 
were  sent  for;  and  soon  came.  Powerful  remedies 
were  resorted  to;  opinions  given  that  she  would 
rally  from  this  shock,  but  woidd  not  survive  an- 
other ;  and  there  she  lay  speechless,  and  staring  at 
the  ceiling,  for  days :  sometimes  making  inarticu- 
late sounds  in  answer  to  such  questions  as  did  she 
know  who  were  present,  and  the  like :  aometitncs 
giving  no  reply  either  by  sign  or  gesture,  or  in  her 
unwinking  eyes. 

At  length  she  began  to  recover  consciousness, 
and  in  some  degree  the  power  of  motion,  though 
not  yet  of  speech.  One  day  the  use  of  her  right 
hand  teturned ;  and  showing  it  to  her  tnaid  who 
was  in  attendance  on  her,  and  appearing  very 
^*^^""iy  in  her  mind,  Ae  made  signs  for  a  pencil 


write  eoRiet  laet  veqwiA }  and  Mrs.  Dombey  being 
from  h<nne,  the  maid  awaited  the-reaoit  with  solemn 
feeiiogs. 

After  much  painfui  scrawling  and  erasing,  and 
putting  in  of  wrong  c^aracter«i  which  eeemed  to 
luriible  out  of  the  pencil  of  their  own  accord,  the 
old  Wioman  prodneed  thie  document : 

**  Rose-coloured  curtaine." 

Tbe  -naid  being  peffecUy  transfiied,  and  with 
tolerable  reason,  deopattta  amended  the  ttanuaeriiil 
by  adding  two  words  niore,  when  it  stood  thus : 

**  Bi>sci-iBoiQnrcd  cnrtains  for  dotitors.'^ 

The  maid  now  perceived  remotely  that  she 
wiebfid  these  articles  td  be  pmvided  fan  the  better 
pieeeniation  of  her  oomplezion  to  the  facalty;  and 
as  those'  in  the  honee  who  knew  her  beet«  had  rt> 
doubt  of  the  CDrrectnees  of  this  opinion,  which  she 
was  soon  able  to  eatahliah  >  for  heni^,  the  rose- 
coloured  curtains  were  added  to  her  bed,  and  she 
mended  with  Shcmbsed  rapidity  from  tbat  hour. 
She  was  eoon  atde  to  sit  up,  in  >enila  and  a  Used 
•cap  and  night-gown,  and  to  have  a  litde  artificial 
bloom  dropped  into  the  hollow  caverns  of  her  cheeks. 

It  was  atreroendouasighit  to-secthis  old  woman 
in  her  finery  leering  and  mincing  aMjChntfa,  and 
playing  off  her  yoothfiil  tricks  upon  him-aa  if  he 
had  been  the'  Major;  but  an  alteration  in  her  mind 
that  fvisned  on  the  paralytic  stwke  was  'fran|[ht 
with  as'  miich  matter  for  reflection,  and  was^oile 
as  ghasdy. 

Whether  the  weakening  of  Ther  intellect  made  her 
more  conning  and  fiilie  than  before,  or  whether  it 
Confused  her  between  what  she  had  assaiiied4ebe 
and  what  she  •  really  had  been,  or  whether  it  had 
awakeiied  any  glimmering  of  remorse,  whkfi  could 
neither' struggle  into  light  nor  get  back  into  total 
darkness,  or  whether,  m  the  jumble  of  her  fbcnl- 
ties,  a  combinatron  of -these  effects  bad  been  shaken 
up,  which  is  perhaps  the  more  lik^y  supposition, 
the  result  was  this: — ^That  she  becaoie  hugely 
exacting  in  respect  of  Edith's  afibctton  and  mtL 
tnde  and  attention  to  her ;  highly  laudatory  of  her- 
self as  a  most  inestimable  parent ;  and  Tery  jealoas 
of  having  any  rival  in  Edith's  regard.  Furtner,  m 
place  of  remembering  that  compact  mkde  between 
them  for  an  avoidance  of  the  subject,  she  constantly 
alluded  to  her  daughter's  marriage  as  a  proof  of  her 
being  an  incomparable  mother ;  and  all  this,  with 
the  weakness  and  peevishness  of  such  a  state, 
always  scrying  for  a  sarcastic  commentary  on  hei 
levity  and  youthfhlncss. 

**  Where  is  Mrs.  Dombey  r*  she  would  nay  tobei 
maid. 

•*  Gone  out,  Ma'am."  , 

^Gone  outr  Does  'she  go  out  to  abiin  liei 
mamma.  Flowers  ?*' 

**  La  bless  yon,  no  Ma'am.  Mrs.  Domb^  hsu 
only  gone  out  for  a  ride  with  Miss  Florence."* 

"  Miss  Florence.  Who 's  Miss  Florence  T  Don* 
tell  mc  about  Miss  Florence.  What  *s  Mlns  Flo 
rence  to  her,  compared  to  mc  ?^ 

The  apposite  display  of  tlie  diamondSy  or  tit 
pcach-vclvef  bonnet  (she  sat  in  the  bonnet  to  reoeivi 
visitors,  weeks  before  she  could  stir  out  ot  door^ 
or  the  dressing  of  her  up  in  some  gaud  or  othei 
Usually  i$t<ippcd  the  tears  that  began  to  flow  here 
abouts;  and  she  would  remain  In  a  complacei] 
state  until  Edith  came  to  see  her ;  when,  at  a  gluM 
of  the  proud  fkcc,  she  would  relapse  agaiI^ 

**  Well  t  am  sure,  Edith  !'*  she  would  cry.  abalUii 
her  head.  ^ 
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ter.  The  ^oi^  U  (wmiii;  to  saoh  an  artificial  and 
uigfftle^l  etatot  tbt*  I  be^m  to  think  thare  *s  no 
Hevt-H)r  anything  of  that  sort— left  in  it^  positivo. 
\j.  Wfthara  Is  mwB  a  e^^  to  nw  tlian  you  are. 
He  itieddt  k>  ne  miieh  nova  than  my  own  daugh- 
ter. I  alnioflt  wish  I  didnH  look  so  young-^and  ail 
tkil  kind  of  thing— and  Ihep  perha{>s  I  shouid  be 
more  eonsidered." 
**  What  wooM  yea  haf«i  mother  7'' 
•Oh,  a  graat  deal,  Edtth,^*  impatiently. 

*  Is  thste  anything  yoa  want  that  yon  have  not  ? 
It  ie  your  own  ihalt  if  there  be.'* 

«  My  own  ftnlt  r  begionhig  to  whimper.  **  The 
parent  I  haf<»  been  to  yoa,  £ditfa :  making  yoa  a 
oonpsaion  from  your  cradle  t  And  when  yoa  neg-. 
leet  me,  and  have  no  more  natural  affection  ibr  me 
tliB  ifl  waa  a  strangnr^MMt  a  twentieth  part  of 
tin  affsetion  that  yoa  bate  for  Fbienfe^*J>ak  I.  am 
enlyyoar  motlM;r«and  should  cdnitpt  Aerin  a  day ! 
•^yw  teproaeh  na  with  its  being  my  own  frulu'* 

"Mothar^  mother,  1  reproach  von  with  nothing. 
Why  will  yoo  always  daoell  on  this  7'* 

«faii^  it  natOMl  that  I  should  dwell  an  this, 
when  I  am  all  affection  and  sensitiveness,  and  am 
aovoded  in  the  enieUesi  way^  wheneTer  yoa  look 
atne?* 

*I  da  not  mean  to  wonnd  yea,  mother.  flaYe 
yoa  o»  rememhranoa  of  what  has  beea  aaid  bofeween 
OS?    Let  the  Past  rest." 

*  Yes,  raat  I  And  let  gratitude  to  me  rest;  and 
k*  aSeetion  for  ma  rest ;  and  let  me  reet  in  my  out- 
o^tbaway*room,  with  no  society  and  no  attention, 
vhile  yea  find  new  lelatiooa  to  make  much  of,  wibe 
liSfe ao  earthly  alaim  upon  you!  Good  gracioas« 
£dith,  do  yoiT  know  wh»t  an  elegant  estaltUnhmeBt 
^a  are  aC  the  head  of  7'* 

•Yes.    Hurfi!" 

*And  that  gentlemanly  creature^  Dombey  7  do 
yoa  know  that  you  ase-  married  to  him,  Edith,  and 
Ikst  yoa  have  a  settlement,  and  a  positioo,  and  ^ 
ttniage,  asd  I  don't  know^  what  ?** 


**  Ittdaedt  I  knbw  it  mother;  weH." 

**As  yiMi  would  have  had  with  that  delightful 
good  soul— what  did  they  call  him  7— Oronger*-if 
be  hadn*t  died.  And  who  haTie  yoa  to  thank  for 
all  this,  Edith  7*' 

"  Y«u,  mother;  yoa." 

**«rhen  patyoor  arms  roond  my  neck,  and  kiss 
ma  |: 'and  show  me,  Edith,  that  you  know  there 
nev^  waa  a  bettet  mamma  than  I  have  been  to  you. 
And  doA*t  let  ma  becoma  a  perfect  fright  with  teas* 
iog  and  wearing  myself  at  your  ingratitude,  or 
when  I  ^m  out  again  hi  society,  ao  soul  will  know 
me,  not  even  that  hateful  animal,  the  Major.** 

But|  sometimes,  when  Edith  went  nearer  to  her,- 
and,  beodiag  down  her  stately  head,  put  her  eold 
cheek  to  hers,  the  mother  would  dvaw  back  as  if 
she  were  afraid  of  her,  and  would  &11  into  a  6t  of 
trembling,  and  cry  out  that  there  was  a  wandering 
in  her  wits.  And  sometimes  she  would  entreat  her, 
with  humility,  to  sit  down  on  the  ehair  beside  her 
bed,  and  would  look  at  her  (sa  she  sat  there  brood- 
iag)  with  a  faee  that  even  thd  rose-coloured  curtains 
could  net  make  otherwise  than  acarsd  and  wild. 

Iho  foea-coleured  curtains  blushed,  in  course  of 
time,  on  Cleopatra's  bodily  recovery,  and  on  her 
diess-Huore  juvenile  than  ever,  to  repair  the  ra- 
vageaof  illness— and  on  the  fouge,  and  on  tiie  teeth, 
and  on  the  curls,  and  on  the  diamonds,  and  the 
short  sleeves,  and  the  whole  wardrobe  of  the  doik 
that  had  tumbled  down  before  the  mirror.  They 
bluahed,  too,  now  and  then,  upon  an  indislinctnestf 
in  her  ^>eech,  which  she  turned  off  with  a  girlish 
giggle,  and  on  an  occaaional  fiuUng  in  her  memory, 
that  had  no  rule  in  it,  but  came  and  went  fantastic' 
ally,  as  if  in  mockery  of  her.faotaatio  self. 

Bat  they  never  blushed  upon  a  change  in  the 
new  manner  of  her  thought  and  speech  towards  her 
daughter.  And  though  that  daughter  often  came 
within  their  influence,  they  never  Uuahed  upon  her 
loveliaesa  irradiated  by  a  smile,  or  softened  by  the 
light  of  filial  love,  in  its  atem  beaaty. 


CHAPTER  XXXVIIL 


MISS  TOX  IMPROVES' AN  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE. 


Tmb  Ibrlarn  Miss  Tox,  abandoned  by  her  i 
Uaisa  Chiek,  and  bereft  of  Mr.  Dombey*s  cc 


friend 
couDte* 
fbrtio  delioate  pair  of  wedding  cards,  united 
ky  a  sitver  thread,  graced  the  chiomey-ghias  in 
FrBioees*a  Plaoa,  or  the  harpeiehord,or  any  .of  those 
'^ttle  poets  of  display  which  Lucretia  reserved  for 
Mday  oeeupation*^becanie  depressed  in  her  spi. 
n>a,and  suffered  much  from  melancholy.  For  a 
^'oe  the  Bird  WalU  was  uQhcard  in  Princess's 
^bee,  the  plania  wbre-  neglected,  and  dust  coUeoted 
<•  the  miniature  of  Miss  Tox*s  ancestor  with  the 
^••deved  head  am^  pigtail. 

Miss  Tex,  however,  was  not  of  an  age  or  of  a 
^■positioa  long  to  abandon  herself  to  unavailing' 
'^Bfets.  Only  two  notes  of  the  harpsichord  were- 
^«ib  fran  diiose  when  the  Bird  Waltz  again  war- 
bM  and  triUed  in  the  crooked  drawing-room  f  only 
pB0  slip  of  geranium  fell  a  victim  to  imperfect  nurs- 
^  befiire  ahe  was  gardening  at  her  green  baskets 
||P>i>t  regvlariy  every  morning ;  the  powdered- 
"**M  oaeestor  had  not  been  under  a  cloud  fer 
"t^vs  ^kka  ait  weeks,  when  Miss  Tox  breathed  on 
yfcgpjyaant  visage,  and  poltsbed  him  up  with  a 


attachments,  however  ludicrously  shown,  were  reel 
and  stiOBg;  and  she  was,  as  she  expressed  it^ 
**  deeply  hinrt  by  the  unmerited  contumely  she  had 
met  with  from  Louisa.**  But  there  was  no  saeh 
thing  as  anger  in  Miss  IVitV  composition.  If  she 
had  ambled  on,  through  life,  in  her  soft-spoken  ways, 
without  any  opinions,  she  had,  at  least,  got  so  fkr 
without  any  harsh  passions.  Tiie  piere  sight  of 
Loaisa  Chiok  ih  the  street  one  dayi  at  a  considera- 
ble distance,  so  overpowered  her  milky  nature,  that 
she  was  fiin  to  seek  immediate  refuge  in  t  pastry- 
cook's, and  there,  in  a  musty  little  back  room,  tnu 
ally  devoted  to  the  consumption  of  soups,  and  pei- 
vadcd  by  an  ox-tail  atmosphere,  relieve  her  feelings 
by  weeping  plentifully. 

Against  Mr.  Dbmhey  Miss  T6x  hardly  felt  that 
she  had  say  reasoti  of  complaint.  Her  sense  of 
that  geiHlenlan's  magnificence  was  such,  that  onoa 
removed  from,  him,  she  felt  as  if  her  distance  always 
had-  been  idimeasurable,  and  as  if  he  had  g'^^uy 
condescended  in  tolerating  her  at  all.  No  win 
could  be  too  handsome  or  too  itately  for  him,  ac- 
cording to  Miss  Tox*s  sincere  op&nion.    It  was 
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K»ition,  and  fallj  admitted  it,  twedty  timefc  a 
,  Sbe  net er  rucalled  the  lofty  m  iiiDcr  in  wbich 
(>onibe7  had  made  her  aubttervient  to  his-cnn- 
icnce  and  ciprrocs,  aad  had  grudously  per* 
ed  her  to  be  one  of  the  nurses  of  his  little  son. 
only  thought,  in  her  owfi. words,  *^that  she  had 
sed  a  greit  many  happy  liours  in  that  haO!>e, 
ch  shv  iiiu!<t  ever  remember  with  irratificatipiiy' 
that  she  could  never  cease  to  regard  Mr,  Dom- 
as  one  of  the  meet  impressive  and  dig«u6ed  oi' 


lut  off,  however,  from  the  impkcable  Louiaa, 
bch)g  shy  of  tlie  Major  (whom  she  viewed  with 
le  distrust  now),  Miss  Toz  found  it  very  irk- 
le  to  know  nothrhg  of  what  twos  going  on  in 
,  Dombey's  cstablishflient*-  And  as  she  really 
i  ^t  into  the  habit  of  considering  Dombey  and 
i  as  the  pivot  on  which-  the  world  in  general 
ned,  she  resolved,  rather  than  be  i^rnbrant  of 
illifetice  which  so^-strmfly  interested-  her,  to 
livato  her  old  aequaintBAce,  Mrs.  Richards,  who 
knew,  sinee  her  last  moraorabie  appeannce- 
bra  Mr.  Dombey,  was  in  the  habit  of  sotnetiices 
dinfr  common icalion  with  his  servaotsu  -  I^r- 
)s  Miss  Toz,  in  seeking  out  the  Toodle  fiuqdily, 
1  the  tender  motive  hidden  in  her  breast  of  faiiv* 
f  somebody  to  whom  she  could  talk  about-  Af  r* 
mbey,  no  matter  how  humbLa  that  somebody 
^ht  be. 

kt  ail  events,  towards  the  Toodle  habitation  Miss* 
X  directed  her  steps  one  eveningp,  what  ti;iie  Mr. 
6dlo,  eindery  and  swdzt,  wus  refreshing  himself 
Ih  tet,  in  the  bosom  of  his  family.  Mr.  Toodle 
i  oi>ly  three  stages  of  czisteaoa  He  was  either 
;ing  rcfreshinent  in  the  bosom  just  mentioned, 
he  was  tearing  thron^h  the  country  at  from 
m(y-fiva  to  fifty  miles  an  hour,  or  he  was  sleep- 
r  aiU'r  his  fatigues.  He  was  always  in  a  whirlr 
nd  QT'a  calaS,  and  a  peaceable  contentfxl  easy^ 
ing  man  Mr.  I'oodle  was  in  eitJicE  stats^  who 
inied  to  have  made. over  all  hip  own  inheritance 
fuming  and  fretting  to  the  engines  with  which 
WHS  connected,  which  panted,  and  gasped,  and 
ifcd,  iind  wore  tliemselvt  s  out,  in  a  most  un^par- 
r  iiiunncr,  while  Mr.  Toodle  led  a  mild  and  i^qua- 
I  life. 

*  Polly,  my  gal,"  said  Mr.  Toodle,  wrti)  a^qung; 
lodle  on  each  knee,  and  two  raoro  making  tea  for 
B,  nnd  plenty  more  scattered  about — Mr.  Toodle 
IS  never  out  of  childrctw  but  always  kept  a  giaod 
pply  on  hand — ""  You  an*i  seen  our  Biler  la^y, 
veyou?"< 

"  Ha,"  replied  Polly,  *"  but  he  *s  almost  cert  lin  to 
)k  in  tooiight.  It  *a  his  rigltt  evening,  and  he  'j 
ry  reguUr." 

**l  Nippoao/*  said  Mr.  Toodle,  relishing  his  meal 
finite^^  *^aa  our  Bilor  km  a  dbin*  now  about  ais 
i\\  as  a  boy  tan  do^  eh,  Polly  V* 
''Oh  {  he *■  a  doing  beaatiiui,*'  responded  Polly. 
^He  an*t  got  to  oe  at  all  aecret-iike-^has  lie, 
illy  ?*' inquired  Mr.  Toodle. 
"  Nj)  !"  said  Mrs*  Toodle,  plumply. 
"^I'm  glad  he  an*t  ^ot  to  be  at  all  socreUike, 
>I] y,**  observed  Bfir.  To»die  En  his  slow  and  niea- 
reid  wny,  and  hhovuUing  in  his  bre^  and  batter 
ith  a  clasp-knife,  as  if  he^ere  stoking  httuselU 
brci  u^e  that  don^  look  Weil ;  do  it,  Polly  7*' 
**  Why,  of  course  it  dun\  father.    How  can  ▼4iu 
k?" 

**  You  stfe,.my  boys  said  gals,"  said  Mr;  Toodle, 
Dkii'ig  r4»and  upon  his  faiiiily,  >*wotever  yoa*ro 
I  Uv  in  iv  ^fNiest  wa.y,  it  *><  mV  opinkm  as  tou  eanft 


cuttings  or  in  tunods,  doa*t  yoa.  pll^  no  leerafr  • 
games.    Kaep  your  whistles  goiag^  and  let  *«  know 
where  you  are." 

The  rising  Toadies  set  op  a  shrilPmucmor^  oj^" 
pressive  of  tbeic  resoTaUoa  to  profit. by  the  pater«> 
nal  adviee.  .        /-  •  .     * 

'^Bttt  what  makes  fou  say  thia  aki^g  of  Rafa^> 
father  ?"  asked  his  wife,  anxiously.  . 

••  Polly,  old  •boman;*  said  Mr.  Tbodle,  M  donH 
know  OB  I  said  it  partickler  along  o*  Rob,!'  m  sufew 
I  starts  iight  with  Rob  only ;  I  eomes  toa  branch  ; 
I  takes  on  what  I  finds  there;  ^ind  a  whWo  train 
of  ideas,  gets  eoupled  oa  to  hrm,  al^n»  I  knows 
where  I  am,  or  where  they  oomos  ftora.  What  a 
JunotioB  a  man's  thdu^hts  is,"  said  Mr.. Toodle^ 
**to.b©^nre!" 

This  profound  reflection  Mr.  Toodle  •  washed 
down  with  a  pint  mug  of  tea^  and  .pf  oceeded  .to  wo> 
lidifjp  with  a  grooi  weigiht  of  brtad  mudhmtax^ 
charging.hia  young  danghteln^  iq^anwliilei  tp  keep, 
plenty  of  hot.  water  in  the  pel,  as  be  was-  uQConw 
mon  dry,  and  should  tako  the  indctfinite  .quanVit|r 
of  **a  (sigbt  of  nuigs,"  befiare  bis  Uiirst  was.  ap. 
peaaed. 

In  oatisfyiog  bin^aeli^  hoveveCi  Mr.  To«dle  wa» 
not  regardless  of  the  younger  branches  aboqt  Jhim^- 
who,liUtho«gii  tbay  had  made  theic  own  eve&ing^ 
Eepastr  were  on  the  look»oat  fot  icregnlaf  morselsig 
as  possessing  a  relish.  These  ho  distributed  now 
and  tlien  to. the  ezpisetant  circle,  by.  holding  out 
great  wedg(ks  of  bread  and  butter^  to  he  bitten  at 
by  the  family  in.  lawfiil  snocession,  and  h^  servioip 
o«l  smaU  doses  of  tea  in  like  maiinw  witii  a  spoon  ) 
which  snaoks  had  such  a  relish  in  the  mouths  of 
these  .youn^Toodles,  that,  •after  por^king  of  th0 
same,  they  performed  private  dances  of  ecstasy 
among  themselves,  and  stood  on  ono  kf  a-pieoei,  and* 
hopped,  and  Indolgad  in  other  saltatory  tokens  of 
gladoess.  These  vents  for  their  ejccilement'  found^ 
they  gcadoally  dosed  about  Mr^  Toodle  again,  and 
eyed  him  hard  as  he  got.  throoghiitore  bread  an4 
butter  and*tea;  affecting,  however,  to  have  no  fur- 
ther expectations  of  their  own  in  reference  to  those 
viands,  but  to  be  conversing  on  foreign  subjecta, 
and  wbisperiiig  confidentially. 

Mr.  Toodle,  in  the  midst  of  this  family  group, 
and  K^inC  ^n  awful  example  to  his  children  in  the 
way  of  appetite,  was  conveying  the  two  yoonff 
Toodles  ba  his  knees  to  Birmingham  bj  special 
engine^  and  was  contemplating  the  rest  over  a  bdiv 
bier  of  bread  and  butter,  whon  R(»b  Uie  Grindejr».in 
his  aonVesler  hat  and  morniog  sliops,  pMsenteil 
himself,  and  was  received  with  a  general  rush  of 
brothers  and  sisters. 

**  WelU  mother  1"  said  Rob,  dutifiilly  liissing  hcr» 
^  how  ace  you,  mother  7" 

**  There 's.  my  bojr  I"  eried  PoUy,  giving; .  him  a 
hug,  and  a  pat  on  the  baek.  *^Seoffetl  blssa  yen. 
father,  not  he  IV 

This  was  intended  fax  Mr.  Toodlo*s  private  ed»* 
ficathin,  but  Rob  the  Grinder,  wbeep  withors  were 
not  uawrung,  caoght  the  weffds  as  they  were 
spoken.  .     , 

'  **What!  father*s  been  sayieg  sometjking  more 
again  mcy  has  he?"  cried  tlie  injui^d  innoeenW 
*^  Oh,  what  a  bard  thing  it  is  that  when  a  cote  hae 
onoe  gone  a. little  w.ron|^,a  coye*s  own  father  ah.ould 
be  always  athrowing  it  in  his  facobf^ind  bis  b&ck! 
It  *s  enough,"  cried  Bob,  reeortihg  to  his.ceat.cuff 
an  enguisli  of  spirit,  "to  make  a  eove.  go  and  dp 
sometliingvout  of  spite !" . 

Mv   Door  bov!"  cried  Polly,  "ftthcr  didft»t 
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'  If  father  dida't  ipea&  anytbin^/*  biubbcrcil  the 
D^^d  Grinder, "  whj  did  bo  go  and  sa^  anythiog, 
Uicr  7  J^obodj  thioks  half  bo  bad  of  iq«  as  my 
a  fatb«P  does.  WUai  a  uiiDaUiral  thliur !  •  I  wisli 
nobody  *d  take  aii4  chofi  my  iwad  pn.  Father 
aldn'l  miiid  doing  it,  I  beUere,  -ai^d  Td  muck 
ber  bo  did  that  than  t'other." 
\\  theee  deeperate  words  all  the  young  Tood lea 
ieitcdi  a  pathetic  eSeot,  which  Uio  Grinder  iiri- 
ived  by  ironically  adjuring  theni:  not  to  cvy  for 
9,  for  they  ought  to  hata  him,  thoy  oughti  if  ibey 
9  good  boys  and  girW;  and  thia  so  touched  Um^ 
ingest  Toodle  but  oue,  who  was  easily  moved, 
it  it  toacbed  him  not  aniy  in  his  spirit  but  in  his 
nd  too;  making  bam  so  pur.ple  that  Mr.  Toodle 
consternation  carried  him  oui  to  tlie  water. but^ 
i  woold  have  put  him  under  the  tap,  but  for  li^ 
ing  recovered  by  the  sight  of  that  iastiii^neot* 
Matters  having  readied  this  point,  Mr.  Toodle 
plained,  and  the  virtMom  feelings  of  hia.eoj),be. 
I  thereby  cahnod,  they  shook  bands,  aud  har» 
Mky  retgned  again. 

*  WU(  yon  do  mr  I  do,  Biler,  my  boy  7'*  inquired 
( father,  reti|rniDg  to  his  tea  «iih  new  strength. 
"^No,  thank*ee,  ftiher.  Muster  and  i  had  tea  to- 
Lher.^' 

■  And  how  is  Master,  Rob?**  said  Polly< 
■*  WeU,  I  don't  know,  mother;  not  moch  to  beast 
There  ain*t  no  bis'ness  done,  you'  see.  Ue 
dH  know  anything  aboat  it«  tbe-Cap'en  don*t« 
lere  was  a  man  ooisb  into  the  shop  fliis  very  day, 
d  says  *  I  want  p.  80.and.8o,*  ha  saye^-bome-  hard 
me  or  another.  *A  which?*  says  thd  Cap'en. 
L  so-and-so,'  says  the  man.  *  Brother,*  says  the 
p'en,  *wiU  yea  take  a  obeervatien'  round.  4he 
op  V  •  Well,*  says  the  man,  » I*ve  done  it.^  »  Do 
Q  seev^iytia  want  t*  says  the  Gap*on.  *No,  I 
n*t,*  says  the  man.  ^  Do  you  khow  it  ^en  you 
sec  it  r  says  the  Oip'en.  « No,  I  dooV  says'the 
in.  *  Why,  then'  I  tell  you  wot,  my  lad^*  says 
I  Csp^en,  'yoa*d  belter  go  back  and  ask  wot  it  V 
e,  outside,  for  no  more  don't  1  !*  *' 
**That  aTi*t  the  way  to  moke  inonsy  tfasogh,  is 
f"  said  Polly. 

■*  Money,  mother !  He  ll  never  make  money.  He 
s  such  ways  as  I  never  see.  He  an*t  a  bad  master 
9agh,  J  ^11  say  that  A>r  hhn;  But  that  kn*«  mueh 
me,  fur  I  don*t  think  I  shall  etop  with  him  Jong.** 
**NAt  stop  in  yoor  plice,  Rebf  cried  bis  mo- 
ir ;  while  Mr.  Toodle  opened  his  eyes. 
■*  Not  in  (httt  ptace,  p^raps,**  returned  the  Grinder, 
th  a  Wmk.  "*I  shooldnH  wonder^- friends  at 
art  you  know^bat  nfever  you  mind,  mother;  jhst 
w ;  1  'm  afl  right,  that  *s  all." 
The  indlM^otable  proof  iiflbrded  in  these  bints, 
d  in  Ihe  Grinder's  myRteriodS  manner,  of  Ws  not 
ing  subject  to  that  fkifing  which  Mr.  Toodle  bad, 

implication,  attributed  td  him;  might  baVe  led 
a  renewal  of  his  wrongs,  snd  of  U^e  sensation  in 
a  family,  but  for  the  opportone  arrival  of  another 
tttor,  who,  to  Polly *s  great  surprise,  appeared  at  the 
or,  smiling  patronage  and  friendship  on  all  there. 
**  How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Richards  ?'*  said  Miss  Tox. 
[  have  come  to  see  you.  May  I  come  in?** 
The  cheery  face  of  Mrs.  Richards  shone  with  a 
•pitable  reply,  and  Miss  Toz,  accepting  the  prof- 
red  chair,  and  gracefully  recognising  Mr.  Toodle 

her  wa^  to  it,  untied  her  ^nnct  strings,  and 
id  that  m  the  first  place  she  must  beg  tlie  dear 
lidrcn,  one  and  sU,  to  come  snd  kiss  her. 
The  iU-^tarred  youngest  Toodle  but  one.  who 


was  prevented  frpm  peribrming  his  part  in  this  ge 
neral  salutation  by  having  fixed  the  8ou*wester  hut 
(with  whioh  he  hud  been  previuusly  t#lillng)  deep 

00  bis  head,  hind  side,  before,  and  being  unable  to 
get  it  o5r  again;  which  accident  presenting  to  bis 
terrified  imagination  a  dism;il  picture  of  hia  pass- 
ing the  rest  of  liis  d:iys  in  darkness,  and  iv  hope*, 
less  seclusion  fit>m  his  friends  and  fanulv,  caused 
him  tQ  struggle  with  great  violence,  and  to  utter 
suffocated  cries.  Being  releasul,  his  faco  vyos  dis* 
cpvered  to  be  very  hot,  and  red,  and  damp ;  aud  Miss 
Toz  took  him  on  her  lap,  much  cxbaus^d. 

*'  You  have  almost  forgotten  mC|  Sir^  I  d4re  say,** 
said  Miss  Tox  to  Mr.  Tuodit;. 

'*  No,  Ma*am,  no,"  said  Toodle.  "*■  But  wo*v^  aU 
on  u^  got  a  little  older  since  then.** 

.**  And  bow  do  you  find  yourself^  Sir  7**  ipquired 
Miss  Tox,  Uandly. 

"  Hearty,  Ma*am,  tbaxkkoe,**  replied  Toodle, 
**  How  do  you  find  yotirsclf,  Ma'am*  Da  tho  rhco- 
maticks  kiDep  off  pretty  well;  Ma*aui  7  We  must 
all  exiHtct  to  grow  into  *era,  as  we  gets  on..? 

** Thank  yon,**  said  Miss  Tox.  ""I  hav<»nat  fcU 
nay  iaoonfcmence  from  that  disordir  yet.** 

^  You  *re  wery  fortunate,  Ma*um,**  returned.  Mr. 
Toodle.  *f  Many  people  at  your  time  of  life,  Ma'am^ 
in  maj-tyra  to  it«  There  was  my  moiher  ■>  "^  But 
hatching  his  wifeV  eye  here,  Mr.  Toodle  judiciously 
bnricd  tlie  resit  in  another  mug  of  tea. 
-  **  You  never  mean  to  say,  Mrs.  Richards,**  cried 
Miss  Tox,  leaking  at  Rob»  ■'that  that  is  your-^** 

'' Eldest,  Ma*am,"  toaid  Pully.  "^Yes,  indeed  it 
is.  That*s  the  little  fellow,  Ma'am,  thai  was  the 
.innocent  caiiM  of  so  moeh.** 

•"This  faere»  Ma*am,**  said  Toodle,  "  is  him  with 
the  short  Ic^— >and  they  was,**  said  Mr.  Toodle, 
with  a  touch  of'  poetry  in  his  tone,  ^  unusual  short 
for  leathers— «»  Mr.  Dombey  made  a  Grinder  on.*' 

The  recollection  almost  overpowered  Miss  Toz. 
The  subject  of  it  had  a  peculiar  interest  for  her 
dirsetly.'  She  asked  him  to  shake  hands,  and  coo- 
gratnlated  his>  mother  on  his  fvanii,  ingenuous  face. 
Rob,  overhearing  her,  culled  up  a  look,'to  jnstiQr  (ha 
eiAogium,  but  it>waa  hardly  the  right  look. 

"And  now,  Mrs.  Richards,**  aaid  Mi^sTos,-*- 
•*  and  you  too,  Sir,**  addressing  Toodlo^''  I  '11  tell 
you,  plainly  and  tmly,  what  I  have  come  here  ier. 
You  may  be  aWtfre,  Mrs.  Riehards-^and,  possibly, 
yon '  may  be  aWara  too,  81r«*that  a  little  distance 
has  ibterposed  itself  between  me  and  some  of  my 
friends,  and  that  where  I  osed  to  visit  a  good  deai^ 

1  do  not  visit'ttoWi** 

Polly,  who,  with  a  woman's  tact,  understood  tMa 
St  once,  expressed  as  moch  in  a  little  look.  Mr. 
Toodle,  who  hs!d  ti(/t  the  ikintest  idea  of  what  Miss 
Tox  was  talking  about,  expressed  that  also,  hi 'a 


**Of  ooorse,**  said  Miss  Topr,  <*how  our  little  coot 
ness  has  arisen  is  of  no  moment,  and  does  not  re- 
quire to  be  discussed.  It  is  sc^cient  for  me  to  say, 
that  I  have  the  greatest  possible  respect  fur,  and 
interest  in,  Mr.  Dombey  ;**  Miss  Tox*s  voice  fal- 
tered ;  **  and  everything  that  relates  to  him.** 

Mr.  Toodle,  enlightened,  shook  his  head,  and 
said  he  had  beard  it  said,  and  for  his  own  part,  ha 
did  think,  ais  Mr.  Dombey  was  a  difficult  subject 

"Pray  don*t  say  so  Sir,  if  you  please,**  returned 
Miss  Tox.  **  Let  me  entreat  you  not  to  say  so,  Sir, 
either  now,  or  at  any  future  time.  Sucli  observe* 
tions  cannot  but  be  very  painful  to  mc^  and^to^a 
fcntleman.  whose  mind  la  « 
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Mr.  Toodle,  who  had  not  entertaioed  the  least 
doabt  of  offering  a  remark  that  would  be  receifed 
with  acquiescence,  was  greatly  coDfounded. 

••All  that  I  wish  to  say,  Mrs.  Richards,"  resumed 
Miss  Tox, — ••  and  I  address  myself  to  you  too,  Sir, 
— is  this.  Thai  any  intelligence  of  the  proceedings 
of  the  family,  of  the  welfare  of  the  family,  of  the 
health  of  the  family,  that  reaches  you,  wnl  be  al- 
ways most  acceptable  to  me.  That  I  shall  be 
always  very  glad  to  chat  with  Mrs.  Richards  about 
the  family,  and  about  old  times.  And  as  Mrs. 
Richards  and  I  nerer  had  the  least  difference 
(thooffh  I  could  wish  now  that  we  had  been  better 
acquainted,  but  I  hare  no  one  but  myself  to  blame 
for  that),  I  hope  she  will  not  object  to  our  being 
▼ery  good  fViends  now,  and  to  ray  coming  back- 
wards and  forwards  here,  when  I  like,  without  be- 
-ing  a  stranger.  Now,  I  really  hope  Mrs.  Richards,*' 
said  Miss  Tox,  earnestly,  •*  that  you  will  take  this, 
as  I  mean  it,  like  a  good-humoured  creature^  as 
you  alwajTs  were." 

Polly  was  gratified,  and  showed  it  Mr.  Toodls 
didn*t  know  whether  he  was  gratified  or  not,  and 
preserved  a  stolid  calmness. 

•♦  You  see  Mrs.  Richards,"  said  Miss  Tor— ••  and 
I  hope  you  see  too,  Sir — ^there  are  many  little  wHys 
in  which  I  can  be  slightly  useful  to  you,  if  yea 
will  make  no  stranger  of  me ;  and  in  wJnch  I  shall 
be  deliglited  to  be  so.  For  instance,  I  can  teach 
your  children  sometbiRg.  I  shall' bring  a  few  little 
books,  if  you  *11  allow  me,  and  some  work,  and'  of 
an  evening  now  and  then,  they  *Ji  learn  <^ear  me, 
they  *11  learn  a  great  deal,  I  Uust,  and  be  a  cr^it 
to  their  ttaeher." 

Mr.  Toodle,  who  had  a  great  reepeet  for  learning, 
jerked  his  head  approvingly  at  his  wife,  and  moist- 
ened his  hands  with  dawning  satisfaction. 

••  Then,  not  being  a  stranger,  I  shall  be  in  no- 
body's  way,"  said  Miss  Tox,  ••and  everything  will 
go  on,  jofit  as  if  I  were  not  here.  Mrs.  Richards 
will  do  her  mending,  or  her  ironing,  or  her  nursing, 
whatever  it  ia,  without  minding  me;  and  you'll 
smoke  your  pi]Jb,  too,  if  you  're  bo  dispoaedf  Sir, 
won't  you  1" 

••  Thankee  Mum,"  said  Mr.  Toodle.  ••  Yes ;  I  '11 
Uke  my  bit  of  backer." 

••  Very  good  of  you  to  say  so,  Sir,"  rejoined  Min 
Tox,  ••  and  I  really  do  assure  you  now,  unfeignedly, 
that  it  will  be  a  great  comfort  to  me,  and  that 
whatever  good  I  may  be  fortunate  enough  to  do 
the  children,  you  will  more  than  pay  back  to  me,, 
if  yeu  'U  enter  into  this  little  bargain  comfortably, 
and  easily,  and  good-naturedly,  ii0ithout  another 
word  about  iL" 

The  bargain  was  ratified  on  the.spot;  and  Miss 
Tox  found  herself  so  much  at  home  already,  thut 
without  delay  she  instituted  a  preiiminafy  exami- 
nation of  the  children,  all  round — which  Mr.  Too- 
dl»  much  admired-^and  booktd  their  agea,  names, 
and  acquirements,  on  a  piece  of  paper.  This  cere- 
mony, and  a  little  attendant  gossip,  prolonged  the 


time  until  afler  their  usual  hour  of  going  to  be 
and  detained  Miss'  Tox  at  the  Toodle  fireside  dnl 
it  was  too  htte  for  her  to  walk  home  alone.  Tl 
gallant  Grinder,  however,  being  still  there,  polite! 
oflbred  to  attend  her  to  her  own  door  ;  and  ae  it  Wi 
something  to  Miss  Tox  to  be  seen  home  b^ 
youth  whom  Mr.  Dorobey  had  fbst  inducted  ini 
those  manly  garments  whiih  are  rarely  medtkmt 
by  name,  she  very  readily  accepted  the  pn^oeaL 

After  shaking  hands  with  Mr<  Toodle  and  Pol) 
and  Msring  all  the  ehildrvn,  Miss  Tox  hh  tl 
bouse,  therefore,  with  unlimited  popularity,  ai 
carrying  away  with  her  so  light  a-  heart  that 
might  have  given  Mrs.  Chick  edbnce  if  that  got 
lady  could  have  weighed  it 

Rob  the  Grinder,  hi  his  modesty,  woidd  ha' 
walked  behind,  but  Miss  Tbi:  desired  him  to  kei 
beside  her,  for  conversational  pilrposes ;  and  as  si 
afterwards  expressed  it  to  his  mother,  **di«w  hi 
out,"  upon  the  road. 

He  drew  out  to  bright,  and  dear,  and  ahmia 
that  Mks  Tox  was  eharmed  with  hlra.  The  tna 
Miss  Tox  drew  him  out,  the  finer  he  eame-*4il 
wire.  There  acTer  was  a  better  or  mora  psomisit 
youth-^  m«re  affcetionate,  steady,  prudent,  aobc 
honest,  meekf  candid  young  man*— than  Rob  dre 
out,  that  night 

••  I  am  quite  glad,'*  said  Miss  Tbx;,  arrived  at  h 
own  door,  ••to  know  you.  I  hope  you  11  eoasid 
me  your  fnend,  and  that  you  '11  come  and  see  n 
as  often  as  you  like.-   Do  you  keep  a  mo^ey-bex 

•^Yea.Ma\im,"  returned  Rob;  ••I'm  saving  u 
against  I've  got  enough  to  pnt  in  the  ban 
Ma'am." 

••  Very  kudaUe  indeed,"  said  Mies  Tox.  ••  V 
glad  to  iiear  it  Put  this  halfcrown  into  it,  if  yi 
please." 

-Oh  thank  yoo,  Ma'cm,"  replied  Rob^  "h 
rsally  I  oouldn^L  think  of  depriving  you." 

••1  oonmendyour  independent  spirit,"  said  Mi 
Tox,  ••  bnt  it 's  no  deprivation,  I  assure  yon.  I  ttu 
be  ofiended  if  yon  don't  take  it,  as  a  mark  of  n 
good  will    Good  tight,  Robin." 

-Goad  night.  Ma'am  J*  said  Rob,  ••and  thai 
you  •" 

Who  ran  sniggering  off  to  get«hangn,  and  toaa 
it  away  with  n  pieman.  But  they  never  tauf 
honour  ai  the  Grmders'  School,  where  the  systc 
that  prevailed  was  particularly  strong  in  the  engc 
deriug*  of  hypocrisy.  Insomuch,  that  many  ( 
the  firiends  and  masters  of  past  Grinders  said, 
this  trere  what  oame  of  education  for  the  eomm< 
people,  let  tt»  have  none.  Some  more  rational  ea: 
lot  us  have  a  better  one.  But  the  governing  po 
ers  of  the  Grindere'  Company  were  always  rem 
fer  tftem,  by  picking  oot  a  £qw  boys  who  hiud  turn 
oQt  weU  in  spite  of  the  system,  and  roundly  i 
serting  that-tnev  could  have  only  turned  oot  w 
because  of  it  Which  settled  the  business  of  th« 
olijeotors  out  of  l^and,  and  (established  the  glory 
the  Grindeis'  Institution. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 


FURTHER  ADVENTURES  OF  CAPTAIN  EDWARD  CUTTLE,  MARINER. 


.  Tun,  tare  of  foot  and  strong  of  will,  had  so 
fcsied  onward,  that  the  year  enjoined  by  the  old 
aitiiiiiient.maker^  as  the  term  during  which  his 
neod  thonid  refrain  from  opening  the  sealed  packet 
MoiDpaoTiiig  the  latter  he  had  left  for  him,  was 
torn  nearly  expired,  and  Captain  Cottle  began  to 
Mk  at  it,  of  an  evening,  with  feelings  of  myalery 

Tlie  Captain,  in  his  honour,  would  as  soon  have 
Inog fat  of  opening  the  parcel  one  hour  before  the 
ipintion  of  the  term,  as  he  would  have  thought 
f  opening  hdmaelf,  to  study  his  own  anatomy,  lie 
icrely  broaght  it  out,  at  a  certain  stage  of  his  first 
lening  pipe,  laid  it  on  the  table,  and  sat  gaaing  at 
^  outside  of  it,  throngh  the  smoke,  in  silent  gra. 
ify,  for  two  or  three  Irours  at  a  spell.  Sometimes, 
rhea  he  had  contemplated  it  thus  lor  a  pretty  long 
lUk,  the  Captain  would  Jitteh  his  chair,  by  d^ 
RCi,  farther  and  farther  off,  as  if  to  ^  beyond 
IB  range  of  its  fiucination ;  but  if  this  were  Ms 
BHgn,  he  never  succeeded :  for  even  when  he  was 
RM^t  up  by  the  parlour  wall,  the  pallet  still  at- 
acted  bim ;  or  if  his  eyes,  in  tfaonghtfiil  waoder- 
if,  roved  to  the  ceiling  or  the  fire,  its  image  im- 
ndiately  followed,  and  posted  itself  conspicuously 
noog  the  coals,  or  took  up  an  advantageous  posi- 
m  OB  tJie  whitewash. 

la'tespect  of  Heart's  Delight,  the  Captam's  pa- 
atat  regard  and  admiration  know  no  change.  But 
see  hie  last  interview  with  Mr.  Carker,  Captain 
MIfe  had  come  to  entertain  doubts  whether  his 
mer  intervention  in  behalf  of  t^at  young  lady 
id  his  dear  boy  Wal*r,  had  proved  altogether  so 
lowable  ae  he  cookl  have  wished,  and  as  he  at 
B  line  believed.  The  Captain  was  troubled  with 
lerioBs  misgiving  that  he  hod  done  more  harm 
in  good»  in  short;  and  io  hie  remorse  and  roo- 
rt^  he  made  the  best  atonement  he  could  think 
,  i^  potting  himself  out  of  the  way  of  doing  any 
tm  to  any  one,  and  as  it  were,  throwing  himself 
■rbeard  Ar  a  dangeroos  person. 
Mf-boried,  therefiire,  among  the  instfomeBts, 
iCSaptain  never  west  near  Mr.  Dombey's  Iwose, 
leported  himself  in  any  way  to  Florence  or  Miss 
pper.  He  even  severed  himself  from  Mr.  Perch, 
the  eoeasian  of  his  next  visit,  by  dryly  inform. 
'  that  gnentleman,  that  he  thanked  fatm  for  his 
Dpany,  hat  had  cut  himself  adrift  firom  all  such 
luaiiitaDoe,  ae  be  didn't  knew  what  magazine  he 
^tn*l  blow  up,  without  meaning  of  it  In  this 
Imoptmed  retirement,  the  Captain  passed  whole 
m  and  v^eeks  without  interehaaging  a  word  with 
f  cot  iMt  Rob  the  Grinder,  whom  he  esteemed  as 
Kttern  of  disinterested  attachment  and  fidelity. 
this  ictimmeBt,  the  Captain,  gasing  at  the  packet 
M  eveoing,  wooki  sit  smoking,  and  thinking  of 
reaea  nui  poor  Walter,  unlil  they  both  seemed 
as  Jiemely  ftocy  Io  be  dead,  and  to  have  passed 
ly  into  efenial  yoath,  the  beautiful  and  innocent 
dfwi  of  his  fiiet  reaiembrence. 
lie  Co  plain  did  not,  however,  in  his  makings, 
led  bifl  own  improvement,  or  tiie  mental  oolture 
ttb  the  tirinder.    That  young  man  was  gener. 


ally  required  to  read  out  of  some  book  to  the  Cap 
tain,  for  ooe  hour  every  evening ;  and  as  the  Captain 
implicitly  believed  that  all  b<x>ks  were  true,  he  ac- 
cumulated, by  this  means,  many  remarkable  facts. 
On  Sunday  nights,  the  Captain  always  read  for 
himself,  before  going  to  bed,  a  certain  Divine  Ser- 
mon once  delivered  on  a  Mount ;  and  although  he 
was  accustomed  to  quote  the  text,  without  book, 
after  his  own  manner,  he  appeared  to  read  it  with 
as  reverent  aa  understanding  of  its  heavenly  spirit, 
as  if  he  had  got  it  all  by  heart  in  Greek,  and  had 
been  able  to  write  any  number  of  fierce  theologi^ 
dieqnisitions  on  its  every  phrase. 

Rob  the  Grinder,  whose  reverence  for  the  in- 
spired  writings,  under  the  admirable  system  of  the 
Grinders'  School,  had  been  developed  by  a  perpetual 
bruising  of  his  intellectual  shins  against  all  the 
proper  names  of  all  the  tribes  of  Judab,  and  by  the 
moaotonoos  repetition  of  hard  verses,  espedally  by 
way  of  punishment,  and  by  the  parading'  of  him  at 
six  years  old  in  leather  breeches,  three  times  a  Sun. 
day,  very  high  up,  in  a  very  hot  church,  with  a 
great  organ  buxzing  against  his  drowsy  head,  like 
an  ezce^fngly  busy  baB*^Rob  the  Grinder  made  a 
mighty  show  of  being  edified  when  the  Captain 
ceued  to  read,  and  generally  yawned  and  noidded 
while  the  reading  was  in  progress.  The  latter  fact 
being  never  so  much  as  suspected  by  the  good 
Captain. 

Captain  Cattle  also,  as  a  man  of  business,  took 
to  keeping  books.  In  these  he  entered  observationi 
on  the  weather,  and  on  the  currents  of  the  waggons, 
and  other  vehicles;  which  be  observed,  in  that 
quarter,  to  set  westward  in  the  morning  and  during 
the  greater  part  of  the  day,  and  eastward  towards 
the  evening.  Two  or  three  stragglers  appearing  in 
one  week,  who  "  spoke  him" — so  the  Captain  en. 
tered  it.«on  the  subject  of  spectacles,  and  who. 
without  positively  purchasing,  said  they  \i*oold 
look  in  again,  the  Captain  decided  that  the  business 
was  improving,  and  made  an  entry  in  the  da^.book 
tothatefl^t:  the  wind  then  blowing  (which  he 
first  recorded)  pretty  fresh,  west  and  by  north; 
having  changed  in  the  night 

One  of  the  Captain's  chief  difficulties  was  Mr. 
Toots,  who  called  frequently,  and  who  without  say. 
ing  much  seemed  to  have  an  idea  that  the  little 
bii^k  parlour  was  an  eligible  room  to  chuckle  in, 
as  he  would  sit  and  avail  himself  of  its  accommo- 
dations in  that  regard  by  the  half.hour  together, 
without  at  all  adyancing  m  intimacy  with  the  Cap. 
tain*  The  Captain,  rendered  cautious  by  his  late 
experience,  was  unable  quite  to  satifify  his  mind 
whether  Mr.  Toots  was  the  mild  subject  he  ap. 
peared  to  be,  or  was  a  profoundly  artful  and  dissi. 
mala  ting  hypocrite.  His  Ifirequent  reference  to  Miss 
Dombey  was  suspicious ;  but  the  Captain  had  a 
secret  kindness  for  Mr.  Toot's  apparent  reliance  on 
him,  and  forbore  to  decide  against  him  for  the  pre. 
sent ;  merely  eyeing  him,  with  a  sagacity  not  to  be 
described,  whenever  he  approached  the  subject  that 
was  nearest  to  his  heart 

*'CapUin  Gills,"  blurted  out  Mr.  Toots,  one  day 
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all  at  once,  as  his  manner  was,  **  do  you  think  yoa 
could  think  fuvourably  of  that  proposition  of  mine, 
and  give  me  tlic  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance?** 

**  Why,  I  '11  tell  you  what  it  is,  my  lad,'*  replied 
the  Cflptain,  who  had  at  leng^th  conduded  on  a 
course  of  action ;  **  I  've  been  turning  that  there, 
over." 

"Captain  Gills,  it's  very  kind  of  you,*'  retorted 
Mr.  Toots.  "  I  'm  much  oblijred  to  you.  Upon  my 
word  and  honour,  Captain  Giils,  it  would  be  a  cha. 
rity  to  g^ive  me  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance. 
It  really  would.** 

**•  You  sec.  Brother,"  argued  tho  Captain  slowly, 
•*  I  don't  know  you.*' 

**  But  you  never  can  know  roe.  Captain  Gills,**  re. 
plied  Mr.  Toots,  steadfast  to  his  pointy  ^  if  yoadon*t 
give  me  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance.'* 

The  Captain  seemed  struck  by  the  originality 
and  power  of  this  remark,  and  looked  at  Mr.  Toots 
as  if  he  thought  there  was  a  great  deal  more  in  him 
than  he  had  expected. 

**WelI  said,  my  hLd,"  observed  the  Captain,  nod- 
ding  his  head  thoughtfully ;  **  and  true.  Now  looke'c 
■here :  You  'Vc  made  some  observations  to  me,  which 
gives  me  to  understand  as  you  admire  a  certain 
sweet  creetnr.  Hey  7*' 

**  Captain  GillV  said  Mr.  Toots,  gesticulating 
violently  with  the  hand  in  which  he  held  his  hat, 
**  Admiration  is  not  the  word.  Upon  my  honour, 
you  have  no  oonception  what  my  feelings  are.  If 
I  could  be  dyed  black,  and  mado  Miss  Dombey's 
slave,  I  should  consider  it  a  compliment  If,  at  the 
sacrifice  of  all  my  property,  I  could  get  transmi- 

f  rated  into  Miss  Dombey's  dog— I — I  really  think 
should  never  leave  off  wagging  my  tail.  I  should 
be  so  perfectly  happy.  Captain  Gills !" 

Mr.  Toots  said  it  with  watery  eyes,  and  pressed 
his  hat  agiiinst  his  bosom  with  deep  emotion. 

"•  My  lad,"  returned  the  Captain,  moved  to  com- 
passion, *•  if  you  're  in  amest — " 

** Captain  Gills,"  cried  Mr.  Toots,  "I'm  in  such 
a  stats  of  mind,  snd  am  so  dreadfully  in  earnest, 
that  if  I  could  swear  to  it  upon  a  hot  piece  of  iron, 
or  a  live  coal,  or  melted  lead,  or  burning  sealing* 
-wax,  or  anything  of  that  aort,  I  should  be  glad  to 
hurt  myself,  as  a  relief  to  my  feelings."  And  Mr. 
.Toots  looked  horrkdly  about  the  room,  as  if  for 
•omo  sufficiently  painful  means  of  accomplishing 
his  dread  purpose. 

The  Captain  pushed  his  glased  hat  back  upon  his 
head,  stroked  his  face  down  with  his  heavy  band — 
making  his  nose  more  mottled  in  the  prooeaa — and 
planting  himself  before  Mr.  Toots,  and  hooking  him 
by  the  lappet  of  his  coat,  addressed  him  in  these 
words,  while  Mr.  Toots  looked  up  into  his  fiice,  with 
much  attention  and  some  wonder. 

-**  If  yon  *re  in  arnest,  you  see,  my  lad,*'  said  the 
Captain,  **you  'ro  a  object  of  clemency,  and  cle- 
mency is  the  brightest  jewel  in  the  crown  of  a  Bri- 
ton's head,  for  which  you  '11  overhaul  the  constitu- 
tion, as  laid  dovrn  in  Rule  Britannia,  and,  when 
found,  that  is  tiie  charter  as  them  garden  angels 
was  a  singing  of,  so  many  times  over.  Stand  by  1 
This  here  proposal  o*  you'rn  takos  me  a  little  aback. 
And  why  7  Because  I  holds  my  own  only,  you  un. 
derstdnd,  in  these  here  waters,  and  haven't  got.  no 
consort,  and  may  be  don't  with  for  aonsu  Stoadv  ! 
You  hailed  me  first,  along  of  a  certain  young  lady, 
as  you  was  chartered  by.  Now  if  you  and  roe  is  to 
keep  one  another's  company  at  all,  that  there  young 
crcetur's  name  must  never  bo  natted  nor  referred 
to.    1  don't  know  what  harm  lOBayn't  have  been 


done  by  naming  of  it  too  fi'ee,  aibre  now,  and 
thereby  I  brings  up  short  D*ye  make  me  out 
pretty  clear,  brother  7" 

"  Well,  yoji  '11  excuse  me,  Captain  Gills,"  replied 
Mr.  Toots,  **if  I  don't  (^uite  follow  you  sometimes. 
But  upon  my  word  I — it's  a  hard  thing.  Captain 
Gills,  not  to  be  able  to  mention  Miss  Dombey.  I 
really  have  got  such  a  dreadful  load  here." — Mr, 
Toots  pathetically  touched  his  shirt-front  with  both 
hsnds  —  **that  I  feel  night  and  day,  exactly  as  il 
somebody  was  sitting  upon  me.*' 

•*  Them,"  said  tlie  Captatrt,  ••  is  the  (arms  I  aSfer. 
If  they  're  hard  upon  you,  brother,  as  mayhap  they 
are,  give  *em  a  wide  berth,  sheer  «>ff,  and  pert  eom^ 
pany  cheerily  I" 

*"  Captain  Gills,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  **I  honUj 
know  how  it  is,  but  after  what  yon  toM  me  when 
I  came  here,  for  the  £rst  time,  I  —  I  feel  tliat  I  'd 
rather  think  about  Miss  Dombey  in  your  society 
than  talk  about  her  in  almost  anybody  else's.  There* 
fore.  Captain  Gills,  if  you'll  give  me  the  pleasnra 
of  your  acquaintance,  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  ac. 
cept  it  on  your  own  conditions.  I  wish  to  be  hon* 
ourable.  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  holdinif 
■back  his  extended  hand  for  a  moment,  **  and  there* 
fore  I  am  obliged  to  say  that  I  ess  not  help  think- 
ing about  Miss  Dombey.  It 's  impossible  fdr  jne  to 
make  a  promise  not  to  think  about  her." 

**  My  lad,"  said  the  Captain,  whose  opinion  of  Mr. 
Toots  was  much  improved  by  this  candid  avowal, 
**  a  man's  tboogiits  is  like  the  winds,  and  nobody 
can't  answer  for  'em  for  certain,  any  length  of  tiaie 
together.    Is  it  a  treaty  as  to  words?" 

*«  As  to  words.  Captain  Gilhi;*'  retnrned  Mr.  Toots, 
"  I  think  I  can  bind  myself.** 

Mr.  Toots  gave  Captain  Cuttle  his  hand  upon  it, 
then  and  there ;  and  the  Captain,  with  a  pleasant 
and  gracious  show  of  oondesoension,  bestowed  his 
acquaintance  upon  hi m  formally.  Mr.  Toots  seemed 
much  relieved  and  gladdened  by  the  acquisition, 
and  chuokfed  rapturously  during  the  remainder  of 
his  visit  The  Captain,  for  his  part,  was  not  ill 
pleased  to  occupy  that  position  of  patronage,  and 
was  exceedingly  well  satisfied  by  his  own  pradenoe 
and  feresight 

Bui  rich  as  Captain  Cuttle  was  in  the  .latter  quo. 
lity,  he  received  a  sorprise  that  same  evening  fron 
a  no  less  ingenuous  and  simple  ^outh,  tbui  Rob 
tlie  Grinder.  That  artless  lad,  drinking  tea  at  the 
same  table,  and  bending  meekly  over  his  cop  and 
sttttoer,  having  taken  sidelong  observations  of  his 
master  fbr  some  time,  who  was  reading  the  newspa- 
per with  great  difficulty,  but  much  dignity,  through 
his  glasses,  broke  silence  by  saying-^ 

"  Oh !  I  beg  your  pardon.  Captain,  but  you  mayn't 
be  in  want  of  any  pigeons,  may  yoo.  Sir  7" 

**No,  my  lad,"  replied  the  Captain. 

"^  Because  I  was  wisliing  to  dispose  of  mine,  Cap» 
tain,"  said  Rob. 

''Aye,  aye?*'  cried  the  Captain,  lifting  op  his 
bushy  eyebrows  a  little. 

**  Yes ;  I  *m  going.  Captain,  if  you  please,"  said 
Rob. 

** Going 7  Where  ore  yoa  going?"  asked  the 
Captain,  looking  round  at  him  over,  the  glassea 

''What?  didn't  vott  know  that  I  was  gsing  te 
leave  you«  Captain?"  asked  Rob,  with  a  sneaking 
snile. 

The  Captain  put  down  the  paper,  took  off  his 
speetacles,  and  brought  his  eyes  to  bear  oa  the  de- 
serter. 

**  Oh  yes,  Captoini  I  am  going  to  give  yoa  wanii 
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ig,  I  thraghl  fon'd  have  knowa  that  boforahtod, 
BrlMji8,**^aid  BioK  rubbing  bia  hands,  and  getting 
{K  **  If  jroo  ooald  be  ao  good  aa  provide  yourself 
»■,  Captain,  H  would  be  a  great  oonvenienoe  to 
«.  YoQ  couldn*t  provide  yourself  by  to-morrove 
loniing,  I  am  alhud.  Captain ;  could  you,  do  you 
link?" 

"And  you're  a  going  to  desert  your  colours  are 
DO,  ny  kid  ?*'  said  the  Captain,  afler  a  long  ejami- 
Ui€B  of  his  face. 

"Oh,  it*s  vet jT  hard  upon  a  cove.  Captain,*'  cried 
le  tender  Rob,  injured  and  indignant  in  a  moment, 
tlMt  be  can't  give  lawful  warning,  witiiout  being 
owiKd  at  in  that  way,  and  called  a  deserter.  You 
ifen't  any  right  to  call  a  poor  cove  names.  Cap- 
ita It  an*t  because  I'm  a  servant  and  you're  a 
aster,  thatyou^re  to  go  and  libel  me.  What  wrong 
ivel  done?  Come,  Captain,  let  me. know  what 
7  crime  is,  will  yon  ?" 

The  stricken  Grinder  wept,  and  put  his  coat-cuff 
i  his  eye. 

"Cumcf  Captain,"  cried  the  injured  youth,  **  give 
ly  crime  a  name!  What  have  1  been  and  done  7 
ats  I  stolen  any  of  the  property  7  Have  I  set  the 
Mue  a-fire  7  If  I  have,  why  don't  you  give  me  in 
nr^  and  try  it?  But  to  take  away  tiie  character 
'a  lad  that's  been  a  good  servant  to  you,  because 
» cant  affiwd  to  stand  in  his  own  light  for  your 
KNi,  what  a  injury  it  is,  and  what  a  bad  return  for 
iUiful  service !  This  is  the  way  young  coves  is 
iled  and  drove  wrong.  I  wonder  at  you.  Captain, 
da" 

All  of  which  Uie  Grinder  liowled  fortli  in  a  la- 
fjmoee  whine,  and  backing  carefully  towards  the 
or. 

"  And  so  you've  got  another  berth,  have  you,  ray 
17"  said  the  Captain,  eyeing  him  intently. 
**  Yes,  Captain,  since  you  put  it  in  that  shape,  I 
ce  got  another  bertli,"  cried  Rob,  backing  more 
d  more ;  **  a  better  berth  than  I've  got  here,  and 
t  where  I  don't  so^much  as  want  your  good 
ird.  Captain,  which  is  Ibrt'n&te  for  me,  ailer  all 
i  dirt  yon^ve  throw'd  at  me,  because  I*m  poor, 
d  can't  afford  to  stand  in  my  own  light  for  your 
oi  Yef>,  I  hate  got  another  berth ;  aod  if  it 
«n't  for  leaving  you  unprovided.  Captain,  I'd  go 
it  now,  sooner  liion  I'd  take  them  names  from 
9,  because  I*m  poor,  and  can't  affurd  to  stand  in 
'  own  light  for  your  good.  Why  do  you  reproach 
'  fat  being  poor,  and  not  standing  in  my  own 
bt  for  your  good.  Captain  7  How  can  you  so  de- 
an youmelf  7" 

'Look  yo  here,  my  boy,"  replied  the  peaceful 
f»lain,  ^  Don't  you  pay  out  no  more  of  them 
rds." 

'  Well,  then,  don't  you  piy  any  more  of  your 
rdfi.  Captain,"  retorted  the  roused  innocent,  get- 
;  kinder  in  his  whine,  and  backing  into  the 
»?.  ''I'd  sooner  you  took  my  blood  than  roy 
iraoter.*' 

'Beeause,"  pursued  the  Captain  calmly,  **  you 
«  heerd,  may  be,  of  such  a  thing  as  a  rope's 

'Oh,  have  I  though.  Captain  7"  cried  the  taunt. 
Grinder.    **  No  I  haven't.    I  never  heerd  of 
psoch  a  article  I" 

'WelV  aaid  the  Captain,  «*it's  m^  belief  as 
ill  know  naore  about  it  pretty  soon,  if  you  don't 
fp  a  bright  look-out.  I  can  read  your  signals, 
'  lad.     Yoo  may  go." 

'OhS  I  may  go  at  once,  may  I,  Captain  7"  cried 
^  a^^kos  *D  bia  fOcoeftb    **  But  mind !  /  never 


asked  to  ^o  at  once,  Captain.  You  are  not  to  take 
away  my  character  again,  because  you  send  me  off 
of  your  own  accord.  And  you  're  not,  to  stop  any 
of  my  wages*  Captain  I" 

His  employer  settled  the  last  point  by  producing 
the  tin  canister  and  telling  the  Grinder's  money  out 
in  full  upon  the  table.  Rob,  snivelling  and  sobbing, 
and  grievously  wounded  in  liis  feeling!),took  uj/  the 
pieces  one  by  one,  with  a  sob  and  a  enivel  for  each, 
and  tied  them  up  separately  in  knots  in  his  pocket- 
handkercijief;  then  he  ascended  to  the  roof  of  thu 
house  and  filkd  his  hat  and  pockets  with  pigeons ; 
then,  came  down  to  iiis  bed  under  the  counter  and 
made  up  his  bmidle,  snivelling  and  sobbing  louder, 
as  if  he  were  cut  to  the  heart  by  old  ussociatiotis; 
then  he  whined,  "Good  night,  Captain.  I  loavo 
you  without  malice  !'*  and  then,  going  out  upon  the 
door-step,  pulled  the  little  Midshipman's  nose  as  a 
parting  indignity,  and  went  away  down  the  street 
grinning  triumph. 

The  Captain,  leil  to  himself^  resumed  his  perusal 
of  the  news  as  if  nothing  unusual  or  unexpected 
had  taken  place,  and  went  reading  on  with  the 
greatest  assiduity.  But  never  a  word  did  Cuptaiu 
Cuttle  understand,  though  he  read  a  vast  number, 
for  Rob  Uie  Grinder  was  scampering  up  one  column 
and  down  another  all  tlirough  tlie  newspaper. 

It  is  doubtful  wliethcr  the  worthy  Captain  had 
ever  felt  himself  quite  abandoned  until  now ;  but 
now,  old  Sol  Gills,  Walter,  and  Heart's  Delight  were 
lost  to  him  indeed,  and  now  Mr.  Carkcr  deceived 
and  jeered  him  cruelly.  They  were  all  represented 
in  the  falise  Rob,  to  whom  he  had  held  furth  many 
a  time  on  the  rccolleetlons  that  were  warm  within 
him ;  he  had  believed  in  the  false  Rob,  and  Jiad 
been  glad  to  believe  in  him ;  he  had  made  a  com- 
panion of  him  as  tlie  lastof  tlie  old  ship's  compuuy ; 
he  had  taken  tlie  command  of  Uic  little  Midiihipman 
with  him  at  his  right  hand ;  he  had  meant  to  do 
his  duty  \^  him,  and  had  felt  almost  as  kindly  to- 
wards  the  boy  as  if  they  had  been  shipwrecked  and 
cast  upon  a  desert  place  together.  And  now,  that 
the  false  Rob  had  brought  distrust,  treachery,  and 
meanness  into  tlie  ver^  pirlour,  which  was  a  kind 
of  sacred  place,  Captam  Cuttle  felt  as  if  the  parlour 
might  have  gone  down  next,  and  not  surprised  him 
much  by  its  sinking,  or  given  him  any  very  great 
concern. 

Therefore  Captain  Cuttle  read  the  newspaper 
with  profound  attention  and  no  comprehension,  and 
therefore  Captain  Cuttlo  said  nothing  whatever 
about  Rob  to  himself,  or  admitted  to  himself  that 
he  was  thinking  about  him,  or  would  recognise 
in  the  most  distant  manner  that  Rob  had  anything 
to  do  with  hit  feeling  as  lonely  as  Robinson  Crusoe. 

In  the  same  composed,  business-like  way,  the 
Captain  stepped  over  to  Leadenhull  Market  in  the 
dusk,  and  effected  an  arrangement  with  a  private 
watchman  on  duty  there,  to  come  and  put  up  and 
take  down  the  shutters  of  the  Wooden  Midshipman 
every  night  and  morning.  He  then  called  in  at 
tlie  eating-house  to  diminish  by  one  half  the  daily 
rations  tiieretofore  supplied  to  the  Midshipman,  and 
at  the  public-house  to  stop  the  traitor^s  beer.  ^  My 
young  man,"  said  the  Captain,  in  explanation  to 
the  young  lady  at  the  bar,  "  my  young  man  having 
bettered  himself,  Miss."  Lastlv,  the  Captain  re- 
solved to  take  possession  of  the  bed  under  the 
counter,  and  to  turn-in  there  o'  nights  instead  of 
up  stairs,  as  sole  guardian  of  thd  property. 

From  this  bed  Captain  Cuttle  daily  rose  thence- 
forth,  and  clapped  on  his  glazed  hat  at  six  o'clock 
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in  the  morning',  with  the  solitary  air  of  Crusoe 
finishing  his  toilet  with  his  gt>at.sktn  cap ;  and  al- 
though his  fears  of  a  visitation  from  the  savage 
tribe,  Mac  Stinger,  were  somewhat  cooled,  as  simi- 
lar apprehensions  on  the  part  of  that  lone  mariner 
used  to  be  by  the  lapse  of  a  long  interval  without 
any  symptoms  of  the  cannibals,  he  still  observed  a 
regular  routine  of  defensive  operations,  and  never 
encountered  a  bonnet  without  previous  survey  from 
his  castle  of  retreat.  In  the  mesn  time  (during 
which  he  received  no  call  fVom  Mr.  Toot«,  who 
wrote  to  say  he  was  out  of  town)  bis  own  voice  be- 
gan to  have  a  strange  sound  in  his  oars ;  and  he 
BXK]uired  such  habits  of  profound  meditation  from 
much  polishing  and  stowing  away  of  the  stock,  and 
from  much  sitting  behind  the  counter  reading,  or 
looking  out  of  wmdow,  that  the  red  rim  made  on 
his  forehead  by  the  hard  glszed  hat,  sometimes 
ached  again  with  excess  of  reflection. 

The  year  being  now  expired,  Captain  Cuttle 
deemed  it  expedient  to  open  the  packet ;  but  as  he 
had  always  designed  doing  this  in  the  presence  of 
Rob  the  Grinder,  who  had  brought  it  to  him,  and 
as^  lie  had  an  idea  that  it  would  be  regular  and 
6hip.8hape  to  open  it  in  the  presence  of  somebody» 
he  was  sadly  put  to  it  for  want  of  a  witness.  In 
this  difficulty,  he  hailed  one  day  with  unusual  de- 
light the  announcement  in  the  Shipping  Inlel- 
ligenpe  of  the  arrival  of  the  Cautious  Clara,  Captain 
John  Bunsby,  from  a  coasting  voyage ;  and  to  that 
philosopher  immediately  dispatched  a  letter  by  post, 
enjoining  inviolable  secrecy  as  to  his  place  of  re. 
sidence,  and  requesting  to  be  favoured  with  an  early 
visit,  in  the  evening  season. 

Bunsby,  who  was  one  of  those  sages  who  act 
upon  conviction,  took  some  days  to  get  the  con- 
victiou  thoroughly  into  his  mind,  that  he  had  re- 
ceived  a  letter  to  this  cfTeet.     But  when  he  had 

frropplcd  with  the  fact,  and  mastered  it,  he  prompt- 
y  sent  his  boy  with  the  message,  «*He  '»a  coming 
to-night"  Who  being  instructed  to  deliver  those 
words  and  disappear,  fulfilled  his  mission  like  a 
tarry  spirit,  charged  with  a  mysterious  warning. 

The  Captain,  well  pleased  to  receive  it,  made 
preparation  of  pipes  and  rum  and  water,  and  awaited 
his  visiter  in  the  back  parlour.  At  the  hour  of 
eight,  a  deep  lowing,  as  of  a  nautical  Bull,  outside 
the  shop-door,  succeeded  by  the  knocking  of  a  stick 
on  the  panel,  announced  to  the  listening  ear  of 
Captain  Cuttle,  that  Bunsby  was  along  side ;  whom 
he  instantly  admitted,  shaggy  and  loose,  and  with 
his  stolid  mahogany  visage,  as  usual,  appearing  to 
have  no  consciousness  of  anything  before  it,  but  to 
lie  attentively  observing  something  that  was  taking 
place  in  quite  another  part  of  the  world. 

"Bunsby,"  said  the  Captain,  grasping  him  by 
the  hand,  •*  What  cheer  my  lad,  what  cheer  t" 

*•  Shipmet,"  replied  the  voice  within  Bunsby,  un- 
accompanied by  any  rign  on  the  part  of  Uie  Com- 
mander himself,  *•  Hearty,  hearty." 

"  Bunsby  I"  said  the  Captain,  rendering  irrepres- 
sible homage  to  his  genius,  ^  here  you  arc !  a  man 
lA  can  give  an  opinion  as  is  brighter  than  diamonds 
—  and  give  me  the  lad  with  the  tarry  trousers  as 
shines  to  me  like  di*monds  bright,  for  which  you'll 
overhaul  the  Stanfell's  Budget,  and  when  found 
make  a  note.  Here  you  are,  a  man  as  gave  an 
opinion  in  this  here  Very  place,  that  has  come  true, 
every  letter  on  it,"  which  the  Captain  sincerely  be- 
lieved. 

"  Aye,  aya  V*  growled  Bunsby. 

"Every  letter,"  said  the  Captain. 


*^For  wbyf"  growled  Bunsby,  looking  ^i  hh 
friend  for  the  fir«t  time.  *•  Which  way  7  If  so,  whj 
not?  Therefore."  With  these  oraouSar  words  — 
they  seemed  almost  to  -make  the  Captain  giddy 
thev  launched  him  upon  such  a  sea  of  speculatioi 
and  conjecture  —  the  sage  submitted  to  be  helpec 
off  with  his  pUot-coat,  and  accompanied  his  frienc 
into  the  baok  parlour^  where  his  hand  preaentlj 
alighted  on  the  rum-bottle,  from  which  he  brewec 
a  stiff  glass  of  grog ;  and  presently  afterwards  oa 
a  pipe,  which  he  filled,  lighted,  and  began  tc 
smoke. 

Captain  Cuttle,  imitating  his  visiter  in  the  mat 
ter  of  these  particulars,  though  the  rapt  and  ion. 
perturbable  manner  of  the  great  Commander  wai 
&r  above  his  powers,  sat  in  the  opposite  comer  of 
the  fireside  observing  him  rcapectfally,  and  as  if 
be  waited  for  some  encouragement  or  expression 
of  curiosity  on  Bunsby*s  part  whioh  should  lead 
him  to  his  own  affairs.  But  as  the  mah9gany  phi- 
losopher  gave  no  evidence  of  being  sentient  of  any. 
thing  but  warmth  and  tobacco,  except  onoo,  when 
taking  his  pipe  from  his  lips  to  make  room  for  his 
glass,  he  incidentally  remarked  with  exceeding 
gruffness,  that  his  name  was  Jack  Bunsby —  a  de. 
daration  that  presented  but  small  opening  for  con- 
versation— the  Captain  bespeaking  his  attsntinn  in 
a  short  oomplimentary  exordium,  narrated  tlie 
whole  history  of  Uncle  Soi*s  departure,  with  the 
change  it  had  produced  hi  his  own  li^  and  for. 
tunes ;  and  eonchtded  by  placing  tha  packet  on  tlie 
Uble. 

After  a  long  pause,  Mr.  Bunsby  noddod  hie  bead. 

^*Open  S"  said  the  Captain. 

Bunsby  nodded  again. 

The  Captain  accordingly  broke  the  seal  and  dis. 
closed  to  view  two  folded  papers,  of  which  he 
teverally  read  the  indorsements,  thus :  **  Last  Will 
and  Testament  of  Solomon  Gills."  *"  Letter  for 
Ned  Cuttle." 

Bunsby,  with  his  eye  eiAthe  coast  of  Greenland, 
seemed  to  listen  for  the  contents.  The  Captain 
therefore  hemmed  to  clear  his  throat,  and  read  the 
letter  aloud. 

***My  dear  Ned  Cuttle.  When  I  left  home  for 
the  West  Indies" 

Here  the  Captain  stopped,  and  looked  hard  at 
Bunsby,  who  looked  fixedly  at  the  coast  of  Green- 
land. 

— ^**  *in  forlorn  eeareh  of  intelligence  of  my  dear 
boy,  I  knew  that  if  yon  were  acquainted  with  nay 
design,  you  would  thwart  it,  or  accompany  me ; 
and  therefore  I  kept  it  secret  If  you  ever  read 
thia  letter,  Ned,  I  am  likely  to  be  dead.  Yon  will 
easily  forgive  an  old  friend*s  folly  then,  and  will 
feel  for  the  restlessness  and  bncertainty  in  which 
he  wandered  away  on  such  a  wild  voyage.  So  no 
more  of  that.  I  have  little  hope  that  my  poor  boy 
will  ever  read  these  words,  or  gladden  your  eyes 
with  the  sight  of  his  frank  face  any  more.'  No, 
no;  no  more,"  said  Captain  Cuttle,  sorrowfully 
meditating;  **ao  more.  There  he  lays,  all  bis 
days—" 

Mr.  Bunsby,  who  had  a  musical  ear,  suddenly 
bellowed,  "  In  tlie  Bays  of  Biscay,  O!"  which  so 
affected  the  good  Captain,  as  an  appropriate  tribute 
to  departed  worth,  that  he  shook  him  by  the  hand 
Jn  acknowledgment,  and  was  fain  to  wipe  bis 
eyet. 

•"Well,  well !"  said  the  Captain  with  a  si^b,  as 
the  Lament  of  Bunsby  ceased  to  rinsr  and  vibrate 
in  the  skylight    "Affliction  sore,  hug  time  Im 
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orp,  and  let  ai  overhaul  the  woUiime,  and  there 
ad  W       • 

"PbjrMciana,"  oboerved  Buneby,  **  waa  in  vain." 
"Aye,  aye,  to  be  sure,'*  aaid  the  Captain,  **  what  *8 
^  good  o'  them  in  two  or  three  hundred  fathoms 
'  water !"    Then,  returning  to  the  letter,  he  read 
0 :— **  *  But  if  be  should  be  by,  when  it  is  opened  ;* " 
le  Captain  involuntarily  looked  round,  and  shook 
is  head;  ***or  should  know  of  it  at  any  other 
me  ;*  **  the  Captain  shook  his  head  again ;  **  *■  my 
bsing  on  him !   In  case  the  accompanying  paper 
I  not  legally  written,  it  matters  very  little,  for  there 
\  DO  one  interested  but  you  and  he,  and  my  plain 
rish  is,  that  if  be  is  living  be  should  have  what 
ittle  there  may  be,  and  if  (as  I  fear)  otherwise, 
bat  you  should  have  it,  Ned.    You  will  respect 
ly  wish,  I  know.    God  bless  you  for  it,  and  for  all 
twr  friendliness  besides,  to  Solomon  Gitts.*  Buns* 
J  V*  said  the  Captain,  appealing  to  him  solemnly, 
what  do  you  nM.ke  of  this  7  There  you  sit,  a  man 
s  has  had  his  bead  broke  from  infancy  up*ards, 
fld  has  got  a  new  opinion  into  it  at  every  seam  as 
as  been  opened.   Now,  what  do  you  make  o'  this  7" 
''If  so  be,"  returned    Bonsby,  with  unusual 
nMnptitude,  **  as  he 's  dead,  my  opinion  is  he  won't 
ome  back  no  more.     If  so  be  as  he  *s  alive,  my 
fMnion  is  be  will.    0o  I  say  he  will  7    No.    Why 
ot?    Because  the  bearings  of  this  obserwation 
ijs  in  the  application  on  it.** 
**  BuDsby  t"  said  Captain  Cottle,  who  would  seem 
0  have  estimated  the  value  of  his  distinguished 
riend's  opinions  in  proportion  to  the  immensity  of 
be  difficulty  he  experienced  in  making  anything 
at  of  them ;  *'  Bunsby,"  said  the  Captain,  quite 
onfbuoded  by  admiration,  **you  carry  a  weight  of 
nlnd  easy,  as  would  swamp  one  of  my  tonnage 
oon.    But  in  regard  o'  this  here  will,  I  cbn*t  mean 
0  take  BO  steps'  towards  the  propeKy — Lord  fork 
id  !— except  to  keep  it  for  a  more  rightful  owner ; 
ad  I  hope  yet  as  the  rightful  owner,  Sol  Gills,  is 
iving  and  Ml  come  back,  strange  as  it  is  that  he 
a*t  forwarded  no  dispatches.    Now,  what  is  your 
^nion,  Bnnsby,  as  to  stowing  of  these  here  papers 
waj  again,  and  marking  outside  as  they  wa# 
peiKsd,  such  a  day,  in  presence  of  John  Bunsby 
QdEd*ard  Cuttle?" 

Bunsby,  descrying  no  objection,  on  the  coast  of 
veenland  or  elsewhere,  to  this  proposal,  it  was 
trried  into  execution ;  and  that  great  man,  bring- 
ig  hi»  eye  into  the  present  for  a  moment,  affixed 
is  sign-manual  to  the  cover,  totally  abstaining, 
'lA  cliaraeteristic  modesty,  from  the  use  of  capital 
Iters.  Captain  Cuttle,  having  attached  his  own 
fLhanded  signature,  and  locked  up  the  packet  in 
te  iroa  safe,  entreated  his  guest  to  mix  another 
lass  and  »moke  another  pipe ;  and  doing  the  like 
imself^  fell  a  musing  over  the  fire  on  the  possible 
rtanes  of  the  poor  old  Instrument-maker. 
And  now  a  surprise  occurred,  so  overwhelming 
id  terrific  that  Captain  Cuttle,  unsupported  by  the 
"esenee  of  Bunsby,  must  have  sunk  bentoth  it, 
id  been  a  lost  man  from  that  fatal  hour. 
Bow  tho  Captain,  even  in  the  satisfaction  of  ad- 
itting  such  a  guest,  could  have  only  shot  the 
Mar,  aod  not  locked  it,  of  which  negligence  he  was 
idoabtedly  g«lilty,  is  one  of  those  questions  that 
u«t  for  ever  remain  mere  points  of  spseolatioii,  or 
Lgoe  charges  against  destiny.  But  by  thatt  un- 
eked  door,  at  this  quiet  moment,  did  the  fbll  Mac 
ingjBT  daah  into  the  parkrar,  bringing'  Alexander 
ime  SCiBCcr  ia  her  parental  arms,  and  eonfhsion 


and  the  sweet  child*s  brother,  Charles  Mac  Stinger, 
popularly  known  about'  the  scenes  of  his  youthful 
sports,  as  Cbowley)  in  her  train.  She  came  so 
swiftly  and  so  silently,  like  a  rushing  air  from  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  East  India  Dc^ks,  that  Cap. 
tain  Cuttle  found  himself  in  the  very  act  of  sitting 
looking  at  her,  before  the  calm  face  with  which  lie 
had  been  meditating,  changed  to  one  of  horror  and 
dismay. 

But  the  moment  Captain  Cuttle  undetstood  the 
full  extent  of  his  misfortune,  self-preservation  die- 
tated  an  attempt  at  flight  Oarting  at  the  little 
door  which  opened  from  the  parlour  on  the  steep 
little  range  of  celhtr-steps,  the  Captain  made  a  rush, 
head-foremost,  at  the  latter,  like  a  man  indiffierent 
to  braises  and  contusions,  who  only  sought  to  hide 
himself  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth.  Ill  Uiis  gallant 
effi>rt  he  would  probably  have  succeeded,  but  for 
the  affectionate  dispositions  of  Juliana  and  Chow- 
ley,  who  pinning  him  by  tlie  lega-^one  of  those 
Am  children  holding  on  to  each-*-cIaimcd  hiih  as 
their  friend,  with  lamentable  cries.  In  the  mean* 
time,  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  who  never  entered  upon 
any  action  of  importance  without  previously  in. 
verting  Alexander  Mac  Stinger,  to  brin?  him  wHhiri 
the  range  of  a  brisk  battery  of  slaps,  and  then  siu 
ting  him  down  to  cool  as  the  reader  first  *beheld 
him,  performed  that  solemn  rite,  as  if  on  t^mcca. 
sion  it  were  a  sacrifice  to  the  Furies ;  anclHving 
deposited  the  victim  on  the  floor,  made  at  tne  Cap. 
tain  with  a  strength  of  purpose  that  appeared  to 
threaten  scratches  to  the  interposing  Bunsby. 

The  cries  of  the  two  elder  Mac  Stingers^nd  the 
wailing  of  young  Alexander,  who  may  be  said  to 
have  passed  a  piebald  childhood,  forasmuch  as  ho 
was  black  in  the  face  during  one  half  of  that  fairy 
period  of  existence,  combined  to  make  this  visitation 
the  more  awful.  But  when  silence  reigned  again, 
and  the  Captain,  in  a  violent  perspiration,  stood 
meekly  looking  at  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  its  terrors 
were  at  their  height 

•*  Oh,  Cap»cn  Cuttle,  Cap»en  Cuttle !"  said  Mrs. 
Mac  Stinger,  makhig  her  chin  rigid,  and  shaking 
it  in  unison  with  what,  but  for  the  weakness  of  her 
sex,  might  be  described  as  her  fist,  **  Oh,  Cap*en 
Cuttle,  Cap'en  Cuttle,  do  yon  dare  to  look  me  in  the 
'  fikce,  and  not  be  struck  down  in  the  berth  !*' 

The  Captain,  who  looked  anything  but  daring, 
fbebly  muttered  ** Stand  by!** 

*'Oh  I  was  a  weak  and  trusting  Fool  when  I 
took  you  under  my  roof,  Cap*en  Cuttle,  I  was  r 
cried  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger.  "To  think  of  the  benefits 
I  Ve  showered  on  that  man,  and  the  way  in  which 
I  brought  my  children  up  to  love  and  Aonour  him 
as  if  he  was  a  father  to  *em,  when  there  an*t  a 
housekeeper,  no  nor  a  lodger  in  our  street,  don*t 
know  that  I  lost  money  by  that  man,  and  b^  his 
guzslings  and  his  muzzlings" — Mrs.  Mac  Stmger 
used  the  last  word  for  the  joint  sake  of  alliteration 
and  aggravation,  rather  than  for  the  expression  of 
any  idea — ^  and  when  they  cried  out  one  and  all, 
shame  upon  him  for  potting  upon  an  industriofis 
woman,  uff  early  and  late  for  the  good  of  her  young 
fiimily,  snd  keeping  her  poor  place  so  clean  that  n. 
individual  might  have  ate  his  dinner,  yea,  and  his 
tea  too,  if  he  was  so  disposed,  oflT  any  one  of  the 
floors  or  stairs,  in  spite  of  all  bis  gozzllngs  and 
his  munllngs,  such  was  the  care  and  pains  be- 
stowed upon  him  !** 

Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  stopped  to  fbteh  he^  breath ; 
and  her  face  flushed  with  triumoh  in  this  second 
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**  And  he  runs  awa-a-a-aj  !**  cried  Mrs.  Mac 
Stinger,  with  a  lengtiiening-but  of  the  last  syllable 
that  made  the  unfortunate  Captain  regard  bimeelf 
as  the  meanest  of  men  ;  ^and  keeps  away  a  twelve- 
month !  From  a  woman  !  Sitch  is  his  conscience  ! 
He  hasn't  the  courage  to  meet  her  hi-i-i-igh  ;"  long 
syllable  again;  **but  steals  away  like  a  felion. 
Why,  if  that  baby  of  mine,"  said  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger, 
witi)  sudden  rapidity,  ^  was  to  offer  to  go  and  steal 
away,  I M  do  my  duty  as  a  mother  by  him,  till  he 
was  covered  with  wales." 

The  young  Alexander,  interpreting  this  into  a 
positive  promise,  to  ba  shortly  redeemed,  tumbled 
over  witli  fear  and  grief,  and  lay  upon  the  floor  ex- 
hibiting the  soles  of  his  shoes,  and  making  such  a 
deafening  outcry,  that  Mrs.  Mao  Stinger  found  it 
necessary  to  take  him  up  in  her  arms,  where  she 
quieted  him,  ever  and  anon,  as  he  broke  out  again, 
by  a  shake  that  seemed  enough  to  loosen  his  teeth. 

**  A  pretty  sort  of  a  man  is  Csp'en  Cuttle,"  said 
Mrsf  Mac  Stinger,  with  a  sharp  stress  on  the  first 
syllable  of  the  Captain's  name,  **  to  take  oo  for— 
and  to  lose  sleep  for-^and  to  faint  along  of— and 
to  think  dead  forsooth— and  to  go  up  and  down  the 
blessed  town  like  a  mad  woman,  asking  questions 
afier !  Oh,%  pretty  sort  of  a  man !  Ha  ha  ha  ha ! 
He 's  fi'orth  all  that  trouble  and  distress  of  mind, 
and  Bu^h  more.  That 's  nothing,  bless  you !  Ha 
ha  l^B !  Cap'en  Cuttle,"  said  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger, 
with  IBvcre  re-action  in  her  voice  and  manner,  **  I 
wish  to  know  if  you  're  a-coming  home." 

The  frightened  Captain  looked  into  his  hat,  as  if 
he  saw  |)otiang  for  it  but  to  put  it  on,  and  give  him- 
a^If  up. 

"  Cap'en  Cuttle,"  repeated  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  in 
the  same  determined  manner,  "  I  wish  to  know  if 
you  're  a-coming  home.  Sir." 

The  Captain  seemed  quite  ready  to  go,  but  faintly 
suggested  something  to  the  effect  of  **  not  making 
so  much  noise  about  it." 

^  Aye,  aye,  aye,"  said  Bunsby,  in  a  soothing  tone. 
••  Awast,  my  lass,  awast  !'* 

**  And  who  ma/  tou  be,  if  you  please !"  retorted 
Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  with  chaste  loAiness.  ^  Did  you 
ever  lodge  at  Number  Nine,  Brig  Place,  Sir  /  My 
memory  may  be  bad,  but  not  with  roe,  I  thinlL 
There  was  a  Mrs.  Jolisoa  lived  at  Number  Nine 
before  me,  and  perhaps  you  're  mistaking  roe  for 
her.  That  is  my  only  ways  of  accounting  fi>r  your 
familiarity.  Sir." 

**Come,  come,  my  lass,  awast,  awast  1"  said 
Bunsby. 

Captain  Cuttle  could  hardly  believe  it,  even  of 
this  great  man,  though  he  saw  it  done  with  his 
waking  eyes|  hut  Bunsby,  advancing  boldly,  put 
his  shaggy  blue  arm  round  Mr?.  Mac  Stinger,  and 
so  sotlene'd  her  by  his  raagio  way  of  doing  it,  and 
by  these  few  words — he  said  no  more  —  that  she 
melted  into  tears,  after  looking  upon  him  for  a  few 
moments,  and  observed  that  a  child  might  conquer 
her  now,  she  was  so  low  in  her  covurage. 

Speechless  and  utterly  amased,  the  Captain  saw 
I'.im  gradually  persuade  thii  inexorable  woman  into 
the  shop,  return  fur  rum  and  water  and  a  candle, 
take  them  to  her,  and  pacify  her  without  appearing 
to  utter  one  word.  Presently  he  looked  in  with  his 
pilot-coat  on,  ard  said,  ^Cuttle,  I 'm  a.foiag  to  act 
as  convoy  home ;"  and  Captain  Cuttle,  more  to  his 
confusion  than  if  he  had  been  put  in  irons  himself, 
''or  safe  transport  to  Brig  Place,  saw  the  fkmily  pa- 

ifically  filing  off,  with  Mrs.  Mac  Stioger  at  their 


ister,  and  stealthily  convey  some  money  into  the 
hands  of  Juliana  Mac  Stinger,  his  former  favoorite, 
and  Chowley,  who  had  the  claim  upon  him  that  be 
was  naturally,  of  a  maritime  build,  before  the  MId< 
shipman  was  abandoned  by  them  all ;  and  Bnnebj, 
whispering  that  he  'd  carry  on  smart,  and  hail  Nod 
Cuttle  again  before  he  went  aboard,  shot  the  dooi 
upon  himself,  as  the  last  member  of  the  party. 

Some  uneasy  ideas  that  he  must  be  walking  u 
his  sleep,  or  that  he  had  been  troubled  with  phan 
toms,  and  not  a  family  of  flesh  and  blood,  bsset  t!» 
Captain  at  first,  when  he  went  back  to  the  M 
parlour,  and  found  himself  alone.  Illimitable  fait! 
in,  and  immeasurable  admiration  of,  the  Com 
mandcr  of  the  Cautious  Clara,  succeeded,  and  tiire\ 
the  Captain  into  a  wondering  trance. 

Still,  as  time  wore  on,  and  Bunsby  failed  to  rea{ 
pear,  the  Captain  began  to  entertain  uncomfortabi 
doubts  of  another  kind.  Whether  Bunsby  ha 
been  artfolly  decoyed  to  Brig  Place,  and  was  thei 
detained  in  safe  custody  as  hostage  for  his  friend 
in  which  case  it  would  become  the  Captain,  ai 
man  of  honour,  to  release  him,  by  the  sacrifice  a 
his  crwn  liberty.  Whether  he  had  been  attacke 
and  defeated  by  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  and  was  ashame 
to  show  himself  after  his  discomfiture.  Whcthf 
Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  thinking  better  of  it,  in  the  m 
certainty  of  her  temper,  had  turned  baiik  to  boai 
the  Midshipman  again,  and  Bunsby,  pretending 
conduct  her  by  a  short  cot,  was  endeavouring 
lose  the  family  amid  the  wilds  and  savage  placi 
of  the  city.  Above  all,  what  it  would  behove  hit 
Captain  Cuttle,  to  do,  in  case  of  his  hearing  i 
more,  either  of  the  Mac  Stingers,  or  of  Bopsl 
which,  in  these  wonderfUl  and  unforeseen  conjuv 
tions  of  events,  might  possibly  happen. 

He  debated  all  this  until  he  was  tired ;  and  it 
no  Bunsby.  He  made  op  his  bed  under  the  counU 
all  ready  for  turning  in ;  and  still  no  Bunsby. 
length,  when  the  Captain  had  given  him  up,  I 
that  night  at  least,  and  had  begun  to  undress,  t 
sound  of  approaching  wheels  wa«  heard,  ai 
stoppuig  at  the  door,  was  succeeded  by  Bunab 
hail. 

The  Captain  trembled  to  think  that  Mrs.  IH 
Stinger  was  not  to  be  got  rid  of,  and  had  be 
brought  back  in  a  coach. 

But  DO.  Bunsby  was  accompanied  by  nothi 
but  a  large  box,  whicli  he  hauled  into  the  shop  w 
his  own  hands,  and  as  soon  as  be  bad  haukd  in, 
upon.  Captain  Cattle  knew  it  for  the  chest  he  1 
lefl  at  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger*s  house,  and  looki 
candle  in  hand,  at  Bunsby  more  attentively,  belie 
that  he  was  three  sheets  in  the  wind,  or,  in  pi 
words,  drunk.  It  was  difficult,  however,  to  be  s 
of  this;  the  Commander  havuig  no  trace  of 
pression  in  his  face  when  sober. 

*' Cattle,"  said  the  Commander,  getting  off 
chest,  and  openii^  the  lid,  *'aro  these  here  j 
traps?" 

Captain  Cottle  looked  in,  and  identified  his  ] 
perty. 

**jXme  pretty  taut  and  trim,  hey  ablpooet?"  i 
fionsby. 

The  grateful  and  bewildered  CiipiUin  gm 
him  by  the  hand,  and  was  launching  into  a  r 
expressive  of  his  astoiiislied  feelings,  when  Bui 
disengaged  himself  by  a  jerk  ^  hie  wrist, 
seemed  to  make  an  effiirt  to  wink  with  bis  rei 
ing  eye,  the  onW  effect  of  which  ntlempt,  in 
condition,  was  nearly  to  overbolanoe  hhn.    He  \ 
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the  CautiotM  Clua  with  all  speed— wppoaed  to  be 

bit  iovaiiable  custom,  whenever  be  considered  bo 
btd  made  a  point 

A»  it  was  not  bit  humoar  to  be  often  souffht, 
[kptain  Cuttle  decided  not  to  go  or  send  to  nim 
Kxt  day,  or  until  be  sbould  make  his  gracious 
pleasore  known  in  sucb  wise,  or,  failioi;  that,  nntil 
nme  little  time  should  have  elapsed.  The  Captain, 
iterefore,  renewed  his  solitary  life  next  morning^, 
u»d  thottg^bt  profoundly,  many  mornings,  noons, 
md  nights,  of  old  Sol  Gills,  and  Bunsby's  senti. 
nents  concerning  him,  and  the  hopes  there  were  of 
his  return.  Much  ef  such  tiiinking  strengthened 
[^ptain  Cuttle*8  hopes;  and  he  humoured  them  and 
bimself  by  watching  tor  the  Instrument-Maker  at 


the  door-*4s  he  ▼ontored  to  do  now,  in  his  strange 
liberty^and  setting  bis  chair  in  its  place,  and  ar- 
ranging the  little  parlour  as  it  used  to  be,  in  case 
he  should  come  homo  unexpectedly.  He  likewise, 
in  his  tbooghtfulness,  took  down  a  certain  little 
miniature  of  Walter  as  a  sclioolboy,  from  its  acous. 
toroed  nail,  lest  it  should  shook  the  old  man  on  bis 
return.  The  Captain  had  bis  presentiments,  too, 
sometimes,  tJiat  he  would  come  on  suob  a  day  ;  end 
one  particular  Sunday,  even  ordered  a  double  bUqw. 
anoe  of  dinner,  he  was  so  9anguinc.  But  oome,  old 
Solomon  did  not ;  and  stiU  the  neighbours  notioed 
how  the  seafaring  man  in  the  glazed  bat,  stood  at 
the  shop-door  of  an  evening,  looking  up  ^d  down 
the  street 
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DOMESTIC  RELATIONS. 


It  was  not  in  the  nature  of  things  that  a  man  of 
Mr.  Dombey*s  mood,  opposed  to  such  a  spirit  as  he 
bad  raised  against  himself  should  be  soflened  in 
Ihe  imperious  asperity  of  his  temper ;  or  that  the 
eold,  hard  armour  of  pride  in  which  he  lived  en- 
etaed,  should  be  made  more  flexible  by  constant 
eoUision  with  haughty  scorn  and  defiance.  It  is 
(be  curse  of  such  a  nature — ^it  is  a  main  part  of  the 
beavy  retribution  on  itself  it  bears  within  itself— 
tbat  while  deference  and  concession  swell  its  evil 
qoalities,  and  are  the  food  it  grows  upon,  resistance, 
tad  a  questioning  of  its  enacting  claims,  foster  it, 
tm,  no  less,  llie  evil  that  is  in  it  finds  equally  its 
Beans  of  growth  and  propagation  in  opposites.  It 
draws  support  and  life  from  sweets  and  bitters; 
bowed  down  before,  or  unacknowledged,  it  still  en- 
slaves the  breast  in  which  it  bas  its  throne ;  and, 
vorshipped  or  rejected,  is  as  hard  a  master  as  the 
I>evil  in  dark  fables. 

Towards  his  first  wife,  Mr.  Dombey,  in  his  cold 
tod  lofty  arrogance,  had  borne  himself  like  the  re- 
BM>ved  Being  he  almost  conceived  himself  to  be. 
He  bad  been  "Mr.  Dombey"  with  her  when  she 
first  saw  faim,  and  he  was  **Mr.  Dombey**  when 
die  died.  He  had  asserted  his  greatness  during 
tbeir  whole  married  life,  and  she  had  meekly  recog- 
nised it  He  had  kept  his  distant  seat  of  state  on 
the  top  of  his  throne,  nhd  she  her  humble  station  on 
its  lowest  step :  and  much  good  it  had  done  him, 
■0  to  live  in  solitary  bondage  to  his  one  idea.  He 
had  imagined  tiiat  the  proud  character  of  bis  second 
wife  would  have  been  added  to  his  own — would 
Dave  merged  into  it,  and  exalted  his  greatness.  He 
bad  pictured  himself  haughtier  than  ever,  with 
Editb*s  haughtiness  subservient  to  bis.  He  had 
sever  entertained  the  possibility  of  its  arraying 
ilielf  against  him.  And  now,  when  he  found  it 
rising  in  his  path  at  every  step  and  turn  of  his 
daily  life,  fixing  its  cold,  defiant,  and  contemptuous 
&ce  upon  him,  this  pride  of  his,  instead  of  wither- 
iBg,  or  hanging  down  its  bead  beneath  the  shock, 
ptt  forth  new  shoots,  became  more  concentrated 
aid  intense,  more  gloomy,  sullen,  Irksome  and  un- 
yielding, than  it  bad  ever  been  before. 

Who  wears  such  armour,  too,  bears  with  him 
cnr  taolher  heavy  retribution.    It  is  of  proof 
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all  gentle  sympathy  from  without,  all  trust,  all  ten- 
derness,  all  soil  emotion ;  but  to  deep  stabs  in  the 
self-love,  it  is  as  vulnerable  as  the  bare  breast  to 
steel ;  and  such  tormenting  festers  rankle^ure,  as 
follow  on  no  other  wounds,  no,  though  dl^  with 
the  mailed  hand  of  Pride  itself,  on  weaker  pride, 
disarmed  and  thrown  dowo. 

Such  wounds  were  bis.  He  felt  them  sharply,  in 
the  solitude  of  his  old  rooms ;  whither  he  now  be- 
ean  often  to  retire  again,  and  pass  long  solitary 
hours.  It  seemed  his  fate  to  be  ever  proud  and 
powerful;  ever  humbled  and  powerless  where  he 
would  be  most  strong.  Who  seemed  fated  to  work 
out  thai  doom  7 

Who  7  Who  was  it  who  could  win  his  wife  as 
she  had  won  his  boy  7  Who  was  it  who  hod  shown 
him  that  new  victory,  as  be  sat  in  the  dark  comer  ? 
Who  was  it,  whose  least  word  did  what  his  utmost 
means  could  not  7  Who  was  it  who,  unaided  by 
his  love,  regard,  or  notice,  thrived  and  grew  beau- 
tiful  when  Uiose  so  aided  died  7  Who  could  it  be, 
but  the  same  child  at  whom  be  had  of\en  flanced 
uneasily  in  her  motherless  infancy,  with  a  kind  of 
dread,  lest  he  mi^ht  come  to  bate  her ;  and  of 
whom  his  foreboding  was  fulfilled,  for  he  nio  hato 
her  in  bis  heart 

Yes,  and  he  would  have  it  hatred,  and  he  made 
it  hatred,  though  some  sparkles  of  the  light  iu 
which  she  had  appeared  before  him  on  the  memo- 
rable niffbt  of  his  return  home  with  his  bride,  oc- 
casiouauy  hun^  about  her  still.  He  knew  now  that 
she  was  beautiful ;  he  did  not  dispute  that  slie  was 
graceful  and  winning,  and  tbat  in  the  bright  dawn 
of  her  womanhood  she  had  come  upon  him,  a  sur-  ^ 
prise.  But  he  turned  even  this  against  her.  In 
his  sullen  and  unwholesome  brooding,  the  unhappy 
man,  with  a  dull  perception  of  his  alienation  from 
all  hearts,  and  a  vague  yearning  for  what  he  had 
all  his  life  repelled,  made  a  distorted  picture  of  his 
rights  and  wrongs,  and  justified  himself  with  it 
a^^ainst  her.  The  worthier  she  promised  to  be  of 
bim,  the  greater  claim  he  was  dispoaed  to  ante-dale 
upon  her  dot;^  and  submission.  When  had  she 
ever  shown  him  duty  and  submission?  Did  she 
grace  his  life— or  Bditb's  7  Had  her  attractions 
been  manifested  first  to  him— or  Edith  7    Why,  he 
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and  child !  They  had  '  always  been  estranged. 
She  had  crossed  him  every  way  and  everjrwbere. 
She  was  leagued  against  him  now.  Her  very 
beaaty  softened  natures  that  were  obdarate  to  bkn, 
and  insulted  him  with  an  unnatural  triumph. 

It  may  have  been  that  in  all  this  there  were  mnt- 
terings  of  an  awakened  feeling  in  his  breast,  how- 
ever selfishly  aroused  by  his  position  of  disadvantage, 
in  comparison  with  what  she  might  have  made  his 
life.  But  he  silenced  the  distant  thunder  with  the 
rolling  of  his  sea  of  pride.  He  would  hear  nothing 
but  his  pride.  And  in  his  pride,  a  heap  of  incon- 
sistency, and  misery,  and  self-inflicted  torment,  he 
hated  her. 

To  the  moody,  stubborn,  sullen  demon,  that  pos- 
sessed him,  his  wife  opposed  her  different  pride  in 
its  full  force.  They  never  could  have  led  a  happy 
life  together ;  but  nothing  could  have  made  it  more 
unhappy,  than  the  wilful  and  determined  warfare 
of  such  elements.  His  pride  was  set  upon  main- 
taining  his  magnificent  supremacy,  and  forcing 
recognition  of  it  from  her.  She  would  have  been 
racked  to  death,  and  turned  but  her  haughty  glance 
of  calm  inflexible  disdain  upon  him,  to  the  last 
Such  recognition  from  Edith!  He  little  knew 
through  what  a  storm  and  struggle  Bhe  had  been 
driven  onward  to  the  crowning  honour  of  his  hand. 
He  little  knew'how  much  she  thought  shd  had  con- 
ceded^fehen  she  suffered  him  to  call  her  wife. 

Mr^Rmbey  was  resolved  to  show  her  that  he 
was  supreme.  There  must  be  no  will  but  his. 
Proud  he  desired  that  she  should  be,  but  she  must 
be  proud  for,  not  against  him.  As  he  sat  alone, 
hardening,  he  would  oflen  hear  her  go  out  and  come 
home,  treading  the  round  of  London  life  with  no 
more  heed  of  his  liking  or  disliking,  pleasure  or 
displeasure,  than  if  he  had  been  her  groom.  Her 
cold  supreme  indifference — his  own  unquestioned 
attribute  usurped — stung  him  more  than  any  other 
kind  of  treatment  could  have  done ;  and  he  deter- 
mined to  bend  her  to  his  magnificent  and  stately 

He  had  been  long  communing  with  these  thoughts, 
when  one  night  he  sought  her  in  her  own  apart- 
ment, after  he  had  heard  her  return  home  late.  She 
was  alone,  in  her  brilliant  dress,  and  had  but  that 
moment  come  from  her  mother's  room.  Her  face 
was  melancholy  and  pensive,  when  he  came  upon 
her ;  but  it  marked  him  at  the  door ;  for,  glancing 
at  the  mirror  before  it,  he  saw  immediately,  as  in 
a  picture-frame,  the  knitted  brow,  and  darkened 
beauty  that  he  knew  so  well. 

•*  Mrs.  Dombey,"  he  said,  entering,  ••  I  must  beg 
leave  to  have  a  few  words  with  you.** 

•*  To-morrow,"  she  replied. 

**  There  is  no  time  like  the  present,  Madani,*'  be 
returned.  **  You  mistake  your  position.  I  am  used 
/o  choose  my  own  times ;  not  to  have  them  chosen 
for  me.  I  think  you  scarcely  understand  who  and 
what  I  am,  Mrs.  Dombey." 

**  I  think,**  she  answered,  **  that  I  understand  you 
very  well." 

She  looked  upon  him  as  she  said  so,  and  folding 
her  white  arms,  sparkling  with  gold  and  gems, 
upon  her  swelling  breast,  turned  away  her  eyes. 

If  she  had  been  less  handsome,  and  less  stately 

in  her  cold  composure,  she  might  not  have  had  the 

power  of  impressing  him  with  the  sense  of  disad-' 

vantage  that  penetrated  through  his  utmost  pride. 

■*^*  she  had  the  power,  and  he  feh  it  keenly.    Ho 

»d  round  the  room :  saw  how  the  splendid 


dress,  were  scattered  here  and  &ere,  and  disregard* 
ed ;  not  in  mere  caprice  and  carelessness  (for  ao  bs' 
thought),  but  in  a  stedfast,  haughty  disregard  of 
oostly  things :  and  felt  it  more  and  more,  uhapiets 
of  flowers,  plumes  of  feathers,  jewels,  laces,  silks, 
and  satins ;  look  where  he  would,  he  saw  riches, 
despised,  poured  out,  and  made  of  no  account. 
The  very  diamonds  — a  marriage  gift  — that  rose 
and  fbll  impatiently  upon  her  bosom,  seemed  to 
pant  to  break  the  chain  that  clasped  them  round 
her  neck,  and  roll  down  on  thef  floor  where  she 
might  tread  upon  them. 

He  felt  his  disadvantage,  and  he  showed  it  So. 
lemn  and  strange  among  this  wealth  of  colour  and 
voluptuous  glitter,  strange  and  constrained  towards 
its  haughty  mistress,  whose  repellant  beauty  it  re. 
peated,  and  presented  all  around  him,  as  in  so  noaoy 
fragments  of  a  mirror,  he  was  conscious  of  embar< 
rassment  and  awkwardness.  Nothing  that  mmis' 
tered  to  her  disdainful  self-possession  could  fail  to 
gall  him.  Galled  and  irritated  with  himself  hi 
sat  down,  and  went  on,  in  no  improved  humour : 

**  Mrs.  Dombey,  it  is  very  necessary  that  then 
should  be  some  understanding  arrived  at  between 
us.    Your  conduct  does  not  please  me,  Madam.** 

She  merely  glanced  at  him  again,  and  a^aia 
averted  her  eyes ;  but  she  might  have  spoken  for 
an  hour,  and  expressed  less. 

**  I  repeat,  Mrs.  Dombey,  does  not  please  me.  1 
have  already  taken  occasion  to  request  that  it  maj 
be  corrected.     I  now  insist  upon  it" 

^  You  chose  a  fitting  occasion  for  your  first  ro 
monstrance.  Sir,  and  you  adopt  a  fitting  manper 
and  a  fitting  word  for  your  second.  You  insist 
To»fi«/" 

"Madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  with  his  mos 
offensive  air  of  state,  **  I  have  made  you  my  wife 
You  bear  my  name.  You  are  associated  with  m] 
position  and  my  reputation.  I  will  not  say  that  t\v 
world  in  general  may  be  disposed  to  think  yw 
honoured  by  that  association;  but  I  will  say  tha 
I  am  accustomed  to  *  insist,*  to  my  connoctions  an< 
dependents." 

"Which  may  you  be  pleased  to  consider  mat 
she  asked. 

"Possibly  I  may  think  that  my  wifb  shoul* 
partake— or  docs  partake,  and  cannot  help  heraelf- 
of  both  characters,  Mrs.  Dombey." 

She  bent  her  eyes  upon  him  steadily,  and  set  be 
trembling  lips.  He  saw  her  bosom  throb,  and  sai 
her  face  flush  and  turn  white.  All  tliis  he  cool 
know,  and  did :  but  he  could  not  know  that  oo 
word  was  whispering  in  the  deep  recesses  of  h< 
heart,  to  keep  her  quiet;  and  that  the  word  wa 
Florence. 

Blind  idiot,  rushing  to  a  precipice !  He  thoagl 
she  stood  in  awe  of  him  I 

"You  are  too  expensive,  Madam^"  said  VL 
Dombev.  "You  are  extravagant  You  waste 
great  deal  of  money  —  or  what  would  be  a  grei 
deal  in  the  pockets  of  most  gentlemen  — in  oult 
vating  a  kind  of  society  that  is  useless  lo  me,  an< 
indeed,  that  upon  tho  whole  is  disagreeable  to  on 
I  have  to  insist  upon  a  total  change  in  all  these  r 
spects.  I  know  that  in  the  novelty  of  possessing 
tithe  of  such  means  as  Fortune  has  placed  at  yoi 
disposal,  ladies  are  apt  to  run  into  a  sudden  extre^ 
There  has  been  more  than  enoup^h  of  that  ej(trsao 
I  beg  that  Mrs.  Grangcr*s  very  different  exDerieafi 
may  now  come  to  the  instruction  of  Kra.  Domb^ 

Still  the  fixed  look,  the  trembling  lij|p»,tli«  ti||fd 
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ud  ftiU  the  deep  i^iiiper  ilorcDoe,  FloreDce,  speftk. 
ior  to  her  in  the  beatio;  of  her  heart 

Hb  insoieiioe  of  flelf4mporUnce  dilated  as  he  saw 
Ihit  alteration  in  heb  Swollen  no  lets  by  her  past, 
icom  of  htm,  and  his  so  recent  feelini;  of  disadvan- 
tage, than  by  her  present  sabniiasion  (as  he  took  it 
to  be),  it  became  too  mighty  for  his  breast,  and 
bust  all  bounds.  Why,  who  could  Umg  resist  his 
bfty  will  and  pleasure !  He  had  xesolvod  to  con- 
loer  her,  and  look  here ! 

"YoQ  will  further  please.  Madam,**  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  in  a  tone  of  soveieign  command,  ^  to  un- 
dostand  distinctly,  that  I  am  to  be  deferred  to  and 
ftbeyed.  That  I  must  have  a  positive  show  and  con- 
ftnion  of  deference  before. the  world,  Madam.  I 
in  used  to  this.  I  require  it  as  my  right.  In  short 
I  will  have  it.  I  consider  it  no  unreasonable  return 
far  the  worldly  advancement  that  has  befallen  you ; 
ud  I  believe  nobody  will  be  surprised,  either  at  its 
being  required  from  you,  or  at  your  making  it— 
To  Me— To  Me !"  he  added,  with  emphasis. 

No  word  from  her..  No  change  in  her.  Her  eyes 
Qpoahim. 

**!  have  learnt  from  your  n>other,  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  with  magisterial  import. 
looe,  ^'what  no  doubt  you  know,  namely,  that 
Brighton  is  recommended  for  her  health.  Mr, 
Girker  has  been  so  geod-=— -"  ' 

She  changed  suddenly.  Her  fiice  and  bosom 
|iowed  as  if  the  red  light  of  an  angry  sunset  had 
been  flung  upon  them.  Not  unobservant  of  the 
change,  and  putting  his  own  interpretation  upon 
it»  Mr.  Dombey  leaumed : 

"Mr.  Carker  has  been  so  good  as  to  go  down 
ud  secure  a  house  there,  for  a  time.  On  the  re# 
Uim  of  the  establishment  to  London,  I  shall  take 
■Qch  steps  for  its  better  management  asl  consider 
aeeefsary.  One  of  these,  will  be  the  engagement 
It  Bdghton  (if  it  is  to  be  effected),  of  a  very  re- 
qpectable  reduced  person  there,  a  Mrs.  Pipchint 
farmerly  employed  in  a  situation  of  trust  in  my 
&inily,  to  act  as  housekeeper^  An  establishment 
like  this,  presided  over  but  nominally,  Mrs.  Donif 
bey,  requires  a  competent  head.*' 

She  had  changed  her  attitude  before  he  arrived 
It  these  words,  and  now  sat — still  looking  at  hin) 
fisedly — ^turning  a  bracelet  round  and  round  upon 
iter  arm ;  not  winding  it  about  with  a  light,  wo> 
■aoly  touch,  but  pressing  and  dragging  it  over 
tke  smooth  skin,  uaUI  the  white  limb  showed  a  bar 
/red. 

"  I  observed,**  said  Mr.  Dombey — ^  and  this  con. 
dodcs  what  I  deem  it  necessary  to  say  to  you  at 
iresent,  Mrs.  Dombey — I  observed  a  moment  ago, 
Madam,  that  my  allusion  to  Mr.  Carker  was  re- 
Beived  in  a  peculiar  manner.  On  the  occasion  of 
ay  happening  to  point  out  to  you,  be/bre  that  con- 
MBDtial  agent,  the  objection  t  had  to  your  mode 
)f  leoeivingmy  visitors,  you  were  pleased  to  object 
0  his  presence.  You  will  ha/ve  to  get  the  better 
if  that  objection,  Madam,  and  to  accustom  your* 
eu  to  it  very  probably  on  many  similar  occasions; 
yon  adopt  the  remedy  which  is  in  yeuo  own 


of  giving  me  no  cause  of  complaint.  Mr. 
^ker,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  who,  after  the  emotion 
le  had  just  seen,  set  great  store  by  this  means  of 
edufliog  his  proud  wife,  and  who  was  perhaps  suf- 
kmaly  willMg  to  exhibit  his  power  to  that  gen- 
in  a  new  and  triumphant  aspect,  **Mr* 

being  in  ray  €on6dence,  Mrs.  Dombey,  may 
fe^  ^dk  he  in  yours  to  such  an  extent    I  hope, 


during  wbiob,  in  his  increasing  haaghtiness,  ho 
had  improved  on  his  idea,  **  I  may  not  find  it  ne- 
cesaary  ever  to  intrust  Mr.  Oarker  with  any  mes- 
sage of  objection  or  remonstrance  to  you ;  but  as 
it  would  be  derogatory  to  my  position  and  reputa- 
tion to  be  frequently  holding  trivial  disputes  with 
a  lady  upon  whom  I  have  conferred  the  highest 
distinction  that  it  is  in  my  power  to  bestow,  I  sliall 
not  scruple  to  avail  myself  of  his  services  if  I  see 
oeeasion.** 

**And  now,**  he  thought,  rising  in  his  moral  mag- 
nifioence,  and  rising  a  stiffer  and  more  impenetra. 
hie  man  than  ever,  **  she  knows  me  and  my  reso- 
lution.*' 

The  band  that  had  so  preesed  the  bracelet  was 
laid  heavily  upon  her  breast,  but  she  looked  at  him 
still,  with  an  unaltered  face,  and  said  in  a  low 
voice: 

•*Wait!  For  Gk>d*s  sake!  I  mutt  speak  to 
yo«.** 

Why  did  she  not,  and  what  was  the  inward 
struggle  that  rendered  her  jncapable  of  doing  so, 
fer  minutes,  while,  in  the  strong  constraint  she 
put  upon  her  &ce,  it  was  as  fixed  as  any  statee's*— 
looking  upon  him  with  neither  yielding  nor  un- 
yielding, liking  nor  hatred,  pride  nor  humility: 
nothing  but  a  searchmg  gaze. 

^Did  I  ever  tempt  you  to  seek  my  band?  Did 
I  ever  use  any  art  to  win  you  7  Was  I  ever  jnore 
conciliating  to  you  when  you  pursued  me,  than  I 
have  been  ainoe  our  marritge  7  Was  I  ever  other 
to  you,  than  I  am  ?** 

^^It  is  wholly  unnecessary,  Madam,**  said  Mr. 
Dombey,  **  to  enter  upon  such  discussions.** 
'  "•  Did  you  think  I  loved  you  ?  Did  you  know  I 
did  not  7  Did  you  ever  care,  Man !  for  my  heart, 
or  propose  to  yourself  to  win  the  worthless  ibing  7 
Was  there  any  poor  pretence  of  any  in  our  bar* 
gain  7    Upon  your  side,  or  on  mine  7** 

"*  These  questions,**  said  Mr.  Dombey^  *"  are  all 
wide  of  the  purpose,  Madom.** 

She  moved  between  him  and  the  door  to  prevent 
his  going  away,  and  drawing  her  majestic  figure 
to  its  height,  looked  steadily  upon  him  still. 

**  You  answer  each  of  them.  You  answer  me 
before  I  speak,  I  see.  How  can  you  help  it;  you 
who  know  the  miserable  truth  as  well  as  1 7  Now« 
tell  roe.  If  I  loved  you  to  devotion,  could  I  do 
more  than  render  up  my  whole  wtU  and  being  to 
you,  as  you  have  just  demanded  7  If  my  heart 
were  pure  atid  all  untried,  and  you  its  idol,  could 
you  ask  more ;  could  you  have  more  7** 

^  Possibly  not.  Madam,"  he  returned  oooUy. 

**  You  kno^v  how  difierent  I  am.  You  see  ma 
looking  on  you  now,  and  you  can  read  the  warmth 
of  passion  for  you  that  is  breathing  in  my  face.*' 
Ndi  a  curl  of  the  proud  lip,  not  a  flash  of  the  dark 
eye,  nothing  but  the  same  intent  and  searching 
look,  accompanied  these  words.  **  You  know  my 
general  history.  You  have  spoken  of  my  mother. 
Do  you  think  joa  ean  degrade,  or  bend  or  breaks 
me  to  submission  and  obedience  7** 

Mr.  Dombey  smiled,  as  he  might  have  smiled  at 
an  inquiry  whether  he  thought  he  could  raise  ten 
thousand  pounds. 

"If  there  is  anything  unusual  here,*'  she  said, 
with  a  slight  motiot  of  her  hand  before  her  brow, 
which  did  noi  for  a  moment  flinch  from  its  im- 
movable  and  otherwise  expressionless  gaze,  **  as  I 
know  there  are  unusual  feelings  here,**  raising  the 
band  she  pressed  upon  her  bosom,  and  heavily  re- 
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meaning  in  the  appeal  I  am  going  to  make  you. 
Yes,  fi)r  I  ana  going  ;**  she  said  it  as  in  prompt  re. 
ply  to  something  in  bis  faoe ;  ^  to  appeal  to  yon.** 

Mr.  Dombey,  with  a  slightly  condescending  bend 
of  his  chin  that  rustled  and  crackled  his  stiff  cravat, 
sat  down  on  a  sofa  that  was  near  him,  to  hear  the 
appeal. 

**  If  yott  can  believe  that  I  am  of  such  a  nature 
now,**— be  fancied  he  saw  tears  glistening  in  lier 
eyes,  and  he  thought,  complacently,  that  he  had 
forced  them  from  her,  though  none  fell  on  her 
cheek,  and  she  regarded  him  as  steadily  as  ever, — 
"  as  would  make  what  I  now  say  almost  incredible 
to  myself,  said  to  any  man  who  had  become  my 
husband,  but,  above  all,  said  to  you,  you  may,  per. 
baps,  attach  the  greater  weight  to  it.  In  the  darlr 
end  to  which  we  are  tending,  and  may  come,  we 
shall  not  involve  ourselves  alone  (that  might  not  be 
much)  but  others.^* 

Others  !  He  knew  at  whom  that  word  pointed, 
and  frowned  heavily. 

**  I  speak  to  you  for  the  sake  of  others.  Also  your 
own  sake ;  and  for  mine.  Since  our  marriogo,  you 
have  been  arrogant  to  me ;  and  I  have  repaid  you 
in  kind.  You  nave  shown  to  me  and  every  one 
around  us,  every  day  and  hour,  that  you  think  I 
am  graced  and  distinguished  by  your  alliance.  I 
do  not  think  so,  and  have  shown  that  toa  It  seems 
you  ^o  not  understand,  or  (so  far  as  your  power 
can  go)  intend  that  each  of  us  shall  take  a  separate 
course }  and  you  expect  from  me  instead,  a  homage 
you  will  never  have." 

Although  her  face  was  still  the  same,  there  was 
emphatic  confirmation  of  this  **  Never'*  in  the  ^iery 
breath  she  drew. 

**I  feel  no  tenderness  towards  you;  that  yon 
know.  Yon  would  care  nothing  for  it,  if  I  did  or 
could.  I  know  as  well  that  you  ibel  none  towards 
me.  But  we  are  linked  {o^eiher ;  and  in  the  knot 
that  ties  us,  as  I  have  said,  others  are  bound  up. 
We  must  both  die ;  we  are  both  connected  with  the 
dead  abeady,  each  by  a  little  child.  Let  us  for. 
bear." 

Mr.  Dombey  took  a  long  respiration,  as  if  he 
would  have  said,  01  was  thi$  all ! 

**  There  is  no  wealth,*'  she  went  on,  turning  paler 
as  she  watched  him,  while  her  eyes  grew  yet  more 
lustrous  in  their  earnestness,  **  that  could  buy  these 
words  of  me,  and  the  meaning  tiiat  belongs  to  them. 
Once  cost  away  as  idle  breau,  no  wealth  or  power 
ean  bring  them  back.  I  mean  them ;  I  have  weigh- 
ed them ;  and  I  will  be  true  to  what  I  undertake. 
If  you  will  promise  to  forbear  on  your  part,  I  will 
promise  to  forbear  on  mine.  We  are  a  most  un. 
happy  pair,  in  whom,  ft'om  different  causes,  every 
sentiment  that  blesses  marriage,  or  justifies  iL  is 
rooted  out ;  but  in  the  course  of  time,  some  frimd- 
ship,  or  tome  fitness  for  each  other,  may  arise  be. 
tween  ns.  I  will  try  to  hope  so,  if  you  will  make 
the  endeavour  too ;  and  I  will  look  forward  to  a 
better  and  a  happier  use  of  age  than  I  have  made 
of  youth  or  prime." 

Throughout  she  had  spoken  in  a  low  plain  voice, 
that  neither  roee  nor  fbll;  ceasing,  she  dropped  the 
hand  with  which  she  had  enforced  herself  to  be  so 
passionless  and  distinct,  but  not  the  eyes  with 
which  she  had  so  steadily  obsefved  him. 

**  Madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  with  his  utraoat 
dignity,  **  I  cannot  entertain  any  proposal  of  this 
'traordinary  nature.'* 
She  looked  at  him  yet,  without  the  least  change. 
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spoke,  M  coneent  to  temporise  or  treat  with  yoc 
Mrs.  Dombey,  upon  a  subject  as  to  which  you  ar 
in  possession  of  my  opinions  and  expectations, 
have  stated  my  vUinuttunit  Madam,  and  have  onl 
to  request  your  very  serious  attention  to  it** 

To  see  the  face  change  to  its  old  expressioi 
deepened  in  intensity !  To  see  the  eyes  droop  i 
from  some  mean  and  odious  object !  To  see  tii 
lighting  of  the  haughty  brow !  To  see  seom,  oi 
ger,  indignation,  and  abhorrence  starting  ini 
sight,  and  the  pale  blank  earnestness  vanish  like 
mist !  He  could  not  choose  but  look,  although  1: 
looked  to  his  dismay. 

**  Go,  Sir !"  she  said,  pointing  with  an  imperioi 
hand  towards  the  door.  **  Our  first  and  last  coni 
denee  is  at  on  end.  Nothing  can  make  us  strange 
to  each  other  than  we  are  henceforth." 

**  I  shall  take  my  rightihl  course.  Madam,"  sal 
Mr.  Dombey,  **  undeterred,  you  may  be  sure,  t 
any  general  declamation." 

She  turned  her  back  upon  him,  and,  without  r 
ply,  sat  down  before  her  glass. 

"  I  place  my  reliance  on  your  improved  sense  o 
duty,  and  more  correct  feeling,  and  better  reflectia 
Madam,"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

She  answered  not  one  word.  He  saw  no  moi 
expression  of  any  heed  of  him,  in  the  minor,  tha 
if  he  had  been  an  unseen  spider  on  the  waU,  i 
beetle  on  the  floor,  or  rather,  than  if  he  had  bee 
the  one  or  other,  seen  and  crushed  when  she  la 
turned  from  him,  and  forgotten  among  the  ignon 
nious  and  dead  vermin  of  the  ground. 

He  looked  back,  a8*he  went  out  at  Uie  door,  upc 
the  welLlighted  and  luxurious  room,  the  bmotif 
and  glittering  objects  everywhere  displayed,  tl 
shape  of  Edith  in  its  rich  dress  seated  befbte  h 
glass,  and*the  faoe  of  Edith  as  the  glase  pieseaU 
It  to  him ;  and  betook  himself  to  bis  old  chamh 
of  cogitation,  carrying  away  with  him  a  vivid  pi 
ture  in  his  mind  of  all  these  things,  and  a  rambUi 
and  unaccountable  speculation  (such  bb  eometiini 
comes  into  a  man's  head)  bow  they  would  all  Kk 
when  he  saw  them  next 

For  the  rest,  Mr.  Dombey  was  very  taettora,  ai 
very  dignified,  and  ver^  confident  of  carrying  o 
his  purpose ;  and  remained  sa 

He  did  not  design  accompanying  the  frmily 
Brighton;  but  he  graciously  informed  Cleopatra 
breakfiist,  on  the  morning  of  departure,  which  a 
rived  a  day  or  two  aflerwarda,  that  he  might  1 
expected  down,  soon.  There  was  no  time  to  be  k 
in  getting  Cleopatra  to  any  place  reoommepded  i 
being  salutary :  for,  indeed,  she  seemed  upon  U 
wane,  and  turning  of  the  earth,  earthy. 

Without  having  undergone  any  deeided  seeoi 
attack  of  her  malady,  the  old  woman  seemed 
have  crawled  backward  in  her  recovery  fi-om  tl 
first  She  was  more  lean  and  shrunken,  more  u 
certain  in  her  imbecility,  and  made  stranger  co 
fusions  iy  her  mind  and  memory.  Among  olh 
symptoms  of  this  last  affliction,  she  ftil  into  tl 
habit  of  confounding  the  names  of  her  two  eoosi 
law,  the  living  and  the  deceased ;  and  in  gener 
called  Mr.  Dombey,  eitlier  **Grangeby,**  or  **Dof 
ber,'*  or  indifferently,  both. 

But  she  was  youthfbl,  ^erj  youthful  still ;  and  i 
her  youthfblnees  appeared  at  breakfkst,  befi>re  m 
ing  away,  in  a  new  bonnet  made  express,  and 
travelling  robe  that  was  embroidered  and  bnidc 
like  an  M  baby's.  It  was  not  easy  to  pat  ber  iai 
a  fly.away  bonnet  now,  or  to  keep  the  boQnei  i 
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vheii  it  was  g(A  on.  In  this  instance,  it  had  not 
only  the  extraneous  cfTect  of  being  always  <m  one 
■ide,  but  of  being  perpetually  tapped  on  the  ero?m 
bjr  Flowers  the  maid,  who  attended  in  the  back- 
groaod  during  break &st  to  perform  that  duty. 

"Now  my  dearest  Grangeby,**  said  Mrs.  Skew, 
ton,  *  you  most  posively  prom,'*  she  out  some  of 
kr  words  short,  and  cut  oat  others  altogether, 
■come  down  very  soon.** 

'^Isaid  just  now.  Madam,**  retomed  Mr.  Dom- 
bey,  badly  and  laborioosly,  **  that  I  am  coming  in 
a  day  or  two.** 

•^  Bless  you,  Doniber*** 

Here  the  Major,  who  was  come  to  take  leave  of 
tiie  ladies,  and  who  was  staring  throngh  his  apo- 
pkctie  eyes  at  Mrs.  Skewton*s  fkoe,  with  the  dis- 
interested composure  of  an  immortal  being,  said  : 

"Begad,  Ma*are,  you  don*t  ask  old  Joe  to  come  !** 

"Sterious  wretch,  who*s  he?**  lisped  Cleopatra. 
Bat  a  tap  on  the  bonnet  from  Flowers  seeming  to 
jof  her  memory,  she  added,  ••  Oh !  You  mean  your, 
■elf,  you  natigbty  creature  '.** 

"DeTiIish  queer.  Sir,**  whispered  the  Major  to 
Mr.  Domber.  •*  Bad  case.  Never  did  wrap  up 
eooagh  ;**  the  Major  being  buttoned  to  the  chin. 
"Why,  who  should  J.  B.  mean  by  Joe,  but  old  Joe 
ftigitock  —  Joseph  —  Your  slave — Joe,  Ma*am7 
Here !  Here  *s  the  man !  Here  are  the  Bagstock 
bellowi,  Ma'am !"  cried  the  Major,  striking  him- 
•elf  a  sounding  blow  on  the  chest 

•My  dearest  Edith— Grangeby—H *e  most  tror- 
£nry  things"  said  Cleopatra,  pettishly,  «*that  Ma- 
jor~'» 

**  Bagstock !  J.  B.  !**  cried  the  Major,  seeing  that 
ihe  faltered  for  his  name. 

"Well,  it  don't  matter,"  said  Qeopatra,  "Edith, 
my  kwe,  you  know  I  never  could  remember  names 
—what  was  it  ?  oh  ! — most  trordinry  thing  that  so 
many  people  want  to  come  down  to  see  me.  I  'm 
not  going  for  long.  I*m  coming  back.  Surely 
Ihcy  can  wait,  till  I  come  back  !'* 
,  Ckopatra  looked  all  round  the  table  as  she  said 
it,  and  appeared  very  uneasy. 

"  I  wont  have  vistors — really  don't  Want  vislors," 
Ae  said ;  ••  little  repose— and  all  that  sort  of  thing 
—is  what  I  quire.  No  odious  brutes  must  proach 
naHill  I've  shaken  off  this  numbness;"  and  in  a 
paiy  resumption  of  her  coquettish  ways,  she  made 
tdab  at  the  Major  with  her  fan,  but  overset  Mr. 
Botobcy's  breakfast  cup  instead,  which  was  in 
quite  a  diflbrent  direction. 

Then  she  called  for  Withers,  and  charged  him  to 
see  particularly  that  word  was  left  about  some 
trivial  alterations  in  her  room,  which  must  be  all 
made  before  she  came  back,  and  which  must  be 
•€t  about  immediately,  as  Uiere  was  no  saying  how 
looQ  she  might  come  back ;  for  she  had  a  great 
nany  engagements,  and  all  sorts  of  people  to  call 
upon,  withers  received  these  directions  wiUi  be- 
eswing deference,  and  gave  his  guarantee  for  their 
execution ;  but  when  he  withdrew  a  pace  or  two 
behind  her,  ft  appeared  as  if  he  couldn't  help  look- 
ing strangely  at  the  Major,  who  couldn't  help  look- 
»g  strangely  at  Mr.  Dombey,  who  couldn't  help 
looking  strangely  at  Cleopatra,  who  couldn't  help 
Jodding  her  bonnet  over  one  eye,  and  rattling  her 
knilb  and  fork  upon  her  plate  in  using  them,  as  if 
•■•  were  playing  castanets. 

Bdith  alone  never  lifted  her  eyes  to  «ny  fhcc  at 
^  table,  and  never  seemed  dismayed  by  anything 
Mr  molher  said  or  did.     Shtt  lialAnAd  tn  \%t»r  A' 


jointed  talk,  or  at  least,  turned  her  head  towards 
her  when  addressed ;  replied  in  a  few  low  words 
when  necessary ;  and  somotimes  stopped  her  when 
she  was  rambling,  or  k>rought  her  thoughts  back 
with  a  monosyllable,  to  the  point  from  which  they 
had  strayed.  The  mother,  however  unsteady  in 
other  things,  was  constant  in  this  —  that  she  was 
«lways  observant  of  her.  She  would  look  at  the 
beautifl'Jl  dee,  in  its  marble  stillness  and  severity, 
now  with  a  kind  of  fearfUl  admiration ;  now  in  a 
giggling  foolish  effort  to  move  it  to  a  smile ;  now 
with  Capricious  tears  and  jealous  shakings  of  her 
head,  as  imagining  herself  neglected  by  it ;  always 
with  an  attraction  towards  it,  that  never  fluctuated 
like  her  other  ideas,  but  had  constant  possession 
of  her.  From  Edith  she  would  sometimes  look  at 
Florence,  and  back  again  at  Edith,  in  a  manner 
that  was  wild  enough ;  and  sometimes  she  would 
try  to  look  elsewhere,  as  if  to  escape  firom  her 
daughter's  face ;  but  back  to  it  she  seemed  forced 
to  come,  altliough  it  never  sought  hers  unlesi 
eoaght,  or  troubled  her  with  one  single  glance. 

The  breakfast  concluded,  Mrs.  Skewlon,  afibct* 
ing  to  lean  girlishly  upon  the  Major's  arm,  but 
heavily  supported  on  the  other  side  by  Flowers  the 
maid,  and  propped  up  behind  by  Withers  the  page, 
was  conducted  to  the  carriage,  which  was  to  take 
her,  Florence,  and  Edith  to  Brighton. 

**And  is  Joseph  absolutely  banished?"  said  the 
Major,  thrusting  in  his  purple  face  over  the  steps. 
"  Damme,  Ma'am,  is  Cleopatra  so  hard.hearted  as 
to  forbid  her  faithful  Antony  Bagstock  to  approach 
the  presence  7" 

"  Go  along  I"  said  Cleopatra,  **  I  can't  bear  you. 
You  shall  see  me  when  I  come  back,  if  you  are 
very  good.** 

*'TclI  Joseph,  he  may  live  in  hope,  Ma'am,'* 
said  the  Major ;  **  or  he  11  die  in  despair." 

Cleopatra  shuddered,  and  leaned  back.  **■  Edith, 
mv  dear,"  she  said.    «*T«11  him— •* 

-Whatr* 

''Such  dreadAil  words,**  said  Cleopatra.  **He 
uses  such  dreadful  words !" 

Edith  siencd  to  him  to  retire,  gave  the  word  to 
go  on,  and  lefl  the  objectionable  Major  to  Mr. 
Dombey.    To  whom  ho  returned,  whistling. 

•'  I  '11  tell  you  what.  Sir,"  said  the  Major,  with 
his  hands  behind  him,  and  his  legs  very  wide 
asunder,  '*a  fair  friend  of  ours  has  removed  to 
Queer  Street." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Major?"  inquired  Mr. 
Dombey.  ^ 

•*  I  mean  to  say,  Dombey,"  retufne4  the  Major, 
"that  you'H  soon  be  an  orphan-in-law." 

Mr.  Dombey  appeared  to  relish  this  waggish  de. 
•ription  of  himself  so  very  little,  that  the  Major 
wound  up  with  the  horse's  cough,  as  an  expression 
of  gravity. 

••  Damme,  Sir,'*  said  the  Major,  "  there  is  no  use 
in  disguising  a  fkct  Joe  is  blunt,  Sir.  That's 
his  nature.  If  you  take  old  Josh  at  all,  you  take 
him  as  you  find  him ;  and  a  de-vilish  rusty,  old 
rasper,  of  a  close-toothed,  J.  B.  file,  you  do  find  him. 
Dombey,**  said  the  Major,  **  your  wife^s  mother  is 
on  the  move.  Sir.** 

••  I  ffear,**  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  with  much  phi. 
loeophy,  "that  Mrs.  Skewton  is  shaken.** 

"Shaken,  Dombey!"  said  the  Major.  "Smashed!" 

" Change,  however,**  pursued  Mr.  Dombey,  "and 
attention,  may  do  much  yet" 
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••  Pamme,  Sir,  she  never  wrapped  op  enoogh.  If 
a  man  don*t  wrap  up,"  said  the  Major,  taking  io 
another  button  of  bis  buff  woistcoat,  **  he  has  no- 
thing  to  fait  back  upon.  But  some  people  will  die. 
The^  toill  do  it.  Damme,  they  vill.  They're 
obstmate.  I  tell  you  what,  Dombey,  it  may  not  bo 
ornarfiental ;  it  may  not  be  refined ;  it  may  be 
rough  and  tough ;  but  a  little  of  the  genuine  old^ 
English  Bagstock  stamina.  Sir,  would  do  all  the 
go<d  in  the  world  to  the  human  breed." 

After  imparting  this  precious  piece  of  informa- 
tion,  the  Major,  who  was  certainly  true.blue,  what- 
ever other  endowments  he  may  have  possessed  or 
wanted,  ooming  within  the  "  genuine  old  English'* 
dast-ification,  which  has  never  been  exactly  ascer- 
tained, look  his  lobster-eyes  snd  his  apoplexy  to  the 
elub,  and  choked  there  all  day. 

Cleopatra,  at  one  time  fretful,  at  another  self- 
complacent,  sometime!  awake,  sometimes  asleep, 
and  at  all  times  JQvenile,  reached  Brighton  the 
same  night,  fell  to  pieces  as  usual,  and  was  put 
away  in  bed ;  where  a  gloomy  fancy  might  have 
pictured  a  more  potent  skeleton  than  the  maid,  who 
should  ha\o  been  one,  watching  at  the  roee-colo\ired 
curtains,  which  were  carried  down  to  shed  their 
bloom  upon  her. 

It  was  settled  in  high  council  of  medical  antho- 
rity  that  she  should  take  a  carriage  airing  every 
day,  and  that  it  was  important  she  should  get  out 
every  day  and  walk  if  she  could.  Edith  was  ready 
to  attend  her — always  ready  to  attend  her,  with  the 
same  mechanical  attention  and  immovable  beauty 
-—and'  they  drove  out  alone ;  for  Edith  had  an  un-. 
easiness  in  the  presence  of  Florence,  now  that  her 
mother  was  worse,  and  told  Florence,  with  a  kiss, 
that  she  would  rather  they  two  went  alone. 

Mrs.  Skewton,  on  one  partioolar  day,  was  in  the 
irresolute,  exacting,  jealous  temper  that  had  de. 
vebped  itself  on  her  recovery  from  her  first  attack. 
After  sitting  silent  in  the  carriage  watcliinff  Edith 
for  some  time,  she  took  her  hand  and  kissed  it  pas- 
sionatelv.  The  hand  was  neither  ^iven  nor  with- 
drawn,  but  simply  yielded  to  her  raising  of  it,  and 
being  released,  dropped  down  again,  almost  as  if  it 
were  insensible.  At  this  she  began  to  whimper 
and  moan,  and  say  what  a  mother  she  had  been, 
and  how  she  was  forgotten  !  This  she  continued 
to  do  at  capricious  intervals,  even  when  they  had 
alighted;  when  she  herself  was  halting  along  with 
the  joint  support  of  Withers  and  a  stid^,  and  Edith 
was  walking  l^  her  side,  and  the  carriage  slowly 
fuUowing  at  a  little  distance. 

It  was  a  bitak,  lowering,  windy  day,  and  they 
were  out  lipon  the  Downs  with  nothing  but  a  bare 
sweep  of  land  between  them  and  the  sky.  The 
mother,  with  a  querulous  satisfaction  in  the  mon^ 
tony  of  her  complaint,  was  still  repeating  it  in  a 
low  voice  from  time  to  time,  and  the  proud  form  of 
her  daughter  moved  beside  her  slowly,  when  there 
came  advancing  over  a  dark  ridge  before  them,  two 
other  figures,  which,  in  the  distance,  were  so  like 
an  exaggerated  imitation  of  their  own»  that  Edith 
stopped. 

Almost  M  she  stopped,  the  two  figures  stopped ; 
and  that  one  which  tb  Edith's  thinking  waa  like  a 
distorted  shadow  of  her  mother,  spoke  to  the  other, 
eafnestly,  and  with  a  pointing  band  towards  them. 
That  one  seemed  inclined  to  turn  back,  but  the 
other,  in  which  Edith  recognised  enough  that  was 
like  herself  to  strike  her  with  an  unusual  ftelinga 


not  quite  free  from  fbar,  came  on ;  end  then  the]r 
came  on  together. 

The  greater  part  of  this  observation,  she  made 
while  walking  towards  them,  for  her  stoppage  had 
been  momentary.  Nearer  observation  showed  hur 
that  they  were  poorly  dressed,  as  wanderers  about 
the  country ;  that  the  younger  woman  carried  kniU 
ted  work  or  some  such  goods  for  sale ;  and  that  the 
old  one  toiled  on  empty-handed. 

And  yet,  however  f^r  removed  she  was  in  dress, 
in  dignity,  in  beauty,  Edith  could  not  but  compare 
the  younger  woman  with  herself^  stiiL  It  may 
have  been  that  she  saw  upon  her  face  some  traces 
which  she  knew  were  lingering  in  her  own  soul,  if 
not  yet  written  on  that  index ;  but,  as  the  woman 
came  on,  returning  her  gase,  fixing  her  shining 
eyes  upon  her,  undoubtedly  presenting  somslhin^ 
of  her  own  air  and  stature,  and  appearing  to  reci- 
procate her  own  thoughts,  she  felt  a  chill  ereep 
over  her,  as  if  the  day  were  darkening,  and  the 
wind  were  colder. 

They  had  now  come  up.  The  old  woman,  hold* 
ing  out  her  hand  importunately,  stopped  to  beg  of 
Mrs.  Skewton.  The  younger  one  stopped  too,  and 
she  and  Edith  looked  in  one  another's  eyes. 

•*  What  is  it  that  you  have  to^sell?"  said  Edith. 

**  Only  this,"  returned  the  woman,  holding  oat 
her  wares,  without  looking  at  them.  **  I  sold  my- 
self long  ago." 

^  My  Lady,  don't  believe  her,"  croaked  the  old 
woman  to  Mrs.  Skewton ;  ^  d»n't  believe  what  she 
says.  She  loves  to  talk  like  tliol.  She's  my  hand, 
some  and  undutiful  daughter.  She  gives  me  nothing 
but  reproaches,  my  Lady,  for  all  I  have  done  for 
her.  Look  at  her  now,  my  Lady,  how  she  turns 
upon  her  poor  old  mother  with  her  looks." 

As  Mrs.  Skewton  drew  her  purse  out  with  a 
trembling  hand,  and  eagerly  fumbled  for  some  mo- 
ney, which  the  other  old  woman  greedily  watched 
for — their  heads  all  but  touching,  in  their  hurry 
and  decrepitude — Edith  interposed : 

"  I  have  seen  you,"  addressing  the  old  wodnin, 
••before." 

**  Yes,  mj  Lady,"  with  a  curtsey.  •«  Down  in 
Warwickshire.  The  morning  among*  the  treea 
When  you  wouldn't  give  me  nothing.  But  the 
gentleman,  he  give  me  something !  Oh,  Mess  hioi, 
bless  him !"  mumbled  the  old  womsn,  hoUio/ap 
her  skinny  hand,  and  grinning  frightfully  at  bei 
daughter. 

•*It's  of  no  use  attempting  to  stay  me,  Edith."* 
said  Mrs.  Skewton,  angrily  anticipating  an  objee- 
tion  from  her.  **  You  know  nothing  about  it  1 
won't  be  dissuaded.  I  am  sure  this  is  an  exeellenl 
woman,  and  a  good  mother." 

^  Yes,  my  Lady,  yes,"  chattered  the  old  woman, 
holding  out  her  avaricious  hand.  *•  Thankee,  my 
Lady.  Lord  bless  you,  my  Lady.  Sixpence  moit^ 
my  pretty  Lady,  as  a  good  mother  yourself." 

**  And  treated  undutifuUy  enough,  too,  my  good 
old  creature,  sometimes,  I  assure  you,"  said  Mrs 
Skewton,  whimpering,  ** There!  Shake  handi 
with  me.  You  're  a  very  good  old  creatnre— fUl 
of  what's  his  name— and  all  that.  You  'rs  all  a£ 
faction  and  et  cetera,  an't  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  my  Lady  !" 

**  Yes,  I  am  sure  you  are ;  and  so  *s  that  gentla 
manly  creature  Grangeby.  I  must  really  shaki 
hands  with  you  again.  And  now  you  can  go,  yon 
know;   and,  I  hope,'*  addressing  the  daaghM 
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"Cbtt  xoaH  fkow  more  fntkod^,  and  natural  whai'a 
iU  Btne,  aod  all  the  rest  of  it— but  I  never  did  le- 
member  names — ^for  there  never  wm  a  better  mo- 
tiier  than  the  good  old  ereatore  '■  been  to  you. — 
GoiDe,  Edith  r' 

As  the  ruin  of  Cleopatra  tottered  off  whimperinif, 
nd  wipin|r  its  eyee  with  a  gingerly  remeflihrance 
of  rouge  m  their  neighbourhood,  tfie  old  woman 
hobbled  another  way,  mumbling  and  counting  her 
Not  one  word  more,  nor  one  other  geeture, 


had  been  exchanged  between  Edith  and  the  vounger 
woman,  but  neither  had  removed  her  eyes  from  the 
other  for  a  moment.  They  had  remained  confronted 
until  now,  when  £diU^  as  awakening  from  a 
dream,  passed  slowly  on. 

**  You  're  a  handsome  woman,**  muttered  her 
shadow,  looking  after  her ;  '*  but  good  looks  won't 
save  us.  And  you  're  a  prood  woman ;  but  pride 
won*t  save  us.  We  had  need  to  know  each  other 
when  we  meet  again  !" 


CHAPTER  XLL 


NEW  VOICES  ON  THE  WAVES. 


All  is  going  on  as  it  was  wont.  The  wavee  are 
hnrie  with  repetition  of  their  mystery ;  the  dust 
fits  piled  upon  the  shore ;  the  sea-birds  soar  and 
hofer ;  the  winds  and  clouds  go  forth  upon  their 
Iraeklcss  flight;  the  white  arms  beckon,  in  the 
■xMinlight,  to  the  invisible  country  far  away. 

With  a  tender  melancholy  pleasure,  Florenee 
finds  herself  s^ain  on  the  old  ground  so  sadly  trod> 
den,  yet  so  happily,  and  thinks  of  him  in  the  quiet 
phee,  where  he  and  she  have  many  and  many  a 
time  conversed  together,  with  the  water  welling  up 
about  his  couch.  And  now,  afi  she  sits  pensive 
there,  she  bears  in  the  wild  low  murmur  of  the 
MS,  his  little  story  told  again,  his  very  words  rtfl 
pHted ;  aod  finds  that  all  her  life  and  hopes,  and 
gfickf  since — in  the  solitary  house,  and  in-  the 
pageant  it  has  changed  to— have  a  portion  in  the 
burden  of  the  marveUoos  song. 

And  gentle  Mr.  Toots,  who  wanders  at  a  distance, 
koking  wistfiilW  towards  the  figure  that  he  dotes 
Qpoo,  and  has  followed  there,  but  cannot  in  his  de- 
litaey  disturb  at  such  a  time,  likewise  hears  the 
Rqniem  of  little  Dombey  on  the  waters,  rising  and 
AJliag  in  the  lulia  of  their  eternal  madrigal  in 
praise  of  Florence.  Yes !  and  be  fiiintly  under- 
lUads,  poor  Mr.  Toots,  that  they  are  saying  some- 
tbiDg  of  a  time  when  he  was  sensible  of  being 
jirighter  and  not  addle-brained;  and  the  tears  rising 
ia  his  eyes  when  he  fesrs  that  he  is  dull  and  stu- 
pid  now,  and  good  for  little  but  to  be  laughed  at, 
diminish  his  satisfiiction  in  their  soothing  reminder 
that  he  is  relieved  from  present  responsibility  to 
the  Chicken,  by  the  absence  of  that  game  head  of 
pealtry  in  the  country,  training  (at  TooU's  cost) 
^  his  great  mill  with  the  Larkey  Boy. 

But  Mr.  Toots  takes  courage,  when  they  whisper 
a  kind  thought  to  him ;  and  by  slow  degrees  and 
with  many  indecisive  stoppages  on  the  way,  ap- 
proaches Florenee.  Stammering  and  blushing, 
Mr.  Toots  affects  amazement  when  he  comes  near 
her,  and  myu  (having  followed  close  on  the  car- 
'iage  in  which  she  travelled,  every  inch  of  the  way 
fnmi  London,  loving  even  to  be  choked  by  the  dwt 
ff  its  wheebi)  that  he  never  was  so  surprised  in  all 
fcUlife. 

**  And  you've  brought  Diogenes  too^  M4s8  Dom- 
W  !**  says  Mr.  Toots,  thriUed  through  and  through 
ey  the  Uracb  of  th«  amall  hand  so  pleasantly  and 
frwikly  given  him. 


Toots  has  reason  to  observe  him,  for  he  comes 
straightway  at  Mr.  Toot's  legs,  and  tumbles  over 
himself  in  the  desperation  witii  which  he  makes  at 
him,  like  a  very  dog  of  Montargis.  But  he  is 
checked  by  bis  sweet  mistress. 

"Down,  Di,  down.  Don't  you  remember  who 
first  made  us  friends,  Di  ?     For  shame !" 

Oh !  Well  may  Di  lay  his  loving  cheek  against 
her  hand,  and  run  off,  and  ron  back,  and  run  round 
her,  barking,  and  run  headlong  at  anybody  coming 
by,  to  show  his  devotion.  Mr.  Toots  would  run 
headlong  at  anybody,  too.  A  military  gentleman 
goes  past,  and  Mr.  Toots  would  like  nothing  better 
than  to  run  at  him,  full  tilt. 

**  Diogenes  is  quite  in  his  native  air,  isa't  he. 
Miss  Dombey  ?"  says  Mr.  Toots. 

Florence  assents,  with  a  grateful  smile. 

«"  Miss  Dombey,'*  says  Mr.  Toots,  *•  beg  your 
pardon,  but  if  you  would  like  to  walk  to  Blimber's, 
I— I  'ra  going  there." 

Florence  put  her  arm  in  that  of  Mr.  Toots  with- 
out a  word,  and  they  walk  away  together,  with 
Diogenes  going  on  before.  Mr.  Toot's  legs  shake 
under  him;  and  tliough  he  is  splendidly  dressed, 
he  fisels  mii^ts,  and  sees  wrinkles,  on  Uie  master- 
pieces of  Burgess  and  C^,  and  wishes  he  had  put 
oitthat  brightest  pair  of  boots. 

Doctor  Blimber's  house,  outside,  has  as  scholastic 
and  studious  an  air  as  ever ;  and  up  there  is  the 
window  where  bhe  used  to  look  for  the  pale  face, 
and  where  the  pale  face  brightened  when  it  saw  her, 
and  the  wasted  little  hand  waved  kisses  as  she  pass- 
ed.  The  door  is  opened  by  the  same  weak^yed  young 
DBan^  whose  imbccilityof  grin  at  sight  of  Mr.  Toots 
is  feebleness  of  character  personified.  They  are  shown 
into  the  Doctor's  stndj,  where  blind  Homer  and 
Minerva  give  them  audience  as  of  yore,  to  the  sober 
'ticking  of  the  great  cfock  in  the  baU ;  and  where 
the  globes  stand  still  in  their  accustomed  places,  as 
if  the  world  wero  stationary  too,  and  nothing  in  it 
ever  perished  in  obedience  to  the  universal  law, 
that,  while  it  keeps  it  on  the  roll,  calls  everything 
to  earth. 

And  here  is  Doctor  Blimber,  with  his  learned 
legs  ;  and  here  is  Mrs.  Blimber,  with  her  sky-blue 
cap ;  and  here  Cordelia,  with  her  sandy  little  row 
of  CQffls,  and  her  bright  spectacles,  still  working 
like  a  sexton  in  the  graves  of  languages.  Here 
is  the  table  upon  which  he  sat  forlorn  and  strange. 
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distant  cooing  of  the  old  boys,  at  their  old  lives  in 
the  old  room  on  the  old  principle  ! 

**TootP,"  says  Doctor  Blirnber,  "I  am  Tcry  glad 
to  see  you,  Toots."    Mr.  Toots  chuckles  in  re^y. 

**A1bo  to  see  you,  Toots,  in  such  good  company," 
says  Doctor  Blimber. 

Mr.  Toots,  with  a  scarlet  visage,  explains  that  he 
has  met  Miss  Dombey  by  accident,  and  that  Miss 
Dombcy  wishing,  liiie  himself,  to  see  the  old  place, 
they  have  come  together. 

**  \'iou  will  like,"  says  Doctor  .Blimber,  **  to  step 
among  our  young  friends.  Miss  Domt>ey,  no  doubt. 
All  fcilow.studenta  of  yours.  Toots,  once.  I  think 
we  have  no  new  disciples  in  our  little  portico,  my 
dear,"  says  Doctor  Biimber  to  Cordelia,  ^  since  Mr. 
TooU  left  us." 

**  Except  mtherstone,"  returnq^Cordelia. 

"Aye,  truly,"  says  the  Doctor.  "  Biiherstone  is 
new  to  Mr.  Tools." 

New  to  Florence,  too,  almost ;  for,  in  the  school, 
room,  Bithcrstonc — no  longer  Master  Bitherstone 
of  Mrs.  Pipchin's — shows  in  collars  and  a  neck- 
cloth, and  wears  a  watch.  But  Bitherstone,  born 
beneatli  some  Bengal  star  of  iiUomen,  is  extremely 
inky ;  and  his  Lexicon  iias  got  so  dropsical  from 
constant  reference,  that  it  won*t  shut,  and  yawns 
•s  if  it  really  could  not  bear  to  be  so  bothered.  So 
does  Bitherstone  its  master,  forced  at  Doctor  Blim. 
ber*s  iiighest  pressure ;  but  in  the  yawn  of  Bither. 
stone  there  is  malice  and  snarl,  and  he  has  been 
heard  to  say  that  he  wishes  be  could  catch  ''old 
BUrnber"  in  India.  He*d  precious  soon  find  him. 
self  carried  up  the  country  by  a  few  of  his  (Bitiier. 
stonc*8)  Coolies,  and  handed  over  to  the  Thugs ;  be 
can  tell  him  that. 

Briggs  is  still  grinding  in  the  mill  of  knowledge  ; 
and  Tozer,  too;  and  Johnson,  too;  and  all  the  rest; 
the  older  pupils  being  principally  engaged  in  for. 

fctting,  with  prodigious  labour,  everything  they 
new  when  they  were  younger.  All  are  as  polite 
and  pale  as  ever;  and  among  them,  Mr.  Feeder, 
B.A.,  with  his  bony  hand  and  bristly  head,  is  still 
hard  at  it :  with  his  Herodotus  stop  on  just  at  pro- 
sent,  and  his  other  barreb  on  a  shelf  behind  him. 

A  mighty  sensation  it  created,  even  among  these 
grave  young  gentlemen,  by  a  visit  from  the  eman- 
cipated  Toots ;  who  is  regarded  with  a  kind  of  awe, 
as  one  who  has  passed  the  Rubicon,  and  is  pledged 
never  to  come  back,  and  concerning  the  cut  of 
whose  clothes,  and  fashion  of  whose  jewelry,  dia- 
pers go  about,  behind  hands;  the  bilious  Bither- 
stone,  who  is  not  of  Mr.  Toots^s  time,  affecting  to 
despise  the  latter  to  the  smaller  boys,  and  saying 
he  knows  better,  and  tliat  he  shonid  like  to  see  him 
coming  that  sort  of-  thing  in  Bengal,  where  his 
mother  has  got  an  emerald  belonging  to  him  that 
was  taken  out  of  the  footstool  of  a  Rajah.  Come 
now! 

BewiUoring  emotions  are  awakened  also  by  the 
sight  of  Florence,  with  whom,  every  young  gentle- 
man immediately  falls  in  love,  again;  except,  as 
aforesaid,  the  bilious  Bitherstone,  who  declines  to 
do  80,  ont  of  contradiction.  Black  jealousies  of 
Mr.  Toots  arise,  and  Briggs  is  of  opinion  that  he 
an*t  so  very  old  after  alL  But  this  dispari£ging  in- 
sinuation  is  speedily  made  nought  by  Mr.  I'oots 
saying  aloud  to  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  »•  How  ace  you, 
Fcodcr  7"  and  asking  him  to  come  and  dine  with 
him  to-day  at  the  Bedford  ;  in  right  of  which  feats 
he  might  set  up  as  Old  Parr,  if  he  chose,  nnqoes- 
■  tied. 

'^here  is  mndi  shaking  of  hands,  and  much  bow- 
and  a  great  desire  on  the  part  of  eadi  voanff 


gentleman  to.take  Toots  down  in  Miss  Dombby*i 
good  graces ;  and  then,  Mr.  Toots  having  bestowed 
a  chuckle  on  his  old  desk,  Florence  and  he  with, 
draw  with  Mrs.  Blimber  and  Cordelia ;  and  Dbotoi 
Blimber  is  heard  to  observe  behind  them  as  he 
oomes  out  last,  and  shuts  the  door,  **  Gentlemen, 
we  will  now  resume  our  studies."  For  that  and 
little  else  is  what  the  Doctor  hears  the  sea  say,  oi 
has  heard  it  saying  all  his  life. 

Florence  then  steals  away,  and  goes  up  stairs  tc 
the  old  bed-room  wltli  Mrs.  Blimber  and  Cordelia  j 
Mr.  Toots,  who  feels  tJiat  neither  he  nor  anybodji 
else  is  wanted  Uicre,  stands  talking  to  the  Doctni 
at  tlie  study-door,  or  rather  hearing  the  Doctoi 
talk  to  him,  and  wondcriog  how  he  ever  thougbl 
the  study  a  great  sanctuary,  and  the  Doctor,  will 
his  round  turned  legs,  like  a  clerical  pianu-forte 
an  awful  man.  Florence  soon  comes  down,  aM 
takes  leave;  Mr.  Toots  takes  leave ;  and  Diogenes 
who  has  been  worrying  the  weak-eyed  young  mai 
pitilessly  all  the  time,  shoots  out  at  the  door,  one 
barks  a  glad  defiance  down  the  cliff;  while  *Melia 
and  another  of  the  Doctor^s  female  domestics,  loot 
out  of  an  upper  wiodow,  laughing  *  at  that  then 
Toots,*  and  sayin|f  of  Miss  Dombey,  **  But  rcallj 
though,  now  —  ain't  she  like  her  brother,  oolj 
prettier  ?" 

Mr.  Toots,  who  saw  when  Florence  came  dowi 
that  there  were  tears  upon  her  face,  is  desperaielj 
anxious  and  uneasy,  and  at  first  fears  that  he  dU 
wrong  in  proposing  the  visit.  But  he  is  soon  le 
lieved  by  her  saying  she  is  very  glad  to  have  beei 
there  again,  and  by  her  talking  quite  choerfullj 
about  it  all,  as  they  walk  on  by  the  sea.  Wba 
with  the  voices  tlicre,  and  her  sweet  voice,  whei 
they  come  near  Mr.  Dom bey's  house,  and  Mr 
Voots  must  leave  her,  he  is  so  enslaved  that  he  bai 
not  a  scrap  of  free-will  iefl;  when  she  gives  him  bei 
hand  at  parting,  he  cannot  let  it  go. 

**  Miss  Dombey,  I  beg  your  paidoa,**  says  Mi 
Toots,  in  a  sad  fluster,  **  but  if  you  would  allow  ffl< 
to— to— " 

The  smiling  and  unconscious  look  of  Floreno 
brings  him  to  a  dead  stop. 

^'  If  you  would  allow  me  to— if  you  would  no 
consider  it  a  liberty.  Miss  Dombey,  if  I  was  to- 
without  any  encouragement  at  all,  if  I  was  to  hope 
you  know,"  savs  Mr.  Toots. 

Florence  looks  at  him  inquiringly. 

*"  Miss  Dombey,"  says  Mr.  Toots,  who  feels  tha 
he  is  in  for  it  now,  **  I  really  am  ia  that  slate  o 
adoration  df  you  that  I  doiiH  know  what  to  do  wit 
mysel£  I  am  tlie  most  doplorable  wretch.  If  i 
wasn't  at  the  corner  of  the  Square  at  present, 
shonid  go  down  on  my  knees,  and  beg  and  entrci 
of  you,  without  any  encouragement  at  all,  jost  I 
let  me  hopo  that  I  may — may  think  it  possible  thi 
you—" 

**  Oh,  if  jou  please,  don't !"  cries  Florence,  fc 
the  moment  quite  alarmed  and  distressed.  **  01 
pray  don't,  Mr.  Toots.  Stop,  if  you  please.  Don 
say  any  more.  As  a  kindness  and  a  favour  to  m 
don't." 

Mr.  Toots  is  dreadfully  abashed,  and  his  moul 
opens. 

**  You  have  been  so  good  to  me,*^  says  Floreoc^ 
**  I  am  so  grateful  to  you,  I  have  such  reason  ( 
like  you  for  being  a  kind  friend  to  me,  and  I  d 
like  yott  so  much  ;"  and  here  the  ingennous  fa< 
smiles  open  him  witli  tlie  pleasantest  look  of  hoi 
esty  in  the  world ;  **  that  I  am  sure  yaa  ar«  on! 
going  to  sav  good-bye  !" 

■"CerUiniv.  Miss  Dombev."  sars   Mr.  Toot 
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"I— I— That '»  exacUy  what  I  mean.    It  %  of  no 


■*  Good-bye  !**  cries  Floreoee. 

■*6ood.bye,  iMiae  Dombey  !**  stannYtiera  Mr.  Toota 
*I  hope  you  won't  think  anytbingr  about  it  It's 
— it'i  of  no  coniequence,  thank  you.  It 's  not  of 
the  least  coneequeaoe  in  the  world." 

Poor  Mr.  Toots  goes  home  to  his  Hotel  in  a  state 
of  desperation,  locks  himself  into  his  bedroom,  flio|rs 
himself  upon  his  bed,  and  lies  there  for  a  long  time ; 
u  if  it  were  of  the  greatest  consequence,  neverthe- 
leas.  Bat  Mr.  Feeder,  RA.,  is  coming  to  dinner, 
which  happens  well  fiir  Mr.  Tools,  or  there  is  no 
knowing  when  he  might  get  up  again.  Mr.  Toots 
is  obliged  to  get  up  to  reoeive  him,  and  to  give  him 
hospitable  entertainment 

And  the  generous  influence  of  that  social  virtue, 
bwpitality  (to  make  no  mention  of  wine  and  good 
cheer),  opens  Mr.  Toots's  heart,  and  warms  him  to 
OATersation.  He  does  not  tell  Mr.  Feeder,  RA., 
what  passed  at  the  corner  of  the  Square ;  but  when 
Mr.  Feeder  asks  him  **  When  it  is  to  come  off," 
Mr.  Toots  replies,  **that  there  are  certain  subjects" 
— ^wbieh  brings  Mr.  Feeder  down  a  peg  or  two  im. 
mediately.  Mr.  Toots  adds,  that  he  don't  know 
what  right  Biimber  had  to  notice  his  being  in  Miss 
Dombey's  company,  and  that  if  he  thought  he 
neant  impudence  by  it,  be  'd  have  him  out.  Doctor 
or  no  Doctor ;  bnt  he  supposes  it 's  only  his  igno. 
rtooe.    Mr.  Feeder  says  he  has  no  doubt  of  it. 

Mr.  Feeder,  however,  as  an  intimate  friend,  is 
not  excluded  from  the  subject  Mr.  Toots  merely 
leqaires  that  it  should  be  mentioned  mysteriously, 
and  with  feeling.  AAer  a  few  glasses  of  wine,  he 
gives  Miss  Dombey's  health,  observing,  *  Feeder, 
yon  have  no  idea  of  the  sentiments  with  which  I 
propose  that  toast"  Mr.  Feeder  replies,  **  Oh  yed 
I  have,  my  dear  Toots ;  and  greatly  they  redound 
to  your  honour,  old  boy."  Mr.  Feeder  is  then  agi- 
tMed  by  friendship,  and  shakes  hands;  and  says, 
if  ever  TooCe  wants  a  brother,  he  knows  where  to 
find  him,  cither  foy  post  or  parcel.  Mr.  Feeder 
likewise  says,  that  if  he  may  advise,  he  would  re- 
«aBmend  Mr.  Toots  to  learn  the  guitar,  or,  at  least, 
the  flute ;  for  women  like  music,  when  you  are 
paying  your  addresses  to  *em,and  he.  has  found  the 
advantage  of  it  himself. 

This  brings  Mr.  Feeder,  B.A.,  to  the  confession 
(hit  be  has  his  eye  upon  Corneliii  Blintber.  He 
iaibrms  Mr.  Toots  that  he  don't  object  to  spectacles, 
■ad  that  if  the  Doctor  were  to  do  the  handsome 
thiag  and  g'we  up  the  business,  why,  there  they  are 
—provided  for.  He  says  it's  his  opinion  that  when 
a  man  has  made  a  handsome  sum  by  his  business, 
he  is  bonnd  to  give  it  up ;  end  that  Cornelia  would 
ho  an  assistance  ia  it  which  any  man  might  be 
pnmd  of.  Mr.  Toots  replies  by  launching  wildly 
ovt  into  Miss  Dombey's  praises,  and  by  insinnations 
^  seraelimes  he  thinks  he  should  like  to  blow  his 
linins  out  Mr.  Feeder  strongly  urges  that  it 
*0Qld  be  a  rash  attemft,  and  shows  him,  as  a  re- 
^mieilement  to  existence,  Cbrnelia's  portrait,  spec, 
taekis  and  all. 

Thus  these  qoiet  spirits  pass  the  evening ;  and 
vbsB  it  has  yielded  place  to  night,  Mr.  Toots  walks 
hNBo  with  Mr.  Feeder,  and  parts  with  htm  at  Doc- 
to  Blimber's  door.  But  Mr.  Feeder  only  goes  op 
the  steps,  and  when  Mr.  Toots  is  gone,  comes  down 
M^un,  to  atroU  upon  the  beach  alone,  and  think 
ahoot  bis  prospects.  Mr.  Feeder  plainly  hears  the 
^ves  infiHining  him,  as  he  loiters  along,  that 
^^Klor  BUmber  will  give  np  the  business ;  and  he 


feels  a  soft  romantic  pleasure  in  looking  at  the  ont> 
side  of  the  house,  and  thinking  that  the  Doctor  will 
first  paint  it,  and  put  it  into  thorough  repair. 

Mr.  Toots  ia  likewise  roaming  up  and  down, 
ottside  the  casket  that  contains  his  jewel ;  and  in 
a  deplorable  condition  of  mind,  and  not  unsuspected 
by  the  police,  gazes  at  a  window  where  he  sees  a 
light,  and  which  he  has  no  doubt  is  Florence's. 
But  it  is  not,  for  that  is  Mrs.  Skewton's  room  ;  and 
while  Florence,  sleeping  in  another  chamber, 
dreams  lovingly,  in  tho  midst  of  the  old  scenes, 
and  their  old  associations  live  again,  the  fTgure 
which  in  grim  reality  is  substituted  for  the  patient 
boy's  on  the  same  theatre,  once  more  to  connect  it 
— but  how  differently  I — with  decay  and  death,  is 
stretched  there,  wakeful  and  complaining.  Ugly 
and  haggard  it  lies  upon  its  bed  of  unrest ;  and  by 
it,  in  the  terror  of  hei^  unimpassioned  lovelinera — 
for  it  has  terror  in  the  sufferer's  failing  eyes'— sits 
Edith.  What  do  the  waves  say,  in  the  stillness  of 
the  night,  to  them  ! 

**  Edith,  what  is  that  stone  arm  raised  to  strike 
me.     Don't  you  see  it  ?" 

**  There  is  nothing,  mother,  but  your  fancy." 

"But  my  fancy!  Everything  is  my  fancy. 
Look  !     Is  it  possible  that  you  don't  see  it !" 

**  Indeed  mother,  ther^  is  nothing.  Should  I  sit 
unmoved,  if  there  were  any  such  thing  there  ?" 

••  Unmoved  ?"  looking  wildly  at  her — **  it 's  gone 
now — and  why  are  you  so  unmoved  ?  That  is  not 
mj  fancy,  Edith.  It  turns  me  cold  to  see  you  siu 
ting  at  my  side." 

"  I  am  sorry,  mother." 

** Sorry!  You  seem  always  sorry.  But  it  is 
not  for  me !" 

With  tliat,  she  cries;  and  tossing  her  restless 
head  from  side  to  side  upon  her  pillow,  runs  on 
9.bout  neglect,  and  tho  mother  she  has  been,  and  the 
mother  the  good  old  creature  was,  whom  they  met, 
and  the  cold  return  the  daughters  of  such  mothers 
make.  In  the  midst  of  her  incoherence,  she  stops, 
looks  at  her  daughter,  cries  out  that  her  wits  are 
going,  and  hides  her  face  upon  the  bed. 

Edith,  in  compassion,  bends  over  her  and  speaks 
to'  her.  The  sick  old  woman  clutches  her  round 
the  neck,  and  says,  with  a  look  of  horror, 

**  E!dith  !  we  are  going  home  soon ;  going  back. 
You  mean  that  I  shall  go  home  again  ?" 

**  Yes  mother,  yes." 

**  And  what  he  said — what  *s  his  name,  I  never 
could  remember  names  —  Major  —  that  dreadfiil 
word,  when  we  came  away — it 's  not  true  7  Edith !" 
with  a  shriek  and  a  stare,  **  it 's  not  that  that  is  the 
matter  with  roe." 

Night  afler  night,  the  light  bums  in  the  window, 
and  the  figure  lies  upon  the  bed,  and  Edith  sits 
beside  it,  and  the  restless  waves  are  calling  to  them 
both  the  whole  night  long.  Night  ailer  night,  the 
waves  are  hoarse  with  repetition  of  their  mystery ; 
the  dust  lies  piled  npon  the  shore;  the  sea-birds 
soar  and  hover ;  the  winds  and  doilds  are  on  their 
trackless  flight;  the  white  arms  beckon,  in  the 
moonlight,  to  the  invisible  country  fur  away. 

And  still  the  sick  old  woman  looks  into  the  cor- 
ner, where  the  stone  arm-T-part  of  a  figure  off  some 
tomb,  she  says — is  raised  to  strike  her.  At  last  it 
falls ;  and  then  a  dumb  old  woman  lies  upon  the 
bed,  and  she  is  crooked  and  shrunk  op,  and  half  o 
her  is  dead. 

Such  is  thtf  figure,  painted  and  patched  for  the 
sun  to  mock,  that .  is  drawn  slowly  through  the 
crowd  firom  day  to  day;  looking,  as  it  goes,  for 
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the  ifood  old  creainre  who  wto  such  a  mother,  and 
tnakinp  mouths  as  it  peers  amon^  the  crowd  in 
Tain.  Such  is  the  figure  that  is  often  wheeled  down 
to  the  margin  of  the  sea,  and  stationed  there ;  but 
on  which  no  wind  can  blow  freshness,  and  for 
which  the  murmur  of  the  ocean  has  no  soothing 
word.  Slie  lies  and  listens  to  it  by  the  hour ;  but 
its  speech  is  dark  and  gloomy  to  her,  and  a  dread 
is  on  her  face,  and  when  her  eyes  wander  over  the 
expanse,  they  see  but  a  broad  stretch  of  desolation 
between  earth  and  heaven. 

Florence  she  seldom  sees,  and  when  she  does,  is 
angry  with  and  mows  at.  Edith  is  beside  her  al- 
ways,  and  keeps  Florence  away ;  and  Florence,  in 
her  bed  at  night,  trembles  at  the  thought  of  death 
iu  such  a  shape,  and  oAen  wakes  and  listens,  think- 
ing it  has  come.  No  one  attends  on  her  but  Edith. 
It  is  better  that  few  eyes  should  see  her ;  and  her 
daughter  watches  alone  by  the  bedside. 

A  shadow  even  on  that  shadowed  face,  a  sharp- 
ening even  of  the  sharpened  features,  and  a  thick- 
ening of  the  veil  before  the  eyes  into  a  pall  that 
shuts  out  the  dim  world,  is  come.  Her  wandering 
hands  upon  the  coverlet  join  feebly  palm  to  palm, 
and  move  towards  her  daughter;  and  a  voice-^not 
like  hers,  not  like  any  voice  that  speaks  our  mortal 
language — says,  ^  For  1  nursed  you  !** 

Edith,  without  a  tear,  kneels  down  to  bring  her 
voice  closer  to  the  sinking  head,  and  answers : 

"  Mother,  can  you  hear  me  7" 

Staring  wide,  she  tries  to  nod  in  answer. 

**  Can  you  recollect  the  night  before  I  married  T* 

The  head  is  motionless,  but  it  expresses  some- 
how that  she  does. 

**  I  told  you  then  that  I  forgave  your  part  in  it, 
and  prayed  God  to  forgive  my  own.  I  tol|l  you 
that  the  past  was  at  end  between  us.  I  say  so  now/ 
again.    Kiss  me,  mother." 

Edith- touches  the  white  lips,  and  for  a  moment 
all  is  still.  A  moment  afterwards,  her  mother,  with 
her  girlish  laugh,  and  the  skeleton  of  the  Cleopatra 
manner,  rises  in  her  bed. 

Draw  the  rose-coloured  curtains.  There  is  8ome< 
thing  else  upon  its  flight  besides  Uie  wind  and 
clouds.    Draw  the  rose-coloured  curtains  close ' 

Intelligence  of  the  event  is  sent  to  Mr.  Domhey 
in  town,  who  waits  upon  Cousin  Fcenix  (not  yet 
able  to  make  up  his  mind  ibr  Baden-Baden),  wlio 
has  just  received  it  too*  A  good-natured  creature 
like  Cousin  Fcenix  is  the  very  man  for  a  marriage 
or  a  funeral,  and  his  position  in  tlio  family  renders 
it  right  that  he  should  be  consulted. 

**  Donibey,**  says  Cousin  Fcenix,  **  upon  my  soul, 
I  am  very  much  shocked  to  see  you  on  eueh  a 
melanchoiy  occasion.  My  poor  aunt  I  She  was  a 
devilish  lively  woman." 

Mr.  Dombey  replies,  ••  Very  much  so." 

**And  made  up,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  **  really 
young,  you  know,  considering.  I  am  sure,  on  the 
day  of  your  marriage,  I  tliought  she  was  good  for 
another  twenty  years.  In  point  of  fact,  I  said  so 
to  a  man  at  Brook's — ^little  Billy  Joper — ^you  know 
him,  no  doubt — man  with  a  glass  in  his  eye  7" 

Mr.  Dombey  bows  a  negative.  "  In  reference  to 
the  obsequies,"  he  hints,  **  whether  there  is  any 
•ugeefitioo " 

**  \Vell,  upon  my  life,"  says  Cousin  Feeniz,  strok- 
ing his  chin,  which  he  had  just  enough  of  hand 
below  his  wristbands  to  do ;  *'  I  really  don't  know. 


There  *■  a  Mausoleam  down  at  my  place,  in  ft 
park,  but  I  *m  afraid  it  *8  in  bad  repair,  and,  in  poin 
of  fact,  in  a  devil  of  a  stale.  But  fbr  being  a  littl 
out  at  dboWB,  I  should  have  had  it  put  to  rights 
but  I  believe  the  people  omne  and  make  pic-ni 
parties  there  inside  the  iron  railings." 

Mr.  Dombey  is  clear  that  this  won't  do. 

**  There  *s  an  ancomnonn  good  church  in  the  ri 
lage,"  says  Cousin  Feeniz,  thonghtfvUy;  **pai 
specimen  of  the  early  Anglo-Norman  style,  an 
admirably  well  sketched  too  by  Lady  Jane  floel 
bury — woman  with  tight  stays — ^but  they  've  spoi 
it  with  whitewaah,  I  jinderstand,  and  it 's  a  k>D 
journey." 

"^  Perhaps  Brighton  itself,"  Mr.  Dombey  suggest 

^Upon  my  honour,  Dombey,  I  don't  think  i 
conld  do  better,"  says  Cousin  Feeniz.  **It's  o 
the  spot,  you  see,  and  a  very  cheerful  place." 

**And  when,"  hinto  Mr.  Dombey,  *"  would  it  I 
oonvenient  7" 

^  I  shall  make  a  point,"  says  Cousin  Feeniz, "( 
pledging  myself  for  any  day  y6n  think  best 
shall  have  jp»t  pkasnre  (melancholy  pleasure,  c 
course)  in  mllowing  my  poor  aunt  to  the  eonfiw 

of  the in  point  of  fact,  to  the  grave,"  saj 

Cousin  Feeniz,  failing  in  the  other  torn  of  speed 

**  Would  Monday  cb  for  leaving  town  7"  says  M 
Dombey. 

"  Monday  would  suit  me  to  perfection,"  repb 
Cousin  Feeniz.  Therefore  Mr.  Dombey  arrange 
to  take  Cousin  Feeniz  down  on  that  day,  sad  pr 
sently  takes  his  leaVe,  attended  to  the  stairs  h 
Cousin  Feeniz,  who  says,  at  parting,  **  I  *ro  real] 
excessively  sorry,  Doinbey,  that  yon  should  haie  i 
much  tft>uble  about  it;"  to  which  Mr.  Dombey  si 
swera,"*  Not  stall" 

At  the  appointed  time.  Cousin  Feeniz  and  M 
Dombey  meet,  and  go  down  to  Brighton,  and  n 
presenting,  in  their  two  selves,  all  the  other  moon 
ers  for  the  deceased  lady's  loss,  attend  her  reaiaiii 
to  their  place  of  rest  Cousin  Feeniz,  sitting  in  tli 
mouming-coaeh,  reoognises  innumerable  aoquaial 
anoes  on  the  road,  but  takes  no  other  notice  c 
tliem,  in  decorum,  than  checking  thena  off  akMid,  i 
they  go  by,  for  Mr.  Dombey's  information,  i 
**  Tom  Johnson.  Man  with  cork  leg,  from  Wbile'i 
What,  are  you  here.  Tommy  7  Foley  on  a  Moo 
mare.  The  Smaldcr  girls"— and  so  forth.  At  tl 
ceremony  Cousin  Feeniz  ie  depressed,  observiau 
that  these  are  the  occasions  to  make  a  man  thiol 
in  point  of  fkct,  that  ha  it  getting  shaky ;  and  h 
eyes  are  really  moistened,  when  it  is  over.  But  I 
soon  recovers ;  and  so  do  the  rest  of  Mrs.  Skeirton 
relatives  and  friends,  of  whom  the  Major  eontioi 
ally  tells  the  club  that  she  never  did  wrap  i 
enoagh )  while  the  young  lady  with  the  back,  wli 
has  so  much  trouble  with  her  eyelids,  says,  with 
little  scream,  that  she  fnnst  have  heea  enormoasi 
old,  and  that  she  died  of  all  kinds  of  faorrorsi  ai 
you  musn't  mention  it. 

So  Edith's  mother  lies  unmentioned  of  her  da 
firiends,  who  are  deaf  to  the  waves  that  ars  hoan 
with  repetition  of  their  mystery,  and  Mind  to  ll 
dust  that  is  piled  upon  the  sborsy  and  to  the  whii 
arms  that  are  beckoning,  in  the  moonlight,  to  tl 
invisible  country  far  a«ray.  But  all  goes  on,  ss 
was  wont,  upon  the  margin  of  the  unknown  ssi 
and  Edith  standing  there  alone,  and  lialeniag  to  i 
waves,  has  dank  weed  cast  up  at  hsr  frst,  to  stfc 
her  path  in  lift  withaL 


Solemn  reference  is  made  to  Mr.  Bunsby. 
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CHAPTER  XLU. 


CONFIDENTIAL  AND  ACCIDENTAL. 


ArmiD  DO  flioi^  in  Captain  Cottle's  nbfe  tlopt 
cod  Boo'.worter  hat,  bat  drCMed  ia  a  rabatantial 
nit  of  brown  fitcry,  whieh,  whtie  it  affeottfd  to  bo 
avery  Bober  and  demnre  livttry  indeed,  was  really 
as  wff^saliafied  and  confident  a  one  as  tailor  need 
deeire  to  make,  Rob  the  Ormder;  thus  trandbrmed 
uto  fala  outer  nuua,  and  all  regardleia  within  of 
the  Captain  and  the  Midehlpman,  etoept  when  he 
dnroled  a  few  minotea  of  hie  leienre  time  to  orow. 
iof  ofer  tiioae  inseparable  wortiiles,  and  reoalling, 
with  mneb  applauding  moaie  from  that  brasen  in- 
•tnunent,  hb  oonscience,  the  trinmphaat  manner 
b  vhieh  he  had  disembarrassed  himsdf  of  their 


company,  now  served  hu  patron,  Mr.  Carker.  In- 
Biate  of  Mr.  Carlrer's  house,  and  serving  aboat  Us 
penon,  Rob  kept  his  round  eyes  on  the  white  teeth 
trith  fear  and  trembling,  and  leH  that  be  had  need 
to  open  them  wider  than  ever. 

He  eould  not  have  qoaked  more,  tbroogh  his 
vhoie  bdng,  before  the  teeth,  though  he  had  come 
bto  the  senrlce  of  some  powerful  enchanter,  and 
ihtf  bad  been  his  stronfest  spells.  The  boy  had  a 
KDse  of  power  and  aiuSiority  in  thb  patron  of  hb 
tbat  engrossed  his  whol»  attention  and  exacted  his 
BMt  implicit  submission  and  obedience.  He  hardly 
eoDsidered  hims^f  safe  in  thinking  about  htm  when 
lie  was  absent,  lest  he  should  feel  himself  imnedi. 
itely  taken  by  the  throat  avain,  as  on  the  nMraing 
vben  be  first  became  bound  to  Him,  and  should  see 
etery  one  of  the  teeth  finding  him  out,  and  taxing 
lua  with  every  fency  of  his  mind.  Face  to  face 
«itb  bim,  Rob  had  no  more  doubt  that  Mr.  Carker 
read  hu  secret  thoughts,  or  that  he  could  read  them 
W  the  least  exertion  of  his  will  if  he  were  so  in. 
abed,  than  he  had  that  Mr.  Ciirker  saw  him  when 
be  looked  at  htm. '  The  aseendancy  was  so  com. 
liete,  and  held  him  in  such  entbralment,  that, 
■udly  daring  to  think  at  all  but  with  hb  mind 
filled  with  a  ceostanlly  dilating  impression  of  his 
litran's  inesistibb  command  over  him,  and  power 
«f  doing  anything  with  him,  he  would  stand  watch- 
bgf  bis  pleasure,  and  trying  to  anticipate  hb  orders, 
b  a  state  of  mental  suspension,  as  to  all  other 
thmgs. 

Rob  had  not  informed  himself  perhaps.— in  hb 
then  state  of  mind  it  would  have  been  an  act  of  no 
common  temerity  to  inquire — wfaetlier  he  yielded 
so  Completely  to  thb  infinence  in  any  part,  because 
he  had  floating  suspicioui  of  his  patron^  being  a 
loaster  of  certain  treacherous  arts  in  which  h^  had 
himself  been  a  poor  scholar  at  the  Grinders'  SohooL 
^  certamly  Rob  admired  him,  ae  well  as  feared 
faim.  Mr*.  &rker,  perhaps,  waa- better  acquainted 
with  tbe  sources  of  hb  power,  which  bat  nothing 
I7  hb  management  of  it* 

^  Ob  the  very  niffht  when  he  feil  the  C^tptain^  ser- 
^iee,  Bob,  afiSer  disposing  of  hb  pigeons,  and  even 
uakbg  a  bad  bargain  in  hb  liufry,  had  gone 
■tiaigfat  down  to  Mr.  Carker'k  honse,  and  hotly 
Keo^ted«  himself  before  hb  new  master  with  a 
l^nring  moe  that  seemed  to  expect  commendation. 
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at  has  bondb.    **  Have  yon  bfi  yoor  situation  and 
come  to  me  7" 

.  ''Oh  ifyoQ please.  Sir,**  feltered Rob,  ••you said, 
you  know,  when  I  como  here  last*— ** 

«•  /  said,**  fstumed  Mr.  Carker, «« wha  did  I  say  7** 

**  If  you  please.  Sir,  you  didn't  say  nothing  at 
all,  Sir,**  reamed  Rob,  warned  by  the  maimer  of 
thb  inquiry,  and  veiy  mnofa  disooncorted. 

Hb  patron  looked  at  him  with  a  wide  dis|day 
of  gums,and  shalkiBg  his  forefinger, observed : 

*'Tou*ll  come  to  an  evil  end,  my  vagabond 
firiend,  I  fereeee.    There  *8  ruin  in  store  for  you.*' 

^  Oh  if  you  pbase,  don't  Sir !"  cried  ftoh,  with 
hb  legs  tremUtag  onder  him.  **  I  'm  sure,  Sir,  I 
only  want  to  wora  fer  you.  Sir,  and  to  wait  upon 
you.  Sir,  and  to  do  feithfiil  whatever  I  'm  hid.  Sir.*' 

**  You  had  better  do  fiiithfully  whatever  you  are 
bid,**  returned  hb  patron,  **if  you  have  anything 
to  do  with  me.** 

**  Yes,  I  know  thai,  Sir,**  pbaded  the  submissive 
Rob;  •'I'msuM  ofthal,  Sir.  If  you'll  only  be  so 
good  as  try  me.  Sir !  And  if  ever  you  find  me  out. 
Sir,  doing  anything  against  your  wbbea,  I  give 
you  bave  to  kiU  me." 

''You  dog!*'  sakl  Mr. Carker, leaning  back  in 
hbohair,  and  sofiling  at  him  serenely.  "That's 
nothing  to  what  I  *d  do  to  you,  if  yoa  tried  to  de. 
ceive  me.** 

••  Yes,  Sir,"  replied  the  alject  Orinder,  "  I  *m 
•nra  you  would  be  down  upon  me  dreadful.  Sir.  I 
wouldn't  attempt  for  to  go  and  do  it,  Sir,  not  if  I 
was  bribed  with  golden  guineas." 

Thoroughly  checked  In  his  expectations  of  com- 
asendation,  the  erest.fiUlen  Grinder  stood  looking  at 
hb  patron,  and  vainly  endeavouring  not  to  look  at 
hhoi,  with  the  uneasiness  which  a  cur  will  oflen 
manifest  in  a  similar  situation. 

"So  you  have  left  vonr  old  service,  and  come 
here  to  aak  me  to  take  you  into  mine,  eh  7"  said 
Mr.  Carker. 

**  Yes,  if  you  please.  Sir,"  retimed  Rob,  who,  in 
doing  so,  hwi  acted  on  hb  patron's  own  instruc- 
iSens,  but  dared  not  justify  himself  by  the  least  in. 
f  inuaticn  to  that  efiect. 

"Well!" said Mr.Carker.  "Youknowmcbojt" 

"Pbsae,  6b,  yes,  Sir,"  returned  Rob,  fiimbliag 
with  hb  hat,  and  still  fixed  by  Mr.  Otfker's  eye, 
and  firuiUesaly  endeavouring  to  unfix  himself. 

Mr*  Carker  nodded.    -'Ake  care,  then!" 

Rob  expressed  in  a  number  of  abort  bows  hia 
livuiy  understanding  of  thb  caution,  and  was  bow* 
ing  himself  back  to  the  door,  greatly  relieved  by 
the  prospect  of  getting  on  the  outside  of  it,  when 
hb  patron  stopped  him. 

"Halba!"  lie  cried,  caHing  him  roughly  back. 
«  Yon  have  bse».*4bnt  that  door." 

Rob  obeyed  as  if  hb  life  bad  dependsd  en  hb 
alacrity. 

"Yen  have  been  need  to  eavea-droppnig.  Dn 
yon  know  what  that  means?" 

"Lbtening,Sbr  Rnb haanbd, aft« smm en. 
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Dombey,  ibrcibly,  ^'that  the  idea  of  oppodtion  to 
Me  u  monstrous  and  absurd.** 

•*We,  in  the  City,  know  you  better,"  replied 
frrker,  with  a  smile  horn  ear  to  ear. 
^I^^dl^know  me  better,**  said  Mr.  Dombey.  « I 
'X0m  Though,  indeed,  I  am  bound  to  do  Mrs. 
TJombey  the  justice  of  saying,  however  ineonsistent 
it  may  seem  with  her  subsequent  conduct  (which 
remains  unchanged),  that  on  mj  expressing  my 
disapprobation  and  determination  to  lier,  with  some 
severity,  on  the  occasion  to  which  I  have  referred, 
my  admonition  appeared  to  produce  a  very  powers 
iul  effect.**  Mr.  Dombey  delivered  himself  of  thoso 
words  with  most  portentous  stateliness.  **I  wish 
you  to  have  the  goodness,  then,  to  tnfbrm  Mrs. 
Dombey,  Carker,  from  me,  that  I  must  recall  oar 
former  conversation  to  her  remembrance,  in  some 
eurprise  that  it  has  not  yet  had  its  efibct  That  I 
must  insist  upon  her  regulating  her  conduct  by  the 
infunctions  laid  upon  her  in  that  conversation. 
That  I  am  not  satisfied  with  her  conduct  That  I 
am  greatly  dissatisfied  with  it  And  that  I  shall 
be  under  the  very  disagreeable  necessity  of  mak. 
ing  you  the  bearer  of  yet  more  unwelcome  and 
explicit  communications,  if  she  has  not  tho  good 
sense  and  the  proper  feeling  to  adapt  herself  to  my 
wishes,  as  the  first  Mrs.  Dombey  did,  and,  I  believe 
I  may  add,  as  any  other  lady  in  her  plaoe  would.*' 

-ITie  first  Mrs.  Dombey  lived  very  happily,** 
said  Carker. 

**  The  first  Mrs.  Dombey  had  great  good  sense,** 
said  Mr.  Dombey,  in  a  gentlemanly  toleration  of 
the  dead,  ••and  very  correct  feeluig.** 

"le  Miss  Dombey  like  her  mother,  do  you 
think  7**  said  Carker. 

Swifllv  and  darkly,  Mr.  Dombey's  faee  ehafiged. 
His  confidential  agent  eyed  it  keenly. 

*•  I  have  approached  a  painful  suDJeet,**  he  said, 
in  a  soft  regretful  tone  of  voice,  irreconcilable  with 
his  eager  eye.  **  Pray  forgive  me.  I  forget  these 
chains  of  association  in  the  interest  I  have.  Pray 
forgive  roe.'* 

But  for  all  he  said,  his  eager  eye  scanned  Mr. 
Dombey's  downcast  face  none  the  less  closely ;  and 
then  it  shot  a  strange  triumphant  look  at  the  pic- 
ture, as  appealing  to  it  to  bear  witness  how  he  led 
him  on  again,  and  what  was  coming. 

••Carker,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  here  and 
there  upon  the  table,  and  speaking  in  a  somewhat 
altered  and  more  hurried  voice,  and  with  a  paler 
lip,  ••there  is  no  occasion  for  apology.  You  o&is- 
take.  The  association  is  with  the  matter  in  band, 
and  not  with  any  recollection,  as  you  suppose.  I 
do  not  approve  of  Mrs.  Dombey  *8  behaviour  towards 
ny  daughter.** 

••Pardon  me,**  said  Mr. Carker,  *•!  don*t  quite 
understand.'* 

••Understand,  then,**  returned  Mr.  Dombey, 
••that  you  may  make  that ^ that  you  lefU  make 
that,  if  you  |dease— matter  of  direct  objection  (itom 
me  to  Mrs.  Dombey.  You  win  please  to  tell  her 
that  her  show  of  devotion  for  my  daughter  b  die- 
agreeable  to  me.  It  is  likely  to  be  noticed.  It  is 
likely  to  induce  people  to  contrast  Mrs.  Donibey  in 
her  relation  towards  my  daughter,  with  Mrs.  Dom- 
bey in  her  relation  towards  myself.  You  will  have 
the  goodness  to  let  Mrs.  Dombey  know,  plainly, 
that  I  object  to  it ;  and  that  I  expect  her  to  defbr, 
immediately,  to  my  objection.  Mrs.  Dombtfy  may 
e  in  earnest,  or  she  may  be  pursuing  a  whim,  or 

le  may  be  opposing  ne;  but  I  objoet  to  it  in  any 
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earnest,  so  ronoh  the  less  reluctant  should  she  h 
to  deidst;  Ibr  ■be'VHl  nat  'eerve  my  daugbier  bj 
any  such  display.  If  my  wifb  has  4ay  supecfluooi 
gentleness,  mad  duty  oter  and  abov«  her  prspei 
submission  to  me,  she  mtj  beitow  thaoi  wbore  sIm 
pleases,  perhaps ;  b«t  I  will  have  submiisioa  fiiii 
—Carker,**  said  Mr.  Dombey,  chetkiag  tbe  n 
usual  emotion  with  which  be  hail  spoken,  and  frU 
ing  into  a  tone  more  like  that  in  whieh  he  wi 
aeeustottied  to  assert  fab  greatness,  *•  you  wiU  bav 
the  goodnem  not  to  omit  or  sbr  this  point,  but  t 
consider  it  a  very  important  part  of  your  r-*— ' 


Mr.  Carker  bowed  his  head,  and  vimmg  ftom  th 
table,  and  sUndin^  tbou^rhtfiiUy  belbro  the  fin 
with  his  hand  to  his  smooth  chia,  looked  down  o 
Mr.  DonAey  with  the  efvil  slyness  of  some  monkid 
carving,  .half  hummi  and  half  brote ;  or  Hke  a  ieei 
ing  face  on  an  old  waler-spoat  Mr*  Dombey,  n 
ooveriog  his  eompoeore  by  degrees,  or  eooliag  hi 
emotion  in  his  senae  of  hsmng  takiD  a  high  pes 
tion,  sat  gradually  stiffening  again,  and  looking  i 
the  piirroC*as  she  swung  to  and  firo,  in  her  grei 
wedding  ring. 

••  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Carker,  after  a  sileno 
suddenly  resuming  his  ehair,  and  drawing  it  e| 

Ksite  to  Mr.  Dombey's,  ••  but  let  me  mdemtan 
rs.  Dombey  is  aware  of  the  probability  of  701 
making  mo  the  organ  of  ]rour  displeamwe  ?** 

••Yes,**  replied  Mr. Dombey.    -Ihnvnmidso 

••  Yes,**  njoined Carker, quiokly;  -bntwhrr 

••Why!**  Mr.  Dombey  repeated:  not  vitha 
htolUtion.    ••  Because  I  told  her.*' 

•«Ay,**  wpUed  Carker.  ••But  why  didjpon  * 
her  T  You  see,**  he  continued  with  a  emile,  «i 
softly  laying  his  velvet  hand,  as  a  oat  mif  bl  ha 
laid  iiB  sheathed  daws,  on  Mr.  Dombey*e  arm,  •• 
I  peribctiy  midentand  what  is  in  year  nmndi  I  ■ 
so  much  more  likely  to  be  useful,  and  to  hnve  t 
happiness  of  being  efiectoally  employed.  I  thi 
I  do  understand.  I  have  not  the  bomikt  of  M 
Dombey's  good  opinion.  In  my  position,  1  hi 
no  reason  to  eipeet  it;  but  I  take  the  fret  to  i 
that  I  have  net  got  it?*' 

•*PoesiUy  not,**  said  Mc.  Dombey. 

••  Consequently,**  pursued  Cmker,  ••  Tonr  maki 
theee  edmmunieations  to  Mrsi  Dombey  thfos 
me,  ie  sue  to  be  particnlarly  nnpals table  to  tl 
lady?** 

••It  appears  to  me,**  said  Mr.  Domtey,  « 
haughty  reserve,  and  yet  with  some  emberreeemi 
••  that  Mrs.  Domliey*s  views  upon  the  rabject  ft 
no  part  of  it  as  it  presents  itself  to  yoa  end  1 
Carker.    But  it  may  be  so.*' 

•*  And-— pardon  me— do  I  misooneeite  yon,**i 
Carker,  ••when  I  thmk  yon  descry  in  tbie.  a  lih 
meane  of  humbling  Mrs.  Dombey's  pride  —  I 
the  word  as  expressive  of  a  <|uality  whiob,  I 
wiUdn  dee  bounds,  adems  and  graoea  a  lad] 
dietingniihed  for  her  beauty  and  aeesmpliehnM 
-^and,  not  to  eat  of  punishing  her,  boi  ecredM 
her  to  the  siibmiaaion  you  no  nataralljf  and  jn 
require?** 

••  I  am  net  aecuitomed,  Carker,  as  yoa  kM 
mid  Mr.  Dombey,  ••  to  give  each  eloin  naanw 
any  eonrse  of  oonduet  1  think  preper  to  ndopCa 
I  WiU  gainsays  nothing  of  this,  if  yMi  ba«i 
oMeetian  to  found  upen  it,  that  ieindnadano 
thing,  and  the  mera  etaUment  tfaatfna  kam 
WiU  be  enffioient  Bat  I  faaia  net  •appaaa^  I 
ftse,  tfiat  any  c<mfolen<e  T 
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«0h!   /degndedr  ezdaived  Cark«r.    -In 

fur  mrice  i" 

*— or  to  pUoe  you,*^  pursued  Mr.  Dombey^  **  in 
i  iklse  position.** 

''/inafaJfe  position!**  exclaimed  Car&er.  **! 
iiall  be  proad--detighted— to  execute  your  trust 
:  could  have  wished,  i  own,  to  hare  given  the  lady 
t  whofe  feet  I  would  lay  mj  humble  duty  and  de- 
Qtioo  -mfyfv^  she  aot  your  wife !  —  no  new  cause 
f  dislike;  but  a  wish  from  you  is,  of  course,  para, 
want  to  every  other  consideration  on  earth.  Be- 
ides,  when  Mrs.  Dombey  is  converted  from  these 
^  errors  of  judgment,  incidental,  I  would  pre. 
use  to  sav,  to  the  novelty  of  her  situation,  I  shall 
ope  tbat  she  will  perceive  in  the  slight  part  I  take, 
dIj  a  grain  —  my  removed  and  different  sphere 
ivei  room  for  little  more  —  of  the  respect  iof  you, 
nd  sacrifice,  of  all  considerations  to  yoo,  of  which 
will  be  her  pleasure,  and  privilege  to  garner,  up  a 
teat  store  every  day.** 

Mr.  Dombey  seemed,  at  the  moment,  again  to 
e  her  with  her  hand  stretched  out  towards  the 
jor,  and  a^n  to  hear  through  the  mild  speech 
'his  conmlential' agent  an  echo  of  the  words, 
Kothing  can  make  us  stranger  to  each  other  than 
e  are  henceforth  T*  But  he  shook  off  the  iancy, 
id  did  not  shake  in  his  resolution,  and  said,  **  Cer- 
a^h  no  doubt.*' 

*  There  is  nothing  more  ?'*  auoth  Carker,  draw. 
%  his  chair  back  to  its  old  place  —  for  they  had 
iea  little  breakfaBt  as  yet  —  and  pausing  for  an 
sver  before  he  sat  down. 
;  Nothing,**  said  Mr.  l>ombey,  *•  but  this.  You 
tO  bo  good  enough  to  observe,  Carker,  that  no 
Mige  to  Itfrs.  Dombey  with  which  you  are  or 
V!  he  charged,  admits  of  reply.  You  will  be 
^  enough  to  bring  me  no  repiy.  Mrs.  Dombey 
hiformed  that  it  dwss  not  become  me  to  temporise 
treat  upon  any  matter  that  is  at  issue  between 
\  and  that  what  I  say  is  final** 
Mr.  Carker  signified  his  understanding  of  these 
Bdeotials,  and  they  lell  to  breakfast  with  what 
petite  they  miffht  The  Grinder  also,  in  due 
Kie-appeared,  keeping  his  ejeM  upon  his  master 
Ihoiit  a  mementos  respite,  and  passing  the  time 
i  reverie  of  worshipml  terror*  Breaafost  con. 
ided,  Mr.  Dombey*s  horse  was  ordered  out  sgsin. 
d  lifr.  Carker  mounting  his  own,  they  rode  off 
the  City  together. 

Mr.  Carker  was  in  capital  spirits,  and  talked 
>ch.  Mr,  Dombey  received  his  conversation  with 
s  sovereign  air  of  a  man  who  had  a  right  to  be 
^ed  to,  and  occasionally  condescended  to  throw 
s  few  words  to  carry  on  the  conversation.  So 
iy  rode  on  eharacteristically  enough.  But  Mr. 
vibey,  in  his  dignity,  rode  with  very  long  stir. 
^  and  a  very  loose  rein,  and  very  rarely  deigned 
look  down  to  see  where  his  horse  went  In  con. 
ivnee  of  which  it  happened  that  Mr«  Doinliey*s 
ne,  while  going  at  a  round  trot,  stumbled  on 
ne  loose  stones,  threw  him,  rolled  over  him,  and 
hing  out  with  his  iron.shod  ieet,  in  his  straggles, 
ret  up,  kicked  him. 

Kc  darker,  qniek  of  eye,  steady  of  hand,  and  a 
id  horseman,  was  afiwt,  and  hsia  the  struggling 
nd  upon  his  legs  and  by  the  bridle,  in  a  mo. 
aL  Otberwise  t&t  moming*s  coofidenoe  would 
n  hesB  Mr.  I>ombey*a  last.  Yet  even  with  the 
ik  sad  hnrry  of  this  action  red  upon  him,  he 
i^  s>«.  his  prostrate  chief  with  every  tooth  die* 
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given  good  cause  of  offence  to  Mrs.  Dombey  noto. 
If  she  knew  it!" 

Mr.  Dombey  being  insensible,  and  bleed 
the  head  and  face,  was  carried  by  certainl 
of  the  road,  under  Carker*8  direction,  to  the%earestl 
publichpuse,  which  was  not  far  off,  and  where  he 
•was  soon  attended  by  divers  surgeons,  who  arrived 
in  quick  succession  from  all  parts,  and  who  seemed 
to  come  by  some  mysterious  instinct,  as  vultures 
aie  said  to  gather  about  a  camel  who  dies  in  the 
desert  Afler  being  at  some  pains  to  restore  him 
to  consciousness,  these  gentlemen  examined  into 
the  nature  of  his  injuries.  One  surgeon  who  lived 
hard  by  was  strong  for  a  compound  fracture  of  the 
leg,  which  was  the  landlord* s  opinion  also;  but 
two  surgeons  who  lived  at  a  distance,  and  were 
only  in  that  neiffhbourhood  by  accident  combated 
this  opinion  so  disinterestedly,  that  it  was  decided 
at  last  that  the  patient,  though  severely  cut  and 
bruised,  had  broken  no  bones  but  a  lesser  rib  or  so, 
and.  might  be  carefully  taken  home  before  night 
His  injuries  being  dressed  and  bandaged,  which 
was  a  long  operation,  and  he  at  length  left  to  re. 
pose,  Mr.  Carker  mounted  his  horse  again,  and 
rode  away  to  earry  the  intelligence  home. 

Crafty  and  cruel  as  his  face  was  at  the  best  of 
times,  though  it  was  a  sufficiently  fair  face  as  to 
fi>rm  and  regularity  of  features,  it  was  at  its  worst 
when  he  set  forth  on  this  errand ;  animated  by  the 
craft  and  cruelty  of  thoughts  within  him,  sugges. 
tions  of  remote  possibility  rather  than  of  design  or 
plot,  that  made  him  ride  as  if  he  hunted  men  and 
women.  Drawing  rein  at  lengthf  and  slackening 
in  his  speed,  as  ne  came  into  the  more  public 
roads,  he  checked  his  white-Iegged  horse  into  pick, 
ing  his  way  along  as  usual,  and  hid  himself  be- 
neath  his  sleek,  hushed,  crouching  manner,  and 
his  ivory  smile,  as  he  best  could. 

He  rode  direct  to  Mr.  Dorabey*8  house,  alighted, 
at  the  door,  and  begged  to  see  Mrs.  Dombey  on  an 
afiair  of  importance.  The  servant  who  showed  him 
to  Mr.  Dombey*8  own  room,  soon  returned  to  say 
that  it  was  not  Mrs.  Dombey*s  hour  for  receiving 
visitors,  and  that  he  begged  pardon  for  not  having 
mentioned  it  belbre. 

Mr.  Carker,  who  was  quite  prepared  fat  a  cold 
reception,  wrote  upon  a  card  that  he  must  take  the 
liberty  of  pressing  for  an  interview,  and  that  he 
would  not  be  so  bold  as  to  do  so,  for  tht  tecond 
time  (this  he  underlined),  if  he  were  not  equally 
sure  of  the  occasion  being  sufficient  for  his  justin* 
cation.  Afler  a  trifling  delay,  Mrs.  Donibey*8  maid 
appeared,  and  conducted  him  to  a  morning  room 
up.stairs,  where  Edith  and  Florence  were  toge- 
ther. 

He  had  never  tliought  Edith  half  so  beautiful 
before.  Much  as  he  admired  the  mces  of  her  face 
and  form,  and  freshly  as  they  dwelt  within  his  sen. 
soal  rememhranoe,  he  had  never  thought  her  half 
so  beautiful. 

Her  glance  fisll  hanghtily  upon  him  in  the  door- 
wsy;  but  he  looked  at  JElorenoe — though  only  in 
the  act  of  bending  bu  head,  as  he  came  in — with 
some  irrepressible  expression  of  the  new  power  he 
held;  and  it  was  his  triumph  to  see  the  glance 
droop  and  fiilier,  and  to  see  that  Edith  half  rose  up 
to  receive  him. 

He  was  very  sorry,  he  was  deeply  grieved ;  he 
couldn't  ssy  with  what  unwillingness  he  came  to 
prepare  her  Sax  the  intellieenoe  of  a  very  slight  ao- 
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herself.    Upon  Iiis  sacred  word  of  houonri  there 

was  no  cause  of  alarm.    But  Mr,  Dombey 

'iFlorej^  uttered  a  sadden  cry.  He  did  not  look 
«.t  her,  bKat  Edith.  Edith  composed  and  re-assured 
her.  f  She  attered  no  cry  of  distress.    No,  no. 

Mr.  Dombey  had  met  with  an  accident  in  riding. 
His  horse  had  slipped,  and  he  h/id  been  thrown. 

Florence  wildly  exclaimed  that  he  was  badly 
hurt ;  that  he  was  killed  ! 

No.  Upon  his  honour  Mr.  Dombey,  though 
stunned  at  6rst,  was  soon  recovered,  and  though 
certainly  hurt  was  in  no  kind  of  danger.  If  this 
were  not  the  truth,  he,  the  distressed  intruder,  never 
could  have  had  the  courage  to  present  himself  be. 
fore  Mrs.  Dombev.  It  waa  the  truth  indeed,  be 
solemnly  assured  her. 

All  this  he  said  as  if  he  were  answering  Edith, 
and  not  Florence,  and  with  his  eyes  and  his  smile 
fastened  on  Edith. 

He  then  went  on  to  tell  her  where  Mr.  Dombey 
was  lying,  and  to  request  that  a  carriage  mi^ht  be 
placed  at  his  disposal  to  bring  him  home. 

"Mamma,"  fkltered  Florence,  in  tears,  "if  I 
might  venture  to  go !" 

Mr.  Carker,  having  his  eyes  on  Edith  when  he 
heard  these  words,  gave  her  a  secret  look  and 
«Iightly  shook  his  head.  He  saw  how  she  battled 
with  herself  before  she  answered  him  with  her 
handsome  eyes,  but  he  wrested  the  answer  from 
her— he  showed  her  that  he  would  have  it,  or  that 
he  would  speak  and  cut  Florence  to  the  heart — and 
she  gave  it  to  him.  As  he  had  looked  at  the  pic* 
tare  in  the  morning,  so  he  looked  at  her  afterwards, 
when  she  turned  her  eyes  away. 

*•  I  am  directed  to  request,'*  he  said,  *  that  the 
new  housekeeper — Mrs.  Pipchin,  I  think,  is  the 
name — *' 

Nothing  escaped  him.  He  saw,  in  an  instant, 
that  she  was  another  slight  of  Mr.  Dombey's  on 
Jiis  wife. 

•• — may  be  informed  that  Mr.  Dombey  wishes  to 
have  his  bed  prepared  in  his  own  apartments  down 
stairs,  as  he  prefers  those  rooms  to  any  other.  I 
shall  return  to  Mr.  Dombey  almost  immediately. 
That  every  possible  attention  has  been  paid  to  his 
comfort,  and  that  he  is  the  object  of  every  possible 
solicitude,  I  need  not  assure  you,  Madam.  Let  me 
Again  say,  there  is  no  cause  for  the  least  alarm. 
Even  you  may  be  onite  at  ease,  believe  me.'* 

He  bowed  himself  out,  with  his  extremest  show 
of  deference  and  conciliation  ;  and  having  returned 
to  Mr.  Dombey's  room,  and  there  arranged  for  a 


carriage  bein^  sent  after  him  to  the  city,  moonte^ 
his  horse  again,  and  rode  slowly  thither.  He  wu 
very  tboughtftil  as  he  went  along,  and  very  thought 
Hil  there,  and  very  thoughtful  in  the  carriage  oa 
his  way  back  to  the  place  where  Mr.  Dombey  bad 
been  left.  It  was  only  when  sitting  by  that  gen 
tleman's  couch  that  he  was  quite  himself  again 
and  conscious  of  his  teeth. 

About  the  time  of  twilight,  Mr.  Dombey,  grier 
ottsly  afflicted  with  aches  and  pains,  was  helper 
into  his  carriage,  and  propped  with  cloaks  and  pil 
lows  on  one  side  of  it,  while  bis  confidential  agen 
bore  him  company  upon  the  other.  As  he  was  no 
to  be  shaken,  they  moved  ^t  little  more  than  a  fbc 
pace ;  and  hence  it  was  quite  darl|  when  he  wa 
brought  home.  Mrs.  Pipchin,  bitter  and  grim,  an 
not  oblivious  of  the  Peruvian  Mines,  as  3ie  estal 
lishment  in  general  had  good  reason  to  know,  re 
ceived  him  at  the  door,  and  freshened  the  domei 
tics  with  several  little  sprinklings  of  wordy  vinegai 
while  they  assisted  in  conveying  him  to  his  roon 
Mr.  Carker  remained  in  attendance  until  be  wa 
safe  in  bed,  and  then,  as  he  declined  to  receive  an 
female  visitor  but  the  excellent  Ogress  who  preside 
over  his  household,  waited  on  Mrs.  Dombey  one 
more,  with  his  report  on  her  lord's  condition. 

He  again  found  Edith  alone  with  Florence,  an 
he  again  addressed  the  whole  of  his  soothing  speec 
to  Edith,  as  if  she  were  a  prey  to  the  liveliest  an 
most  affectionate  anxieties.  So  earnest  he  was  i 
his  respectftil  sympathy,  that,  on  taking  leave,  h 
ventured — with  one  more  glance  towar£  Florenc 
at  the  moment— to  take  her  hand,  and  bendin 
over  it,  to  touch  it  with  his  lips. 

Edith  did  not  withdraw  the  hand,  nor  did  si 
strike  his  fair  face  with  it,  despite  the  flush  upc 
her  cheek,  the  bright  light  in  her  eyes,  and  tl 
dilation  of  her  whole  form.  But  when  she  wi 
alone  in  hfer  own  room,  she  struck  it  on  the  narb 
chimney-shelf,  so  that,  at  one  blow,  it  was  braite 
and  bled ;  and  held  it  from  her,  near  the  shinin 
fire,  as  if  she  could  have  thrust  it  in  and  borne 
it. 

Far  into  the  night  she  sat  alone,  by  the  sinkn 
bla;Ke,  in  dark  and  threatening  beauty,  watehing  tl 
murky  shadows  looming  on  the  wall,  as  if  h 
thoughts  were  tangible  and  east  them  there.  Whi 
ever  shapes  of  outrage  and  affront,  and  black  for 
shadowings  of  things  that  might  happen,  flicken 
indistinct  and  giant-like,  before  her,  one  resenb 
figure  marshalled  them  against  her.  And  th 
figure  was  her  husband. 


CHAPTER  XLin. 


THE  WATCHES  OF  THE  NIGHT. 


Florence,  long  since  awakened  from  her  dream, 
fnoumfully  observed  the  estrangement  between  her 
father  and  Edith,  and  saw  it  widen  more  and  more, 
and  knew  that  there  was  greater  btltemess  between 
them  every  day.  Each  day*s  added  knowledge 
deepened  the  shade  upon  her  love  and  hope,  roused 
tip  the  old  sorrow  that  had  slumbered  for  a  little 


n  had  been  hard — how  hard  may  none  but  V 
rence  ever  know !— -to  haye  the  natural  a^etioo 
a  true  and  earnest  nature  tamed  to  agony;  i 
slight,  or  stem  repulse,  substituted  for  the  tender 
protection  and  the  dearest  care.  It  had  been  hi 
to  feel  in  her  deep  heart  what  she  had  foh,  and  ne^ 
know  the  happiness  of  one  touch  of  reepoose.  1 
u  «»..  ^....u  ^^.m^  k.i^a  *^  \^  ^^^»,^^^t^Jt  •^  Art 
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tehsr^iftd  to  thii^  of  het  lofe  lor  HtA  cf  tk^B* 
bf  tnriM,  with  Ibar,  distrutt,  ami  wii&d«r. 

Yet  Flormw  now  began  to  do  ao ;  and  tha  domg 
of  U  wu  a  task  impMd  upon  bee  by  tbe  very 
parity  of  ber  amil,  as  one  ahe  could  not  fly  from. 
She  Mw  ber  father  cold  aod  obdar«ta  to  Edith,  aa 
to  ker;  hard,  inflexible,  unyiQldinf*  Coiik)  it  be, 
liie  ulLed  faertdf  with  atarUngf  tears,  thfti  her  own 
dear  mother  bad  bew  nude  unhappy  by  euoh  treatr 
lOeat,  and  had  pined  away  and  died  7  Then  ahe 
vooid  think  how  proud  and  atately  Edith  was  to 
eierj  ooe  bat  her,  witb  what  disdain  ahe  treated 
bim,  how  diatantiy  ahe  kept  apart  from  him,  and 
wfait  she  had  aaid  on  the  nl^^ht  when  she  came 
Imna;  and  qnickly  it  would  come  on  Florence,  al^ 
Host  u  a  erime,  that  ahe  loved  one  who  w«s  aet  in 
opposiUoo  to  her  father,  and  that  her  father  knuw- 
iof  of  it,  mast  think  of  her  in  hia  aplitary  room  as 
tJw  muutoral  child  who  added  thia  wron^  to  the 
old  fault,  80  much  wept  for,  of  never  having  wen 
Ut  &thsrly  alEbction  from  her  birth.  The  next 
kind  word  from  £dith«  the  next  kind  glance,,  would 
ibaka  tbeae  thoughts  arain,  and  make  them  seem 
like  Uack  ingratitude ;  for  who  but  ahe  had  cheered 
the  drooping  heart  df  Florence,  eo  lonelv  and  ao 
boit,  and  been  its  beat  of  comforters !  Thus,  with 
^  pntle  nature  yearning  to  them  both,  feeling 
fiv  the  misery  of  both,  and  whispering  doubts  of 
iier  own  duty  to  both,  Florence  in  her  wider  and 
<ipuded  love,  and  by  the  aide  of  Edith^  endured 
Biore,  than  when  she  had  hoarded  up  her  undivided 
Kcrat  in  the  mournful  houae,  and  her  beautiful 
HuDma  had  never  dawned  upon  it. 

One  exquisite  unhappinese  that  would  have  far 
ntwcighed  this,  Florence  was  spared*  She  never 
^  the  least  suspicion  that  Edith  by  her  tendernea* 
«f  her  widened  the  separation  from  her  father,  or 
S^ve  bim  new  cause  of  dislike.  If  Florence  had 
coDodvad  the  possibility  of  euoh  an  effect  being 
vnujfht  by  such,  a  cause,  what  grief  ahe  would 
^re  ^It,  what  eacrifice  ^e  would  have  tried  to 
Bi^e,  poor  loving  giri,  how  fast  and  aore  her  quiet 
paange  might  have  been  beneath  it  to  the  preaence 
of  that  higher  Father  who  does  not  reject  bis  chil-. 
^'i  k)ve,  or«apnrn  their  tried  and  broken  hearts, 
Bearen  knows!  But  it  was  otherwise,  and  that 
taiwell. 

No  word  was  eyer  spoken  between  Florence  and 
£dith  now,  en  these  subjects.  Edith  had  aaid  there 
ought  to  be  between  them,  in  that  wise,  a  diviaion 
^  a  ailence  like  the  grave  itself;  and  Florence 
Kit  tliat  ahe  was  right 

lo  this  state  of  affairs  her  father  was  brought 
Dome,  suffeiing  and  disabled;  and  gloomily  retired 
^  hU  own  rooms,  where  he  waa  tended  by  aervants. 
Dot  approached  by  Edith,  and  bad  no  friend  or  com- 
paoioQ  but  Mr.  Carker,  who  withdrew  near  mid. 

"And  nice  company  hs  is,  Miss  Floy,'*  said  Susan 
nipper.  " Oh^ he's  a  precious  piece  of  gooda!  If 
^▼er  he  wants  a  character*  don't  let  him  come  to 
Be.  whatever  he  does,  that's  all  I  telJ  him." 
*•  Dear  Susan,"  urged  Florence, "  don't »" 
**0h  it's  very  well  to  say  •donV  Miss  Floy," 
»turncd  the  Nipper,  much  exasperated ;  **  but  ralir 
beg^|r  yoyr  pardon  we're  a  coming  to  su^ 
puaes  that  it  turns  all  the  blood  in  a  person's  body 
UbU)  pins  and  needles,  with  their  pints  all  ways, 
i^oot  mistake  me  Miss  Floy,  I  don't  mean  nothing 
igiin  jour  mi^inJaw  who  has  always  treated  me 

Mafaidlr  shmiU  fKnnorh     afiA  \m  r»tht>r    Tiiorli  T  miia* 


ticular,  but  when  we  come  to  Mrs.  Pipehinses  and 
havmg  them  put  over  us  and  keeping  guard  at  your 
pa's  door  like  crocodiles  (only  make  us  thankful 
that  they  laj  no  eggs!)  we  are  a  growing  too  out- 
rageous !" 

•*  Papa  thinks  well  of  Mr&  Pipcbin,  Susan,"  re. 
turned  Florence,  ^  and  has  a  right  to  ohooee  his 
housekeeper,  you  know.    Pray  dcm't !" 

**  Well  Miss  Floy,"  returned  the  Nipper, ''  when 
you  say  dioin\  I  never  do  I  hope  but  Mrs.  Pipchin 
acts  like  early  gooseberries  upon  me  Mtsa,  and 
nothing  less." 

Susan  was  unusually  emphatic  and  destitute  of 
punctuation  in  her  discourse  on  this  night,  whicli 
wiB  the  night  of  Mr.  Dombey's  being  brought 
home,  because,  having  been  sent  down  stairs  by 
Florence  to  inquire  alter  him,  ahe  had  been  obliged 
to  deliver  her  mesaage  to  her  mortal  enemy,  Mrs. 
Pipchin ;  who,  without  carrying  it  in  to  Mr.  Dom. 
hey,  had  taken  upon  herself  to  retom,  what  Miss 
Nipper  called,  a  hnf&sh  ansi/er,  on  her  own  re- 
sponsibility. This,  Susan  Nipper  constroed  into 
^presumption  on  the  part  of  tliat  exemplary  sufferer 
by  the  Peruvian  mines,  and  a  deed  of  disparage- 
ment upon  her  voung  lady,  that  was  not  to  be  for- 
given ;  and  so  far  her  emphatic  state  was  speeisi. 
But  she  had  been  in  a  ooDditicn  of  greatly  increased 
suspicion  and  distrust,  ever  since  the  marriage ;  for, 
Uk6  most  persons  of  her  quality  of  miod,  who  form' 
a  strong  and  sincere  attachment  to  one  in  the  dif- 
ferent station  which  Florence  occupied,  Susan  was 
very  jealous,  and  her  jealousy  naturally  attached  to 
Edith,  who  divided  her  old  empire,  and  came  be- 
tween  them.  Proud  and  glad  as  Susan  Nipper 
truly  was,  that  her  young  mistress  should  be  ad- 
vanced towards  her  proper  place  iu  the  scene  of  her 
old  neglect,  and  that  she  should  have  her  father's 
handsome  wifo  for  her  companion  and  protectress, 
she  could  not  relinquish  any  part  of  her  own  do- 
minion to  the  handsome  wife,  without  a  grudc^e  and 
a  vague  fbeling  of  ill-will,  for  which  she  did  ^loC 
foil  to  find  a  disinterested  justification  in  her  sharp 
perception  of  the  pride  and  passion  of  the  lady*8 
character.  From  Uie  background  to  which  she  had 
necessarily  iietired  somewhat,  since  the  marring. 
Miss  Nipper  looked  on,  therefore,  at  domestic  affairs 
in  general,  with  a  resolute  conviction  that  no  good 
would  come  of  Mt$,  Dombey :  always  being  very 
careful  to  publish  on  all  poesible  occasions,  that  she 
had  nothing  to  say  against  her. 

**  Susan,"  said  Florence,  who  was  sitting  tliought- 
fullv  at  her  table,  **  it  is  very  late.  I  shall  want 
nothing  more  to-night" 

"Ah,  Miss  Floy  !"  relumed  the  Nipper,  "  I  'm 
sure  I  often  wish  for  them  old  times  when  I  sat  up 
with  you  hours  later  than  this  and  fell  asleep 
through  being  tired  out  when  you  was  as  broad 
awake  as  spectacles,  but  you've  ma'a-in-law  to  come 
and  ait  with  you  now,  Miss  Floy,  and  I  'm  thankful 
for  it,  I  'm  sure.  I  .'ve  not  a  word  to  say  againat  'cm." 

**I  shall  not  forget  who  was  my  old  companioa 
when  I  had  none,  Susan,"  returned  Florence,  gently, 
"  never !"  And  looking  up,  she  put  her  arm  round 
the  neck  of  her  humble  friend,  drew  her  face  down 
to  hers,  and,  biddin|r  her  good-night,  kissed  it; 
which  so  mollified  Miss  Nipper  that  she  fell  a  sob- 
bing. 

**  Now  my  dear  Miss  Floy,"  said  Susan,  **let  me 

fo  down  stairs  again  and  see  how  your  pa  is,  I 
now  you're  wrciched  about  him,  do  let  me  go 

AfWTW\    afAtva    anmSn     «n«l     Irnfwtlr   »*  Ki«  At%nm    nnw  awm 
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**  No,**  said  FlorBnoe,  *  |p  to  bed.  W«  *ha1I  hear 
more  in  the  morning.  I  will  inqnire  myself  in  the 
morning.  Mamma  haa  been  down,  I  dare  say  ;** 
Fioren<^ltnhed,  for  she  had  no  auch  hope  ;  **  or  ia 
there  now,  perhaps.    Good  night  !** 

Susan  was  too  macb  soflened  to  express  her  pri- 
vate  opinion  on  the  probability  of  Mrs.  Dombey*s 
befng  in  attendance  on  her  husband ;  and  silently 
withdrew.  Florence,  left  alone,  soon  hid  her  fktid 
upon  her  hands,  as  she  had  often  done  in  other  days, 
and  did  not  reetrain  the  laan  from  coursing  down 
her  face.  Tho  misery  of  this  domestic  discord  and 
tmhappiness ;  the  withered  hope  she  cherished  now, 
if  hope  it  could  be  called,  of  ever  being  taken  to  her 
Other's  heart;  her  doubts  and  ibari  between  the 
two;  the  yearninff  of  her  innocent  breast  to  both; 
the  heavy  disappomtment  and  regret  of  such  an  end 
as  this,  to  what  had  been  a  vision  of  bright  hope 
and  promise  to  her ;  all  crowded  on  her  mind,  and 
made  her  tears  flow  fast  Her  mother  and  her  bro- 
ther  dead,  her  fhther  unmoved  towards  her,  Edith 
opposed  to  him  and  'casting  him  awav,  but  loving 
her,  and  loved  by  her,  it  seemed  as  if  her  affection 
oouid  never  prosper,  rest  where  it  would.  That 
weak  thoaght  was  soon  hushed,  bol  the  thoag4its  in 
which  it  had  arisen  were  too  true  and  strong  to  be 
dismissed  with  it,  and  they  made  the  night  desolate. 

Among  such  reflections  there  rose  up,  as  there 
had  risen  up  all  day,  the  image  of  her  father, 
wounded  and  in  pain,  alone  in  his  own  room,  on. 
tended  by  those  who  shoald  be  nearest  to  him,  and 
passing  the  tardy  hours  in  lonely  suflbring.  A 
frightened  thought,  which  made  her  start  and  clasp 
her  hands— though  it  was  not  a  new  one  in  her 
mind— that  he  might  die,  and  never  see  her  er  pro* 
nounce  her  name,  thrilled  her  whole  frame.  In  her 
agitation  she  thought,  and  trembled  while  she 
thought,  of  once  more  stealing  down  stairs,  and 
venturing  to  his  door. 

She  listened  at  her  own.  The  house  was  quiet, 
and  all  the  lights  were  out  It  was  a  long,  long 
time,  she  thought,  since  she  used  to  make  her 
nightly  pilgriDia|fes  to  his  door !  Il  was  a  long, 
long  time,  she  tried  to  think,  since  she  had  entered 
his  room  at  midnight,  and  he  had  led  her  back  to 
the  sUir-fbot ! 

With  the  same  child's  heart  within  her,  as  of  old : 
even  with  the  child*8  sweet  timid  eyes  and  cluster- 
ing hair :  Florence,  as  strange  to  her  father  in  her 
early  maiden  bloom,  as  in  her  nursery  time,  crept 
down  the  staircase,  listening  as  she  went,  and  drew 
near  to  his  room.  No  one  Was  stirring  in  the 
house.  The  door  was  partly  open  to  admit  air; 
and  all  was  so  still  within,  that  she  could  hear  the 
burning  of  the  fire,  and  count  the  ticking  ,of  the 
clock  that  stood  upon  the  chimney-piece. 

She  looked  in.  In  that  room,  the  housekeeper, 
wrapped  in  a  blanket,  was  fast  asleep  in  an  easy. 
chair  before  the  fire.  The  doors  between  it  and  the 
next  were  partly  closed,  and  a  screen  was  drawn 
before  them ;  but  there  was  a  light  there,  and  it 
shone  upon  the  oomice  of  his  bed.  All  was  so  rery 
still,  that  she  could  hear  fh)ln  his  breathing  that  he 
was  asleep.  This  nve  her  courage  to  pass  round 
the  screen,  and  look  into  his  chamber. 

It  was  as  great  a  start  to  come  upon  his  sleeDinir 


outsifiB  file  bed,  was  bandaged  up,  ud  &e  was  verj 
white.  But  it  was  not  this  that,  after  the  first  quici 
gtance,  and  first  assurance  of  his  sleeping  qoietlj 
held  Florence  footed  to  the  ground*  It  was  sone 
thing  very  different  from  tfate,  antf  more  than  ihit 
that  made  him  look  so  solemn  in  her  eyesi 

She  had  never  seen  his  fkee  in  all  her  lifi),  bu 
there  had  been  upon  H— or  she  fancied  so^-som 
disturbing  consdonsness  of  her.  She  had  ntfn 
seen  his  face  in  all  her  lifb,  but  hope  had  son 
within  her,  and  her  timid  glance  had  drooped  befoi 
its  stern,  unloving,  and  repelling  harshness.  A 
she  looked  upon  it  now,  she  saw  it,  for  the  first  tim 
free  from  the  cloud  that  had  darkened  her  chik 
hood.  Calm,  tranquil  night  was  reigning  io  I 
stead.  H€  might  have  gone  to  sleep,  lor  aojrthfai 
she  saw  there,  blessing  her. 

Awake,  unkind  father!  Awake  now,  mUt 
man !  The  time  is  flitting '  by ;  the  boor  is  eouiii 
with  an  angry  tread.    Awatke  f 

There  waa  no  change  upon  bis  fkce ;  and  u  si 
watched  it  awfully,  its  nootionless  repose  reealk 
the  faces  that  were  jfone.  So  they  looked,  so  woe 
he ;  so  she,  his  weepmg  child,  who  should  say  whei 
so-all  the  world •  of  bve  and  hatred  and  indiifereD< 
around  them  t  When  that  time  should  eeme, 
would  not  be  the  heavier  to  him.  for  this  that  il 
,  was  going  to  do ;  and  it  might  fall  something  light 
upon  her. 

She  stole  close  to  the  bed,  and,  drawing  in  b 
breath,  bent  down,  and  softly  kissed  him  oo  tl 
fiuse,  and  laid  her  own  for  one  brief  moment  bv  i 
side,  and  put  the  arm,  with  which  she  daied  b 
touch  him,  round  about  him  on  the  pilk>w. 

Awake,  doomed  man,  while  she  is  near!  T 
time  is  flitting  bv;  the  hour  »  coming  with  i 
angry  tread ;  its  foot  is  in  the  house.    Awake  I 

In  her  mind,  she  prayed  to  God  to  bless  her  i 
ther,  and  to  soften  him  towards  her,  if  it  might 
so;  and  if  not,  to  forgive  him  if  he  was  wrong, « 
pardon  her  the  praver  Which  almost  seemed  inqpiel 
And  doing  so,  and  looking  back  at  him  with  blii 
ed  eyes,  and  stealing  timidlv  away,  passed  out 
his  room,  and  crossed  the  other,  and  was  gone. 

He  may  sleep  on  now.  He  may  sleep  oo  wfc 
he  may.  But  kt  him  k>ok  fbr  that  slight  fipi 
when  he  wakes,  and  find  it  near  him  when  the  ho 
is  come ! 

Sad  and  grieving  was  the  heart  of  Florence, 
she  crept  up  stairs.  The  quiet  house  had  gn>< 
more  dismal  since  she  came  down.  The  sleep  i 
had  been  looking  on,  in  the  dead  of  night,  haid  1 
solemnity  to  her  of  death  and  life  in  one.  Hie 
crecy  and  silenoe  of  her  own  proceeding  made  1 
night  secret,  silent,  and  oppressive.  She  fbh  nnw 
ing,  almost  unable,  to  go  on  to  her  own  chaab 
and  turning  into  the  drawing.rooma,  where  i 
clouded  moon  was  shining  urough  the  bfiii 
looked  out  into  the  empty  streets. 

The  wind  was  blowing  drearily.  The  Ian 
looked  pale,  and  shook  as  If  they  were  cold.  Tb 
was  a  distant  glimmer  of  something  that  was  i 
quite  darkness,  rather  than  of  light,  in  the  s) 
and  foreboding  night  was  shivering  axid  restless, 
tlw  dying  are  who  make  a  troubled  end.  Florei 
remembered  how.  as  a  watcher,  bv  a  siok-bed,  t 
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dnii  in  her  ardent  longing  to  have  somebody  to 
ipeak  to,  and  to  break  this  spell  of  gloom  and 
nknoe,  Florence  directed  her  atepa  towards  the 
chamber  where  ahe  alept 

The  door  was  not  fastened  within,  and  yielded 
imoolhly  to  her  hesitating  hand.  She  was  snrprised 
to  find  a  bright  light  burning ;  still  more  surprised, 
OD  looking  m,  to  see  that  Tier  mamma,  but  par- 
liallj  ondressed,  was  sitting  near  the  ashes  of  the 
fin,  which  had  crumbled  and  dropped  away.  Her 
ejct  were  intently  bent  upon  the  air ;  and  in  their 
l^bt,  and  in  her  face,  and  in  her  form,  and  in  the 
{ttsp  with  which  ahe  held  tbe  elbowa  of  her  chair 
as  if  about  to  start  up,  Florenoo  saw  sneh  ficroe 
«awtian  that  it  terrified  her. 
"BiaiMmir'  she  cried,  «'wliat  is  the  nwttsr  !"* 
Edith  started ;  looking  at  her  with  such  a  strange 
dmd  u  her  fiioe,  that  Fioreaee  was  more  fright^ 
ed  than  before. 

*  Mamma  !**  said  FkceDce,  hurriedly  advancing. 
"Dear  Mamma!  what  is  the  matter  r 

*  I  have  not  been  well,*'  said  Edith,  shaking,  and 
itill  looking  at  her  in  the  same  strange  Way.  **I 
kMt  had  bad  drsams,  my  love.*' 

"And  not  y«t  been  to  bed,  Mamma.?*' 
"Noi'*  she  returned.    **  Half-waking  dreams.** 
Her  featores  gradually  softened;  and  suffering 
Ibrenoe  to  come  close  to  her,  within  her  embrace, 
dn  Mid  in  a  tender  manner,  **  But  what  doea  my 
bU  de  here !     What  does  my  bini  do  here!" 

**I  ha»e  been  uneasy,  Mamma,  in  not  seeing  you 
tMiight,  and  in  not  knowing  how  Papa  was ;  and 

Florenoe  stopped  there,  and  said  no  more. 

*  bit  late?**  asked  Edith,  fondly  putting  back 
tbe  eiirla  that  mingled  with  her  own  dark  hair,  and 
f^yd  upon  her  taes. 

"VeryW    Near  day.** 

*Near  dav  S*^  she  repeated,  in  surprise. 

"I^ear  mamma,  what  have  you  done  -to  your 
bud  r  said  Florence. 

'  Edith  drew  it  suddenly  away,  and,  for  a  mo- 
ment, looked  at  Her  with  the  same  strange  dread 
9kere  was  a  sort  of  wild  mvoidanoe  in  it)  as  be- 
foe;  bnt  ahe  presently  said,  **  Nothing,  nothing. 
A  blow.**  And  then  ahe  s«id,«»My  tlorenoeP* 
And  then  her  besom  heaved,  and  she  was  weeping 
piMidnately. 

"Mamma!**  said  FkMrence^  •" Oh  Mamma,  what 
eu  I  do,  what  should  I  do,  to  make  us  happier  1 
b there  anything!** 

"Nocbing,**  she  replied. 

"Are  you  sore  of  that  ?  Can  it  never  be  7  If  I 
■peak  now  of  what  is  in  my  thoughts,  in  spite  of 
what  we  have  agreed,**  said  JFlorenee,  **yon  will 
■ot  blame  me,  will  you  7** 

"  It  is  useless,**  she  replied,  **  useless.  I  have  told 
J^t  dear,  that  I  have  had  bad  dieams.  Nothing 
«aD  change  them,  or  prevent  their  coming  back." 

**  I  do  not  understand,*'  said  Florence,  gaang  on 
Mr  BgiiBted  free,  which  seemed  to  darken  as  she 

"I  have  dreamed,*'  said  Bdilh  in  a  lowvoite, 
*of  a  pride  that  ie  aU  powerteei  fbr  good,  ail  pow- 
•fidfer  evil;  of  a  pride-  that  has  been  galled  and 
l*«ded,  through  many  shamefU  yeara^  and  baa 
*>*er  reooiled  exeept  npon  itself;  a  pride  that  has 
«baasd  ils  owner  with  the  eonsoionsness  of  deep 


humiliation,  and  never  helped  its  owner  boldly  to 
resent  it  or  avoid  it,  or  to  say  ■  This  shall  not  be  !* 
a  pride  that,  rightly  guided,  might  have  led  per- 
haps  to  better  things,  but  which,  misdirected  and 
perverted,  like  all  else  belonging  to  the  same  pos- 
sessor, hM  been  self-contempt,  mere  hardihood  and 
ruin.** 

She  neither  looked  nor  spoke  to  Florence  now, 
but  went  on  as  if  she  were  alone. 

**  I  have  dreamed,"  she  said,  **  of  such  indiffer- 
ence and  callousness,  arising  from  this  self-con- 
tempt ;  this  wretched,  inefficient,  miserable  pride ; 
that  it  has  gone  on  with  listless  steps  even  to  the 
altar,  yielding  to  the  old,  familiar,  beckoning  fin. 
ger,-— oh  mother,  oh  mother ! — ^while  it  spurned  it ; 
and  willing  to  be  hateful  to  itself  for  once  and  for 
all,  rather  than  to  be  stung  daily  in  some  new 
fornu   Mean,  poor  thing !" 

And  now  with  gathering  and  darkening  emo* 
tion,  she  looked  as  she  had  looked  when  Florence 
entered. 

"And  I  have  dreame^"  she  said,  **that  in  a 
first  late  effort  to  achieve  a  purpose,  it  has  been 
trodden  oui  and  trodden  down  by  a  base  foot,  but 
tarns  and  looks  upon  him.  I  have  dreamed  that  it 
is  wounded,  hunted,  set  upon  bv  dogs,  but  that  it 
stands  at  bay,  and  will  not  yield ;  no,  that  it  can- 
not,  if  it  would ;  hut  that  it  is  urged  on  to  hate 
him,  rise  against  him,  and  defy  him  !** 

Her  cleoohed  hand  tightened  on  the  trembling 
arm  she  had  in  hers,  and  as  she  looked  down  on 
the  alarmed  and  wondering  fiu^  her  own  subsided. 
*«0h  Florence!**  she  said,  "I  think  I  have  been 
nearly  mad  to-night!'*  and  humbled  her  proud 
head  upon  her  ne&t,  and  wept  again. 

**  Don't  leave  me !  be  near  me !  I  have  no  hope 
bnt  in  yon.^    These  words  she  said  a  score  of 


Soon  she  mw  calmer,  and  was  full  of  pity  fbr 
the  tears  of  Florence,  and  for  her  waking  at  such 
untimely  hours.  And  the  day  now  dawning,  Edith 
folded  her  in  her  arms  and  laid  her  down  upon  her 
bed,  and,  not  lying  down  herself,  sat  by  her,  and 
bade  her  try  to  sleep. 

**  For  you  are  weary,  dearest,  and  unhappy,  and 
should  reet" 

**  I  sm  mdeed  unhappy,  dear  Mamma,  to-night," 
said  Florence.  **  Bnt  yon  are  weary  and  anhappy^ 
tea" 

**Not  when  yon  lie  asleep  so  near  me,  sweet." 

They  kissed  each  other,  and  Florence,  worn  ont| 
gradually  fhll  into  a  gentle  slumber;  but  as  her 
eves  doeed  on  the  fiMB  beside  her,  it  was  so  sail  to 
think  upon  the  fiiee  down  stairs,  that  her  hand 
drew  closer  to  Edith  fbr  some  eomfbrt ;  yet,  even 
hi  the  act,  it  fidtered,  hwt  it  shpuld  be  deserting 
him.  So,  in  h^  sleep,  she  tried  to  reconcile  the 
two  together,  and  to  ahow  them  that  she  loved  them 
both,  bat  oould  not  do  it,  and  her  waking  grief  wa4 
part  of  her  dreams. 

Edith,  sitting  by,  looked  down  at  the  dark  eye* 
lashes  lying  wet  on  the  flushed  cheeks,  and  looked 
with  gentleness  and  pity,  for  she  knew  the  truth. 
But  no  sleep  hung  upon  her  own  eyes.  As  the  day 
came  on  she  still  sat  watching  and  waking,  with 
the  phuad  hand  in  hers,  and  sometimes  whisperedi 
as  she  looked  at  the  hnahed  ftoe,  **Be  near  va% 
Florence.    I  have  no  hope  but  in  you  !**  ' 

So 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 


A  SEPARATION. 


With  the  day,  thoaj^h  not  so  early  as  the  eon, 
uprose  Miss  Susan  Nipper.  There  was  a  heavineis 
in  this  young  maiden*^B  exceedingly  sharp  biack 
eyes,  that  abated  somiawfaat  of  their  sparkling,  and 
snggestcd-^which  war  not  their  asual  character — 
the  possibility  of  their  being  sometimbs  chut* 
Ttiere  was  likewise  a  swollen  look  about  them,  as 
if  they  had  been  crying  over-night.  Bat  the  Nip- 
per,  so  far  firom  being  cast  down,  was  singularly 
brisk  and  bold,  and  all  her  energies  appeared  to  be 
"braced  up  for  some  great  f^at  This  was  flotioea- 
ble  even  in  her  drees,  which  was  much  more  tight 
and  trim  than  utrnpl ;  and  in  occasional  twitches 
of  her  head  as  she  went  alraut  the  house,  which 
were  mightily  expressive  of  determination. 

In  a  word,  she  had  fbrmod  a  determination,  and 
an  aspiring  one :  it  being  nothing  less  than  this-^ 
to  penetrate  to  Mr.  Dombey^s  presence,  and  have 
speech  of  that  gentleman  alone.  **  I  have  often 
said  I  would,"  she  remarked,  in  a  threatening  maii> 
ner,  to  herself,  that  mornin|F,  with  many  twitches 
of  her  head,  *♦  and  now  I  totU  /" 

Spurring  herself  on  to  the  accomplishment  of 
this  desperate  design,  with  a  sharpness  that  was 
peculiar  to  herself,  Susan  Nipper  haunted  the  hall 
and  staircase  during  the  whole  forenoon,  witfaoot 
iSnding  a  favourable  opportunity  for  the  assault 
Not  at  all  baffled  by  this  discomfiture,  wfaieb  in- 
deed  hod  a  stimulating  effect,  and  pnt  her  on  her 
mettle,  she  diminished  nothing  of  her  vigilance ; 
and  at  last  discovered,  towards  evening,  Siat  her 
sworn  foe  Mrs.  Pipchin,  under  pretence  of  having 
sat  up  all  night,  was  dosing  in  her  own  room,  and 
that  Mr.  Dombey  was  lying  on  his  sofa,  unattended. 

With  a  twitch — ^not  of  her  head  merely,  this 
time,  but  of  her  whole  self— the  Nipper  went  on 
tiptoe  to  Mr.  Dombey *s  door,  and  knocked.  **  Come 
in  !*'  said  Mr.  Dombey.  Susan  encouraged  herself 
with  a  final  twitch,  and  went  in. 

Mr.  Dombey,  who  was  eyemg  the  fire,  gave  an 
amazed  look  at  his  visitor,  and  raised  himself  a 
little  on  his  arm.    The  Nipper  dropped  a  curtsey. 

«•  What  do  you  want?**  said  Mr.  Dombey. 

"  If  you  please,  Sir,  I  wish  to  speak  to  you,"  Said 
Susan. 

Mr.  Dombey  moved  his  lips  as  if  be  were  repeat, 
ing  the  words,  but  he  seemed  so  lost  in  astonish, 
ment  at  the  presumption  of  the  young  woman  as 
to  be  incapable  o^  giving  them  utterance. 

**  I  have  been  in  your  service.  Sir,"  said  Susan 
Nipper,  with  her  usual  rapidity,  **  now  twelve  year 
a  waiting  on  Miss  Floy  my  own  young  lady  who 
couldnH  speak  plain  when  I  first  coma  here  and  I 
was  old  in  this  Ixmse  when  Mrs.  Richards  was  new, 
I  may  not  bo  Meethosalem,  but  I  am  not  a  child  in 
arms."  ' 

Mr.  Dombey,  raised  upon  his  arm  and  looking 
at  her,  ofiered  no  comment  on  this  preparatory 
Utatement  of  facts. 


I  ought  to  know  a  great  deal  better  than  some  for 
I  havn  seen  her  an  her  grief  and  I  have  seen  her  ia 
her  joy  (there  *s  not  been  much  of  it)  and  I  h»m 
seen  her  with  her  breither  and  I  have  seen  her  in 
her  loneliness  and  some  have  never  seen  her,  and  I 
say  to  some  and  all — I  do  !**  and  here  the  black- 
eyed  shook  her  head,  and  slightly  stamped  her 
foot;  **that  she's  the  blessedest  and  dearest  aorel 
is  Miss  Floy  that^ver  drew  the  breath  of  life,  m 
more  that  I  was  torn  to  pieces  Sir  the  more  I  *d  say 
it  thouffh  I  may  not  be  a  Fox*s  Martyr." 

Mr.  Dombey  turned  yet  paler  Ibuk  bis  611  had 
made  him,  with  indignation  and  astonishnieiit ; 
and  kept  his  eyes  upon  the  speaker  as  if  he  accused 
them,  and  his  ears  too,  of  playing  him  false. 

**  No  one  oould  be  anything  but  true  and  fiiithfol 
to  Miss  Floy,  Sir,"  pursued  Susan,  ^and  I  take  no 
merit  for  my  senrice  of  twelve  year,  for  I  k>T«  her 
•^yes,  I  say  to  some  and  all  I  do  I"— and  here  the 
biaek-oyed  shook  her  head  again,  and  slightly 
stamped  her  foot  again,  and  checked  a  sob;  "but 
true  and  faithful  service  gives  me  right  to  speak  I 
hope  and  speak  I  must  and  will  now,  right  or 
wrong." 

**  What  do  you  mean,  woman !"  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey, glaring  at  her.    **  How  do  you  dare  7" 

**  What  I  mean.  Sir,  is  to  apeak  respectful  and 
without  offimce,  but  out,  and  how  I  dare  I  know 
not  but  I  do !"  said  Susan.  »  Oh !  you  don*t  know 
my  young  lady  Sir  you  don*t  indeed,  you  *d  never 
know  so  little  of  her,  if  you  did." 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  a  fury,  put  his  hand  oat  for  the 
belUrope ;  but  there  was  no  bell-rope  on  that  side 
of  the  fire,  and  he  oould  not  rise  and  croes  to  the 
other  without  assistance.  The  quick  eye  of  the 
Nipper  detected  his  helplessness  immediately,  and 
now,  as  she  afterwsrds  observed^  she  fell  abe  had 
got  him. 

**  Miss  Floy,"  said  Susan  Nipper,  •^  is  the  most 
devoted  and  most  patient  and  most  dutiful  and 
beautiful  of  daughters,  there  an*t  no  ffentlooaan,  no 
Sir,  though  as  great  and  rich  as  all  tho  greatest 
and  richest  of  Engkind  put  tog^er,  but  might  be 
proud  of  her  and  would  and  ought  If  he  knew 
her  value  right,  be  'd  rather  lose  his  greatness  and 
his  fbrtone  piece  by  pieoe  and  beg  his  way  iA  ng* 
from  door  to  door,  I  say  to  some  and  all,  he 
would  2"  cried  Susan  Nipper,  bursting  into  tears, 
M  than  bring  the  sorrow  on  her  tender  heaii  thai  1 
have  seen  it  suffer  in  this  house  I" 

**  Woman,"  cried  Mr.  Dombey,  *^  leave  the  room." 

^  Begging  your  pardon,  not  even  if  I  am  to  leave 
the  situation.  Sir,"  replied  the  stedftist  Nipper,  ''in 
which  I  have  been  so  'many  years  and  oeen  so 
much— although  I  hope  you  *d  never  have  the  heart 
to  send  mo  from  Miss  Floy  for  snob  a  cauae-* 
will  I  go  now  till  I  have  said  the  rest,  I  may  not 
be  a  Indian  widow  Sir  and  I  am  not  and  I  would 
not  so  become  but  if  I  once  made  no  dit  nund  to 
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Which  was  Tendered  no  lesi  cle»r  by  the  ezpres- 
non  of  SuMB  Nipper's  ooantenanee,  than  by  her 
words. 

"There  aD*t  a  person  in  yoar  serrice,  Sir,**  pur- 
■Bed  the  blacfc^ed,  **  that  has  always  stood  more 
io  awe  of  yoo  than  me  and  yoa  may  think  how  troe 
it  is  when  I  make  so  bold  as  say  Uiat  I  have  hun- 
dreds and  hundreds  of  times  thought  of  speaking 
to  jou  and  never  been  able  to  make  my  mind  up 
to  it  till  last  night,  but  last  night  decided  of  roe.**' 

Mr.  Dombey,  in  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  made  an- 
other  grasp  at  the  bell-rope  that  was  not  there,  and, 
la  its  absence,  pulled  his  hair  rather  than  notliing. 

•^l  have  seen,*'  said  Susan  Nipper,  *«  Miss  Floy 
itrive  and  strive  whea  nothing  bu^  a  child  so  sweet 
and  patient  that  the  best  of  women  mieht  have  eo- 
pied  from  her,  I  *ve  seen  her  sitting  ni^^hts  together 
lulf  the  night  through  to  help  her  delicate  brother 
vith  his  learning,  I  *ve  seen  her  helping  him  and 
ntehiBg  him  at  other  times  —  some  well  know 
wbeo-^l  *ve  seen  her,  with  no  encouragement  and 
no  help,  grow  up  to  be  a  lady,  thank  God !  that  is 
the  grace  and  pride  of  every  company  she  goes  in, 
and  I've  always  seen  her  cruelly  neglected  and 
keenly  feeling  of  it — I  say  to  some  and  all,  I  have ! 
-^nd  never  teid  one  word,  but  ordering  one*s  self 
lowly  and  reverently  towards  one's  betters,  is  not 
to  be  a  worshipper  of  graven  images,  and  I  wiU 
tod  must  speak !" 

''Is  there  anybody  there!**  oriod  Mr.  Dombey» 
oiling  out.  ^  Where  are  the  men !  where  are  the 
Is  there  no  one  there  " 


**  I  left  my  dear  youOf  lady  out  of  bed  late  last 
Bight,"  said  Susan,  nothing  checked,  "  and  I  knew 
wliy,  ibr  you  was  ill  Sir  and  she  didn*t  know  how 
in  and  that  waa  enough  to  make  her  wretobed  as  I 
law  it  did.  I  may  not  be  a  Peacock ;  but  I  have 
oy  eyes-^atid  1  sat  up  a  little  in  my  own  room 
thinking  she  might  be  lonesome  and  might  want 
ne,  and  I  saw  her  steal  down  stairs  and  oome  to 
this  door  as  if  it  was  a  guilty  thing  to  look  at  her 
own  Pa,  and  then  steal  back  again  and  go  into 
them  ionelT  drawing-rooms,  a<crying  so^  that  I 
nwld  hardly  bear  to  hear  it  I  can  not  bear  to 
koar  it,**  said  Susan  Nipper,  wiping  her  black  eyes, 
and  fixing  them  undauntedly  on  Mr.  Dombey*s  in. 
fiviated  &oe.  ^  It*s  not  the  first  time  I  have  heard 
it,  not  by  many  and  many  a  time  you  dou*t  know 
joor  own  daughter  Sir,  you  don't  imow  what  you  're 
<bing,  Sir,  I  say  to  some  and  all,'*  cried  Susan 
Kipper,  in  a  final  bunt,  **  that  it 's  a  sinful  shame  !** 

;*  Why,  hoity  toity  2*'  cried  the  voioe  of  Mrs.  Pip. 
<ibio,  as  the  black  bombaieen  garments  of  that  lair 
Peruvian  Miner  swept  into  the  room«  What 's  thii^ 
indeed!" 

,  Susan  ikvoored  Mrs.  Ptpdhin  With  a  look  she  had 
biveated  expressly  for  her  when  they  first  became 
aeqaamted,  and  resigned  the  r^ply  to  Mr.  Dombey. 

*'What*s  this!"  repeated  Mr.  Dombey,  almost 
Ibaming.  «*What's  this,  Madam?  You  who  are 
at  the  head  of  this  household,  and  bound  to  keep  it 
in  order,  have  reason  to  inonireti  Do  you  know 
tkis  woman  t" 

**  I  know  very  little  good  of  ker.  Sir,"  eroaked 
Mrs.  Pipchin.  **  How  dare  you  come  here,  yo« 
hassyt    Oo  along  with  yon  l'*^ 

But  the  ioflexiUe  Nipper,  merely  honouring  Mn. 
Pipehin  with  another  look,  remained* 

"Do  you  call  this  m^agihg  this  estabUahment, 
!h^ua»  said  Mr.  Dombey,  ••to  leave  a  person 


assailed  with  the  impertinences  of  women  ser- 
vants !" 

••  Well  Sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Pipchin,  with  ven. 
geance  ip  her  hard  grey  eye,  **  I  exceedingly  deplore 
it ;  nothing  can  be  more  irregular ;  nothing  can  be 
more  out  of  all  bounds  and  reason ;  but  I  regret  to 
say  Sir,  that  tiiis  vouog  woin^  is  quite  beyond 
control.  She  has  oeen  spoiled  by  Miss  Dombey, 
and  is  amenable  to  nobody.  You  know  you*re 
not,*'  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  aharply,  and  shaking  her 
head  at  Susan  Nipper.  **  For  shame  you  hussy ! 
Go  along  with  vou  !** 

**  If  you  find  people  in  my  service  who  are  not 
to  be  controlled,  Mrs.  Pipchin/'  said  Mr.  Dombey, 
turning  back  towards  the  fire,  **  you  know  what  to 
do  with  them,  I  presume.  You  know  what  you 
are  here  for  ?    Take  her  away  !** 

**  Sir,  I  know  what  to  do,"  retorted  Mrs.  Pipchin, 
**  and  of  course  shall  do  it.  Susan  Nipper,"  snap. 
ping  her  up  particularly  short,  **  a  month's  warning 
from  tills  hour." 

''  Oh  indeed  !*'  cried  Susan,  k>ftUy.  ^ 

**  Yes,"  returned  Mrs.  Pipchin,  **  and  don't  smile 
at  me^  you  minx,  or  I  *11  know  the  reason  why  I 
Go  along  with  you  this  minute !" 

*'  I  intend  to  go  this  minute,  you  may  rely  upon 
it,"  said  the  voluble  Nipper.  **  I  have  been  in  this 
house  waiting  on  my  young  lady  a  dozen  year  and 
I  won't  stop  in  it  one  hour  under  notice  from  a 
person  owning  to  the  name  of  Pipchin  trust  me, 
Mrs.  P."  r  -» 

**  A  good  riddance  of  bad  rubbish !"  said  that 
wrathful  old  lady.  ^  Get  along  with  you,  or  I  '11 
hav6  you  carried  out !" 

**My  comfort  is,"  said  Susan,  looking  back  at 
Mr.  Dombey,  **  that  I  have  told  a  piece  of  truth 
this  day  which  ought  to  have  been  told  long  before 
and  can*t  be  told  too  often  or  too  plain  and  that  no 
amount  of  Pipchinses— I  hope  the  number  of  'em 
mayn't  be  great"  (here  Mra«  Pipchin  uttered  a  very 
sharp  *'  Go  along  with  you !"  and  Miss  Nipper  re- 
peated the  look)  '*can  unsay  what  I  have  said, 
though  they  gave  a  whole  year  full  of  warnings 
beginning  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  forenoon  and  never 
leaving  off  till  twelve  at  night  and  died  of  the  ex. 
haustion  which  would  be  a  Jubilee !" 

With  these  words,  Miss  Nipper  preceded  her  foe 
out  of  the  room;  and  walking  up  stairs  to  her  own 
apartment  in  great  atate,  to  the  choking  exaspera* 
tion  of  the  ireful  Pipchin,  sat  down  among  her 
boxes  and  began  to  cry. 

From  this  soft  mood  she  was  soon  aroused^  with 
a  very  wholesome  and  refreshing  effect,  by  the 
voioe  of  Mrs.  Pipehin  outside  the  door. 

-'  Does  that  bold-faced  slut,"  said  the  fell  Pipchin, 
**  Intend  to  take  her  waniing,  or  does  she  not  7" 

Miss  Nipper  replied  Aom  within  that  the  person 
described  did  not  inhabit  that  part  of  the  house, 
but  that  her  name  was  Pipchin,  and  she  was  to  be 
^und  in  the  Iv^usekeeper's  room. 

**  You  saucy  baggage !"  retorted  Mrs.  Pipdnn* 
rattling  at  the  handle  of  the  door.  *^  Go  along  with 

SKI  this  minute.    Pack  up  your  things  directly  I 
ow  dare  you  talk  in  this  way  to  a  gentlewoman 
who  has  seen  better  days  7" 

To  which  Miss  Nipper  rejoined  from  her  oastle, 
that  she  pitied  the  better  days  that  had  seen  Mra. 
Pipehin ;  and  that  for  her  part  she  considered  the 
worst  days  in  the  Tear  to  be  about  that  lady's 
mark«  except  that  they  were  much  too  good  fiw 
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noise  at  my  door,**  said  Susan  Nipper, "  nor  to  con- 
taminate the  key-Iiole  witli  your  eye,  I  'm  packing 
up  and  going  you  may  take  your  affidaTlt'* 

The  Dowager  expressed  her  lively  satisfkction 
at  tliis  intelligence,  and  with  some  general  opinions 
upon  young  hussies  as  a  race,  and  especially  upon 
their  demerits  ^fler  being  spoiled  by  Miss  Dombey, 
withdrew  to  prepare  the  Nipper's  wages.  Susan 
then  bestirred  herself  to  get  her  trunks  in  order, 
that  she  might  take  an  immediate  and  dignified 
c(eparture;  sobbing  heartily  all  the  time,  as  she 
thought  of  Florence. 

The  object  of  her  regret  was  not  long  in  coming 
to  her,  for  the  news  soon  spread  over  the  house  that 
Susan  Nipper  had  bad  a  disturbance  with  Mrs. 
Pipchin,  and  that  they  had  both  appealed  to  Mr. 
Dombey,  and  that  there  had  been  an  unprecedented 
piece  of  work  in  Mr.  Dombey's  room,  and  Uiat  Su- 
san was  going.  The  latter  part  of  this  confiised 
rumour,  Florence  found  to  be  so  correct,  that  Susan 
had  locked  the  last  tnink  and  was  sitting  upon  it 
with  her  bonnet  on,  when  she  came  into  her  room. 

**  Susan  ]**  cried  Florence.  "  Ooinir  to  leave  tfie ! 
You!'* 

•*0h  for  goodness  gracious  sake,  Miss  Floy,** 
said  Susan,  sobbing,  **  don*t  speak  a  word  to  me  or 
I  shall  demean  myself  before  them  Pi-i-ipchinses, 
and  I  wouldn't  have  'em  see  me  cry  Miss  Floy  for 
worlds !" 

•«  Susan  !•*  said  Florence.  ••  My  dear  girl,  my  old 
friend  *  What  shaH  I  do  without  you !  Can  yoa 
bear  to  go  away  so  7" 

**  No.n.0.0  my  darling  dear  Miss  Floy,  I  can't 
indeed,"  sobbed  Susan.  **But  it  cant  be  helpdd, 
I've  done  my  duty  Miss,  I  have  indeed.  It 's  no 
£iult  of  mine.  I  am  quite  resi^igncd.  I  could'nt 
stay  my  month  or  I  could  never  leave  you  then  ray 
darling  and  I  must  at  last  as  well  w  at  first,  donH 
speak  to  me  Miss  Floy,  for  though  I'm  pretty  firm 
I'm  not  a  marble  doorpost,  my  own  dear.** 

-What  is  it!  Why  is  it?"  said  Florence. 
••  Won't  you  tell  me  T"  For  Susan  was  shaking 
her  head. 

•*  No.n.no,  my  darimg,"  returned  Susan.  •  Don*t 
ask  me,  for  I  mustn't,  and  whatever  you  do  don't 
put  in  a  word  for  me  to  stop,  for  it  couldn't  be  and 
you  'd  only  wrong  yourself  and  so  God  bless  yon 
my  own  precious  and  forgive  me  any  harm  I  have 
done,  or  any  temper  I  luve  showed  in  all  these 
many  yeare !" 

With  which  entreaty,  very  heartily  delivered,  StK 
■an  hugged  her  mistress  in  her  arms. 

"  My  darling  there  **  a  many  that  may  come  to 
•erve  you  and  be  ghd  to  serve  yoa  and  who  *ll 
serve  you  well  and  true,**  said  Susan,  •*  but  there 
can't  be  one  who  '11  serve  you  so  aflfbctionate  as  me 
or  love  you  half  as  dewOv,  that's  my  comfort— 
Go^Md-hye,  sweet  Miss  Floy  !*• 

••  Where  will  you  go,  Susan  ?•»  asked  her  weep- 
ing mistreM. 

**  I've  got  a  brother  down  in  the  oountry  Miss— 
«  Ikrmer  in  Essex,"  said  the  hoarUhroken  Nipper, 
*that  keeps  ever  eo  many  oo-o-ows  and  pigs  and  I 
«hall  go  dowR  there  by  the  coach  and  itcM>p  with 
him,  and  don'l  mind  me,  for  I've  got  raon^  in  the 
Savings'  Banks  mv  dear^  and  needn't  take  Mother 
•erviee  just  yet,  wbfioh  I  eowldn't,  ooiddiil^  oouldn't 
dO|  my  beart'a  own  mistress!**  Sosaa  finiehed 
with  a  bnrst  of  sorrow,  which  wu  opportoiMly 
brokei^  fay  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Pipehin  talking  down 
•teires  on  hewing  whieh,  ehe  dried  hw  rod  and 


ing  jauntily  to  Mr.  Towltnson  to  ftteh  a  cab  and 
cany  down  her  boxes. 

Florence,  pale  and  Irarried  and  distressed,  hot 
withheld  from  useless  interference  even  here,  by 
her  dread  of  causing  any  new  division  between  her 
fiither  and  his  wtfo  (whoee  stem,  indignant  face 
had  been  a  warning  to  her  a  fow  moments  sioeeX 
and  by  her  apprehension  of  behig  in  some  way 
unconsciously  connected  already  with  the  dismissal 
of  her  old  servant  and  friend,  followed,  weepingi 
down  stairs  to  Edith'a  dressing-room,  whither  So- 
san  betook  herself  to  make  her  parting  curtsey. 

**  Now,  here 's  tlie  cab,  and  here  *•  the  boxes,  pet 
along  with  you,  do !"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  i»esenunf 
herself  at  the  same  moment  **  I  beg  yonr  pardon. 
Ma'am,  but  Mr.  Dombey's  orders  are  imperative." 

Edith,  sitting  under  the  bands  of  her  maid— she 
was  going  out  to  dinner — preserved  her  liaaghty 
face,  and  took  not- the  least  notice. 

•*  There's  your  money,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchin,  who> 
in  pursuance  of  her  system,  and  in  reoolleolioD  of 
the  Mines,  was  accustomed  to  rent  the  lerfaots 
about,  as  she  had  routed  her  young  Brwhton 
boarden ;  to  the  everlasting  aeidola|ion  of  lluter 
Bitherstone,  **  and  the  sooner  this  hoase  sees  year 
back  the  better." 

Susan  had  no  spirits  even  for  the  hx>k  that  be* 
longed  to  Mrs.  Pipohin  by  right ;  so  she  dioppsd 
her  curtsey  to  Mrs.  Dombey  (who  inclined  her  Mid 
without  one  word,  and  whoee  eye  avoided  evety  one 
but  Florence),  and  gave  one  last  parting  hog  to  her 
^onng  Mistresst  and  received  her  parting  embrace 
in  return.  Poor  Susan's  fiiee  at  this  ensis,  in  the 
intensity  of  her  foelings  and  tlie  determined  suffo- 
cation of  her  sobs,  lest  one  should  become  aodibb 
and  be  a  triumph  to  Mrs.  Pipchin,  presented  a  se- 
ries of  the  most  extraovdinaiy  physio|;iiomieai  phe- 
nomena ever  witnessed- 

**  I  beg  your  pardon  Miss,  I  *m  sora,**  said  Tow- 
liBson,  outside  the  door  with  the  boxes,  addresriag 
Florence,  **  but  Mr.  TooU  is  in  the  dinhig-foooi, 
and  sends  his  compliments,  and  begs  to  know  hov 
Diogenes  and  Master  is." 

Quick  as  thought,  Fkmnoe  jflMi^  out  and  hast- 
ened  down  stairs^  wlwre  Mr.  Toots,  in  tiie  nat 
splendid  vestments,  was  braaUfaing  very  hard  with 
doubt  and  agitation  on  the  sobject  of  lier  ooming. 

<*  Oh,  How  de  do,  Miss  Dombey,**  said  Mr.  Tooti, 
••God  bless  my  soul!" 

This  last  ejaeolatioo  was  occasMoed  by  Mr. 
Toot's  deep  concern  at  the  distress  he  saw  in  t^ 
ranee's  face ;  which  caused  him  to  stoo  short  in  4 
fit  of  chuckles,  and  become  an  image  or  despair. 

•  Dear  Mr-  Toots,"  said  Florence,  •«  yoa  aie  » 
fltendlv  to  me«  and  so  honsst,  thai  I  amsun  I  mj 
ask  a  &vour  of  you." 

••  Miss  Dombey,"  ratomed  Mr.lVita, « if  yoa  *U 
only  name  one,  you  'U— yoa  11  givo  me  an  appdita 
To  whieh,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  with  sDms  santinwB^ 
**  I  have  ioMf  been  a  strangier*" 

•«dttsan,  who  is  an  dd&snd  of  mfatt,  the  oldsit 
friend  I  havis^**  said  Fkmnoe,  «»is  about  to  leaft 
here  snd^enly,  and  quite  alene,  poor  giti  She  ii 
going  home,  a  little  way  into  the  ooontiy.  Mifkt 
1  asic  yoa  to  take  oam  of  bsr  until  shs  is  ia  th* 
«o«chf" 

*«  Miss  Dombey,"  retained  air.  TooK'yoonal^ 
io^nm  uk  hmoar  and  a  kindness.    This  proof  of 

'  Iwat 


your  oonfidenee,  after  the  manner  in 
Beasft  enoogb  to  oondooi  myself  at 
••Yea,"  said  Ftorenea,  httmediy*^^ 
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ih-io  go?  and  to  be  readj  to  meet  her  when  she 
wnn  out  t  Thank  vou  a  tbousand^  times !  Yon 
lue  my  mind  ao  much.  She  doesnH  seem  so  de- 
nkte.  Tea  eannot  think  how  grateful  I  feel  to 
roo,  or  what  a  good  friend  I  am  sore  you  are  !** 
bd  Fkirence  in  her  earneatuesa  thanked  him 
ifun  and  ajrain ;  and  Mr.  Toota,  in  hif  earnest- 
MH,  hurried  away — ^but  backwarda,  that  be  might 
oce  no  glimpae  of  her. 

Fluronce  had  not  the  cenrage  to  go  oat,  when 
the  saw  poor  Sosan  in  the  hall,  with  Mrs.  Fipchin 
Irinng  her  forth,  and  Diogenes  jumping  about  her, 
lad  terriQ^ing  Mra.  Pipcbm  to  the  last  decree  by 
■aking  snapa  at  her  bombazeen  akirta,  and  howL 
B(  with  angoiah  at  the  aound  of  her  voice — for  the 
^  duenna  was  the  dearest  and  moat  olieriahed 
MWsioQ  of  his  breast  ^u(  ahe  saw  Susan  ahake 
ktods  with  the  aervanta  all  round,  and  turn  onoe 
to  look  at  her  old  home ;  and  ahe  aaw  Diogenes 
^nnd  oat  ailer  the  cab,  and  want  to  follow  it,  and 
Mify  an  impoasibility  of  conviction  that  he  had 
10  looger  any  property  in  the  fare ;  and  the  door 
nt  shut,  and  the  hurry  over,  and  her  teara  flowed 
^  fiv  the  Ioa«  of  an  old  friend,  whom  no  one 
eoold  repkioe.    No  one.    Ko  one. 

Hr.  Teola,  like  the  leal  and  trosty  soul  he  was , 
itopped  the  cabriolet  in  a  twinkling,  and  told  Suaan 
Ripper  of  hie  oommiaaioa,  at  whidi  she  cried  more 
lubefbie. 

,  ''Uponinv  eoul  and  body  r  aaid  Mr.  Toota,  tak- 
if  his  aeai  beside  her,  **  I  feel  for  you.  Upon  my 
■Old  and  hoooar  I  think  you  can  hardly  know 
FOOT  own  feelings  better  than  I  imagine  them.  I 
Bu  eooceive  nothing  more  dreadful  than  to  have 
^JetveMisaDombey.** 

Sofln  obaadoned  henelf  to  her  grief  ndw,  and 
>t  letUy  was  touching  to  aee  her. 

*I  aay,**  aaid  Mr.  Toota,  •*  now,  don*t !  at  kaat  I 
Bean  now  do»  you  know.'** 

"IHi  what,  Mr.  Toota  ?"  cried  Susan. 

"*  Why,  come  liome  to  my  place,  and  have  some 
bner  before  70a  start,*'  aaid  Mr.  Toots.  "*  My 
Book*s  a  most  respectable  woman  —  one  of  the 
M  BMitherly  people  I  ever  saw — and  she  '11  be 
Uifhted  to  make  you  comfortable.  Her  son," 
i>d  If  r.  Tools,  as  an  additional  recommendation, 
'  *u  educated  in  the  Blue-coat  School,  and  blown 
■Riaapowder.miU.*' 

^asan  acoepting  this  kind  offer,  Mr^  Toots  con- 
jytd  her  to  his  dwelling,  where  thev  were  re- 
[jnvd  ky  the  Matron  in  i^ueation  who  fuUy  justified 
■>  eharacter  of  her,  and  by  the  Chicken  who  at 
^  iUpposed,  OB  aeeiog  &  lady  in  the  vehicle,  that 
V.  IXiNBhey  had  been  oonbled  np,  agreeably  to  hia 


old  recommendation,  and  Miss  Dombey  abdnete  « 
This  gentleman  awakened  in  Miss  Nipper  some 
considerable  astonishment;  for  having  been  de- 
feated by  the  Larkey  Boy,  his  visage  was  in  a  state 
of  auch  great  dilapidation,  aa  to  be  hardly  present- 
able  in  society  with  comfort  to  the  beholders.  The 
Chicken  himself  attributed  this  punishment  to  his 
having  had  the  misfortune  to  get  into  Chancery 
early  in  the  proceedings,  when  he  was  severely 
fibbed  by  the  Larkey  one,  and  heavily  grassed. 
But  it  appeared  from  the  published  recorda  of  that 

freat  contest  that  the  Larkey  Boy  had  had  it  all 
is  own  way  from  the  beginning,  and  that  the 
Chicken  had  been  tapped,  and  bunged,  and  had  re- 
ceived pepper,  and  had  been  mado  groggy,  and  had 
come  up  piping,  and  had  endured  a  complication 
of  similar  strange  inconveniences,  until  he  had 
been  gone  into  and  finished. 

After  a  good  repast,  and  much  hospitality,  Susan 
set  out  for  the  coach^>ffice  in  another  cabriolet, 
with  Mr.  Toota  inside,  as  before,  and  the  Chicken 
on  the  box,  who,  whatever  distinction  he  conferred 
on  the  little  party  by  the  moral  weight  and  heroism 
of  his  character,  was  scarcely  ornamental  to  it, 
physically  speaking,  on  account  of  his  piasters*; 
which  were  numerous.  But  the  Chicken  had  re- 
gistered  a  vow,  in  secret,  that  he  would  never 
kave  Mr.  Toots  (who  was  secretly  pining  to  get 
rid  of  him),  for  any  leas  consideration  than  the 
goodwill  and  fixtures  of  a  public  house ;  and  being 
ambitious  to  go  into  that  Ime,  and  drink  himself  to 
death  as  soon  as  possible,  he  felt  it  his  clue  to  make 
his  company  unacceptable. 

The  ni^ht-coach  by  which  Susan  was  to  go,  was 
on  the  point  of  departure.  Mr.  Toots  having  put 
her  inside,  lingered  by  the  window,  irresolutely, 
until  the  driver  was  al)out  to  mount ;  when,  stand- 
ing on  the  step,  and  putting  in  a  face  that  by  tho 
light  of  the  lamp  waa  anxious  and  confused,  he 
said  abruptly : 

**  I  say,  Susan !    Miss  Dombey,  you  know — ** 

"Yes,  Sir.** 

"  Do  you  think  she  could — ^you  know— oh  ?** 

^  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Toots,**  said  Susan, 
**  but  I  don*t  hear  you." 

*'  Do  you  think  she  could  be  brought,  you  know 
— not  exactly  at  once,  but  in  time — ^in  a  long  time — 
to — to  love  me,  you  know !  There  !**  said  poor  Mr. 
Toots. 

''Oh,  dear  no!"  returned  Susan,  shaking  her 
head.    "  I  should  say,  never.    Ne — ^vcr  V* 

"  Thank'ee  !'*  said  Mr.  Toots.  « It  *8  of  no  con- 
sequence*  Grood  night  It*s  of  no  consequence, 
thank'ee !" 


CHAFtER  XLV. 


THE  TRUSTY  AGENT. 
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was  but  a  few  minutes  after  (en 

earriagt  rolled  alunjr  the  street 


Hiere  was  the  same  eAf<)reed  composure  on  her 
face,  that  there  had  been  when  she  was  dressing ; 

and  the  Wfeath  Unon  her  head  Anr.lrntpH  fliA  «■¥»« 
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better  to  have  sees  its  leaves  and  flowers  refl  into 
fragments  by  her  passionate  hand,  or  rendered 
shapelcBs  hv  the  fit^il  searches  of  a  throbbing  and 
bewildered  brain  for  any  resting  place,  than  adorn. 
ins  such  tranquillity.  So  obdurate,  so  unapproach- 
able, so  unrelenting,  one  would  have  thought  that 
,  nothing  could  soflen  such  a  woman's  nature,  and 
that  everything  in  life  had  hardened  it 

Arrived  at  her  own  door,  she  was  alighting, 
when  some  one  coming  quietly  from  the  hall,  and 
standing  bareheaded,  oncred  her  his  arm.  The 
servant  being  thrust  aside,  she  had  no  choice  but 
to  touch  it ;  and  she  then  knew  whose  arm  it  was. 
**How  is  your  patient,  Sir  7^*  she  said,  with  a 
curled  lip. 

**  He  is  better,**  returned  Carker.  **  He  is  doing 
very  well.    I  have  left  him  for  the  night.** 

She  bent  her  head,  and  was  passing  up  the  stair- 
case, when  he  followed  and  said,  speaking  at  the 
bottom : 

**  Madam !  May  I  beg  the  favour  of  a  minute*s 
audience  ?** 

She  stopped  and  turned  her  eyes  back.  **  It  is 
an  unseasonable  time,  Sir,  and  I  am  fatigued.  Is 
your  business  urgent  ?** 

"It  is  very  urgent,**  returned  Carker.  "As  I 
am  so  fortunate  as  to  have  met  you,  let  me  press 
my  petition.** 

She  looked  down  for  a  moment  at  his  glistening 
mouth ;  and  he  looked  up  at  her,  standing  above 
him  in  her  stately  dress,  and  thought,  again,  how 
beautiful  she  was. 

••Where  is  Miss  Dombey?**  she  asked  the 
servant,  aloud. 

••  In  the  morning  room,  Ma*am.** 
•*  Show  the  way  there  !**  Turning  her  eyes  afaio 
on  the  attentive  o^entleman  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs,  and  informmg  him,  with  a  slight  motion  of 
her  head,  that  he  was  at  liberty  to  fbliow,  she 
passed  on. 

"  I  beg  your  pordon  !  Madam !  Mrs.  Dombey  !** 
cried  tlie  sofl  and  nimble  Carker,  at  her  side  in  a 
moment  **May  I  be  permitted  to  entreat  that 
Miss  Dombey  is  not  present?** 

She  confronted  him,  with  a  quick  look,  but  with 
the  same  self-possession  and  steadiness. 

**  I  would  spare  Miss  Dombey,**  said  Carker  in 
a  low  voice,  *•  the  knowledge  of  what  I  have  to 
say.  At  least.  Madam,  I  would  leave  it  to  you  to 
decide  whether  she  shall  know  of  it  or  not  I  owe 
that  to  you.  It  is  my  bounden  duty  to  you.  Afler 
our  fornfer  interview,  it  would  be  monstrous  in  me 
if  I  did  otherwise.** 

She  slowly  withdrew  her  eyes  from  his  face,  and 
turning  to  the  servant,  said  •*  Some  other  room.** 
He  led  the  way  to  a  drawing-room,  which  he 
speedily  lighted  up  and  then  lefl  them.  While  he 
remained,  not  a  word  was  spoken.  B^dith  enthroned 
herself  upon  a  couch  by  the  fire;  and  Mr.  Carker, 
with  his  hat  in  his  hand  and  bis  eyes  bent  upon 
the  carpet,  stood  before  her,  at  some  little  distance. 
••  Before  I  hear  you,  Sir,**  said  Edith,  when  the 
door  was  closed,  •*  I  wish  you  to  hear  me.**' 

**To  be  addressed  by  Mrs.  Dombey,**  he  re* 
turned,  ••even  in  accents  of  unmerited  reproach, 
is  an  honour  I  so  greatly  esteem,  that,  although  I 
were  not  her  servant  in  all  things,  I  should  defer 
to  such  a  wish,  most  readily.*' 

••  If  you  are  charged  by  the  man  whom  vou  have 
just  now  lefl.  Sir  ;**  Mr.  Carker  raised  his  eyes, 
as  if  he  were  going  to  counterfeit  surprise,  but  she 
met  them,  and  stopped  him,  if  such  were  his  Inten- 


tion ;  *•  with  any  message  to  me*  do  not  attempt  V 
deliver  it,  for  I  will  not  receive  it.  I  need  scarceli 
ask  you  if  you  are  come  on  such  an  errand,  i 
have  expected  you  some  time.** 

••  It  is  my  misfortune,**  he  replied,  ••  to  be  hew 
wholly  against  my  will,  for  such  a  purpose.  Alio* 
me  to  say  that  I  am  here  for  two  purposes.  Tin 
is  one.*' 

••That  one,  Sir,'*  she  returned,  •*is  ended.  Oi 
if  you  return  to  it ** 

••Can  Mrs,  Dombey  believe,!*  said  Carker,  con 
ing  nearer,  ••  that  I  would  return  to  it  in  the  fac 
of  her  prohibition  7  Is  it  possible  that  Mrs.  Don 
bey,  having  no  regard  to  my  unfortunate  positioi 
is  so  determined  to  consider  me  inseparable  froi 
my  instructor  as  to  do  me  great  and  wilful  in 
justice  7** 

••Sir,**  returned  Edith,  bending  her  dark  gai 
fbll  upon  him,  and  speaking  with  a  rising  passic 
that  inflated  her  proud  nostril  and  her  swellin 
neck,  and  stirred  the  delicate  white  down  upon 
robe  she  wore,  thrown  losely  over  shoulders  th 
could  bear  its  snowy  neighbourhood.  ••  Why  i 
you  present  yourself  to  me,  as  you  have  done,  ai 
speak  to  me  of  love  and  duty  to  my  husband,  ai 
pretend  to  think  that  I  am  happily  married,  ai 
that  I  honour  him  7  How  dare  you  venture  so 
affront  me,  when  you  know— /do  not  know  belli 
Sir :  I  have  seen  it  in  your  every  glance,  and  hea 
it  in  your  every  word — that  in  place  of  ai&ct» 
between  us  there  is  aversion  and  contempt,  and  th 
I  despise  him  hardly  less  than  I  despise  myself  I 
being  his !  Injustice !  If  I  had  done  justice  to  tl 
torment  you  have  made  me  feel,  and  to  my  sen 
of  the  insult  you  have  put  upon  me^  I  shooM  Im 
slain  you  !'* 

She  had  asked  him  why  he  did  this.  Had  s! 
not  been  blinded  by  her  pride  and  wrath,  and  m 
humiliation,  —  which  she  was,  fiercely  as  aha  be 
her  gaze  upon  him,  —  she  would  have  seen  t 
answer  in  Us  face.  To  bring  her  to  this  decUi 
tion. 

She  saw  it  not,  and  cared  not  whether  it  m 
there  or  no.  She  saw  only  the  indignities  a 
struggles  she  had  undergone,  and  bad  to  vndeij 
and  was  writhing  under  them.  As  she  sat  looki 
fixedly  at  them,  rather  than  at  him,  she  ploeh 
the  feathers  firom  a  pmion  of  some  rare  and  boi 
tiful  bird,  which  hung  from  her  wrist  by  a  goU 
thread,  to  serve  her  as  a  fan,  and  rained  tliMD 
the  ground. 

He  did  not  shrink  beneath  her  gate,  but  ata 
until  such  outward  signs  of  her  anger  aa  I 
escaped  her  control  subsided,  with  the  air  0I 
man  who  had  his  sufficient  reply  in  reserve  4 
would  presently  deliver  it  And  he  then  spa 
looking  straight  into  her  kindling  eyes. 

«  Madam,**  he  said,  ••!  know,  and  knew  bed 
to-day,  that  I  have  found  no  favour  with  jwm  ;  ; 
I  knew  why.  Yes.  I  knew  why.  Y<m  Jt 
spoken  so  openly  to  me ;  I  am  so  relieied  bj 
possession  of  your  oonfidonoe— " 

••Confidence!"  she  repeated,  with  disdain^ 

He  passed  it  over.  j^ 

•••—that  I  will  make  no  preteneaof  ceneeeilB 
I  dtJ  see  fi^m  the  first,  that  there  was  ■•  afi«c 
on  yoor  part  for  Mr.  Dombey — how  oeuM  H  pi 
bly  exist  between  sooh  diffBrenI  subjects!  Ai 
kav€  seen,  since,  tliat  stronger  feelings  than  li 
fference  have  been  engendered  m  year  bresaiu<^ 
could  that  possibly  be  otherwise,  either,  etn 
stanced  as  70U  have'been !    But  nts  it  Ar  m 
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pranme  to  avow  this  koovledge  to  yo*  in  m  many 


*"  Wu  it  for  yon.  Sir/*  abo  replied,  **  to  fei^  that 
other  belief  and  aodaeioosly  tothruet  it  on  me  day 
by  day?" 

•'Madam,  it  waa,"  he  eagerly  retorted.  **If  I 
had  done  lesa,  if  I  had  done  anytbing^  but  that,  I 
ibooM  not  be  apeaking  to  you  thus ;  and  I  foresaw 
--who  eOQld  better  fbreaee,  for  who  baa  had  greater 
experience  of  Mr.  0onibey  than  myaelf  7 — that  nn* 
len  yoor  ebaraetor  ahoiild  prove  to  be  aa  yielding 
and  obedient  ae  that  of  hia  firat  aubmiaaive  lady, 
vhich  I  did  not  believe-*-—" 

A  haughty  amile  gave  bim  reaaoQ  to  obaerve-that 
He  might  repeat  tliia. 

**I  aay,  which  I  did  not  beUeve, — the  time  waa 
likely  to  come,  when  auch  an  onderataoding  aa  we 
have  now  arrived  at,  would  be  aerviceable." 

''Serviceable  to  wiiom,  Sir?"  ahe  demanded, 
wornfully. 

"^To  yoo.  I  will  not  add  to  myaelf,  aa  warning 
Bie  to  refiain  even  from  that  limited  commendation 
tf  Mr.  Dombey,  in  which  I  can  honeatly  indulge, 
in  order  that  I  may  not  have  the  miafortune  <^aay- 
fog  anything  diataatefal  to  one  whose  aversion  and 
eoaiempt" — ^wilh  great  espreaaion— **  are  ao  keen.!' 
''It  ie  honeat  in  you,  Sir,"  aaid  Edith,  "to  con- 
fisa  to  your  '  limited  commendation,*  and  to  apeak 
in  Qui  tone  of  diaparagement,  even  of  him ;  being 
hit  chief  connaellor  and  flatterer." 

**Coan8ellor— yea,"  said  Gatkor.  •«  Flatterer— 
Boi  A  little  reservation  I  fear  I  rouat  conlbra  to. 
But  our  interest  and  convenience  commonly  oblige 
»many  of  na  to  make  profesaiona  that  we  cannot  feel. 
We  have  partaerahipa  of  intereat  and  convenience, 
iVJeadabipa  of  intereat  and  convenience,  dealinga  of 
intereat  and  convenience,  marriages  of  intereat  and 
esDvenienee,  every  day." 

She  bit  her  hiood>-ned  lip ;  bat  without  wavering 
ia  the  dark,  atara  wateh  ahe  kept  npon  him. 

"Madam,"  aaid  Mr.  Carker,  sitting  down  in  a 
chair  that  waa  near  her,  with  an  air  of  the  moat 
proibond  and  moat  considerate  respect,  **  why  sliould 
I  hesttito  now,  being  altogether  devoted  to  your 
aervioe,  to  speak  plainly  7  It  was  natural  that  a 
lady,  endowed  aa  yon  are,  should  tbink  it  feasible 
to  ebange  her  huaband's  character  in  some  .respecte, 
■od  mould  him  to  a  better  form." 

''It  was  not  natural  to  mf,  Sir,"  ahe  rejoined. 
"  I  bad  never  any  expectation  or  intention  of  tliat 
kind" 

The  proud  undaunted  face  ahowed  him  it  waa 
reaolute  to  wear  no  mask  he  o0ered,  but  waa  set 
ipoMi  a  rccUeaa  diacloaure  of  itself,,  indifferent  to 
my  aspect  in  which  it  might  preaqat  itself  to  auch 

*AA  lea«t  it  was  natural,"  be  reaumod,  **  that  you 
ihonld  deem  it  quite  poaaible  to  lire  with  Mr.  Pom- 
Ky  ae  his  wife,  at  once  without  submitting  to  him, 
md  without  coming  into  auch  violent  collision  with 
lim.  But,  Madam,  you  did  not  know  Mr.  Dombey 
as  you  have  aince  ancertained),  when  you  thought 
bat.  You  did  not  know  how  exacting  and  how 
food  he  is,  o^ow  he  is,  if  I  may  aay  ao,  the  slave 
if  bie  own  giHttneaa,  and  goes  yoked  to  his  own 
riomphal  car  like  a  beast  of  burden,  with  no  idea 
B  earth  bat  that  it  ia  behind  him  and  ia  to  be  drawn 
n,  over  everything  and  through  everything." 

Hie  teeth  gleamed  through  hia  malicioua  reliah 
f  Chte  conceit,  aa  he  went  on  talking : 

**  Mr.  Dombey  ia  reallv  capable  of  no  more  true 
oneidnation  for  you.  Madam,  than  for  me.    The 


comparison  is  an  extreme  one ;  I  intend  it  to  be  so ; 
but  quite  just.  Mr.  Dombey,  in  the  plenitude  of 
hia  power,  aaked  me— >I  had  it  from  his  own  lips 
yesterday  morning — ^to  be  hia  go-between  to  you, 
because  he  knoWs  I  am  not  agreeable  to  you,  and 
beoausa  he  intenda  that  I  shall  be  a  puniahment  for 
your  contumacy;  and  besides  that,  because  he 
really  does  consider  that  I,  his  paid  servant,  am  an 
ambassador  whom  it  is  derogatory  to  the  dignity— 
not  of  the  lady  to  whom  I  have  the  happiness  of 
speaking;  she  has  no  existence  in  his  mind — but 
of  his  wife,  a  part  of  himself,  to  receive.  You  may 
imagine  iiow  regardless  of  me,  how  obtuse  to  the 
possibility  of  my  having  any^  individual  sentiment 
or  opinion  he  is,  when  he  tells  me,  openly,  that  I 
am  so  employed.  You  know  how  perfectly  indif- 
ferent to  your  fbelings  he  is,  when  he  threatens  you 
with  such  a  messenger.  As  you,  of  course,  have 
not  forgotten  that  he  did." 

She  watched  him  slill  attentiveljr.  But  he  watehed 
hor  too;  and  he  saw  that  this  indication  of  a  know- 
ledge, on  his  part,  of  something  tliat  had  passed 
between  herself  and  her  husband,  rankled  and 
amarted  in  her  haughty  breaat,  like  a  poisoned 
arrow. 

**  I  do  not  recal  all  this  to  widen  the  breach  be. 
tween  yourself  and  Mr.  Dombey,  Madam — Heaven 
forbid!  what  would  it  profit  me? — but  as  an  exam, 
plo  of  the  hopelessness  of  impressing  Mr,  Dombey 
with  a  sense  that  anybody  is  to  be  considered  when 
he  is  in  question.  We  who  are  about  him  have,  in 
our  variods  positions,  done  our  part,  I  dare  say,  to 
confirm  him  in  his  way  of  thinking;  but  if  we  had 
not  done  so,  others  would — or  they  would  not  have 
been  about  him ;  and  it  baa  alwaya  been,  from  the 
beginning,^  the  very  staple  of  hia  life.  Mr.  Dombey 
has  hbd  to  deal,  in  short,  with  none  but  submissive 
and  dependent  persons,  who  have  bowed  the  knee, 
and  bent  the  neck,  before  him.  He  has  never 
known  what  it  waa  to  have  angry  pride  and  strong 
resentment  opposed  to  him." 

**  Qut  he  will  know  it  now !"  she  seemed  to  say ; 
though  her  lips  did  not  part,  nor  her  eyes  falter. 
Ho  saw  the  soft  down  tremble  once  again,  and  he 
saw  her  lay  the  plumage  of  the  beautiful  bird 
against  her  bosom  for  a  moment ;  and  he  unfolded 
one  more  tins  of  the  coil  into  which  he  had  ga- 
thered himselu 

"  Mr.  Dombey,  though  a  most  honourable  gen- 
tleman,"  he  said,  **  ia  ao  prone  to  pervert  even  facte 
to  his  own  view,  when  he  is  at  all  opposed,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  warp  in  his  mind,  that  he  —  can  I 
give  a  better  insUnce  than  this !  —  he  sincerely  be- 
lieves (you  will  excuse  the  folly  of  what  I  am  about 
to  say  ;  it  not  being  mine)  that  his  severe  expres. 
sion  of  opinion  to  hia  present  wife,  on  a  certoin 
special  occasion  she  may  remember,  before  the 
lamented  death  of  Mrs.  Skewton,  produced  a  with- 
ering  effect,  and  for  the  moment  quite  subdued 
her!" 

Edith  laughed.  How  harshly  and  unmusically 
need  not  be  described.  It  is  enough  that  he  was 
glad  to  hear  her. 

**  Madam,"  he  resumed,  **  I  have  done  with  this. 
Your  own  opiniona  are  so  strong,  and,  I  am  per- 
suaded, so  unalterable,"  he  repeated  those  worda 
slowly  and  with  great  emphasis,  **  that  I  am  almost 
afraid  to  incur  your  displeasure  anew,  when  I  say 
that  in  spite  of  these  defe4te  and  my  full  know, 
ledge  of  them,  I  have  become  habituated  to  Mr. 
Dombey,  and  esteem  him.  But  when  I  say  ao,  it 
is  not  believe  me.  for  the  mere  aake  of  vaunting  a 
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feelin^r  that  is  so  utterly  at  Tariatkce  with  yanu  own, 
and  for  which  rou  ean  have  no  eympath^— oh 
how  distinct  and  plain,  and  emphasised  this  w«s ! 
**  hut  to  g'ive  yoa  an  assurance  of  the  aoal  wilh 
which,  in  this  nnhappj  matter,  I  am  yours,  and 
tlje  indication  with  whieh  I  re^^rd  the  part  I  am 
required  to  fill." 

6he  sat  as  if  she  were  afWid  to  toke  her  eyes 
fh)m  his  fiice. 

And  now  to  unwind  the  last  riuf  of  the  odl ! 
*  **  It  is  growing  late,**  said  Curker,  afler  a  pause, 
"aiid  you  are,  as  you  said,  fatigued.  But  the 
second  object  of  this  interview,  I  must  not  forgfet 
I  must  recommend  you,  I  must  entteat  you  in  the 
most  earnest  manner,  for  sufficient  reasons  that  I 
have,  to  be  cautious  in  your  demonstraticms  of  re- 
gard for  Miss  Dombey.*^ 

••  Cautious !    What  do  you  mean  ?" 

**  To  be  careful  how  you  exhibit  too  much  affeo. 
tion  for  that  young  lady." 

"Too  much  affection,  Sir  !'•  said  Edith,  knitting 
her  broad  brow  and  rising.  •'Who  judges  my 
affection,  or  measures  it  out.    You  ?" 

'*  It  is  not  I  who  do  so.**  B€  was,  or  feigned  to 
be,  perplexed. 

"Who  then r 

•*Can  you  not  guess  who  then  ?" 

••  I  do  not  choose  to  guess,"  she  answered. 
^  **•  Madam,"  he  said  after  a  little  hesitation ;  mean- 
time they  had  been,  and  still  were,  regarding  each 
other  as  before;  **I  am  in  a  difficulty  here.  You 
have  told  me  you  will  receive  no  message,  and  you 
have  forbidden  me  to  return  to  that  subject ;  but  the 
two  subjects  are  so  closely  entwined,  I  find,  that 
unless  you  will  accept  this  vague  caution  firom  one 
who  has  now  the  honour  to  possess  your  confidence, 
though  the  way  to  it  has  been  through  y&ir  dis- 

{»lea8Ure,  I  must  violate  the  injunction  you  have 
aid  upon  me." 

"  You  know  that  you  are  firee  to  do  so,  Sir,"  said 
Edith.    "Doit" 

So  pale,  so  trembling,  so  impassioned  *  Rq  had 
not  miscalculated  the  effect,  then ! 

**  His  instructions  were,**  he  said,  in  a  low  voice, 
"that  I  should  inform  you  that  your  demeanour 
towards  Miss  Dombey  is  not  agreeable  to  him. 
That  it  suggests  comparisons  to  him  which  are  not 
favourable  to  himselC  That  he  desires  it  may  be 
wholly  chan|ned ;  and  that  if  you  are  in  earnest,  he 
is  confident  it  will  be ;  ibr  your  continued  show  of 
affection  wili  not  benefit  its  objeet" 

**  That  is  a  threat,"  she  said. 

**  That  is  a  threat,"  he  answered  in  his  voiceless 
manner  of  assent :  adding  aloud,  **  but  not  directed 
against  yov." 

Proud,  erect,  and  dignified,  as  she  stood  confi^nt- 
ing  him ;  and^ookin^  through  him,  as  she  did,  with 
her  fiiU  bright  flashing  eye;  and  smiling,  as  she 


vrts,  with  0ooni  lad  bfttemess;  slie  matk  as  if  the 
ground  had  dropped  beneath  her,  and  in  an  instant 
would  have  fiUlea  on  the  floort  but  thai  Im  caught 
her  in  his  arsis.  As  instantunecinily  she  threw  Um 
off,  the  moment  that  he  touched  her,  and,  drawing 
back,  oottihmttd  bim  agaki,  immoveoMe,  with  hei 
hand  stretched  out 

**  Please  to  leave  me.    Say  no  oiore  tiMiigbt" 

••I  feel  the  urgency  of  this,"  said  Mi^Garksr, 
**  because  it  is  inpessible  to  say  what  nnfaresesn 
comtoquences  might  arise,  or  hew  sooo,  from  yooi 
being  unacquainted  with  his  'state  of  mind.  I  un. 
dcrstand  Miss  Dombey  is  concerned,  now,  at  the 
dismissal  of  her  old  servunt,  which  is  likefy  to  have 
been  a  minor  consequence  in  itseiC  ¥ou  doo*t 
blame  mo  fbr  requesting  that  Miss  Dombey  mighl 
not  be  present    May  I  hope  so  V* 

**  I  do  not    Please  to  leave^ne.  Sir.** 

**I  knew  that  your, regard  Ibr  the  young  lady, 
which  is  very  sincere  and  strong,  I  am  well  per- 
suaded, would  render  it  a  gnat  nnhappiness  to  you, 
ever  to  be  a  prey  to  the  rejection  that  yon  had  in. 
jured  her  position  and  ruined  her  future  hopes," 
said  Carker,  hurriedly,  but  eagerly. 

**  No  more  to*night    Leave  me,  if  you  please." 

**  I  shall  be  here  consttuit^  In  my  attendaDoc 
upon  him,  axid  in  the  transaction  of  busittess  mat 
ters.  You  will  allow  me  to  see  you  again,  and  tc 
oonsnlt  what  should  be  dene,  and  Isam  yooi 
wishos  ?" 

She  motioned  him  towards  the  door. 

•*  I  cannot  even  decide  whether  to  tell  haml  htn 
spoken  to  jfou  yet ;  or  to  lead  bim  to  suppose  that  1 
have  defeired  doing  so,  fbr  want  of  opportunity,  91 
fbr  any  other  reason.  It  will  be  necessary  that  yon 
should  enable  me  to  consult  with  you  r^rj  soon." 

*At  any  time  but  now,"  she  answered. 

**  You  will  understand^  when  1  wish  to  see  you 
that  Miss  Dombey  is  not  to  be  present ;  and  that  1 
seek  an  interview  as  ene  who  has  the  happiness  tc 
possess  your  confidence,  and  who  comes  to  rendei 
you  every  assistaiiee  in  his  power,  aad,  perhaps^oi 
many  occasions,  to  ward  off  evil  from  her  V 

Looking  at  him  still  with  the  same  apparent 
dread  of  releasing  him  for  a  moment  hom  the  in 
fluence  of  her  steady  gaze,  whatever  that  might  be 
she  answered,  ■*Yes!"  and  ooce  meie  bade  hfai 
go. 

He  bowed,  as  if  in  compliance ;  h«t  tununf 
back,  when  he  had  nearly  reached  the  door,  said : 

**  I  am  forgiven,  and  have  explained  my  fkult 
May  I— fbr  Miss  Dombey's  sake,  sod  fixr  my  owi 
— 4ake  your  hand  before  I  got" 

She  gave  iiim  the  gloved  hand  she  had  maioiei 
last  nip^ht  He  took  it  in  one  of  his,  snd  kissed  il 
and  withdrew.  And  when  he  had  closed  the  dou 
he  waved  the  hand  with  which  he  bad  taken  bei^ 
uid  thrust  it  in  his  breast 
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CHAPTER  XLVI. 

RECOGNIZANT  AND  REFLECTIVE. 


Ahonq  sandrj  minor  alterations  in  Mr.  Corker's 
fi6  and  ha.biU  that  began  to  take  place  at  this 
tims,  none  was  more  remarkable  than  the  extra- 
ordinary diUgence  with  which  be  applied  himself 
to  bosineas,  and  the  closeness  with  which  he  in- 
TBitigated  every  detail  that  the  affairs  of  the  House 
laid  open  to  him.  Always  active  and  penetrating 
m  soob  matters,  his  lynx-eyed  vigilance  now  io- 
cisased  twenty-ibld.  Kot  only  did  his  wary  watch 
kesp  pace  with  every  present  point  that  everj  day 
pnsented  to  him  in  some  new  ibrm«  but  in  the 
aidsi  of  these  engrossing  occupations  he  found 
kisore — that  ie,  lie  made  It — to  review  the  past 
tiaaiactiaiis  of  the  Firm,  and  his  share  in  thorn, 
during  &  long  series  of  vears.  Frequently  when 
tbs  ckrks  were  all  gone,  tne  offices  dark  and  empty, 
lad  all  aim  liar  plaM  of  business  shut  up,  Mr.  Car- 
httf  with  the  whole  anatomy  of  the  iron  room  laid 
befcie  him,  would  explore  the  mysteries  of  books 
aod  papers,  with  the  patient  progress  of  a  man  who 
was  dissecting  the  nunutest  nerves  and  fibres  of  his 
lobieet.  Perch,  the  messenger,  who  usually  re- 
oained  on  these  occasions,  to  entertain  himself 
with  the  perusal  of  the  Price  Current  by  the  light 
of  one  candle,  or  to  doze  over  the  fire  in  the  outer 
office,  at  the  imminent  risk  every  moment  of  diving 
ksad-iixemost  into  the  oo&l-box,  could  not  withhold 
the  tiibate  of  his  admiration  from  this  zealous  con- 
doel,  alLbongh  it  much  contracted  his  domestic  en- 

Sments;  and  a^ain,  and  again,  expatiated  to  Mrs. 
eh  (now  nursing  twirts)  on  the  industry  and 
wtnieeB  of  their  managing  gentleinaa  in  the 

The  same  increased  and  sharp  attention  that  Mr. 
Carker  bestowed  on  the  business  of  the  House,  he 
allied  to  his  own  personal  affairs.  Though  not  a 
paj'tner  in  the  concern —  a  distinction  hitherto  re- 
served solely  to  inheritors  of  the  great  name  of 
IXMobey — he  was  in  the  receipt  of  some  per  centage 
sn  its  ilealings ;  and,  participating  in  aJl  its  faciTi- 
ties  fiv  the  emplbyment  of  money  to  advantage. 
Woe  considered,  by  the  minnows  among  the*  tritons 
of  the  Eaet^  a  rich  man.  It  began  to  be  said,  among 
Ihsae  shrewd  observers,  that  Jem  Carker,  of  Dom- 
htf\  wae  looking  about  him  to  see  what  he'  wae 
vortli ;  and  that  he  was  calling  in  his  money  at  a 
|uod  iime,  like  the  long-headed  fellow  he  was ;  and 
bets  were  even  offered  on  the  Stock  Exchange  that 
Urn  was  go'mg  to  marry  a  rich  widow. 

Tei  thm  cares  did  not  in  the  least  interfere  with 
Mr.  Carker*s  watching  of  his  chief)  or  with  his 
iloaniieaB,  neatness,  sleekness,  or  an  v  cat-like  qaality 
be  possessed.  It  was  not  so  mucn  that  there  was 
1  ehaage  in  him,  in  refbrenoe  to  any  of  his  habits, 
la  that  the  whole  mtn  was  intensified.  Everything 
hat  had  been  observable  in  him  before,  was  obaerv. 
Me  BOW,  but  with  a  greater  amount  of  concentra- 
ion.  He  did  Qfich  single  thia^,  as  if  he  did  nothing 
rise — a  pretty^ber tain  indioation  in  a  man  of  that 
aaga  of  ability  and  purpose,  that  he  is  doing  some* 
hio^  which  abarpeos  and  keeps  alive  his  keenest 


Tba  4m\f  dedded  alteration  in  him,  was,  that  as 
le  reda  to  had  Sn  along  the  streets,  he  would  fall 
ate  deep  file  of  musing,  like  that  in  which  he  had 
MM  wmfJSnm  Mr.  Po^ibay's  houati^.  the  mom. 


ing  of  that  gentleman^s  disaster.  At  such  times,  he 
would  keep  clear  of  the  obstacles  in  his  way, 
mechanically ;  and  would  appear  to  see  and  hear 
nothing  until  arrival  at  his  destination,  or  some 
sudden  chance^r  effort,  roused  him. 

Walking  his  white-Iegged  horse  thus,  to  the 
counting-house  of  Doml^y  and  Son  one  day,  he 
was  as  unconscious  of  the  observation  of  two  pairs 
of  women's  eyes,  as  of  the  fascinated  orbs  of  Rob 
the  Grinder,  who,  in  waiting  a  street's  length  from 
the  appointed  place,  as  a  demonstration  of^punctu- 
ality,  vainly  touched  and  retouched  his  hat  to  at. 
tract  attention,  and  trotted  along  on  foot,  by  his 
master's  side,  prepared  to  hold  hia  stirrup  when  he 
should  alight. 

**  See  where  he  goes  !^  cried  one  of  these  two 
women,  an  old  creature,  who  stretched  out  her 
shrivelled  arm  to  point  htm  out  to  her  companion, 
a  young  woman,  who  stood  close  beside  her,  with- 
drawn Tike  herself  into  a  gateway. 

Mrs.  Brown's  daughter  looked  out,  at  this  bid- 
ding  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Brown;  and  there  were 
wrath  and  vengeance  in  her  face. 

'*  I  never  thought  to  look  at  him  again,**  she  said, 
in  a  low  voice ;  **  but  it's  well  I  should,  perhaps.  I 
see.    I  see  !'* 

**  Not  changed  V*  said  the  old  woman,  with  a  look 
of  eager  malice. 

"-tfc  changed  !*•  returned  the  other.  «  What  for  ? 
What  has  he  suffered  7  There  is  change  enough  for 
twenty  in  me.    Isn't  that  enough  7" 

**  See  where  he  goes !"  muttered  the  old  woman^ 
watching  her  daughter  with  her  red  eyea;  **s« 
easy,  and  so  trim,  a'horseback,  while  we  are  in  tho 
mud—" 

**  And  of  it,"  said  her  daughter  impatiently.  "We 
are  mud,  underneath  his  horse's  feet  What  should 
we  be  7" 

In  the  intentness  with  which  she  looked  after 
him  again,  slie  made  a  hasty  gesture  with  her  hand 
when  the  old  woman  began  to  reply,  as  if  her  view 
could  be  obstructed  by  mere  sound.  Her  mother 
watching  her,  and  not  him,  remained  silent ;  until 
her  kindling  glance  subsided,  and  she  drew  a  long 
breath,  as  if  in  the  relief  of  his  being  gone. 

"Deary!"  said  the  old  woman  then.  "Alice! 
Handsome  gal !  Ally !"  She  gently  shook  her  sleeve 
to  arouse  her  attention.  "  Will  you  let  him  go  liko 
that,  when  you  can  wring  money  from  him  7  Why» 
it's  a  wickedness,  my  daughter." 

"  Haven't  I  told  you,  that  I  will  not  have  money 
from  him?"  she  returned.  "And  don't  you  yet 
believe  me  7  Did  I  take  his  sister's  money  7  Would 
I  touch  a  Denny,  if  I  knew  it,  that  had  gone  through 
his  white  hands — unless,  it  was,  indeed,  that  I  could 
poison  it,  and  send  it  back  to  him  7  Peace,  mother^ 
and  come  away." 

"  And  him  so  rich  !'*  muraiured  the  old  woman. 
"  And  us  so  poor !" 

"  Poor  in  not  being  able  to  pay  him  any  of  the 
harm  we  owe  him,"  returned  her  daughter.  "  Lot 
him  give  me  that  sort  of  riches,  and  I'll  take  them 
from  him,  and  use  them.  Come  away.  It's  no 
good  looking  at  his  horse.    Come  away,  mother  IT 

But  the  old  woman,  for  whom  the  spectacle  of 
Rob  the  Grinder  returning  down  the  street,  leadiu^^ 
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the  riderless  horse,  appeared  to  have  some  extranc- 
oas  interest  that  it  did  not  possess  in  itself,  surveyed 
that  young  man  with  the  utmost  earnestness-;  and 
seeming  to  have  whatever  doubts  she  critertatned; 
resolved  as  he  drew  nearer,  glanced  a;t  her  daughter 
with  brightened  eyes  and  with  her  finger  on  her 
Up^  and  emerging  from  the  gateway  at  the  moment 
of  his  passing,  touched  him  on  the  shoulder. 
'  **  Wity,  where  *s  my  sprightly  Rob  been  all  this 
time  !**  she  said,  as  he  turned  round. 

The  sprightly  Rob,  whose  sprightliness  was  very 
ipuph  diminished  hy  the  salutation,  looked  exceed. 
ingly  distnayed,  and  said,  with  the  water  rising  in 
his  eyes; 

"Ohr  why  can't  you  leave  a  poor  cove  alone. 
Misses  Rrown,  when  he  *s  getting  an  honest  liveli. 
hood  and  conducting  himself  respectable  7  What 
do  you  come  and  deprive  a  cove  of  his  character 
ibr,  by  talking  to  him  in  the  streets,  when  he  *s 
taking  his  master's  horse  to  a  honest  stable — a  horse 
you  M  go  and  sell  for  cats'  and  dogs'  meat  if  you 
had  your  wa^  !  Why,  I  thought,"  said  the  Grinder, 
producing  his  concluding  remark  as  if  it  were  the 
climax  of  all  his  injuiies,  **  that  you  was  dead  long 
ago!" 

**  This  is  the  way,"  cried  the  old  Woman,  appeal- 
iag;.to  her  ^je^ughter,  **  that  he  talks  to  me,  who  knew 
him  weeks  and  months  together,  my  deary,  and 
have  stood  his  friend  many  and  many  a  time  an^ong 
the  pigeoB-fancying  tramps  and  bird'Catchers." 

"Let  the  birds  be,  will  you  Misses  Brown?"  re- 
torfcd  Rob,  in  a  tone  of  the  acutest  anguish.  **  I 
think  a  eove  had  better  have  to  do  with  lions  than 
them  little  creeturs,  for  they  're  always  flying  back 
in  vour  face,  when  you  least  expect  it  Well,  how 
dy*e  do  and  what  do  you  want  I**  These  polite  in- 
quiries the  Grinder  uttered,  as  it  were,  under  pro 
test,  and  with  great  exasperation  and  vindictive- 
ness. 

•*  Hark  how  he  speaks  to  an  old  friend,  my  deary!" 
said  Mrs.  Brown,  again  appealing  to  her  daughter. 
**  Bu(  tiiere  's  some  of  his  old  friends, not  so,  patient 
as  me.  If  I  was  to  tell  some  that  he  knows,  and 
has  sported  and  cheated  with,  where  to  find  him — " 

"Will  yon  hold,  your  tongue,  Mispes  Brown ?*• 
interrupted  the  miserable  Grinder,  glancing  quickly 
round,  as  though  he  expected  to  see  his  master's 
teeth  shining  at  his  elbow.  "What  do  you  take  a 
pleasure  in  ruining  a  cove  for  ?  At  your  time  of 
life  too !  when  you  ought  to  be  thinking  of  a  variety 
of  things!" 

**  Wbfit  a  gsllant  horse  !**  said,  the  ,old  woman, 
patting  the  animal's  neck. 

" Let  him  alone,  will  you  Misses  Brown?"  cried 
ftob,  pushing  away  her  hand.  "TouVe  enough 
to  drive  a  penitent  cove  mad  !" 

"  Why,  wh^t  hurt  do  I  do  him,  chiljd  ?*  retained 
the  old  woman. 

"Hurt?"  said  Rob.  "He's  got  a  master  that 
Would  find  it  out  if  he  was  touched  with  a  straw." 
And  he  blew  upon  the  place  where  the  old  woman's 
hand  hud  rested  for  a  moment,  and  smoothed  it 
gently  with  his  finger,  as  if  he  seriously  believed 
what  he  said. 

The  old  woman  looking  baqjc  to  mutnbl^  and 
moutli  at  her  daughter,  who  followed,  kept  dose 
to  llob's  heel's  as  he  walked  on  with  the  bridle  in 
his  hand,  and  pursued  tbe  conversation. 

"  A  .good  place,  Rob,  ch  7"  said  she.  "  Yott  Ve  in 
Juck,  Aiy  child."  ' 

«•  Oh  dont  talk  about  luck.  Misses  Brown,"  re. 
turned  the  wretched  Grinder,  facing  round  «n(} 
lAoppinj^.    "  If  you  M  ns^for  come,  or  if  yott  *d  go 


away,  then  indeed  a  cove  might  be  considered 
tolerable  lucky.  Can't  you  go  along  Misses  Brown, 
and  not  foU^r  me!"  blubbered  Rob,  with  sudden 
de^anoe.  "  If  the  young  woman's  a  friend  of  yours, 
why  don't  she  take  you  away,  instead  of  lettiog 
yon  make  yourself  so  disgraceful !"  i 

"What !"  croaked  the  old  woman,  putting  her 
face  close  to  his,  with  a  malevolent  grin  upon  it 
that  puckered  up  the  loose  skin  down  in  her  very 
throat.  "  Do  you  deny  your  old  chum !  Have  yea 
lurked  to  my  house  fifty  times,  and  slept  sound  m 
a  corner  when  you  had  no  other  l^ed  but  the  paving* 
istones,  and  do  you  talk  to  me  Kke  this !  Have  I- 
bought  and  sold  with  you,  and  helped  you  in  my 
way  of  business,  schoolhoy,  sneak,*  and  what  not, 
and  do  you  tell  tru  to  go  along?  Could  I  raise  a 
crowd  of  old  company  about  you  to-jnorrow  morn- 
ing, that  would  follow  you  to  ruih  Kke  copies  of 
your  own  shadow,  and  do  you  turn  on  me  with  your 
bold  looks!    I 'II  go.    Come  Alice.'' 

"Stop,  Misses  Brown!"  cried  the  distraded 
Grinder.  "  What  are  you  doing  of?  DonH  pot 
yourself  in  a  passion  !  Don't  let  her  go,  if  y<m 
please.  I  haven't  meant  any  ofi^nce.  I  said  *  how 
d'ye  do,*  at  first,  didn't  1 7  fitit  you  wouldn't  an- 
swer. How  do  you  io  ?  Besides,"  said  Rob  jnte* 
ously,  "  look  here !  How  can  a  cove  sitaod  talking 
in  the  street  with  his  master's  pr&d  a  wanting  to  li 
took  to  be  rubbed  down,  arid  his  master  op  to  every 
indivigle  thing  thit  happens!" 

The  old  woman  made  a  show  of  being  partially 
appeased,  but  shook  her  head,  and  mouthed  and 
muttered  still. 

"Come  along  to  the  stables,  and  haye  ft  glan  Of 
sometbin?  that  *s  good  fbr  you.  Misses  Brdwn,  eant 
you?"  said  Rob,  "instead  of  going  on,  like  thtt, 
which  is  no  good  to  you,  nor  anybody  else  I  Coma 
along  with  hqr,  will  you  be  so  kind  ?'*  said  Rob. 
"  I  *m  sure  I  'm  delighted  to  see  her,  if  it  wasnH  fcr 
the.hor^!" 

With  this  apology,  Rob  turned  away,  «  raefnl 
picture  of  despair,  and  walked  his  charge  down  a 
bye  'street.  The  old  woman,  mouthing*  at  her 
daughter,  fbllowed  dose  upon  him.  The  daughter 
followed. 

Turning  into  a  sileat  little  square  or  cowrt-yBid 
that  had  a  great  ehureh  tower  rising  mboye  it,  and 
a  packer*s  ^'arehoose,  and  a  bottteomakerls  wars- 
house,  for  its  places  of  business,  Rob  Uie  Grinder 
delivered  the  white-legged  horse  to  the  hoatkr  of  a 
quaint  stable  at  the  eomer;  and  invitiiig  Mrs. 
Brown  and  her  daughter  to  seat  theoMelyes  Ufoa  ft 
stone  bench  at  the  gate  of  that  establishmenl,  sosa 
reappeared  from  a  neighbouring  pubHe-faovso  wMl 
a  pewter  measure  and  a  glass. 

"Here's  master^Mf.  Carker,  ehiM!**  Mid  thi 
old  woman,  slowly,  as  her  sentiment  belbrv  ^riftk- 
ing.    "  Lord  bless  him !" 

"  Why,  I  didn't  tell  you  who  he  Wfts,"  obMrved 
Rob,  with  staring  eyes. 

"We  know  hhn  by  sight,^  said  Mn.  Bnnm 
whoso  working,  mouth  and  nodding  liomH,  sCoppd 
for  tbe  moment,  in  the  fixedness  of  li«r  atlmitlMi 
"We  saw  him  pass  this  moniing^  afbr%  ho  got  el 
his  horse;  when  you  wers  ready  to  Iftk*  it."^  • 
-  "Aye,  aye?*'  returned  Rob«  apiwaiiiig'  te  wU 
that  his  rc^iness  had  easried  hkn  t»  »m  «i|mi 
place.--**  What  *b  the  natler  with  •her  T  >  W«a1  ftb 
drink?" 

'   This  inquiry  had  reihreaoe  to  Aliofti  vIm,  MJei 
In  h«r  cloftk,  sa^  a  ihtlo  aptrt,  profotoiWI^  i 
tivo  lochia  oflhr  of  the  luplenished  gUftn.. 
'*  Thft  oM-WMMa^  idi«ik'lMrhMd4^  **Ihm%  i 
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Ut^  (tie  gaid;  ^lAm^s  a  straifg^^  efe«tar,  if  ycni 
kiMw'd  her,  Rob.    But  Mr.  Oirker^** 

•*Huthr  laid  Rot»,  gkinouigf  oaoUoMly  up  at 
the  packer's,  and  at  the  boUlcmaker's,  as  if,  firom 
my  one  of  the  tiers  of  wtrohouMB,  Mr.  Obkter 
*ig*ilbel6okinf  down.    •*8ofMy.'* 

••Why,  he  ain't  here !"  cried  Mrs.  Brown. 

**  I  dont  know  that,**  muttered  Rob,  whose  gi»nc» 
«M  WMiderad  to  the  church  tower,  as  if  he  might 
be  there,  with  a  supernatural  power  of  hearing. 

*6<»d  master  t'^  inqwfred  Mrs.  Brown. 

Sob  sodded;  sad  added,  in  a  low  voice,  ■^iire* 
cicNii  sharp.** 

"Lives  oaf  of  town,  donH  he,  lovey*?**  said  the 
dd  wiMnan^ 

"When  be 's  at  home,*"  returned  Rc(b;  «•  but  we 
te*t  live  at  home  joet  now.'* 

"  Wheve  then  f '*  asked  the  old  woman. 

"Lodgings;  up  near  Mr.  Donfbey*^,'*  retnrnod 

The  7oaog«r  womah  fiked  her  eyes  so  sear6h- 
i>fiy  upon  him,  and  so  suddenly,  that  Rob  was 
#te  eonfininded;  and  offered  thc^  gtasi  again,  but 
*ith  so  more  elFeet  upon  her  than  before. 

"Mr.  Dombey — ^yon  and  I  need  to  talk  ^boot 
K«,  sometimes,  yoil  know,**  said  Rob<  to  Mrs. 
AwvD.    •*  Yim  used  to  get  me  to  talk  about  hkn.** 

The  old  woman  noddmi.  * ' 

"Well,  Mr.  Dombey,  he*s  had  a  ftll  from  his 
i*ne,"  said  Rob,  nnwillingly ;  **  and  my  master 
^  to  be*  op  there,  more  than  Iis«a4,  either  with 
^  or  Mrs.  Dombey,  or  some  of  *em ;  and  so 
••Ve  eome  to  town." 

'Are  they  good  friends,  lovey  ?**  asked  the  old 


•  Who  r*  retorted  RoU 

"Re  and  she.** 

"What,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dombey f**  said  Rob. 
•flow  shoold/ know  !•» 

**Not  tfaem«-Masler  and  Mrs.  Dombe^,  chlok,*^ 
"pfiwl  the  old  woman,  coaringly. 

"I  don*t  know,**  said  Rob,  looking  round  him 
Jjaln.  M|  gfgppaae  so.  How  curious  ytm  a^e, 
Niases  Brovm  !    Least  said,  soonest  mended.*' 

'^^by,.  there  *s  no  harm  in  it  !**  exclaimed  the 
^  woBsan,  with  a  huigh,  and  a  elap  of  her  hands, 
•flprigbdy  Rob  has  grown  tame  since  he  has  beetf 
v«U  off!    There 's  no  harm  in  it** 

"No,  there *s  no  harm  in  it,  I  know,**  returned 
^  With  the  sane  tfistrastfuA  glahce  at  the  pa6k. 
^< and  the  botele.niaker*»,  and  the  church;  "bat 
^l^bblhg,  if  it  *s  only  about  the  number  of  buttons 
•n  B^  master's  coat,  wont  do.  I  tell  yon  it  won*t 
^vith  him.  A  cove  had  better  drown  himself. 
Be  nys  sol  I  shooldn't  ha^  90  much  as  told  you 
vbat  hisname  svas,  if  yon  hadut  known  it  Talk 
^t  somebody  else.** 

As  Rob  took  another  eautiois  surrey  of  the 
Ml  the  old  womatt  made  a  secret  motion  to  her 
■aghter.  It  was  momentary,  bat  the  danghter, 
>^  a  slight  look  of  intelligence,  withdrew  her 
7M  from  the  boy^  face;  aitfdnat  folded  in  her  cloak 
■  hefere. 

"Rob,  loTey  !**  said  the  old  woman,  beckoning 
^  to  th0  otiier  end  of  the  bench.  **' You  W6re 
teys  a  pet  nnd  iavoarite  of  mine.  H^m,  weren*t 
^t    DodH  jou  know^yon  wore  ?** 

"Tea,  Misses  Brown,"  replied  the  Grinder,  with 
imtf  bad  gimoe. 

J'And  von  coaM  leave  mo  !**  said  the  old  woman, 
■Ving  bor  arms  about  Ms  n«elc.  •*  Yon  covid  go 
i«iy*aad  ffpiralmost  out  of  fcaonrledfe,  aid  ne. 


vier  cone  to  tell  yeur  poor  old  fViend  bow  fortonate 
yoa  were,  proud  ltd !  Oho  Oho  !^ 

**  Oh  here  *8  a  dveadfnl  go  for  a  oove  that  *s  got  a 
master  wide  awake  in  Uie  neighbourhood!*'  ex-: 
claimed  the  wretched  Grinder.  «*To  be  howied 
oves  hke  this  here !" 

*^  Won't  you  come  and  scq  me,  Robby!**  cried 
Mrs.  Brown.  **  Oho  won't  you  ever  come  and  see 
mo?- 

••Yes,  I  tell  you!  Yes,. I  wiU!"  returned  the 
Grinder. 

"  That 's  my  own  Rob »  That 's  my  lov«y  !**  said 
Mrs.  Brown,  drying  the  tears  upon  her  shrivelled 
fiuse^  and  criving  him  a  tender  squeote.  **At  the 
old  pflaoe,  Rob?*' 

**  Yes,**  replied  the  Grinder. 

**  Soon,  Robby  dear  7*'  cried  Mrs.  Brown  ;  **  and 
often?" 

••Yes.  Yes.  Yes,"  rcpKed  Rob.  "I  will  ii*. 
deed,  upon  my  soul  and  body." 

••And  then,"  said  Mrs^  Brown,  with  her  armii  up- 
lifted towards  the  sky,  and  her  bead  thrown  back 
and  shaking,  •* If  he's  true  to  his  word,  111  n^vef 
oome  a-neaf  him,  though  I  know  where  he  is,  and 
never  breathe  a  syllable  abe^t  him  !    Never !" 

This  ejaculation  seemed  a  drop  of  comfort  to  th^ 
miserable  Grinder,  who  shook  Mrs.  Browfi  by  the 
hand  upon  it,  and  implored  her,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  to  leave  a  cove  and  not  -destroy  his  prospects. 
Mrs.  Brown,  with  another  fond  embrace,  assented; 
bat  in  th6  act  of  following  her  daughter,  turned 
back,  vrith  her  finger  stealthily  raised,  and  asked 
in  a  hoarse  Whisper  for  some  money. 

••A  Bhilliog,  dear!"  she  said,  with  her  eager, 
avaricious  face,  **  or  sixpence !  Fur  old  acquaint^ 
ance  sake.  I  *m  so. poor.  And  my  handsome  gal" 
— looking  over  her  shoulder—**  she  ''s  my  gal,  Rob 
•*-half  starves  me." 

But  as  the  reluctant  Grinder  put  it  in  her  hand, 
her  daughter,  coming  quietly  baek,  caoght  the 
hand  in  hers,  and  twisted  out  the  coin. 

-••Wliat,"  she  said,  ••mothor!  ahvays  money! 
money  from  the  fifi^  and  to  the  lant  Dovou 
mind  so  little  what  I  said  but  now  ?  Here,  like 
H!" 

The  old  woman  uttered  a  moan  as  the  money 
was  restored,  but  without  in  any  other  way  oppose' 
ing  its  restoration,  hobbled  at  her  daugtiter's  side 
out  of  the  yard,  and  along  the  byb  street  upon 
which  it  opened.  The  astonished  and  dismayed 
Rob  staring  after  them,  saw  that  ^ey  stopped,  and 
fell  to  earnest  conversation  very  soon ;  and  mord 
than  onee- observed  a  darkly  threatenmjf  action  of 
the  younger  woman*s  hand  (obviously  having  refbr*' 
ence  to  some  one  of  whom  the/  spoke),  and'  a 
crooning-  ibeble  imitation  of  it  on  the  part  of  Mrs. 
Browny  that  nrnde  him  earnestly  hope  he  might  not 
bo  the  subject  of  their  diseoursa 

With  the  present  consolation  that  they  were 
gone,  and  with  the  prospective  comfort  that  Mrs. 
Hrown  coold  not  live  for  ever,  and  was  not  likely 
td  live  long  to  trouble  him,  the  Grinder,  not  others 
wise  regretting  his  misdeeds  than'a#  they  were  at: 
fsnded  with  snch  disagreeablo  incidental  conse.' 
quences,  composed  his  rufScd  features  to  a  nioiO 
serene  expression  by  thinking  of  tho  admirable 
manner  in  which  he  had  disposed  of  Captain  Cuttlo 
(a  relleotion  that  seldom  failed  to  pot  him  in  a  floW 
of  spirits),  and  went  to  the  Dombey  Coundn|f 
HouM  to  reoeivO  his  master's  orders; 

Thero,  bis  mastery  so  subtle  and  vigilant  of  e^o, 
tlhit  R<?b  quaked  befbra  hitti^  uOM^'thiii  half  f%' 
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peotifig  U>  be  fazed  with  Mn.  Brown,  give  him 
the  usual  mornin|f*8  box  of  paper*  for  Mr.  Dombey, 
and  a  note  for  Mrs.  Dombey:  merely  nodding^  bis 
Head  as  an  enjoinder  to  be  careful,  and  to  use  dis* 
patch -—a  mysterious  admonition,  fraught  in  the 
Grinder's  imagination  with  dismal  warninga  and 
threats ;  and  more  powerful  .with  him  thui  any 
words. 

Alone  again,  in  his  own  room,  Mr.  Carker  ap- 
plied himself  to  work,  and  worked  all  day.  He 
saw  many  visitors ;  overlooked  a  number  of  doeo* 
ments ;  went  in  and  out,  to  and  from,  sundry  places 
of  mercantile  reaort ;  and  indulged  in  no  more  ab- 
straction until  the  day's  bu^ness  was  done^  But, 
when  the  usual  clearance  of  papers  from  his  table 
was  made  at  last,  he  fell  into  his  thoughtful  mood 
^ce  mofe. 

He  was  standing  in  his  accustomed  plaee  and 
attitude,  with  his  eyes  intently  fixed  upon  the 
ground,  when  his  brother  entered  to  bring  back 
■ome  letters  that  had  been  taken  out  in  the  course 
of  the  day.  He  put  them  quietly  on  the  table,  and 
was  going  immediately,  when  Mr.  Carker  the 
manager,  whose  eyes  had  rested  on  him,  on  his 
entrance,  as  if  they  had  all  this  time  had  him  for 
the  subject  of  their  contemplation,  instead  of  the 
office-floor,  said : 

**  Well,  John  Carker,  and  what  brings  you  here  7** 

His  brother  pointed  to  the  letters,  and  was  again 
withdrawing. 

"  I  wonder,*'  said  the  Manager,  **  that  you  can 
come  and  go,  without  inquiring  how  our  master  is." 

**  We  had  word  this  mornmg,  in  the  counting- 
house,  that  Mr.  Dombey  was  doing  well,**  replied 
his  brother, 

**  You  are  such  a  meek  fellow,"  said  the  Manager, 
with  a  smile,  **  — but  you  have  grown  so*  in  the 
course  of  years  —  that  if  any  harm  came  to  him, 
you  'd  be  miserable,  I  dare  swear  now.^ 

**  I  should  be  truly  sorry,  James,"  returned  the 
other. 

^  He  would  be  sorry !"  said  the  Manager,  point- 
ing  at  him,  as  if  there  were  some  other  person  pre- 
sent  to. whom  he  was  appealing.  "He  would  be 
truly  sorry  !  This  brother  of  mine  I  This  junior 
of  tiie  place,  this  slighted  piece  of  lumber,  pushed 
aside  with  bis  face  to  the  wall,  like  a  rotten  picture, 
and  leA  so,  for  Heaven  knows  how  many  years ; 
]u  *8  all  gratitude  and  respect,  and  devotion  too,  he 
would  have  me  believe !" 

**  I  v/ottld  have  you  believe  nothing,  James,"  re. 
turned  the  other.  **  Be  as  just  to  me  as  you  would 
to  any  otlier  man  below  you.  You  ask  a  question, 
and  I  answer  it" 

^And  have  you  nothing.  Spaniel,"  said  the 
Manager,  with  unusual  irascibility,  *^  ta  complain 
of  in  him  7  No  proud  treatment  to  resent,  no  in* 
science,  no  foolery  of  state,  no  exaction  of  any 
sort !    What  the  devil !  are  you  man  or  mouse  7" 

**  It  would  be  strange  if  any  two  persons  could 
be  together  for  so  many  years,  especially  as  superior 
and  inferior,  without  each  having  something  to 
complain  of  in  the  other — as  he  thought,  at  all 
events,"  replied  John  Carker.  **But  apart  from 
my  history  here—" 

''His  history  here  I"  exclaimed  the  Manager. 
**  Why,  there  it  is.  The  very  fact  that  makes  him 
an  extreme  case,  puts  him  out  of  the  whole  chap- 
ter!   Well  7" 

**Apart  from  that,  which,  as  vou  hint,  |rives  me 
a  reason  to  be  thankful  that  I  ^lone  (happily  for  all 
the  rest)  possess,  surely  there  is  no  one  in  the  house 
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do  not  think  that  anybody  here,  wodid  be  indiller- 
ent  to  a  mischance  or  miefbrtune  happening  to  the 
bead  of  the  House,  or  anything  than  truly  sorry 
fi>rit7" 

**  ¥ou  ha^re  good  reason  to  be  bound  to  him  too!** 
said  the  Manager,  contemptooosly.  **  Why,  don't 
you  believe  that  you  are  kept  here,  as  a  cheap  ex. 
ample,  and  a  famous  instance  of  the  clemencv  of 
Dombey  and  Son,,  redounding  to  the  credit  of  the 
illustrious  House  7" 

**  No,"  replied  hie  brother,  mildly,  **  I  have  Umg 
believed  that  I  am  kept  here  for  moreJitnd  and 
disinterested  reasons." 

"  But  you  were  going,"  said  the  Manager,  with 
the  snarl  of  a  tiger-cat,  **  to  rec\te  some  Christiali 
precept,  I  observed." 

"Nay,  James,"  returned  the  other,  ''though  the 
tie  of  brotherhood  between  us  has  been  long  broken 
and  thrown  away " 

''  Who  broke  it,  good  Sir  ?"  said  the  Manager. 

**  I,  by  my  misconduct.  I  do  not  charge  it  upon 
you." 

The  Manager  replied,  with  that  mute  action  of 
his  bristling  mouth,  "  Oh,  you  don't  charge  it  upon 
me !"  and  bade  him  go  on. 

**  I  sav,  though  there  is  not  that  tie  between  va, 
do  not,  I  entreat,  assail  roe  with  unnecenary  taanta, 
or  misinterpret  what  I  say,  or  would  eay.  I  wan 
only  going  to  suggest  to  you  that  it  would  be  a 
mistake  to  suppose  that  it  is  only  you,  who  haw 
been  selected  here,  above  all  others,  for  advance- 
ment, confidence,  and  distinction  (selected,  in  the 
beginning,  I  know,  for  your  great  ability  and  tmet- 
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and  who  oommanicate  more  freely  with 
Mr.  Dombey  than  any  one,  and  stand,  it  may  be 
said,  on  equal  terms  with  him,  and  have  been 
favoured  and  enriched  by  him — that  it  would  be  a 
mistake  to  suppose  that  it  is  only  you  who  are 
tender  of  his  welfare  and  reputation.  There  is  no 
one  in  the  House,  from  yourself  down  to  the  lowest, 
I  sincerely  believe,  who  does  not  participate  in  that 
feeling." 

"  You  lie !"  said  the  Manager,  red  with  sodden 
anger.  "  You  're  a  hypocrite,  John  Carker,  and 
you  lie!" 

"  James !"  cried  the  other,  flushing  in  hie  ton. 
"What  do  you  mean  by  these  insuitiog  words f 
Why  do  you  so  basely  use  them  to  me,  unpiOi 
voked7" 

"I  tell  you,"  said  the  Manager,  "that  yam 
hypocrisv  and  meekness  -~  that  ul  the  hypooris| 
and  meekness  of  this  place  -^  it  not  worth  thmt  U 
me,"  snappinff  his  thumb  and  finger,  "  and  Uial  I 
see  through  it  as  if  it  were  air  !  Tiiere  is  not  i 
man  employed  here,  standing  between  myaelf  am 
the  lowest  in  place  (of  whom  you  are  very  coo 
siderate,  and  with  reason,  for  lie  is  not  far  off),  wh< 
wouldn't  be  glad  at  heart  to  see  his  master  bom 
bled :  who  does  not  hate  him,  secretly :  who  doe 
not  wish  him  evil  rather  than  good:  and  «b 
would  not  torn  upon  him,  if  he  had  the  power  mm 
boldness.  The  nearer  to  his  favour,  the  nestfer  t 
his  insolence ;  the  closer  to  him,  the  farther  froi 
him.    That  'e  the  crlsed  here !" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  hie  brother,  whoae 

feelings  had  soon  yielded  to  surprise, "  who  

have  abused  your  ear  with  such  represtntations  •  « 
why  yon  haVe  ohoeea  to  try  me,  rather  Uisa  ai 
other.  But  that  you  have  been  trying  me^  an 
tampering  with  me,  I  am  now  aore.  Xtna  heve 
different  mamner  and  a  different  aspect  firosM  «■ 
that  I  ever  saw  in  yoa.    I  will  oely  amy  to  y«i 
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'  "I  know  I  am,**  tmid  the  Mantmr.    **I  have 

told  7<N1  w." 

'*l!iot  by  me,**  retarned  his  brother.  **■  By  jrour 
infonnint,  if  you  have  one.  If  not,  by  your  own 
Ihoiif  hU  and  euspiciona.**    ' 

"I  baTB  no  auapicions,**  said  the  Monegerd — 
"Mine  ire  certaintiea.  You  puBillanimoas,  abject, 
cnngmjf  do^ :  All  makinfr  the  same  ahow,  all 
canting  the  same  atory,  all  whtnin;  the  same  pro- 
ftwona,  all  harbouring  the  same  transparent  ae* 

His  brother  withdrew,  without  saying  more,  and 
■bat  the  door  as  he  coneladed.  Mr.  Carker  the 
ntnager  drew  a  chair  close  before  the  fire,  and  fell 
to  beating  the  coaU  softlir  with  the  poker. 

'*The  faint4iearted,  niwning  knaves,**  he  mut- 
tered, with  his  two  abining  rows  of  teeth  laid  bare. 
"There's  not  one  among  them,  who  wouldnH  feign 
to  be  10  shocked  and  outraged  —  !  Bah!  There's 
MA  one  among  them,  but  if  be  had  at  once  the 
power,  and  the  wit  and  daring  to  use  it,  would  scat- 
ter Dombey's  pride  and  lay  it  low,  as  ruthlessly  as 
I  nke  out  these  ashes." 

At  he  broke  them  up  and  strewed  them  in  the 
ffnte,  be  looked  on  with  a  thoughtful  smile,  at  what 
be  was  doinr.  ^  Without  the  same  queen  beckoner 
too  !**  be  added  presently ;  **  and  there  is  pride  there, 
not  to  be  forgotten — witness  our  own  acquaint- 
•ace."*  With  that  he  fisll  into  a  deeper  reverie, 
ud  lit  pondering  over  the  blackening  grate,  until 
Ik  roie  op  like  a  man  who  had  been  absorbed  in  a 
^k,'  and  looking  round  him  took  his  hat  and 
{lovei,  went  to  where  his  horie  was  waiting, 
noonted,  and  rode  away  through  the  lighted  streeto ; 
^  it  was  evening. 

^  He  rode  near  Mr.  Dombey's  house;  and  fkUing 
kuo  a  walk  as  he  approached  it,  looked  up  at  the 
windows.  The  window  where  he  had  once  seen 
fbrence  sitting  with  her  dog,  attracted  his  atten- 
tioQ  first,  though  there  was  no  light  in  it ;  but  he 
■oiled  as  he  carried  his  eyes  up  the  tall  fh>nt  of  the 
^Mnie,  and  seemed  to  leave  that  object  superciliously 
lehind. 

"  Time  was,**  he  said,  **  when  it  was  well  to  watch 
even  your  rising  little  star,  and  know  in  what  quar. 
ter  there  were  clouds,  to  shadow  you  if  needful. 
Bat  a  planet  has  arisen,  and  you  are  lost  in  its 
fight- 
He  turned  the  white-legged  horse,  round  the 
itreet-comer,  and  sought  one  shming  window  flrom 


amoBf  those  at  the  back  of  the  house.  Associated 
with  It  was  a  certain  stately  presence,  a  gloved 
band,  the  remembrance  how  the  feathers  of  a  beauti. 
fhl  bird's  wing  had  been  showered  down  upon  the 
floor,  and  how  the  light  white  down  upon  a  robe 
had  stirred  and  rustl^,  aa  in  the  rising  of  a  distant 
storm.  These  were  the  things  he  carried  with 
him  as  he  turned  away  again,  and  rode  through 
the  darkening  and  deserted  Parks  at  a  quick  rate. 

In  fatal  truth,  these  were  associated  with  a  Wo. 
man,  a  proud  woman,  who  hated  him,  but  who  by 
slow  and  sure  degrees  had  been  led  on  by  his  craf3t, 
and  her  pride  and  resentment,  to  endure  his  com. 
pany,  and  little  by  little  to  receive  him  as  one  who, 
had  tho  privilege  to  talk  to  her  of  her  own  defiant 
disregard  of  her  own  husband,  and  her  abandon- 
ment of  high  conrideralion  for  herself.  They  were 
associated  with  a  woman  who  hated  him  deeply, 
and  who  knew  him,  and  who  mistrusted  him  be- 
cause she  knew  him,  and  because  he  knew  her ; 
but  who  fed  her  fieroe  resentment  by  sufi^ring  him 
to  draw  nearer  and  yet  nearer  to  her  every  day,  in 
spite  of  the  hate  she  cherished  for  him.  In  spite 
of  it  I  For  that  very  reason ;  since  in  its  depths, 
too  fkr  down  fur  her  threatening  eye  to  pierce, 
though  she  could  see  into  them  dimly,  lay  tlie  dark 
retaliation,  whose  &intest  shadow  seen  once  and 
shuddered  at,  and  never  seen  again,  would  have 
been  sufficient  stain  upon  her  soul 

Did  the  phantom  of  such  a  woman  flit  about 
him  on  hit  ride ;  true  to  the  reality,  and  obvious 
to  him? 

Yes.  He  saw  her  in  bis  mind,  exactly  as  she 
was.  She  bore  him  company  with  her  pride,  resent- 
ment,  hatred,  all  as  plain  to  him  as  her  beauty ; 
with  nothing  plainer  to  him  than  her  hatred  of  him. 
He  saw  her  sometimes  haughty  and  repellant  at  his 
side,  ahd  sometimes  down  among  his  horse's  feet, 
fallen  and  in  the  dust.  But  he  always  saw  her  as 
she  was,  without  disguise,  and  watched  her  on  the 
dangerous  way  that  she  was  going. 

And  when  his  ride  was  over,  and  he  was  newly 
dressed,  and  came  into  the  light  of  her  bright  room 
with  his  bent  head,  soft  voice,  and  soothing  smile, 
he  saw  her  yet  as  plainly.  He  even  suspected  the 
mysterjf  of  the  gloved  hand,  and  held  it  all  the 
longer  in  his  own  for  that  suspicion.  Upon  the 
dangerous  way  that  ahe  was  going,  he  was,  stilt ; 
and  not  a  fbotprint  did  she  mark  upon  it,  but  he 
set  his  own  there,  straight 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 

THE   THUNDERBOLT. 


Tux  harrier  between  Mr.  Dombey  and  his  wife, 
vu  not  weakened  by  time.  Ill-assorted  couple, 
vahappy  in  themselves  and  in  each  otJier,  bound 
together  by  no  tie  but  the  manacle  that  joined  their 
fettered  hands,  and  straining  that  so  narshlv,  In 
their  shrinking  asunder,  that  it  wore  and  chafed  to 
the  bone,  Time,  consoler  of  affliction  and  soflener 
<>f  lager,  could  do  nothing  to  help  them.  Their 
iride,  however  different  in  kind  and  object,  was 
eqatl  in  degree;  and,  in  their  flinty  opposition, 
itmck  out  me  between  them  which  might  smoulder 
«  might  blase,  as  circumstances  were,  but  burned 
ep  eferything  within  their  mutual  reach,  and  made 


sion  of  his  life,  swelling  with  every  grain  of  sand 
that  shifted  in  its  glass,  he  urged  her  own,  he  little 
thought  to  what,  or  considered  how ;  but  still  his 
feeling  towards  her,  such  as  it  was,  remained  as 
at  first  She  had  the  grand  demerit  of  unacconnt- 
ably  putting  herself  in  opposition  to  the  recognition 
of  his  vast  importance,  and  to  the  acknowledgment 
of  her  complete  submission  to  it,  and  so  far  it  w« 
necessary  to  correct  and  reduce  her ;  but  otherwise 
he  still  considered  her,  in  his  cold  way,  a  lady 
capable  of  doing  honour,  if  she  would,  to  nis  choice 
and  name,  and  of  reflecting  credit  on  his  pro- 
Drtetorshin. 
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DOMBf  X  AND  SOA^. 


to  day,  attd  honf  to  lumr^^froiti  th«t  wjghi  in  her 
own  chmnbor,  when  sbe  had  s&t  9aiin|f  at  the 
ahadowe  on  the  wall,  to  the  deeper  aight  faat 
comiDg-^upon  one  figure  directing  a  crowd  of 
huniihations  and  exasperations  against  her;  «id 
that  figure,  still  her  husband's. 

Was  Mr.  Dombey*8  mastor-vioe,  that  ruled  him 
00  inexorably,  an  unnatural  characteristic  7  It 
might  be  worth  while,  sometimes,  to  inquire  what 
l^ature.  ia,  and  how  men  work  to  change  her,  und 
whether,  in  the  enforced  distortions  so^produced,  it 
is  not  natural  to  be  unnatural.  Coop  any  son  or 
daughter  of  oiir  mighty  mother  within  narrow 
range,  and  bind  tlie  prisoner  to  one  idea,  and  foster 
it  1^  serTile  worship  of  it  on:  the  part  of  the  few 
timid  or  designing  people  standing  round,  and 
what  is  Nature  to  the  willing  captive  who  has  never 
^isen  up  upon  the  wings  of  a  free  mind^drooping 
■And  useless  soon— to  see  her  in  her  comprehensive 
truth  I 

Alas!  are  there  so  few  things  in  the  world  about 
us,  most  unnatural,  and  yet  most  natural  in  being 
CO !  Hear  the  magistrate  or  judge  admonish  the 
unnatural  outcastsvof  society ;  unnatural  in  brutal 
.habile,  unnatural  in  want  of  decency,  unnatural  in 
losing  and  confounding  all  distinctions  between 
good  and  evil ;  unnatural  in  ignorance,  in  vice,  in 
recklessness,  in  contumacy,  in  mind,  in  looks,  in 
everything.  But  Ibllow  the  good  clergyman  or 
doctor,  who,  with  his  life  imperilled  at  every  brenth 
he  draws,  goes  down  into  their  dens,  lying  within 
the  echoes  of  our  carriage. wheels  and  dafiy  tread 
upon  the  pavement  stones.  Look  round  upon  the 
world  of  odious  sights — millions  of  immortal  crea- 
.tures  have  no  other  world  on  earth — at  the  lightest 
.mention  of  which  humanity  revolts,  and  dainty 
delicacy  Uving  in  the  next  street,  stops  her  ears, 
and  lisps  "  I  don't  believe  it  !*'  Breothe  the  polluted 
air,  foul  with  every  impurity  that  is  poisonous  to 
health  and  life;  and  haye  every  sense,  conferred 
upon  our  race  Cbr  its  delight  and  happiness,  offend- 
ed, sickened  and  disgusted,  and  made  a  channel  by 
which  misery  and  deatli  ak>ne  can  enter.  Vainly 
attempt  to  think  of  any  simple  plant,  or  6ower,  or 
wholesome  weed,  tha^  set  in  this  jcstid  bed,  could 
have  its  natural  grovvtb,  or  put  its  little  leayes  forth 
to  the  sun  aa  Groo  designed  it.  And  then,  calling 
up  some  ghastly  child,  with  stunted  form  and  wicked 
face,  hold  forth  on  its  unnatural  slofoloess,  and  U- 
ment  its  being,  so  early,  fer  away  from  Heaven-^ 
hot  think  a  little  of  its'  having  been  conceived,  and 
born,  and  bred,  in  Hell ! 

Those  who  study  the  physical  sciences,  and  bring 
them  to  bear  upon  the  health  of  Man,  tell  us  that 
if  the  noxious  particles  that  rise  from  titiated  air, 
were  palpable  to  the  siffht,  we  should  see  them  low. 
ering  in  a  dense  black  cloud  above  such  haunts, 
and  rolling  slowly  on  to  corrupt  the  better  portions 
of  a  town.  But  if  the  moral  pestilence  that  rises 
vfiUt  them,  and,  in  tlie  eternal  laws  of  outraged 
Nature,  is  inseparable  from  them,  could  be  made 
discernible  too,  how  terrible  the  revelation  !  Then 
should  we  see  depravity,  impiety,  drunkenness, 
thef>,  murder,  and  a  long  train  of  nameless  sins 
against  the  natural  aifections  and  repulsions  of 
mankind,  overhanging  the  devoted  spots,  and  creep- 
ing on,  to  blight  the  innocent  and  spread  contagion 
among  the  pure.  Then  should  we  see  how  the 
same  l^oisoned  fountains  that  How  into  our  hospitals 
and  lazar.houses,  inundate  the  jails,  and  make  the 

^nvict.shipa  swim  deep,  and  roll  across  the  seas, 

td  over-cun  vast  continents  with  crime.    Then 


generate  djsease  tor  siH^e  our  chiUflci^dovn-  and 
entail  itself  on  unborn  generations,  there. alio  vs 
breed,  by  the  same  cortahi  -  process,  infancy  tbtt 
knows  no  innocent,  youth  without  modestf  sr 
shame,  maturity  that  is  mature  in  nothing  but  in 
sufieriiig  and  gnilt,  blasted  old  age  that  is  a  scandal 
pn  the  form  we  bear.  Unnatural  humanity !  Whea 
we  ^hall  gather  grapes  from  thorns,  and  figs  from 
thistles ;  when  fields  of  grain  shall  spring  up  from 
the  offal  in  the  by-ways  of  our  wicked  cities,  and 
roses  bloom  m  the  fat  churchyards  that  they  cherish; 
then  we  ma^  look  for  natural  humanity,  asnd  fiad 
H  growing  irom  such  seed. 

Oh  for  a  good  apirit  who  would  take  the  house- 
tops off,  wiU)  a  more  potent  and  beaigoant  haod 
tiian  the  lame  demon  in  the  tale,  and  show  a  Chris- 
tian people  what  dark  shapes  issue  firom  amidst 
their  homes,  to  swell  the  retinue  of  the  Destroying 
Angel  as  he  moves  ferth  among  them !  for  only 
one  night's  view  of  the  pale  phantonos  riaing  from 
the  scenes  of  oi|r  too-long  neglect;  and,  from  the 
thick  and  sullen  air  where  Vice  and  Fever  propa- 
gate together,  raining  the  tremendous  social  retri- 
butions which  are  ever  pQiiring  down,  and  ever 
coming  thicker!  Briffht  and  blest  the  morning 
jthat  should  rise  on  such  a  night  x  for  men,  delayed 
.no  more  by  stumbUog-hlocks  of  their  own  maklog, 
which  are  but  specks  of  dust  upon  the  path  between 
them  and  eternity,  would  then  apply  themselves^ 
like  creatures  of  one  common  origin,  owning  one 
duty  to  the  F^her  of  one  family,  and  tending  to 
one  ooinmon  end,  to  make  tlie  world  a  better  place! 

Not  the  less  bright  and  blest  wonld  that  day  be 
for  rousing  soine  who  never  have  looked  out  upon 
the  world  of  human  life  around  them,  to  a  know- 
ledge  of  their  own  relation  to  it,  and  fer  making 
them  acquainted  with  a  perversion  of  nature  in 
their  own  contracted  sympathies  and  estimates ;  as 
great,  and  yet  as  natural  in  its  develomnent  when 
once  b^gun,  as  the  lowest  degradation  known. 

But  no  such  day  had  ever  dawned  on  Mr.  Dom- 
hey«  or  his  wife ;  and  the  course  of  each  was  taken. 

Through  six  months  that  ensaed  upon  his  acci- 
dent, tbey  held  the  same  relations  one  towards  the 
other.  A  marble  rock  could  not  have  stood  mon 
obdurately  in  his  way  than  she;  and  no  chiliad 
spring,  ly^ng  pncheered  by  any  raj  of  light  in  the 
depths  of  a  deep  cave,  could  be  more  sullen  or  mon 
cold  than  he. 

The  hope  that  had  fluttered  within  her  when  thi 
promise  of  her  new  home  dawned,  was  quite  gone 
from  the  heart  of  Florence  now.  That  home  wai 
nearly  two  years  old :  and  even  the  patient  trosi 
that  was  in  her,  could  not  survive  the  daily  blighi 
of  such  experience.  If  she  had  any  lingering  &nci 
in  the  nature  of  hope  left,  that  Edith  and  her  fathdi 
might  be  happier  together,  in  some  distant  time 
she  had  none,  now,  that  her  father  would  ever  lov4 
her..  The  little  interval  in  which  she  had  tmaginei 
that  she  saw  some  small  relenting  in  him,  was  ior 
gotten  in  the  long  remembrance  of  his  coldnesi 
since  and  before,  or  only  reniembered  as  a  sorrow 
ful  delusion. 

Florence  loved  him  Still,  but,  by  degrees,  hai 
come  to  love  him  rather  as  some  dear  one  who  hai 
been,  or  who  might  have  been,  than  as  the  hari 
reality  before  her  eyes.  Something  of  the  sofVenei 
sadness  with  which  she  loved  the  memory  of  fitti 
Paul,  or  of  her  mother,  seemed  to  enter  now  int 
her  thoughts  of  him,  and  to  make  them,  as  it  were 
a  dear  remembrance.  Whctlicr  It  was  that  lie  wa 
dead  to  her.  and  that  nartlv  for  this  reason,  nmxit 
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ud  yirtly  hr  the  Uag  ••tfsbUHaH  wit  hiM  with 
bopM  that  were  witiierad  ui4  tdndernew  be  hkd 
Iroxea,  she  could  not  hate  told ;  but  the  ftth*  wbem 
iIm  lo\'ed  be^ran  to  be  a  ▼tj^ue  snd  draaidy  idea  to 
ber:  hardly  more  eubetantiaUy  connected  with  ber 
leil  life,  than  the  image  the  wooM  eonetifUes  eoiu 
iuie  u^  of  her  d<ar  brother  yet  alive,  and  growing 
to  be  a  man,  wbo  would  {hrotcet  and  cherieh  her. 

The  chann,  if  it  may  be  oalled  one,  had  stolen 
M  b«r  like  we  ^ange  ftom  childhood  to  woman*. 
bood,  aad  had  coue  with  it  Florence  was  almost 
Mventeeo,  when,  in  ber  lonely  mnslngs,  she  was 
•oaeeioBs  of  these  tbougbls. 

She  was  oflen  alone  now,  for  the  old  assoohftiOB 
between  her  and 'ber  mamma  was  greatly  changed. 
AtCbe  time  of  her  ihiher's  aecident,  and  when  he 
vii  lying  in  his  room  down-stairs,  Florence  had 
fim  obflerred  tb^t  Edith  avoided  her.  Wounded 
ud  shoobed,  mnd  yet  unable  to  reconoile  this  witli 
bsr  affeotiflik  when  they  did  meet,  she  sought  her  in 
her  own  room  at  night,  onoe  mors. 

'*]|f»mma,'*  said  fYorenee,  iftealing  sofQy  to  |^ 
•idp,  •'bafie  I  offended  you  ?** 

Edilh  aaswend  •^Na'* 

**!  must  have  done  sdmetbinr,**  said  norenee. 
"  Tell  me  what  it  Is.  You  have  changed  your  man. 
Mr  to  me,  dear  Mamhia.  I  cannot  say  how  in- 
•tanUy  I  /eel  the  least  change ;  ftr  Xieve  yoo  with 
■y  whcie  heart*' 

**  As  I  do  you,**  said  Edith.  «•  Ah,  FIorBnee,  be. 
Geve  me  never  morb  than  now  V* 

**  Why  do  you  go  away  iVom  me  io  oftan,  aad 
fcseiraway  V*  asked  Florence.  **  And  why  do  you 
•onetunes  look  wo  strangely  on  me,  dear  Mamma? 
Yon  do  Kk,  do  you  not  7** 

Edith  AigDified  assent  wi<h  her'  dark  eyes. 

■*  Why,'*  returned  Florence  imploringly.  **  Tell 
ne  wbv,  that  I  may  know  bow  to  please  you  better ; 
and  tell  me  this  shall  not  be  so  any  more." 

..m^   ».  ..  ......  the  hand 


eyes 


*')fy  Florence,^  answered  BdiCb,  taking  the 
that  embraoed  her  neck,  and  lookmg  into  the 
that  look^  into  hers  so  lovingly,  as  Florence  kneh 
upon  tbei^round  before  her ;  **  why  It  Is,  I  canhot 
Id  yon.  It  is  neither  ^  nfe  to  say,  hor  you  to 
beaf ;  but  that  it  ia,  and  that  it  must  be,  I  kn<m, 
SheddldoHifldidnotr 

**  Are  we  to  be  estranged,  Mamma  7"  asked  Flo. 
fence,  gazing  at  ber  like  one  frightened. 

Edith's  siitat  lips  ibrmed  *"  Ves." 

Fbcence  looked  at  ber  wilh  increasing  f^ar  and 
wonder,  until  she  could  see  H^r  no  more  through 
ibe  Uindinf  tears  that  ran  down  her  face. 

*'Flortnee !  my  lifb  !*'  said  Edith,  hurriedly,*^ Irs. 
tae  to  fliie,  I  cannot  bear  to  see  this  grief.  Be 
^akaer.  Yoo  see  that  1  am  composed,  and  is  it  no- 
thing  to  me  7" 

She  resumed  her  steady  Voice  and  manner  at  she 
iaid  the  latter  iiorda,  and  added  presendy : 

**Kot  wholly  estranged.  Partially:  and  only 
that,  m  appearance,  Florence,  for  in  ray  own  breast 
I  am  still  the  same  to  yeo,  and  ever  will  be.  But 
whai  I  do  is  not  done  for  myseir.** 

**  Is  it  fiirnK,  Mamma  7"  ssked  Florence. 

**  It  b  enough,'*  said  Edith,  aflcr  a  pause,  **  to 
kiaaw  what  it  is;  t9hj,  matters  little.  Dear  Tlo. 
Ksee,  it  is  better -^  it  is  necessary  —  it  tnust  be  — 
tittt  oor  aAiociation  should  be  less  frequent  The 
•oesfidenoe  there  has  been  between  us  mast  be 
broken  eff.^ 

-WhsB?*' cried Fkirence.  "Oh, Mamma, when ?•» 


tni  ktiow  that  Nor  will  I  any  that  companion, 
khip  between  lis,  i»,  at  the  best,  an  ill-assorted  and 
unholy  union,  ofwhSch  I  might  have  known  wi 
good  oould  come.  My  way  here  has  bo^n  through 
paths  that  TOO  will  never  tread,  and  my  way  hence, 
forth  may  lie— God  knows— I  do  not  see  it—" 

Her  voice  died  away  into  silertce ;  and  she  sat 
looking  at  Florence,  and  almost  shrinking  fhrn 
her,  with  the  same  strange  dread  and  wild  avoid 
ance  that  Florence  had  noticed  once  before.  Tht 
same  dark  pride  and  rag[c  succeeded,  sweeping  ove'i 
her  form  and  features  like  an  angry  chord  aorosi 
the  strings  of  a  wild  harp.  But  no  softness  d 
bumifrty  ensuAd  on  that  She  did  not  lay  her  hoa^ 
down  now,  and  weep,  and  say  that  she  had  tfo  hopi 
but  in  Florence.  8he  held  it  up  as  if  she  Were  I 
beautilUI  Medusa,  looking  on  him,  fkco  to  face,  b 
strike  him  dead.  Yes,  and  she  Would  have  done  It 
if  she  had  had  the  charm. 

••  Mamma,"  said  Floi-ence  anxiously,  "  there  Is  i 
chanee  in  you,  in  more  than  what  you  say  to  me 
which  alarms  me.  Let  me  stay  with  you  a  little.' 
"No,"  said  Edith,  "  no,  dearest.  I  am  best  lei 
alone  now,  and  I  do  best  to  keep  apart  from  yo« 
of  all  else.  Ask  me  no  questions,  bat  believe  tha 
what  I  am  when  I  seem  fickle  or  capricious  to  jroc 
I  am  not  of  my  own  will,  or  for  myself.  Belien 
though  we  are  stranger  to  each  other  than  we  hav 
been,  that  I  am  unchanged  to  you  within.  Foi 
■give  me  for  having  ever  darkened  your  dark  bom 
—I  nfa  a^shadow  on  It,  I  know  well  —  and  let  u 
never  speak  of  this  again." 

"Mamma,"  sobbed  Florence,  "-we  are  not  t 
part?" 

"  We  do  this  that  we  may  not  part,"  said  Editl 
Ask  no  more..  Go  Florence !  My  love  and  ni 
remorse  go  with  you  !*'     • 

She  embraced  her,  and  dismissed  lier;  and  a 
Florence  passed  out  of  her  room,  Edith  looked  o: 
the  retiring  figure,  as  if  her  good  angel  went  out  i 
that  form,  and  lell  her  to  the  haughty  and  indij 
nant  passions  that  now  claimed  her  for  their  owi 
and  set  their  seal  upon  her  brow. 

From  that  hour,  Florence  and  she  were,  as  the 
had  been,  no  more.  For  days  together,  they  woul 
seldom  meet,  except  ai  table,  and  when  Mr.  Don 
bev  was  present  Then  Edith,  imperious,  infle: 
ibfe,  and  silent,  never  looked  at  her.  Whenevt 
Mr.  Carker  was  of  the  party,  as  he  ofVen  was,  dnrin 
the  progress  of  Mr.  t)ombey'8  recovery,  and  aflei 
wards,  Edith  held  herself  mote  removed  from  he 
and  was  more  distant  towards  her,  than  at  otlu 
limes.  Yet  she  and  Florence  never  encountered 
when  there  was  no  one  by,  but  she  would  embrac 
her  as  affectionately  as  of  old,  though  not  with  th 
same  relenting  of  ber  proud  aspect ;  and  oflei 
when  she  had  been  out  late,  she  Would  steal  up  I 
Floirenee's  room,  as  she  had  been  used  to  do,  in  tl 
dark,  and  whisper  •'Good  Night,"  on  her  pilloi 
When  unconscious,  in  her  slumber,  of  such  visit 
Florence  would  sometimes  awake,  as  from  a  dreai 
of  those  words,  sofUy  spoken,  aod  would  seem  '< 
feel  the  touch  of  lips  upon  her  face.  But  less  an 
less  oflen  as  the  months  went  on. 

And  now  the  void  in  Florence's  own  heart  begfl 
again,  indeed,  to  make  a  solitude  around  ber.  / 
the  imagp  of  the  father  whom  she  loved  had  insei 
stbly  become  a  mere  abstraction,  so  Edith,  follow 
ing  the  fate  of  all  the  rest  about  whom  her  affe 
tions  hod  entwined  themselves,  was  fleeting,  fadin 
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eh&sm  between  Ihem  widened  and  veemed  deeper 
.little  by  little,  lU  the  power  of  euneetaeBe  aad" 
Underneas  she  had  shown,  wm  frosen  up  in  the 
bold,  angry  hardihood  with  which  ahe  atood,  npon 
the  brink  of  a  deep  precipice  unaeen  by  Florence, 
dariog  to^  look  down. 

There  was  but  one  consideration  to  set  agahist 
the  heavy  loes  of  Edith,  and  thoagh  it  was  slight 
comfort  to  her  burdened  heart,  she  tried  to  think  it 
some  relief.  No  longer  divided  between  her  affec- 
tion  and  duty  to  the  two,  Florence  could  love  both 
and  do  no  injustice  to  either.  As  shadows  of  her 
•fond  imagination,  she  oould  give  them  equal  place 
in  her  own  bosom,  and  wrong  them  with  no  doubts. 

So  she  tried  to  do.  At  times,  and  of\en  too,  won^ 
dering  speculations  on  the  cause  of  this  change  in 
£dith,  would  obtrnde  themselves  upon  her  mind 
and  frighten  her ;  but  in  the  calm  of  its  abandon- 
ment once  more  to  silent  i^rief  and  loneliness,  it 
was  not  a  curious  mind.  Florence  had  only  to  re> 
member  that  her  star  of  promise  was  clouded  in 
•the  general  gloom  that  hung  upon  the  house,  and 
to  weep  and  be  resigned. 

Thus  living,  in  a  dream  wherein  the  overflowing 
love  of  her  young  heart  expended  itself  on  airy 
forms,  and  in  a  real  world  where  she  had  expert- 
enced  little  but  the  rolling  back  of  that  atronsr  tide 
upon  itself,  Florence  grew  to  be  seventeen.  Timid 
and  retiring  as  her  solitary  life  had  made  her,  it 
had  not  embittered  her  sweet  temper,  or  her  earnest 
nature.  A  child  in  innocent  simplicity ;  a  worpan 
in  her  modest  self-reliance,  and  her  deep  intensity 
of  feeling ;  botji  child  and  woman  seemed  at  once 
expressed  in  her  fair  face  and  fragile  delicacy  of 
shape,  and  gracefully  to  mingle  there  ;-*as  if  the 
sprmg  should  be  unwilling  to  depart  when  summer 
came,  and  sought  to  blend  the  earlier  beauties  of 
the  flowers  with  their  bloom.  But  in  her  thrilling 
voice,  in  her  calm  eyes,  sometimes  in  a  strange 
ethereal  light  that  seemed  to  rest  upon  her  head, 
and  always  in  a  certain  pensive  air  upon  her  beauty, 
there  was  an  expression,  such  as  bad  been  seen  m 
the  dead  boy ;  and  the  council  in  the  Servants*  Hall 
whispered  so  among  themselves,  and  shook  their 
heads,  and  ate  and  drank  the  more,  in  a  closer 
bond  of  good-fellowship. 

This  ybservant  body  had  plenty  to  say  of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Dombey,  and  of  Mr.  Carker,  who  ap- 
peared to  be  a  mediator  between  them,  and  who 
came  ond  went  as  if  he  were  trying  to  make  peace, 
but  never  could.  They  all  deplored  the  uncom- 
fortable state  of  affairs,  and  all  agreed  that  Mrs, 
Pipchin  (whose  unpopularity  was  not  to  be  sur- 
paused)  had  some  hand  in  it ;  but,  upon  the  whole, 
it  was  agreeable  to  have  so  good  a  subiect  for  a 
ranyin^f  point,  and  they  made  a  great  deal  of  it, 
and  enjoyed  themselves  very  much. 

The  general  visitors  who  came  to  the  house,  and 
those  among  whom  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Dombey  visited, 
thought  it  a  pretty  equal  match,  as  to  haughtiness, 
at  all  events,  and  thought  nothing  more  about  it. 
The  young  lady  with  the  back  did  not  appear  for 
some  time  afler  Mrs.  Skewton*s  death ;  observing 
to  some  particular  friends,  with  her  usu^  engaging 
little  scream,  that  she  couIdn^t  separate  the  family 
from  a  notion  of  tomb-stones,  and  horrors  of  that 
sort;  but  when  she  did  come,  she  saw  nothing 
wrong,  except  Mr.  Dombey*s  wearing  a  bunch  of 
gold  seals  to  his  watch,  which  shocked  her  very 
*""ch,  as  ah  exploded  superstition.^    This  youthful 

:inator  considered  a  daughter-in-law  objection- 


**  style"— which  might  mean  bach,  perhaps.  Many, 
who  only  oame  to  the  house  on  state  oeeosiooa, 
hardly  knew  who  Florence  was,  and  said,  going 
home,  **  Indeed !  was  tktt  Miss  Dorobev,  in  the 
corner?  Vtry  pretty,  but  a  little  dehcate  and 
thoughtful  in  appearance  ?** 

None  the  less  so,  certainly,  for  her  Hfe  of  the  hst 
six  months,  Florence  took  her  seat  ,at  the  dinner* 
table,  on  the  day  before  the  second  anniversary  of 
her  father's  marriage  to  Edith  (Mrs.  Skewton  had 
been  lying  stricken  with  paralysis  when  the  first 
came  round),  with  an  uneasiness,  amounting  to 
dread.  She  had  no  other  warrant  for  it,  tfian  the 
occasion,  the  expression  of  her  father's  &ce,  in  the 
hasty  glance  she  oangrbt  of  it,  and  the  presence  of 
Mr.  Carker,  which,  always  uilpleasant  to  her,  was 
more  so  on  this  day,  than  she  had  ever  felt  it  before. 

Edith  was  richly  dressed,  for  she  and  Mr.  Dom- 
bey were  engaged  in  the  evening  to  some  large  as- 
scmbly,  and  the  dinner-hour  that  day  was  late.  Sbo 
did  not  appear  until  they  were  seated  at  table,  when 
Mjr.  Carker  rose  and  led  her  to  her  chair.  Beauti- 
ful  and  lustrous  as  she  was,  there  was  that  in  her 
face  and  air  which  seemed  to  separate  her  bo^ 
leasly  fh>m  Florence,  and  from  everv  one,  for  efer 
more.  And  yet,  for  an  instant,  ^lorenoe  saw  a 
beam  of  kindness  In  her  eyes,  when  the;^  were 
turned  on  her,.that  made  the  distance  to  which  she 
had  withdrawn  herself^  a  greater  oanse  of  sorrow 
and  r^^t  thfin  ever. 

There  was  very  little  said  at  dinner,  Florence 
heard  h6r  father  speak  toMr.Cecker  sonetames  on 
business  matters,-  and  heard  him  softly  rephr,  hot 
she  paid  little  attention  to  what  they  said,  and  only 
wished  the  dinner  at  an  end.  When  the  desssit 
was  placed  upon  the  table,  and  they  were  left  akoe, 
with  no  servant  in  attendance,  Mr.  Dombey,  who 
had  been  several  tinses  clearing  hie  throal  in  a 
manner  that  augured  no  good,  said : 

••  Mrs.  Dombey,  you  know,  I  eoppoee,  that  I 
have  instructed  the  housekeeper  that  there  will  he 
some  company  to  dinner  here  to-morrow." 

**  I  d^  not  dine  at  home^"  she  answered. 

**Not  a  large  party,"  pursued  Mr.  Dombey,  with 
an  indifferent  asaumption  of  not  having  heard  her; 
"  merely  some  twelve  or  fourteen.  My  sister,  Ma- 
jor Bagstock,  and  snme  others  whom  yon  know 
but  slightly," 

^  I  do  not  dine  at  home,"  she  repeated. 

**  However  doubtful  reason  I  may  have,  Mrs. 
Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  still  goin^  majestically 
on,  as  if  she  had  not  spoken,  "*  to  hold  the  oocasisn 
in  very  pleasant  remembrance  iust  now,  there  an 
appearances  in  these  things  which  must  be  main* 
tainod  before  the  world.  If  yon  haye  no  leepMl 
for  yourself,  Mrs.  Dombey—" 

^  I  have  none,"  she  said. 

**  Madam,"  cried  Mr.  Dombey,  striking  Ine  hand 
upon  the  table,  "  hear  me  if  you  please^  I  say  if 
you  have  no  respect  for  yourself—" 

**And  /  say  I  have  none,"  she  answered. 

He  looked  at  lier;  but  the  faoe^she  showed  him 
in  return  would  not  have  chanfed,  if  death  itself 
had  looked. 

**  Carker,"  said  Mr.  Dombey,  iumimg  more  qui' 
etiy  to  that  gentleman,  **  as  yon  have  been  my  me- 
dium of  communication  with  Mrs.  Dombey  oa 
former  occasions,  and  as  I  ehoose  Id  preeerve  tin 
decencies  of  life,  so  far  as  I  am  indtyidusJIy  cmt 
eerned,  I  will  trouble  you  to  have  the  goodaem  1« 
inform  Mrs.  Dombey  that  if  she  has  no  resipeel  fti 
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"Tell  TOUT  tovereign  muter,  Si;ir,**  Mid  £diUi, 
"that  I  will  take  leave  to  speak  to  him  on  this  sub- 
ject  by-and-bye,  aod  that  I  will  speak  to  bim 
»lonc" 

"Mr. Garker,  Madam/'  said  her  husband,  **  being . 
in  posaession  of  the  reason  which  obliges  me  to  re- 
fuse  yoo  that  privilege,  shall  be  absolved  from  the 
delivery  of  any  such  message.**  Re  saw  her  eyes 
ino?e,  while  he  spoke,  and  followed  them  with  his 
own, 

'*7oQr  daughter  is  present.  Sir,**  ^aid  Edith. 

'*My  daughter  will  remain  present,**  said  Mr. 
Dombey. 

Florence,  who  had  risen,  sat  down  again,  hiding 
ker  face  in  her  hands,  and  trembling. 

"  My  daughter.  Madam** — ^began  Mr.  Dombej. 

Bat  Edith  stopped  him,  in  a  voice  which,  although 
not  raised  in  the  least,  was  so  clear,  emphatic,  and 
distinct,  that  it  might  have  been  heard  m  a  wiiirl* 
wind. 

**I  tell  you  I  will  speak  to  you  alone,**  she  said. 
"If  Ton  are  not  mad,  heed  what  I  say.** 

"I  have  authority  to  speak  to  you.  Madam,*'  re- 
tarned  her  husband,  **  when  and  where  I  please ; 
ud  it  is  my  pleasure  to  speak  here  and  now.** 

She  rose  up  as  if  to  leave  the  room;  but  sat  down 
agam,  and  looking  at  him  with  all  outward  com- 
posure, said,  in  the  same  voice : 

"You  shall.'" 

"  I  must  tell  you  first,  that  there  is  a  tlireatening 
appearance  in  your  manner.  Madam/*  said.  Mr. 
Dwnbev,  ••  which  does  not  become  yoo.*' 

Sfae  laughed.  The  shaken  diamonds  in  her  hair 
itartedand  trembled.  There  are  fables  of  precious 
itcHies  that  would  turn  pale,  theif  wearer  lieing  in 
daoger.  Had  these  been  such,  their  imprisoned 
lays  of  light  would  have  taken  flight  that  moment, 
aod  they  would  have  been  as  dull  as  lead. 

Carker  listened,  with  his  eyes  cast  down. 

".As  to  my  daughter.  Madam/*  said  Mr.  Dom- 
bey,  resuming  the  thread  of  his  discourse,  **  it  is  by 
BO  means  Inconsistent  with  her  duty  to  me,  that 
■be  should  know  what  conduct  to  avoid.  At  pre. 
Rot  yoo  are  a  very  strong  example  to  her  of  this 
kind,  and  I  hope  she  may  profit  by  it.** 
,  "I  would  not  stop  you  now/*  returned  his  wife, 
immoveable  in  eye,  and  voice,  and  attitude;  **I 
voold  not  rise  and  go  away,  and  save  you  the 
utterance  of  one  word,  if  the  room  were  burning.** 

Mr.  Dombey  moved  his  head,  as  if  in  a  sarcastic 
•^nowledgment  of  the  attention,  and  resumed. 
Bat  not  with  so  much  self-possession  as  befi>re ;  lor 
Edith's  quick  uneasiness  in  reference  to  Florence, 
and  Edith's  indilTerence  to  him  and  his  censure, 
cbafed  and  galled  him  like  a  stiffening  wound, 
^  "Mrs.  Dombey,"  said  he,  •*  it  may  not  be  incoo- 
sistent  with  my  daughter's  improvement  to  know 
bow  very  much  to  be  lamented,  and  how  necessary 
to  be  corrected,  a  stubborn  disposition  is,  especially 
vken  it  is  indulged  in — unthankfully  indulged  in, 
I  will  add — afler  the  gratification  of  ambition  and 
interesL  Both  of  which,  I  believe,  had  some  share 
in  inducing  you  to  occupy  your  present  station  at 
Ikisboard.^ 

**No!  I  would  not  rise,  and  go  away,  and  save 
you  the  utterance  of  one  word,"  she  repeated,  ex- 
actly oa  before,  •*  if  the  room  were  bummg." 

•^Il  may  be  naturol  enough,  Mrs.  Dombey,"  he 
IMiTBiied,  **tbat  you  should  be  uneasy  in  the  pre- 
MQee  of  any  auditors  of  these  disagreeable  truths; 
^Wjjjh  why—"  he  could  not  hide  bis  real  feeling 


Floram^  -^**  why.  any  one  can  give  them  greater 
£>rco  and  point  than  myself,  whom  they  so  nearly 
concern,  I  do  not  {^ etend  to  understand.  It  may 
be  natural  enough  that  you  should  object  to  hear, 
in  anybody*s  presence,  that  there  is  a  rebeUiou$ 
principle  witiiin  yon  which  you  cannot  curb  too 
■oon;  which  you  must  cnrb,  Mrs.  Doix^y;  and 
wbiob,  I  regret  to  say,  I  remember  to  have  seen 
manifested— with  some  dombt  and  displeasure,  oB 
more  than  one  occasion  before  our  marriage— to- 
wards your  deieeased  mother.  But  you  have  the 
remedy  in  your  own  bands.  I  by  no  means  forgot, 
when  I  began,  that  my  daughter  was  present,  Mrs. 
Dombey.  I  beg  you  will,  not  forget,  to-morrow, 
that  there  are  severfil  pereoos  present;  and  that, 
with  some  regard  to  appearances,  you  will  receive 
your  company  in  a  becoming  manner." 

*' So  it  is  not  enouffh,"  said  Edith,  *«  that  yon 
know  what  has  passed  between  yourself  and  me; 
ijt  ifl  not  enough  that  you  can  look  here/*  pointing 
at  Carker,  who  still  listened,  with  his  eyes  cast 
down,  **  and  be  reminded  of  the  afOronts  you  have 
put  upon  me ;  it  is  not  enough  that  you  can  look 
here/*  poin.ting  to  .Florence  with  a  hand  that 
slightly  trembled  for  the  first  and  only  time,  **and 
think  of  what  you  haye  done,  and  of  the  ingenious 
agony,  daily,  hourly,  constant,  you  have  made  me 
feel  in  doing  it;  it  is  not  enough  that  thu  day,  of 
all  others  in  the  year,  is  memorable  to  me  for  a 
struggle  (well-deaerved,  but  not  conceivable  by 
such  as  you)  in  which  I  wish  I  had  died !  You 
add  to  all  this,  do  you,  the  last  crowning Vneanness 
.  of  making  her  a  witness  of  the  depth  to  which  I 
have  fiUleo ;  when  you  know  that  you  have  made 
me  sacrifice  to  her  peace,  the  only  gentle  feeling 
and  interest,  of  my  life;  when  you  know  that  lor 
her  sake,  I  would  now  if  I  could,  but  I  can  not^  my 
soul  recoili  from  you  too  much — submit  myself 
wholly  to  your  will,  and  be  the  meekest  vassal  that 
you  have  I** 

This  was  pot  the  way  to  minister  to  Mr.  Dom- 
bey*s  greatnesii.  The  old  feeling  was  roused  by 
what  Sit  vaid,  into  a  stronger  and  fiercer  existence 
than  it  had  ever  had.  Again,  his  neglected  child, 
at  this  rough  passage  of  his  life,  pot  forth  by  even 
this  rebellious  woman, 'as  powerful  where  he  was 
powerless,  and  everything  where  he  was  nothing ! 

He  turned  on  Florence,  as  if  it  were  she  who 
had  spoken,  and  bade  her  leave  the  room,  Florence 
with  her  covered  fiice  obeyed,  trembling  and  weep- 
ing OM  she  went. 

*'I  understand.  Madam/'  said  Mr.  Dombey,  with 
an  angry  flush  of  triumph,  **  the  spirit 'bfoppcflition 
that  turned  your  affections  in  tliat  channel,  but  they 
have  been  met,  Mrs.  Dombey  ;  they  have  been  met 
and  turned  back  I" 

"*  The  worse  for  you !"  she  answered,  with  her 
voice  and  manner  still  unchanged.  **  Aye  !**  for  be 
tmrned  sharply  when  she  said  so,  **what  is  the 
worse  for  me,  is  twenty  million  times  the  worse  for 
you.    Heed  that,  if  you  heed  nothing  elee." 

The  arch  of  diamonds  spanning  her  dark  hair, 
flashed  and  glittered  like  a  starry  bridge.  There 
was  no  warning  in  them,  or  they  would  nave  turned 
as  doll  and  dim  as  tarnished  honour.  Carker  still 
eat  and  listened,  with  his  eyes  cast  down. 

**  Mrs.  Dombey/*  said  Mr.  Dombey,  resuming:  as 
much  as  he  could  of  his  arrogant  composure,  **  yoa 
will  not  conciliate  me,  or  turn  me  from  any  pur- 
pose, b^  this  course  of  conduct** 

"  It  IS  the  only  true  although  it  is  a  faintjBxpmu 
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thottgfht  it  wooM  conciliate  ytm,  I  wodtd  rdpress  it, 
if  it  were  repressiblo  by  any  iMiiiiika  efibrt  I  will 
do  dothingf  that  yoa  ask."        « 

**I  am  not  accustomed  to  aak,  Mra.  l>ombey,** 
he  observed ;  **  I  direct*' 

^  I  will  hold  no  plaee  in  your  hoose  to-morrow, 
or  on  an^  recurreRoe  of  to*morrow.  I  will  be  ex- 
hibited to  no  one,  as  the  reiractory  sia^e  70a  por- 
ehased,  each  a  time.  If  I  kept  my  marriage-day,  I 
woald  keep  it  as  a  day  of  shame.  Sel^renpectl  ap. 
pearances  before  the  world!  what  are  these  to  me? 
You  have  done  all  yeu  can  to  make  them  nothing 
•to  me,  and  they  art  nothing/* 

**Carker,*'  said  Mr.  Dombey,  speaking  with 
•knitted  brows,  and  afler  a  moment's  consideration, 
**  Mrs*  Dombey  is  so  forgetful  of  herself  and  me  in 
all  this,  and  places  me  in  a  position  so  unsuited  to 
•my  character,  that  I  must  bring  this  state  of  mat- 
ters to  a  elosei'* 

**  Release  me,  tben,"  said  Edith,  immoyeabfo  In 
voice,  in  look,  and  bearing,  as  she  had  been  through- 
out, "^  from  the  chain  by  which  I  am  bound.    Let 
me  go." 
**  Madam !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Dombey. 
**  Loose  me.    Set  me  free  V^ 
••  Madam  7"  he  repeated,  •*  Mrs.  Dombey  T" 
**Tell  him,"  said  Edith,  addressing  her  proud 
free  to  Carker,  '^that  I  wish  for  a  separation  be- 
tween US.    That  thero  had  better  be  one.    That  I 
recommend  it  to  him.    Tell  him  it  may  take  place 
on  his  own  terms^^-^his  wealth  is  nothing  to  me^- 
but  that  it  cannot  be  too  soon." 

**  Good  Heaven,  Mrs.  Dombey !"  said  her  hus- 
band,  with  supreme  amasoinent,  *  do  yoa  imagine 
it  possible  that  I  could  ever  listen  to  such  a  propo- 
•ition  T  Do  yoa  know  who  I  am,  Madam  ?  Do  you 
know  what  I  represent?  Did  you  eifer  liear  of 
Dombey  and  Son  7  People  to  say  that  Mr.  Dombey 
-—  Mr.  Dombey !  —  was  separated  ftom  his  wife ! 
Common  people  to  talk  of  Mr.  Dombey  and  his 
-domestic  affairs!  Do  you  seriously  think,  Mrs. 
Dombey,  that  I  would  permit  my  name  to  be 
handed  about  in  such  connexion  7  Pooh  pooh. 
Madam !  Fie  for  shame !  You're  absurd."  Mr. 
Dombey  absolutely  laughed. 

But  not  as  she  did.  She  had  better  have  been 
dead  than  laugh  as  she  did,  in  reply,  with  her  in- 
tent look  fixed  upon  him.  He  had  better  have  been 
dead,  than  sitting  there,  in  his  magnificence,  to 
hear  her. 

*•  No,  Mrs.  Dombey,"  he  resumed,  «•  No,  Madam. 
There  is  no  possibility  of  separation  between  you 
and^e,  and  therefbre  I  the  more  advise  you  to  be 
awakened  to  a  sense  of  duty.  And,  Carker,  as  I 
was  about  to  say  to  you — " 

Mr.  Carker,  who  had  sat  and  listened  all  this 
time,  now  raised  hia  eyes,  in  which  there  was  a 
bright,  unusual  light 

-^As  I  Was  about  to  say  to  yon,"  resumed  Mr. 
Dombey,  **  I  must  beg  you,  now  that  matters  have 
come  to  this,  to  inform  Mrs.  Dombey,  that  it  is  not 
tlie  rule  of  my  lilb  to  allow  myself  to  be  thwarted 
by  anybody  —  anybody,  Carker  —  or  to  suffer  any- 
body  to  be  paraded  as  a  stronger  mMive  fbr  obedi- 
ence in  those  who  owe  obedience  to  me  than  I  am 
myself.  The  menthm  that  has  been  made  of  my 
daughter,  and  the  use  that  is  made  of  my  daughter, 
in  opposition  to  me,  are  unnatural.  Whether  my 
daughter  is  4n  actual  concert  with  Mrs.  Dombey, 
I  do  not  know,  and  do  not  care ;  but  kiler  what 
^   Mrs.  Dombey  1ms  said  to-day,  and  m^  daughter  has 


Dombey,  that  if  she  continues  to  make  tiiis  hoais 
the' scene  of  contention  it  has  become,  I  siiall  con- 
sider my  daughter  responsible  in  some  degree,  on 
that  lady's  own  avowal,  and  shall  visit  her  with 
my  severe  displeasure.  Mrs.  Dombey  has  asked 
*  whether  it  is  not  enough,'  that  she  has  done  this 
and  that  Yoa  will  please  to  answer  nc,  it  is  not 
enough." 

**A  moment!"  cried  Carker,  interposing,  "per. 
mit  me !  painful  as  my  position  is,  at  the  best,  and 
unusually  painful  in  seeming  to  entertain  a  dif- 
ferent opinion  from  you,"  ^ddrCsi^ing  Mr.  Dombey, 
**  I  must  ask,  had  you  not  better  re-cortsider  toe 
qoestioD  of  a  separation.  I  know  bow  incompatible 
it  appears  with  your  high  public  position,  and  1 
know  how  determined  you  are  when  you  give  Mrs. 
Dombey  to  understand"^the  light  in  his  eyes  fell 
upon  her  as  he  separated  his  words  each  from  each, 
with  the  distincthcss  of  so  many  bells  — "that 
nothing  l^ut  death  can  ever  part  yon.  Nothing  else. 
But  when  you  cdnsider  that  Mrs.  Dombey,  by  liy- 
ing  in  this  hoo^,  and  making  it  as  you  have  said, 
a  scene  of  contention,  not  onlv  as  her  part  in  that 
contention,  but  compromises'Miss  Dombey  every  day 
(for  I  know  how  determined  you  are),  will  yoa  not 
relieve  her  from  a  continual  irritation  of  spirit  snd 
a  continual  sense  of  being  unjnst  to  another,  almost 
intolerable  7  D^es  this  not  seem  like^I  do  not  say 
it. is — sacrificing  Mrs.  Dombey  to  the  preservation 
of  your  pre-eminent  and  unassailable  position?" 

Again  the  light  in  his  eyes  fell  upon  her,  as  sbe 
stood  looking  at  her  huslAnd :  now  with  an  extri- 
ordinary  and  awfrxl  smile  upon  her  fiice. 

^Carker,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  with  a  super- 
cilious frown,  and  in  a  tone  that  was  Intended  to  be 
final,  **you  mistake  your  position  in  offering  adriee 
to  me  on  such  a  point,  and  you  mistake  me  (I  am 
surprised  to  find)  in  tlie  character  of  your  adrioe. 
I  have  no  more  to  say." 

**  Perhaps,**  said  Carker,  with  an  anosual  and  ia- 
definable  taunt  in  his  air,  ^you  mistook  mj  posi- 
tion, when  you  honoured  me  with  the  ne^tiation 
In  which  I  have  been  engaged  here" — ^with  a  dm> 
tion  of  his  hand  towards  Mrs.  Dombey. 

**Not  at  all.  Sir,  not  at  all,"  returned  the  other, 
haughtily.    *  You  were  employed " 

**  Being  an  inferior  person,  ibr  the  humiliation  d 
Mrs.  Dombey.  I  fi>rgot  Oh,  yes,  it  was  expressli 
understood !"  said  Carker.    *'  I  beg  your  pardon  T 

As  he  bent  his  head  to  Mr.  Dombey,  with  an  aii 
of  deference  that  accorded  ill  with  his  words,  thooft 
thoy  were  humbly  spoken,  he  moved  it  rooik 
towards  her,  and  kept  his  watching  eyes  that  way 

She  had  better  have  turhed  hideous  and  droppet 
dead,  than  have  stood  up  with  such  a  smile  upoi 
her  ftice,  in  such  a  fallen  spirit'^  majesty  of  scon 
and  beauty.  She  lifted  her  hand  to  the  tiara  d 
bright  jewels  radiant  on  her  head,  andj  plucking  \ 
off  with  a  force  that  dragged  and  strained  her  n<^ 
black  hair  with  heedless  cruelty,  and  brought  i 
tumbling  wildly  on  her  shoulders,  cast  the  gem 
upon  the  ground.  From  each  arm,  she  onclaspe 
a  dtttmc<nd  bracelet,  fiung  it  down,  and  trod  upoo 
the  glittering  heap.  Without  a  word,  without  1 
shadow  on  the  fire  of  her  bright  eye,  without  abate 
ment  of  heir  awful  smile,  she  looked  on  Mr.  Don 
beyto  the  last,  in  moving  to  the  door ;  and  left  bin 

Fbrence  had  heard  enough  before  quitting  tb 
room,  to  know  that  Edith  loved  her  yet;  that  sb 
had  suffered  for  her  sake ;  and  that  she  had  kaf 
her  sacrifices  quiet,  lest  they  shoald  traubk^ti 
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lb  doold  not,  remetaberiBg*  to  i#lioiil  ■he  wm 
ippoied— but  the  wkhed,  io  ono  flildot  snd  affao^ 
ti(HMte  embnocw  to  assure  ber  thut  -idie  felt  it  all, 
vid  4baDliBd  her.  ^ 

Her  father  went  out  alone,  that  cfeniog,  and 
FIoreDoe  uniing^  from  her  own  chamber  soon  after- 
irtrds,  went  alwit  the  hoitBe  in  aeareh  of  Edith, 
but  ana^&ilin^Ijr.  She  was  in  her  own  rooms, 
irhere  Fbrenoe  had  loa^  ceased  to  go,  and  did  not 
dare, to  ventare  now,  lest  she  should  unoonsciooslj 
eafender  new  troobfe.  Still  Florence  hopiof  to 
meet  her  belbre  f  oing^  to  bed,  chanired  from  room 
to  room,  and  wandered  through  the  itowe  so  splen. 
did  and  so  dreary,  without  remaining  anywhere. 

8he  was  crossing  a  gallery  of  Gommunication 
that  opened  at  some  little  distance  on  the  staircase, 
aad  was  only  lighted  on  great  occasions,  when  she 
saw,  through  the  opening,  which  was  an  arch,  the 
fiffure  of  a  man  cofflif>g  down  some  few  stairs 
opposile.  Instinctively  apprehensive  of  ber  father, 
w^^m  she  supposed  it  was,  she  stopped,  in  the  dark, 
esttng  through  the  arch  into  the  light  But  it  was 
Mr.  Carker  coming  down  alone,  and  looking  over 
Ibe  railing  inio  the  hall.  No  bell  was  rung  to  an. 
Bsonoe  bis  departure,  and  no  servant  was  in  atten* 
dtnee.  He  went  down  qoieily,  opened  the  door 
&r  bindseU^  glided  out,  and  shut  it  sofUj  after  him. 
Her  invincihlo  repugnance  to  this  man,  and  per» 
]i&ps  the  stealthy  act  of  watching  any  one,  wbdoh, 
tveo  under  such  innocent  circumstances,  is  in  a 
■anner  guilty  and  oppreasive,  made  Florence  shake 
hm  bead  to  feat  Her  blood  seemed  to  run  cold. 
M  soon  as  abe  could—- for  at  first  she  felt  an  insur- 
iQOQBtable  dread  of  moving^-she  went  quickly  te 
ber  own  room  and  locked  the  door ;  but  even  thea, 
^hot  in  with  her  do^  beside  her,  felt  a  chill  se&sa. 
Ifam  of  faorror,  as  if  there  were  danger  brooding 
sonewbere  near  her. 

It  invaded  her  dreams  and  disturbed  ber  the  whole 
Bi^ht  Rising  in  the  morning,  nnrefreshed,  and 
with  a  heavy  recollection  of  the  domestic  unhappl. 
Mn  of  Che  preceding  day^  she  sought  Edith 
■jSain,  in  all  the  rooms,  and  did  so,  from  time  to 
tijne,  all  the  mommg.  But  she  remained  in  bar 
own  chamber,  and  Florence  saw  nothin^^  of  her. 
learning,  however,  that  the  projected  dinner  at 
boms  was  put  o£^  Florence  thought  it  likely  that 
fbe  weald  go  out  in  the  erening  to  fulfil  the  engage, 
nent  she  had  spoken  of;  and  resolved  to  try  and 
laeet  ber,  then,  upon  the  staircase. 

When  the  evening  had  set  in,  she  heard,  (Vom 
the  room  in  which  she  sat  on  purpose,  a  footstep  on 
the  staira  that  she  thought  to  be  Edith's.  Hurry, 
iog  out,  sad  up  towards  her  room,  Florence  met 
iier  immediately,  coming  down  akme. 

What  was  Flordnce^s  affright  and  wander  when, 
»t  sight  of  ber,  with  her  tearfiil  fece  and  outr 
iUetcbed  acms,  Ediib  reeoiled  and  shrieked! 

'*Don^  pome  near  me!*'  she  cried.  *^Kieep 
*way !  I«t  me  go  by !" 
**  Mammal"  said  Florence. 
**  Don't  call  me  by  that  name !  Don't  speak  to 
me !  Don't  look  at  me  !7-Florence !"  shrinkivg 
back,  as  Florence  moved  a  step  towards  her,  ^  don't 
touch  me !" 

As  Florence  stood  transfixed  befere  the  haggard 
face  and  staring  eyes,  she  noted,  as  in  a  <b^m, 
that  Edith  spread  her  hands  over  them,  and  shad. 
dsf  ii|g  through  all  her  form,  aad  croucbing  down ' 
mf^inti  the  wall,  cmwled  by  her  like  some  lower 
aMgMi  i^ang  up,  add  fled  away. 


posiBd«  6be  knew  nothing  mOre,nati]  she  feund 
herself  lying  on  ber  own  bed,  with  Mrs.  Fipcbitt 
and  -some  servants  standing  round  her. 

**  Whave  is  Mamma  7"  was  ber  first  question. 

**  Gone  4>ttt  to  dismer,'*  said  Mrs.  Pipchtn. 

-And  Papa?" 

**  Mr.  Dombey  's  in  his  own  room.  Miss  Dom- 
bey,"  said  M».  Pipchin,  **  and  tlie  best  thing  yoo 
eao  do^  is  to  take  off  youif  things  and  gi>  to  bed 
this  minute."  This  was  the  sagacious  woman's 
remedy  for  all  complaints,  paitioolarl^  lownees  of 
spirits,  and  inability  to  sleep }  for  which  offences, 
many  young  victims  in  the  days  of  the  Brighton 
Castle  bad  been  committed  to.  bad  at  ten  o'clock  in 
the  morning. 

Without  promising  obedienois,  bat  en  the  plea  of 
desiring  to  be  very  quiet,  Florence  disengaged  her* 
self,  as  soon  as  she  could,  from  the  ministration  of 
Mm.  PipeMn  and  her  attendants.  Lefl  alone,  she 
thought  of  what  had  happened  on  the  sUirease,  at 
first  m  donbt  of  its  reality ;  then  with  tears ;  then 
with  an  ipdeseribable  and  terrible  alarm,  like  that 
she  had  felt  the  night  before. 

She  determined  not  to  go  to  bed  until  Edith  re. 
turned,  and  if  she  could  not  speak  to  her,  at  least 
to  be  sure  that  she  was  safe  at  home.  What  indis. 
tinct  and  shadowy  dread  moved  Florenee  to  this 
resolution,  she  did  not  kaow«  and  did  not  dare  to 
think.  She  only  knew  that  until  Edith  came  baok, 
there  was  no  repose  for  ber  aching  bead  or  throb, 
hing  heart 

The  eveninff  deepened  into  night;  midnight 
oame;  noEdiUi. 

Florence  oookl  not  read,  or  rest  a  moment  She 
paced  her  own  room,  opened  the  door  and  paced 
the  stalrease  gallery  outside,  looked  out  of  the 
window  on  the  night,  listened  to  the  wind  howling 
and  the  «rain  felling,  sat  down  and  watdicd  the 
faces  in  the  fire,  got  up  and  watched  the  moosi  fly« 
log  like  a  storm-driven  ship  through  the  sea  of 
clouds. 

All  the  bouse  was  gone  to  bed,  except  two  ser. 
vants  who  were  waiting  the  return  of  their  mistress, 
down  stairs. 

One  o'clock.  The  carriages  that  rumbled  in  the 
distance,  turned  away,  or  stopped  short,  or  went 
past;  the  silqpce  gntdually  deepened,  and  was 
more  and  more  rarely  brolmn,  save  by  a  rush  of 
wiod  or  sweep  of  rain.    Two  o'ckick.    No  Edith* 

Florence,  more  agitated,  paced  her  room ;  and 
paced  the  |^ry  outside;  and  looked  eut  at  the 
night,  blurred  and  wavy  with  the  rain«drops  on  the 
glass,  and  the  tears  in  her  own  ey^;  und  looked 
up  at  the  hurry  in  the  sky,  so  dlwent  firom  the 
repose  below,  and  yet  no  tranquil  and  aolitary. 
Three  o'clock !  These  was  a  terror  in  every  ash 
that  dropped  out  of  the  fire.  No  Edith  yet 
.  More  end  more  •  agitated,  Floranoe  paced  her 
room,  snd  paoed  the  gallery,  and  looked  eat  at  the 
moon  with  a  new  fancy  of  her  likeaess  to  a  pale 
fiigitive  hurrying  away  and  iudiag  her  guilty  feoe. 
Four  struck !    Five !    No  Edith  yet 

But  now  there  was  some  cautious  stir  in  the 
house ;  and  Florence  found  that  Mrs.  Pipchin  had 
been  awakened  by  one  of  those  who  sat  up,  had 
risen'  and  had  gone  down  to  her  fether's  dooiv 
Stealing  lower  down  the  stairs  and  observing  what 
passed,  she  saw  her  father  come  out  in  his  morning 
gown,  and  start  wbea  he  was  told  bis  wife  had  not 
come  home.  He  despatched  a  messenger  to  the 
stables  to  inquire  wbetlisr  tbe  coachman  was  there ; 
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Tbe  man  came  back,  in  great  haste,  bringiog 
the  coachman  with  him,  who  said  be  had  been  at 
home  and  in  bed,  since  ten  o'clock.  He  had  driven 
his  miptress  to  her  old  boose  in  Brook-street, 
where  she  had  been  met  by  Mr.  Carker — 

Florence  stood  upon  tbe  very  spot  where  she  had 
seen  him  coming  down.  Again  she  shivered  with 
the  nameless  terror  of  that  sight,  and  had  hardly 
steadiness  enough  to  hear  and  understand  what 
followed. 

-*-Who  hod  told  him,  the  man  went  on  to  say,  that 
bis  mistress  would  not  want  the  carriage  to  go 
homo  in ;  and  had  dismissed  him. 

She  saw  her  father  turn  white  in  the  face,  and 
beard  him  ask  in  a  quick,  trembling  voice,  for  Mrs. 
Dombey*s  maid.  The  whole  house  was  roused; 
for  she  was  there,  in  a  moment,  very  pale  too,  and 
■peaking  incoherently. 

She  said  she  had  dressed  her  mistress  early,  full 
two  hours  before  she  went  out — and  had  been  told, 
as  she  oflen  was,  that  she  would  not  be  wanted  at 
night  She  had  just  come  from  her  mistresses 
roomo,  but — " 

^ But  what!  what  was  it?**  Florence  heard  her 
father  demand  like  a  madman. 

**  But  the  inner  dressing-room  was  locked  and 
tbe  key  gone.*' 

Her  father  seised  a  candle  that  was  flaming  on 
the  groond->-some  one  had  put  it  down  there,  and 
forgotten  it — and  came  running  upstairs  with  such 
fury,  that  Florence,  in  her  fear,  had  hardly  time  to 
fly  before  him.  She  heard  him  striking  in  the 
door,  as  she  ran  on,  with  her  hands  wildly  spread, 
ond  her  bair  streaming,  and  her  face  like  a  dis- 
tracted person's,  back  to  her  own  room. 

When  the  door  yielded,  and  he  rushed  in,  what 
did  1^  see  there?  No  one  knew,  ^^ut  thrown 
down  in  a  costly  mass  upon  the  ground,  ^as  every 
ornament  she  had  had,  since  she  had  been  his  wife ; 
every  dress  she  had  worn ;  and  everything  she  had 
possessed.  This  was  the  room  in  which  he  had 
seen,  in  yonder  mirror,  the  proud  face  disoard  him. 
This  was  the  room  in  which  he  had  wondered,  idly, 
how  these  things  would  look  when  be  should  see 
them  next ! 

Heaping  them  back  into  tbe  drawers,  and  locking 
them  up  in  a  rage  of  haste,  he  saw  some  papers  on 
the  table.  The  deed  of  settlement  he  had  executed 
on  their  marriage,  and  a  letter.  He  read  that  she 
was  gone.  He  read  that  he  was  dishonoured.  He 
read  that  she  had  fled,  upon  her  shamefbl  wedding- 
day,  with  the  man  whom  he  had  chosen  for  her 
humiliation ;  and  be  tore  out  of  the  room,  and  out 
of  the  house,  with  a  frantic  idea  of  finding  her  yet, 
at  the  pUoe  to  which  she  had  been  taken,  and 
beating  all  trace  of  beauty  out  of  the  triumphant 
ftce  with  his  bare  hand. 

Florence,  not  knowing  what  she  did,  put  on  a 
shawl  and  bonnet,  in  a  dream  of  running  through 
the  streets  antil  she  found  Edith,  and  then  clasping 
her  in  her  arms,  to  save  and  bring  her  back.    But 


when  she  harried  out  upoii  tbe  staircase,  and  saw 
the  frightened  servants  going  up  and  down  with 
lights,  and  whispering  together,  and  falling  away 
from  her  father  as  he  passed  down,  she  awoke  to  a 
sense  of  her  own  powerlessness ;  and  hiding  in  one 
of  the  great  rooms  that  had  bcien  made  gorgeoat 
for  Mis,  felt  as  if  her  heart  would  burst  witk 
grief. 

Compassion  for  her  father  was  the  first  distinct 
emotion  that  made  head  against  the  flood  of  sorrow 
which  overwhelmed  her.  Her  constant  nature 
turned  to  him  in  his  distress,  as  fervently  and 
faithfully,  as  if,  in  his  prosperity,  he  had  been  the 
embodiment  of  that  idea  which  had  gradually  be- 
come so  faint  and  dim.  Although  she  did  not 
know,  otherwise  than  through  the  suggestions  of  a 
shapeless  fear,  the  full  extent  of  his  cakmity,  h« 
stood  before  her,  wronged  and  deserted ;  and  again 
her  yearning  love  impelled  her  to  his  side. 

He  was  not  long  away ;  for  Florence  was  yet 
weeping  in  the  great  room  and  nourishing -fe^se 
thoughts,  when  she  heard  him  come  back.  nsHe 
ordered  the  servants  to  set  about  their  ordinary  oe. 
cupations,  and  went  into  his  own  apartment,  where 
he  trod  so  heavily  that  she  could  hear  him  walking 
up  and  down  fironi  end  to.  end. 

Yielding,  at  once,  to  the  impulse  of  her  aficcllon, 
timid  at  all  other  times,  but  bold  in  its  troth  to  him 
in  his  adversity,  and  undaunted  by  past  repulse, 
Florence,  dressed  as  she  was,  hurried  down  stairs. 
As  she  set  her  light  foot  in  the  hall,  he  came  out 
of  his  room.  She  hastened  towards  him  unchecked, 
with  her  arms  stretched  out,  and  crying  **  Oh  dear, 
dear  Papa  !**  as  if  she  would  have  clasps  hum  ronod 
the  neck. 

And  so  she  would  have  done.  But  in  his  frenift 
be  lifted  up  his  cruel  arm  and  struck  her,  croeswif^ 
with  that  heaviness,  that  she  tottered  on  the  roarbls 
floor ;  and  as  he  dealt  the  blow,  he  told  her  what 
Edith  was,  and  bade  her  follow  her,  since  they  had 
always  been  in  league. 

She  did  not  sink  down  at  his  feet ;  she  did  not 
shut  out  the  sight  of  him  with  her  trembling  hands; 
she  did  not  weep ;  she  did  not  utter  one  word  of 
reproach.  But  she  looked  at  him,  and  a  ery  of  de- 
eolation  issued  from  her  heart  For  as  she  looked, 
she  saw  him  murdering  that  fond  idea  to  which 
she  had  held  in  spite  of  him.  She  saw  his  cruelty, 
neglect,  abd  hatred,  dominant  above  h,  and  stamp- 
ing it  down.  She  saw  she  had  no  father  opoa 
earth,  and  ran  out,  orphaned,  from  his  house. 

Ran  out  of  his  house.  A  moment,  and  her  hand 
was  on  the  lock,  the  cry  was  on  her  lipe,  his  faet 
was  there,  made  paler  by  the  yellow  candies  hastily 
put  down  and  guttering  away,  and  by  the  dsyligbl 
coming  in  above  the  door.  Aiflther  moment,  and 
the  cImo  darkness  of  the  shutup  house  (fbrgoUes 
to  be  opened,  though  it  was  long  since  day)  yiekled 
to  the  unexpected  glaro  and  freedom  of  the  morn- 
ing ;  and  Florence,  with  her  head  bent  down  ti 
hide  her  agony  of  tears,  was  in  the  streets. 


CHAPTER  XLVIIL 

THE  FLIGHT  OF  FLORENCE. 


In  the  wildness  of  her  sorrow,  shame,  and  terror, 

the  forlorn  girl  hurried  through  the  sunshine  of  a 

bright  morning,  as  if  it  were  the  darkness  of  a 

uvinter  nurht     Wrtnorinar  hmt  han^  itnA  «nMnSn<r 


in  her  breast,  stunned  by  the  loss  of  all  she  loved 
lefl  like  the  sole  survivor  on  a  lonely  chore  fium  tis 
wreck  of  a  great  veseel,  she  fled  without  a  thouffal 
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Tbe  ebeerftil  vista  of  tbe  long  street,  borDiehed 
^  tbe  morning  li^ht,  tbe  sight  of  the  blue  sky  and 
liiy  cloadf,  the  vigorous  freahoess  of  the  da^,  so 
flwbed  and  rosy  in  its  conquest  of  the  night, 
awtkeoed  no  responsive  feelings  in  her  so  hurt 
boMm.  Sooie where,  anywhere,  to  hide  her  head ! 
fomewhere,  anywhere,  lor  refuge,  never  more  to 
kok  spon  the  place  from  which  she  fled ! 

But  there  were  people  going  to  and  fro ;  there 
ipere  opening  shops,  and  servants  at  the  doors  of 
bouses;  there  was  the  rising  clash  and  roar  of  the 
dajr's  struggle.  Florence  saw  surpriae  and  cariosity 
is  the  faces  flitting  past  her ;  saw  long  shadows 
eomin;  back  upon  the  pavement ;  and  heard  voices 
Ibat  were  strange  to  her  asking, her  where  she  went, 
ud  what  the  matter  was ;  and  though  these  D'igbt. 
ened  her  tbe  more  at  first,  and  made  her  hurry  on 
tbe  &ster,  thev  did  her  the  good  service  of  recalling 
ber  in  some  degree  to  herself,  and  reminding  her 
of  tbe  necessity  of  greater  composure. 

Where  to  go  ?  Still  somewhere,  anywhere  I  still 
going  on ;  but  where !  She  thought  of  the  only 
<^ber  time  she  had  been  lost  in  the  wide  wilderness 
of  LQodon<-though  not  lost  as  now — and  went  that 
way.    To  the  home  of  Walter's  uncle. 

Checking  her  sobs,  and  drying  her  swollen  eyes, 
ttd  endeavouring  to  calm  the  agitation  of  her 
Banner,  so  as  to  avoid  attracting  notice,  Florence, 
nsolving  to  keep  to  the  more  quiet  streets  as  long 
u  tbe  eottld,  was  ffoing  on  more  quietly  herself, 
«ben  a  fiimiliar  little  shadow  darted  past  upon  the 
miny  pavement,  stopped  short,  wheeled  about,  came 
don  to  her^  made  off  again,  bounded  round  and 
roond  her,  and  Diogenes,  panting  for  breath,  and 
yet  making  tbe  street  ring  with  his  glad  bark,  was 
Kberieet. 

*0h,  Di !  oh,  dear,  true,  faithful  Di,  how  did  you 
oome  here  I  How  cuuld  I  ever  leave  you,  Di,  who 
would  never  leave  me  !'* 

Florence  bent  down  on  the  pavement,  and  laid 
kis  rough,  old,  loving,  foolish  hea^  against  her 
krnst,  and  tbey  got  up  together,  and  went  on  to- 
gether; Di  more  off  the  ground  than  on  it,  endeav- 
ooring  to  kisa  his  mistress  flying^  tumbling  over 
•od  getting  up  again  without  tlie  least  concern, 
hashing  at  big  dogs  in  a  jocose  defiance  of  his 
opeetes,  terrifying  with  touches  of  his  nose  young 
boosemsids  who  were  cleaning  doorstepa,  and  con- 
tisoaily  sftoppiag,  in  the  midst  of  a  thousand  extra* 
Vtganoeai,  to  look  back  at  Florence,  and  bark  i],ntil 
>1I  the  doigs  witliin  hearing  answered,  and  all  the 
'ogs  who  ooujd  come  out,  came  out  to  stare  at 
km. 

With  this  last  adherent,  Florence  hurried  away 
in  tbe  adraneiog  morning,  and  the  strengthening 
MnshiDe,  to  tbe  city.  The  roar  soon  grew  more 
loud,  die  passengers  more  numerous,  the  shops 
■we  busy,  until  she  was  carried  onward  in  a 
rtrearo  of  life  setting  that  way,  and  flowing,  indifl 
lerently,  past  marts  and  mansions,  prisons,  churches, 
uarket-plaeea,  wealtli,  poverty,  good,  ^nd  evil,  like 
tbe  broad  river^  aide  by  side  with  it,  awakened  from 
U  dreaina  of  rashes,  willows,  and  green  moss,  and 
^iog  on,  turbid  and  troubled,  among  tlie  works 
uid  etres  of  men,  to  tbe  deep  sea. 

At  lengtb  tbe  quarters  of  the  little  Midshipman 
kttiSB  in  view.  Nearer  yet,  and  the  little  Midships 
Baa  kimaelf  was  seen  upon  his  post,  intent  as  ever, 
a  his  observations.  Nearer  yet,  and  the  door 
Rood  open,  iuTiting  her  to  enter.  Florence,  who 
iitd  again  qoiokencd  her  pace,  as  she  approached 
Iw.eiid  of  ber  joiuney,  ran  across  tbe  road  (closely 


what  confused),  ran  in,  and  sank  upon  the  threshold 
of  the  welUfemembered  liule  parlour. 

The  Captain,  in  his  glazed  hat,  was  standing 
over  the  fire,  making  his  morning's  cocoa,  with  that 
elegant  trifle,  his  watch,  upon  the  chimney-pieoe, 
for  easy  reference  during  the  progress  of  the 
cookery.  Hearing  a  footstep  and  the  rJstle  of  a 
dress,  the  Captain  turned  with  a  palpitating  remem* 
brance  of  the  dreadful  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  at  the 
instant  when  Florence  made  a  motion  with  her 
hand  towards  him,  reeled,  and  fell  upon  the  floor. 

The  Captain,  pale  as  Florence,  pale  in  the  very 
knobs  upon  his  face,  raised  ber  like  a  baby,  and 
laid  her  on  the  same  old  sofa  upon  which  she  had 
slumbered  long  ago. 

**  It 's  Heart  jOelight !"  said  the  CapUin,  lookinr 
intently  in  her  fiice.  **  It  *s  the  sweet  creetur  grow'd 
a  woman  !'* 

Captain  Cuttle  was  so  respectful  of  her,  and  had 
such  a  reverence  for  her,  in  this  new  character,  that 
he  would  not  have  held  her  in  his  arms,  while  she 
was  unconscious,  for  a  thousand  pounds. 

•«  My  Heart's  Delight  !'*  said  Uie  CapUin,  with* 
drawing  to  a  little  distance,  with  the  greatest  alarm 
and  sympathy  depicted  on  his  countenance.  **  If 
you  can  bail  Ned  Cuttle  with  a  finger,  do  it!** 
But  Florence  did  not  stir. 
"  My  Heart's  Delight  !'*  said  the  trembling  Cap- 
tain.  **  For  tbe  sake  of  WalV  drownded  in  the  briny 
deep,  turn  to,  and  histe  up  something  or  another, 
if  able !" 

Finding  ber  insensible  to  this  impressive  adjura- 
tion also.  Captain  Cuttle  snatched  from  his  break- 
fast-table a  basin  of  cold  water,  and  sprinkled  some 
upon  her  fkoe.  Yielding  to  the  urgency  of  tho 
case,  the  Captain  then,  using  his  immense  hand 
with  extraordinary  gentleness,  relieved  her  of  her 
bonnet,  moistened  her  lips  and  forehead,  put  back 
her  hair,  covered  her  feet  with  his  own  coat  which 
he  pulled  off  for  the  purpose,  patted  her  hand — ^so 
small  in  his,  that  he  was  struck  with  wonder  when 
he  touched  it — and  seeing  that  her  eyelids  quivered, 
and  that  her  lips  began  to  move,  continued  these 
restorative  applications  with  a  better  hearL 

*' Cheerily,**  said  the  Captain,  '*  Cheerily  !  Stand 
by,  my  pretty  one,  stand  by !  There !  You  *re 
better  now.  Steady  *s  the  word,  and  steady  it  is. 
Keep  her  so !  Drink  a  little  drop  o'  this  here,'*  said 
tlie  Captain.  **  There  you  are !  What  cheer  now, 
my  pretty,  what  cheer  now  ?** 

At  this  stage  of  her  recovery.  Captain  Cuttle, 
with  an  imperfisct  association  of  a  Watch  with  a 
Physician's  treatment  of  a  patient,  took  his  own 
down  from  the  mantel-shelf,  and  holding  it  out  on 
his  hook,  and  taking  Florence's  hand  in  his,  looked 
steadily  from  one  to  the  other,  as  expecting  tbe  dial 
to  do  something. 

"What  cheer,  my  pretty?**  said  the  CapUin. 
••  What  cheer  now  ?  You  *ve  done  her  some  good 
my  lad,  I  believe,**  said  the  Captain,  under  his 
breath,  and  throwing  an  approving  glance  upon  his 
watch.  **  Put  you  back  halflan-hour  every  ntorniug, 
and  about  another  quarter  towards  the  arternoon, 
and  you  *re  a  watch  as  can  be  ekalled  by  few  and 
excelled  by  none.    What  cheer,  my  lady  lass  I** 

"Captain  CuUle!  Is  it  you!**  exclaimed  FloN 
ence,  raising  herself  a  little. 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  lady  lass,**  said  the  Captain,  hastily 
deciding  m  his  own  mind  upon  tlie  superior  elegance 
of  that  form  of  address,  as  the  most  courUy  he 
could  think  of. 
"  Is  Walter's  uncle  here?**  asked  Florence. 


246 


BOMBBT  JiND  SON. 


aii't  been  here  this  matiy  a  long  day.  He  aiiH  b6en 
heerd  on  since  he  sbeered  off  artar  poor  WalV. 
But,**  said  the  Captain,  bb  a  quotation,  **  Though 
loat  to  sight,  to  memory  dear,  and  England,  Home, 
and  Beauty  !** 

••  Do  you  live  here  ?^  asked  Florence. 

**  Yes,  my  lady  laos,**  returned  the  Captain. 

••On  Captain  Cuttle!**  cried  Florendfe,  puUing 
her  hands  together,  and  speaking  wiidly.  ••Save 
me!  keep  me  here!  Let  no  one  know  where  I 
am !  I  *11  tell  you  what  haa  happened  by-and*by, 
when  I  can.  I  have  no  one  in  the  world  to  go  to. 
00  not  send  me  away  !" 

••  Send  you  away,  my  lady  lass  !**  exclaimed  the 
Captain.  *•  You,  my  Heart*8  Delight!  Stay  a  bit  • 
We*I]  put  up  this  here  dead-Ught,  and  take  a  doable 
turn  on  the  key  !*' 

With  these  words,  the  Captain,  using  hit  one 
hand  and  his  hopk  with  the  greatest  dexterity,  got 
out  the  shutter  of  the  door,  put  it  Up,  made  it  all 
fast,  and  locked  the  door  itself. 

When  ho  came  back  to  the  side  of  Florence,  she 
took  his  hand,  and  kissed  it  The  helplessness  of 
the  action,  the  appeal  it  made  to  him,  the  confidence 
it  expressed,  the  unspeakable  sorrow  in  her  face, 
the  pain  of  mind  she  had  too  plainly  suffered,  and 
was  suffering  then,  bis  knowledge  of  her  past  his. 
tory,  her  present  lonely,  worn,  and  unprotected  ap- 
pearance, all  so  rushed  upon  the  good  Captain  toge. 
ther,  that  he  fairly  overflowed  with  compassion  and 
gentleness. 

*•  My  lady  lass,"  said  the  Captain,  polishing  the 
bridge  of  his  nose  with  his  arm  until  it  shone  like 
burnished  copper,  ••  don't  you  say  a  word  to  E2d*ard 
Cuttle,  until  sttch  times  aa  you  finds  yourself  a 
riding  smooth  and  easy;  which  won  *t  be  to-day,  nor 
yet  to-morrow.  And  as  to  giving  of  you  up,  or  re. 
porting  where  you  are,  yes  verily,  and  by  God's 
help,  BO  I  won't,  Church  catechism,  make  a  note 
on!" 

This  the  Captain  said,  reference  and  all,  in  one 
breath,  and  with  much  solemnity ;  taking  off  his 
hat  at  ••yes  verily,**  and  putting  it  on  again,  when 
he  had  quite  concluded. 

Florence  could  do  but  one  thing  more  to  thank 
him,  and  to  show  him  how  she  trusted  in  him ;  and 
she  did  it  Ciingin?  to  this  rough  creature  as  tlio 
last  asylum  of  her  bleeding  heart,  she  laid  her  head 
upon  his  honest  shoulder,  and  clasped; him  round 
his  neck,  and  would  have  kneeled  down  to  bless 
him  but  that  he  divined  her  purpose,  and  hdd  her 
up  like  a  true  man. 

•♦Steady!*' said  the  CapUin.  ••Steady!  You're 
too  weak  to  stand,  you  see,  my  pretty,  and  must  lie 
down  here  again.  There,  there!'*  To  see  the 
Captain  lift  her  on  the  sofa,  and  cover  her  with  his 
coat,  would  have  been  worth  a  hundred  state  sights. 
••  And  now,*'  said  the  Captain,  **  you  must  take  some 
breakfast,  lady  lass,  and  the  dog  shall  have  some 
too.  And  arter  that,  you  shall  go  alofl  to  old  Sol 
Gills's  room,  and  fall  asleep  there,  like  a  angel.** 

Captain  Cuttle  pitted  Diogenes  when  lie-  made 
allusion  to  him,  and  Diogenes  met  that  overture 
graciously,  haif.way.  During  the  administration 
of  the  restoratives,  he  had  clearly  been  in  two  minds 
whether  to  ^y  at  the  Captain  or  to  offer  him  his 
friendship;  and  he  had  expressed  that  conflict  of 
leeling  by  alternate  waggings  of  his  tail^  and  dis- 
plays  of  his  teeth,  with  now  and  then  a  growl  or 
■o.  But  by  this  time,  his'donbts  were  all  removed. 
It  was  plain  that  he  considered  the  Captain  cne  of 
the  most  amiable  of  men,  and  a  man  whom  it'  was 


In  evidence  of  these  convictions,  Diogenes  at 
tended  on  the  Captain  while  he  made  some  tea  and 
toast,  and  showed  a  lively  interest  in  his  hoose- 
keeping.  But  it  was  in  vain  for  the  kind  Captain 
to^  make  sUoh  preparations  for  Florence,  who  sorelv 
tried^  to  do  some  honour  to  them,  but  could  touch 
nothing,  and  could  only  weep,  and  weep  again. 

••  Well,  well  !**  said  the  compassionate  Captain, 
••  arter  turning  in,  my  Heart*s  Delight,  you  *11  get 
more  way  upon  you.  Now,  I  *11  serve  out  your' 
allowance,  my  lad."  To  Diogenes.  ••And  you 
shall  keep  guard  on  your  mistress  aloft." 

Diogenes,  however,  although  he  had  been  eyeing 
his  intended  breakfast  with  a  watering  mouth  snd 
gJistening  eyes,  instead  of  fiilling  to,  ravenously, 
when  it  was  put  before  him,  pricked  up  bis  ears, 
darted  to  the  shop.door,  and  barked  there  furiously : 
burrowing  with  his  head  at  the  bottom,  te  if  he 
were  bent  on  mining  his  way  out 

••  Can  there-  be  anybody  there !"  asked  Florence, 
in  alarm. 

•♦No,  my  lady  lass,"  returned  the  Gaptein. 
••Who'd  stay  there,  without  making  any  noise! 
Keep  up  a  good  heart,  pretty !  It 's  only  people  going' 
by." 

But  for  all  that,  Diogenes  barked  and  b«rked,  and 
burrowed  and  burrowed,  with  pertinaciovs  fbry; 
and  whenever  he  stopped  to  listen,  appeared  to  re- 
ceive some  new  convh;tion  into  his  mind,  for  he  set* 
to,  barking  and  burrowing  again,  a  dosen  times. 
Even  when  he  was  persuaded  to  return  to  hir 
breakfast,  he  came  jogging  back  to  it,  with  a  fWf 
doubtfiil  air ;  and  was  off  again,  in  mnotfaer  pa- 
roxysm, before  touching  a  morsel. 

••  If  there  should  be  sot^  one  listening  and  witdi« 
ing,"  whispered  Florence.  ••  Some  one  who  saw 
me  come^who  followed  me,  perhaps." 

•'  It  an 't  the  young  woman,  lady  ]aa«,  b  itt** 
said  the  Captain,  taken  with  a  bright  idea. 

*•  Susan?" said  Florence,  shaking  her  he«d.  '•Ah 
no !    Susan  has  been  gone  firom  me  a  Ice;  time." 

•*Notde8erted,Ihoper*6aidtheGaptaJii.  -DmH 
say  that  that  there  y  oungwoman's  run,  my  pfctty  !* 

••  Oh,  no.  no !"  cried  Florence.  ••  Bh©  Is  one  of 
the  truest  hearts  in  the  world !" 

The  Captain  was  greatly  relieved  by  tilts  repiv, 
and  expressed  his  satisfaction  by  takinff  off  hM 
hard  glazed  hat,  and  dabbing  his  head  all  over  with 
his  handkerchief,  rolled  up  like  a  bait,  observin| 
several  times,  with  infinite  complacency,  mad  witl] 
a  beaming  countenance,  that  he  know'd  It. 

•*  So  you're  quiet  now,  are  you,  brother f*  Bui 
the  Captain  to  Diogenes.  ••  There  wam*t  nobod] 
there,  my  lady  lass,  bless  you !" 

Diogenes  was  not  so  sure  of  that  The  dM 
still  had  an  attraction  for  hi m^  at  intemtls ;  aad  In 
went  snuffing  about  it,  and  growling*  to  himseU 
unable  to  forget  the  subject  This  ineiilent,  oooplei 
with  the  Captain^  observation  of  Fldrenoe*s  fhtisti 
and  fkintnes^  decided  him  to  prepare  S6\  GiW 
chamber  as  a  place  of  retirement  for  her,  iraaie 
diatelv.  He  therefore  hastily  betook  bimvelf  to  tb 
tpp  of  the  houM,  and' made  the  be«t'  ar 


of  it  that  his  imagination  and  his  moans  ooneslsd 
It  was  very  clean  alroady;  and  tho  Oafilaia 
being  an  orderly  man,  and  accustomed  to  mak< 
things  ship-shape,  converted  the  bed  ■lnto*aeoacl 
by  covering  it  all  over  with  a'ckan  v^ite  drvpsf] 
By  a  kimikr  contrivance,  the  Captain  er>LrvmM 
the  little  dressing. table  into  a  spedee  ef  attar,  « 
whieh  he  set  form  two  silver  teaspoom,  m  flowei 
pot,  a  telescope,  his  celebrated  waleli,  «  pocM 
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do^  Uiat made  s  tbmtB  ap|Mi|r»»e&.  Hkidi^ldmriB. 
ftted  Um  window,  ,mm1  Btraightotied^  tiia  pieeM  of 
mpet  oo  the  floor,  the  Captain  sqmgred  thase  pre* 
puratione  with  gnat  debgbl,  vod  deeotDdad  to  the. 
park>iir  agai^i  W  briBf    Flerenoe.  to  her 


Nothing  woM  indaoe  the.  Captain,  to  betisve 
that  it  was  potiible  for  Florenoa  to  walk  op  ataire. 
If  iif  could  have  ^ ot  thft  idea  into  biahead*  ha  would 
kra  oonsidered  it  an  outrageoua  btraaob  of  hqepi- 
Ulity  to  allow  her  to  do  eow  Florenoe  wtatoo  weak 
to  diapote  the  pointy  and  th«  Captain  ctrried  her 
op oBt^f  handled  her  dov«o,aod  covered  hei  with 
a  great  watcfa-ooat. 

**My  ladty  UmT*  said  the  ,GapUin,  «7oa*re  aa 
aft  here  aa  if  you  wao  at  the  top  of  Sl  Panl^b  Ca. 
thedra],  with  the  ladder  call  off.  Sleiqiiawhat  joa 
«ant»  afore  all  olhef  things,  and  aoay  joa  be  able 
toihow  yooreelf  smart  with  that  there  baliam.for 
the  ftiU  mf  11  woiee  of  a  wownded  ndnd  I  When 
tliere's  anything  yon  want,  my  Heart's  Delight, 
u  this  here  homUe  hooae  or  town  can  ofer,  paea 
the  word  tQ  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  as  *li  stand  off  and  on 
oDtnde  that  door,  and  that  there  man  will  wibrate 
with  joy.**  The  Captain  coaeladed  br  hissing  the 
Ittad  that  Floreivoe  stretched  out  to  urn,  with  the 
^valry  of  any  old  knigbt^errant,  and  walking- on 
tiptoe  oat  of  the  xoom. 

Uesoending  to.the  little  packHir,  Captain  Cattle, 
afier  holding  a  hasty  council  with  himself,  decided 
tsopen  the.ahop-door  for  a  few  mimttes,  and  satisfy 
Maolf  tbat  now*  at  all  eventSi  there  waa  no  one 
loitering  about  it  Aficordiogly  he  set  it  onen,  and 
■UmxI  upon  the  thresbbold,  keeping  a  bright  look* 
cnt,  and  sweeping  the  whole  street  with  bis  spee- 


■*How  de  do^  Captain  Gills?**  said  a  Toic 
him.    The.  Capta^v  looking  down»  ftnnd  tbat  he 
kad  been  boarded  by  Mr,  Toota  while  sweeping  the 
huriion. 

"  How  are.yott,  my  kd  ?*'  replied  the  Captain^ 

*"  WelU  I  'a  prattv  well,  th^k*ee«  Captain  GUk," 
«i4  Hr.  Toots.  **  You  know.  I  'm  nevnr  quite  what 
leDqid  wish  to  be,  now,  I  dooH  ea^ect  that  I  ever 
Mi  be  any  more.'* 

Mc*  Toots  never  approaohed  any  nearer  than  this 
(9>thegnsat  theme  of  his  life,  when  in  conTarsation 
aith  CSptain  Cuttle,  on  aoceaat  of  the  agreement 
batwf^p  them. 

■"Captain  GilV  said  Mf.  Toots,  ••if  I  could 
kate  the  pleasure  of  a.  wocd  with  you,  it  .'a— it's 
aihsR  pprticular.** 

*Wiij»  you  see.my.lad^**  replied  tha.Captam, 
^'mg  the  way  into  the  parlour,  •*  I  an*t  what  yoa 
say  eaU  exaotly.free  this  rooming;  and  therefore 
f fon  caA  el#p  on  a  bit*  I  should  take  it  kindly/* 

'^C^tainiy  Captain  GillV*  replied  Mr.  Toota,. 

ilto  eqldoro  had  anj|r  notion,  of  the  Captain's  mean. 

Rg,    *•  To  eli^p  on«  is  exactly  what  I  could  wiah  to 

k    NatofaUy^*' 

■"If noh«»miyUd;'rclu£nedtheCaptauk.    »Da 

tr 

The  Captoin  wm  io  irapteased  by  the  pnBwssinn 
f  hie  tnainrPdiNia  ieeiieir--by  the  fact  of  Miss  Dom.. 
117  hepiv  ml  th«t.  moment  under  his  roof*  while  the 
WmomP  mmd.  un«Qiia(;ioQ8  Tbota  sat  oppoaito  to  him 
hUma  n  -prfppyration  broke  oat  on  .hiatfoiehaad, 
^d  he  Ibnod  it  impossible,  while  slowly  frying  the 
Mp^  |r|«aad  b^  io  hand,  to  keep  his  eyee  off  Mr* 
Rms^n  iaec  Mr^  TopCffi  who  htmaalf  appeared  to 
nfe  some  secret  reasons  for  being  in  a  nervous 
late,  waa  mo  onspeakably  ditooncertod  by  the  Cap. 

_«  ^^  ^ ck.*  -A^-  i_i.:.>  -4  u:-.  ..^.*i.  it.- 


some  time  In  silence,  and  shifting  otieasHy  on  his 
obah-,  he  said : 

**!  beg  your  pardon,  Captain  Gills,  but  you  dont 
happen  t»sse  anything  partieuiar  in  me,  do  you?** 

•*  r<lo,  my.  tad.»»  returned  the  Captain.    ••  No.*' 

••Baeanse  you  know,**  said  Mv.  Toota  with  a 
chttcklei  ••  I  maw  I  *m  wasting  away.  You  needn't 
at  ail  mind  aHuding  to  that.  I->I  snould  like  it. 
Bufgesa  and  Co.  have  altered  my  measure,  I  *m  in 
that  atato  of  thinaess.  It  *s  a  gratifloation  to  me. 
I — I  'm  giad  of  it.  I-.-I  *d  a  great  deal  rather  go 
hnto  a  decline,  if  I  oould.  Vm  a  more  brute  you 
know,  graaing  upon  the  surface  of  the  earth,  Cap* 
tain  Gills." 

The  more  Mr.  Toota  went  on  in  this  way,  the 
mere  the  Captain  was  weighed  down  by  bis  eecreC, 
and  stared  at  him^  What  with  this  cause  of  nn-^ 
easinoM,  and  his  desire  to  get  rid  of  Mr.  Toota,  the 
Captain  was  in  such  a  seared  and  strange  cqndi- 
tion,  indeed,  that  if  he  had  been  in  conversatioife 
with  a  ghoet,  he  oeuld  hardly  have  evinced  greater 
disooroposore, 

•*B«t  I  was  going  to  say,  Captain  Gills,"  said 
Mr.  Toots,  *•  Inppenii^  to  be  this  way  early  this 
raomingi— to  tell  yoa  Ihe  truth,  I  was  coming  to 
breakfikst'with  you.  As  to  sleep,  you  know,  I  never 
sleep  now.  I  might  be  a  Watehman,  except  that 
I  don't  get  any  pay,  and  be  *8  got  nothing  on  his 
mind." 

**  Garry  on,  my  lad  !'*  said  the  Captain,  in  an  ad- 
monitory voioe. 

••Certainly,  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toota. 
*•  Perieotly  true  I  Happening  to  be  this  way,  early 
this  morning  (an  boor  or  so  ago),  and  finding  the 
door  shut   '   ■" 

••  What !  were  yon  waiting  tiiere,  brother  ?"  de. 
manded  the  Captain. 

••  Net  at  all,  Captain  Gills,"  returned  Mr.  Toota. 
••  I  didn't  stop  a  moment  I  thought  yon  were  oate 
Bat  the  person  said— >bT  the  byci  you  cfont  keep  a 
dog,  die  you.  Captain  Gills?" 

The  Captain,  shook  bis  head. 

••To  be  SQf«,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  that's  exactly 
what  I  said.  I  knew  yoa  didnt  There  i$  a  dog^ 
Captain  Gills,  oonnectad  with— but  excuse  msk 
That's  Ibrblddso  ground." 

The  Captain  stared  at  Mr.  Toots  until  he  seemed 
to  swell  to  twiee  his  natoril  siae ;  and  again  the 
perspiration  broke  out  on  the  Captain's  forehead, 
when  he  tlumght  of  Diogenes  taking  it  into  hie 
head  ta  eome  down  and  make  a  third  in  the  par* 
lour. 

••The  person  said,"  eontinued  Mr.  Toota,  •«  that 
he  had  hoavd  adog  barking  in  the  shop:  Vbieh  I 
knew  couldn't  be,  and  I  told  him  so.  But  he  waa 
as  positive  as  if  he  had  leen  the  dog." 

••  What  person,  my  lad  ?"  inquired  the  Captain. 

••Why,  you  see  there  it  is.  Captain  GUIs,'*  said 
Mr.  Toots,  with  a  perceptible  increase  in  the  ner- 
vonsnesa  of  his  manner.  **  It 's  not  for  me  to  say 
what  may  have,  taken  |>Iace,  or  what  may  not  have* 
tahen  placeL  Indeed,  I  don't  know.  I  ^t  mixed 
op  with  all  sorta  of  things  that  I  don't  quita  under« 
stan^  wmd  I  think  there 's  something  rather  weak 
in  my"      in  my  head,  in  short" 

TheCkptain  nodded  his  own^  as  a  mark  of  as- 


••  But  the  perscfi.  said,  as  we  were  walking  away," 
continued  Mr.  Toota,  •'  tbat  you  knew  what,  under 
existing  drcmnstancet,  rmght  occur --he  said 
•  migbt,'  very  strongly— and  that  if  you  were  re. 
quested  to  prepare  yourself,  you  would,  no  doubt, 
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**  Person,  my  lad  !*'  the  Captain  repeated. 

**  I  donH  know  what  person,  I  *m  sure,  Captain 
Gills,"  replied  Mr.  TooU,  **  I  havenH  the  leaat  idea. 
Bot  coming  to  the  door,  I  found  him  waitingr  there; 
and  he  said  was  I  coming  back  again,  and  I  said 

Jes ;  and  he  said  did  I  know  jou,  and  I  said,  res, 
had  the  pleasure  of  your  acquaintance — ^you  had^ 
given  roe  the  pleapure  of  your  acquaintanoei  after, 
some  ^persuasion ;  and  he  said,  if  tliat  was  the  case, 
would  I  say  to  you  what  I  have  said,  about  existing 
circumstances  and  coming  prepared,  and  as  aoon  art 
ever  I  saw  you,  would  I  ask  you  to  step  round  the 
corner,  if  it  was  only  for  one  minute,  on  most  im- 
portant business,  to  Mr.  Brogley^s  the  Broker's. 
Now,  I  tell  you  what.  Captain  Gills  —  whatever  it 
is,  I  am  convinced  it*s  very  important;  and  ifToa 
like  to  step  round,  now,  1*11  wait  here  *tiil  yoa 
come  back.** 

The  Captain,  divided  between  his  fear  of  com- 
promising Florence  in  some  way  by  not  going,  and 
his  horror  of  feaviog  Mr.  Toots  in  possession  of  the 
house  with  a  chance  of  finding  out  the  secret,  was 
a  spectacle  of  mental  distar£ince  that  even  Mr. 
Toots  could  not  be  blind  ta  But  that  young  gen- 
tleman, considering  his  nautical  friend  as  merely 
in  a  state  of  preparatton  for  the  interview  he  wae 
going  to  have,  was  quite  satisfied,  and  did  not  re- 
view his  own  discreet  conduct  without  chuckles. 

At  length  the  Captain  decided,  as  the  lesser  of 
two  evils,  to  run  round  to  Brogley*s  the  Broker*s : 
previpusly  locking  the  door  that  communicated 
with  the  upper  part  of  the  house,  and  putting  the 
key  in  his  pocket.  **  If  so  be,"  said  the  Captain 
to  Mr.  Toots,  with  not  a  little  shame  and  hesita- 
tion, **  as  you  *I1  excuse  my  doing  of  it,  brother.'* 

"Captain  Gills,'*  returned  Mr.  Toots,  *"  whatever 
you  do,  is  satisfactory  to  me.** 

The  Captain  thanked  him  heartily,  and  promis- 
ing  to  come  back  in  less  than  five  minutes,  went 
out  in  qnest  of  the  person  who  had  intrusted  Mr. 
Toots  with  this  mysterious  message.  Poor  Mr. 
Toots,  lefl  to  himself,  lay  down  upon  the  soft,  little 
thinking  who  had  reclined  there  last,  and,  gaxing 
up  at  the  skylight  and  resigning  himself  to  visions 
of  Miss  Dombey^  lost  all  heed  of  time  and  place. 

It  was  as  well  that  he  did  so;  for  although  the 
Captain  was  not  gone  long,  he  was  gone  much 
longer  than  he  iiad  proposed.  When  he  came 
back,  he  was  very  pale  indeed,  and  greatly  agi- 
tated,  and  even  looked  as  if  he  had  been  shedding 
tears.  He  seemed  to  have  lost  the  fkculty  of  speech, 
until  he  had  been  to  the  cupboard  and  taken  a  dram 
of  rum  from  the  case-bottle,  when  he  fetched  a 
deep  brcAth,  and  sat  down  in  a  chair  with  his  hand 
before  his  face. 

'* Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr. Toots,  kindly,  "  I  hope 
and  trust  there's  nothing  wrong?" 

**  Thank*ee  my  lad,  not  a  bit,**  said  the  Captain. 
*•  Quite  contrairy." 

**  You  have  the  appearance  of  being  overcome, 
Captain  Gills,"  observed  Mr.  Toots. 

**  Why  my  lad,  I  am  took  aback,"  the  Captain 
admitted.    **  I  am.** 

*'  Is  tliere  anything  I  can  do.  Captain  Gills  ?"  in- 
quired Mr.  Toots.    ^  If  there  is,  make  use  of  me." 

Tlie  Captain  removed  his  hand  from  his  face, 
looked  at  him  with  a  remarkable  expression  of  pity 
and  tenderness,  and  took  him  by  the  hand,  and 
shook  it  hard. 

**No  thank'ee,"  said  the  Captain.    « Nothing. 


Only  I'll  take  it  as  a  ikvoar  if  yoo*Il  part  compinj 
for  the  present.  I  believe,  brother,"  wringinjr  fais 
hand  again,  "  that,  afler  Wal'r,  and  on  a  diflsreat 
modof,  yoa  're  as  good  a  lad  as  ever  stepped.** 

**  Upon  my  word  and  honour  Captain  Gitti,'*  rs* 
turned  Mr.  Toots,  giving  the  Captain*s  hand  a  prs> 
liminary  slap  before  shaking  it  again,  **  it's  ddigbt- 
ful  to  me  to  possess  your  PMd  opinion.  Thank  'ee.** 

**And  bear  a  band  and  cheer  up,"  said  the  (hp- 
tain,  paUing  him  on  the  back.  *«Wfa&t!  There** 
more  than  one  sweet  creetnr  in  the  world !" 

••Not  to  me,CapUin  Gills,"  replied  Mr. Toots 
gravely.  **  Not  to  me,  I  assure  you.  The  stats  of 
my  feelings  towards  Miss  Dombey  is  of  that  un-' 
speakable  description,  that  my  heart  is  a  desert 
island,  and  she  lives  in  it  alone.  I  'm  getting  mors 
used  np  every  day,  and  I  'm  proud  to  be  sa  If 
you  could  see  my  legs  when  I  take  my  booH  of, 
yon  *d  form  some  idea  of  what  unrequited  aiTectkm 
18.  I  have  been  prescribed  bark,  Imt  I  don't  take 
it,  for  I  don't  wish  to  have  any  tone  whatever  given 
to  my  constitution.  I'd  rather  not.  This,  noir- 
ever,  is  forbidden  ground.  Captain  Gills,  good 
b'ye!" 

Captain  Cattle  cordially  reeiprocatiog  the  warmth 
of  Mr.  Toota's  fiirewell,  locked  the  door  bek'nid  tim, 
and  shaking  his  head  with  the  same  remarktbk 
expression  of  pity  and  tenderness  as  he  had  ie< 
garded  him  with  before,  went  up  to  see  if  Fkirenci 
wanted  him* 

There  was  an  entire  change  in  the  OapCainH 
face  as  he  went  ap  stairs.  He  wiped  his  eyes  witi 
his  handkerchief,  and  he  polished  the  bridge  of  kii 
nose  with  his  sleeve  as  iie  had  done  already  ths< 
morning,  but  his  fiice  was  absoiotely  changed 
Now,  he  might  have  been  thought  supremely  htii^ 
now,  he  might  have  been  thought  sad ;  but  thekuM 
of  gravity  Uiat  sat  upon  his  features  was  quite  bs« 
to  them,  and  was  as  great  an  improvement  to  then 
as  if  they  had  undergone  some  sublimating  prooesi 

H'e  knocked  soiliy,  with  his  hook,  at  Florence^ 
door,  twice  or  thrice ;  but,  receiving  no  answei 
ventured  first  to  peep  in,  and  then  tb  enter :  e« 
boldened  to  take  the  latter  step,  perhaps,  by  tk 
familiar  recognition  of  Diogenes,  who,  Btrelehl 
upon  the  ground  by  the  side  of  her  ooooh,  wag|s 
hu  tail,  and  winked  his  eves  at  the  CaptaLin,  witl 
oat  being  at  the  trouble  of  getting  np. 

She  was  sleeping  heavily,  and  moaning  in  b 
sleep ;  and  Captain  Cuttle,  with  a  perfect  awe  ci 
her  youth,  and  beauty,  and  her  sorrow,  raised  h 
head,  and  adjusted  the  coat  that  covered  her,  wbsi 
it  had  fallen  off,  and  darkened  the  window  a  litC 
more  that  she  might  sleep  on,  and  crept  out  agai 
and  took  his  post  of  watch  upon  the  stairs,  i 
this,  with  a  touch  and  tread,  as  light  as  Florenoi 
own. 

Long  may  it  remain  in  this  mixed  world  a  psi 
not  easy  of  decision,  which  is  the  more  beaotN 
evidence  of  the  Almighty's  goodness— -Um  delia 
fingers  that  are  formed  for  sensativeftene  and  sf 
pathy  of  touch,  and  made  to  minister  to  pain  « 
grief,  or  the  rough  hard  Captain  Cuttle  hand,  ll 
the  heart  teaches,  guides,  and  ssflens  in  a  nMNnci 

Florence  alept  upon  her  eoueh,  fbrgetfU  of  I 
bomelessness  and  orphanage,  and  GapUiiB  CM 
watched  upon  the  stairs.  A  fender  nob  or  bn 
than  usnal,  brought  him  sometimes  to  Iwrdoi 
but  by  degrees  she  slept  more  peaeefal^,  end  i 
Csptain'a  watch  was  undistorbed. 
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CHAPTER  XLIX. 

THE  MIDSHIPMAN  MAKES  A  DISCOVERY. 


I 

It  was  hag  before  ^rence  awoke.  Tbe  day 
n»  hk  its  prirnd,  the  day  tras  in  its  wane,  and  Mill, 
iBeasy  in  mind  and  body,  she  slept  on ;  unconscious 
iher  str*nf  e  bed,  of  the  noise  and  turmoil  in  the 
iteet,  and  of  the  light  that  ^hone  outside  the  shaded 
rindow.  Perfect -tineoitseiotisftess  of  what  hid  hap- 
«sed  in  the  liome  ftat  existed  no  more,  even  the 
letp  «htmber  of  ezhsustion  e6dM  riot  prrjdooe. 
lome  nridefined  And  mourn ftd-  VdeoUeetion  of  it, 
loiin;  uneasily  but  neTet  sIMpinr,  pervaded  all 
ler  rest  A  dul!  sorrow,  Tike  a  haH^kdled  sens^  of 
•in,  was  always  present  to  he^;  arid  her  pale 
iisek  wae  oftener  wet  wfth'  tears  than  the  honest 
^in,  softly  ptftttngf  in  his  head  f^Mn-  tim«  to 
ime  at  the  lialAolo$ed  door,-  eonid  Have  desifed  to 
eeiL 

The  sun  ww  getting^  low-in  the  west; &ntf,glan(^ 
b;  oat  of  a  red  mist,  pierced  with  iti  i^ays  opposite 
M^^Mole*  and  pieoes  of  fh!t*w^k  iik  thd  spires  of 
f^  chatdies,  as  If  with 'golden  nrrowii  Utat  struck 
broach  and  through  themd^'-^md  far  away  athwart 
be  river  and  its  flat  banks,  it  WM  gleaitiing  like 

path  of  fire  ^  and  dut  at  sea  it  was  irramktift^ 
ifls  of  fhipsr—- and,  looked  towards,  from  quiet 
borehyards,  upon  hill-tops  in  tbe  country,  it  was 
Mpikigdhrtsnt  prospecte  in  fl«sh  and  glow  that 
lemed  te  teingfe  earth  and  sky  together  in  one 
briods  sitfaston  —  when  Florfenee,  op€ii^g  her 
Btvy  ^es,  lay  at  Arst,  looking  without' interest  01^ 
wBgaifiian  at  the  unfamiliar  walls  around  her,  and 
aleaing  in  tbe  same  regardless  manner  to  the 
BiMs  ia  tiM  street.  But  presently  fehe  started  up 
pen  her  couoh,  gfaaed  rbund  with  a  eufprieed  and 
want  ioek,  and  reeoUaeted  ali. 
'^My  preuy,'*  said  Che'Ca|ytaifl,  knocking  At  the 
nr,  •*  what  cheer  r* 

■*  Dear  iriend/*  eried  FloMnce^  btryying  t&  him, 
bkyod?** 

The  Cttptiln  felt  so  mtfch  pridt^  in  th»itAffie,«nd 
■  10  pleased  by  the  gleam  of  pleasui^  in  her  fkt» 
hsB  she  sarw  him,  that  he  kissed  hia  hodk,  by  Way 
wpiy,  in  speechless  gratifieatiMi. 
''What  cheer,  bright  ^i*mond  !*''said  theOaptiin. 
*I  have  Biuttly  slept  very  long,"  retomed  Flo. 
Ma.  **  When  did  I  oome  heire  7  TesteVdriy  7** 
"This  here  blessed  day,  my  lady  lass,**  replied 
eOsptain. 

•Has  there  been  no  night?  Is  it  still  dayr 
leedFlonmce^ 

''GeClittg  on  ibr  et«nmg  noW,  my  pretty,^  said 
»Cbftain,  drawing  baek  the  eartain  tf  th«  ^in^ 
m.    -Seer 

Florence,  with  her  hand  upon  the  Captain*s  arm, 
aatiowftil  had  timid,  and  the  Chptam  With  his 
tgh  laee  and  burly  figure,  so  quietly  protective 
faer,  stood  in  the  rosy  lisiit  of  tbe  bright  eveoing 
f,  withoot  saying  a  word.  Howevdr  strange  the 
■s  ofgpefdA  into  which  he  might  hate  fkshioned 
»  htXngf  if  he  bad  had  to  give  it  utterance,  the 
|rtain  feh,  as  sensibly  as  thd  most  eloquent  &t 
m  eould  have  done,  that  there  Wis  something  fn 
s  tianqnil  ttdio  and  in  its  softeaed  beauty  that 
■U  nmke  the  weUnded  heart  of  Fh>reQ«e  over, 
w;  and  that  it  wasr  bettec  that  sMh  tears  shotild 
«n  iJwk  way.    60  noi  a  word  spake  Oftptaia- 


GUtile.  But  wfien  he  I^U  hb  ahn  clasped  closer, 
and  wherri  he  feM  the  lonely  head  come  nearer  to  it, 
and  lay  itself  against  his  homely  coarse  blae  sleeve, 
he  pressed  it  gently  with  bis  rugged  hand,  and  un- 
derstood it,  and  was  understood. 

**  Better  now,  my  pretty  T'  ssid  the  Oaptain, 
♦*Cbeeri?y,  cheerily ;  Til  go  down  below,  and  get 
sbmedinnor  ready!  Will  yoti  come  down  of  your 
oWn  self,  kfterwafrds,  pretty,  or  shall  Ed'ard  Cultle 
come  and  (fetch  you  ?»»  " 

As  Florence  assured  him  that  she  was  quite  able 
to  walk  down  ttelre,  the  Captain,  though  'evidently 
doubtful  of  his  own  hospitality  in  permitting  it, 
I  tefl  Her  to  do  so,  and  Stnmedhiiely  set  about  roast, 
ing  a  fowl  at  the  fire  in  the  little  parlour.  To 
achieve  his  cookery  with  the  greater  skin,  he  pulled 
dff^  ion  coat,  tticked  up  his  wristbands,  and  put  on 
his  glared  hat,  witlirmt  which  asii^tant  he  never 
applied  himself  to  any  nice  or  difficult  undertaking. 

At^er  eoelitig  her  aching  head  and  burning  fuce 
in  the  fresh  water  which  the  Captain^s  care  had 
provided  for  her  while  she  slept,  FIbrence  went  to 
the  little  Atinror  to  bind  up  her  disordered  hair. 
Then  she  knew— In  a  moment,  far  iJhe  shtinned  it 
instantly — thai  oft  her  breast  there  was  the  darken- 
ing  mark  of  an  angry  hand. 

Her  tears  burst  forth  afresh  at  the  sight;  she 
wits  ashamed  and  afraid  of  it ;  but  it  moved  her  to 
no  anger  against  him.  Homeless  and  fatherless, 
she  forgairc  him  everything;  hardly  thought  that 
she  had  need  to  forgive  him,  or  thut  she  did ;  biit 
she  fled  from  the  idea  of  him  as  she  had  fled  from 
the  reality,  and  he  was  utterly  gone  and  lost  There 
was  no  such  Being  in  the  world. 

'What  to  do,  or  whfere  to  live,  Florence — poor,  in- 
experienced  girl !  — *  could  not  yet  consider.  Slid 
had  indistlhct  dreams  of  finding,  a  long  way  oflT, 
fgome  little  sifters  to  instruct,  who  wdufd  be  gentle 
with'  her,  afnci  to  whom,  under  %omc  feigned  n^me^ 
^e  might  attach  herself,  and  who  would  grow  up 
in  thehr  'happy  home,  and  marry,  and  bo  good  to 
their  old  governess,  and  perhaps  intrust  her,  in 
time,  with  the*  education  of  their  own  daughters. 
And  she  thought  how  strange  and  sorrowfW  it 
would  be,  thus  to  become  a  grey-haired  woman, 
carrying  lier  secret  to  (he  grave,  when  Florence 
l)Ombey  was  :fbrgotten.  But  it  was  all  dim  and 
clouded  to  her  now.  She  only  knew  that  she  had 
no  Father  upon  earth,  and  she  said  so,  many  times,, 
with  hcf  suppfiant  head  hidden  from  all,  but  her 
Father  who  was  in  Heaven. 

Her  little  stock  of  money  amounted  to  but  a  few 
Igiiineas.  With  t  p«lrtof  (his,  it  would  be  necessary 
'  to  buy  some  clothes,  for  ^ho  had  none  but  those  she 
wore.  Bhe  was  too  desolate  to  think  how  soon  her 
money  would  be  gone — too  much  a  child  in  worldly 
ntettfei*  lo'  be  greatly  troqbhsd  on  that  sore  yet,^ 
even  if  her  other  trouble  had  been  less.  She  tried 
to  ctilm  her  thoughts  and  stay  her  tears ;  to  quiet, 
thfr  hnrry  iil  her  throbbing  head,  and  bring  herself 
to  believe  that  what  had  happened  were  but  the' 
evehts  of  a  fbw  hours  ago,  instead  of  weeks  n 
months,  as  t'hey  appeared ;  and  went  down  to  hut 
kind  protector. 

The  Captain  hat!  spread  the  cloth  willi  great 
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care,  and  waa  making  some  egrgr-sauco  in  a  little 
saucepan  :  bastingf  the  fowl  from  time  to  time  dur- 
ing  the  proceaa  with  a  strong  interest,  as  it  turned 
and  browned  on  a  string  before  the  fire.  Having 
propped  Florence  up  with  cushions  on  the  sofa, 
which  was  dready  wheeled  into  a  warm  corner  (or 
her  greater  comfort,  the  Captain  pursued  his  cook- 
ing  wiUi  extraordinary  skill,  making  hot  gravy  in 
a  second  little  saucepan,  boiling  a  handful  of  pota- 
toes in  a.  third,  never  forgetting  the  egg-sauce  in 
the  first,  and  making  an  impartial-  round  of  basting 
and  stirrinfr  with  the  most  useful  of  9poons  every 
minute.  Besides  these  cares,  the  Captain  had  to 
keep  his  eye  on  a  diminutive  frying-pan,  in  which 
some  sausages  were  hissing  and  bubbling  in  a- moat 
musical  manner ;  and  there  was  never  such  a  ra< 
diant  cook  as  the  Captain  looked,  in  the  height  and 
heat  of  these  functions :  it  bein^  impossible  to  say 
whether  hia  iace  or  his  glazed  hat  shone  the 
brighter. 

The  dinner  being  at  length  quite  re«4y»  Captain 
Cuttle  dished  and  served  it  up,  with  no  less  dexte- 
rity than  lie  had  cooked  it  He  then  dressed  for 
dinner,  by  taking  off  his  glazed  hat  and  putting  on 
his  coat  That  done,  he  wheeled  the  table  close 
against  Florence  on  the  sofa,  said  grace,  unscrewed 
hb  hook,  screwed  his  fork  into  its  place,  and  did 
.tiie  honours  of  tlie  table. 

"  My  lady  lasa,"  said  tlie  Captain,  **  cheer  up, 
-and  tr^  to  eat  a  deal.  Stand  by,  my  deary  1  Liver 
wing  It  is.  Sarse  it  is.  Sassage  it  is.  And  potato!" 
all  of  which  tlie  Captain  ranged  symmetrically  on 
a  plate,  and,  pouring  hot  gravy  on  tlie  whole  with 
the  useful  spoon,  set  before  his  cherished  guest 

**  The  whole  row  o*  dead  lights  is  up, .  forward, 
lady  lass,"  observed  the  Captain,  encouragingly, 
**  and  everything  is  made  snug.  Try  and  pick  a 
bit,  my  pretty.    If  WaPr  was  here—" 

"  Ah  I  If  I  had  him  for  my  brother  now  !'*  cried 
Florence. 

"*  Don*t !  don*t  take  on,  my  pretty  l*'  said  the 
Captain,  **awast,  to  oblcege  me!  He  was  your 
natVal  born  friend  like,  warnH  he  Pet  7" 

Florence  had  no  words  to  answer  with.  She 
only  said,  *"  Oh  dear,  dear  Paul !  oh  Walter  !" 

**  The  wery  planlis  she  walked  on,"  murmured 
the  Captain,  looking  at  her  drooping  face,  **  was  as 
high  esteemed  by  WalV,  as  the  water  brooks  is  by 
the  hart  which  never  rejices !  I  see  him  now,  the 
wery  day  as  he  was  rated  on  them  Bombey  books, 
a  speaking  of  her  with  his  face  a  glistening  with 
doo — leastways  with  his  modest  sentiments^ike  a 
new  blowed  rose,  at  dinner.  Well,  well !  If  our 
poor  Wal'r  was  here,  my  lady  lass— or  if  he  could 
be — for  he's  drownded,  an't  lie  7" 
Florence  shook  her  head. 

^  Yes,  yes ;  drownded,"  said  the  Captain^  sooth, 
ingly ;  **  as  I  was  saying,  if  he  could  be  here  he  *d 
beg  and  pray  of  you,  my  precious,  to  pick  a  leetie 
bit,  with  a  look-out  for  ^  your  own  sweet  health. 
Whereby,  hold  your  own,  my  lady  lass,  as  if  it  was 
for  Wal*r*s  sake,  and  lay  your  pretty  head  to  the 
wind." 

Florence  essayed  to  cat  a  morsel,  for  the  Cop- 
tain's  pleasure^  The  Captain,  meanwhile,  who 
seemed  to  have  quite  forgotten  his  own  dinner,  laid 
down  his  knife  and  fork,  and  drew  his  chair  to  the 
•ofa. 

"  WalV  was  a  trim  lad,  warn*t  he,  precious  ?" 
said  the  Captain,  after  sitting  for  some  time  silently 
rubbing  his  chin,  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  her, 
**  and  a  brave  lad,  and  a  good  lad  7** 


Florence  tearfully  assented. 

"And  he  *b  drownded.  Beauty,  an*t  he  7"  said  the 
Captain,  in  a  soothing  voice. 

Floreiice  bould  not  but  assent  affain. 

"  He  was  older  than  you,  my  lady  lass,"  pursued 
the  Captain,  **  but  you  wa0  like  two  children  toge- 
ther,  at  first ;  wam*t  you  7** 

Floreqee  answered  "  Y%(/* 

«'And  Walk's  drownded,"  aaid  the  Ca^taia 
"An'the?" 

The.  repetition  of  this  inquiry  was  a  coriom 
source  of  consolation,  but  it  seemed  to  be  one  t( 
Captain  Cuttle,  for  he  came  back  to  it  again  iiu 
again.  Florence,  fain  to  push  firom  bar  .her  ua 
tasted  dinner,  and  tQ  lie  back  on  her  so&tgave  hia 
her  hand,  Ming  that  she  had  disappointed  him 
though  truly  wishing  to  have  pleased  him  ailer  al 
bis  trouble,  but  he  field  it  in  his  oim  (which  sbool 
as  he  held  it),  ai^d,  appearing  to  have  quite  IbrfOl 
ten  all  about  tha  dinner,  and  her  want  of  appetiti 
went,  on  growlinff  ^%  ifl|j(9ryals,ia  a  ruminating  ton 
of  sympathy,  **  Poor  WalV.  Aye,  aye !  Dniwnde| 
An*t  he  7"  And  always  waited  for  her  answer»  i 
which  tho  great  point, of  these  eingular  nAeetieti 
appeared  to  consist 

The  fowl  and  aauaages  were  cold,  and  the  gtai 
and  the  eipg-nnc^  etagnaot,  before  the  Captain  r 
membered  that  they  were  on  the  boNtfd,  and  fell  i 
with  the  aseistanoe  of  Diogooes,  wboae  united  efibr 
(^ttiokly  dispatched  the  bwiquet  The  Captain's  d 
light  and  wondar  at  tha  quiet  houaewilhry  of  f\ 
rence  in  assisting  to  clear  the  table,  arrange  tl 
parlour,  and  sweep  up  the  hearth -^  only  to  1 
equalled  by  the  fervency  of  his  prolMt  when  ■ 
began  to  assist  him—* were  gradually  caieed  io  ill 
degree,  that  at  laat  he  could  not  chooae  but  do  i 
thing  himself,  and  stand  looking  at  her  as  if  ■ 
were  some  Fairy,  daintily  performiajr  these  offic 
for  him;  the.. red  rim  on  his  foranead  gVowi 
again,  in  hia  aqspo^able  admiratioo. 

But  when  Florence,  taking  down  his  pipe  fii 
th0  nip.anieL>iihelf  gave  it  into  his  hand,  and  eatn 
ed  him  to  smoke  it,  the  good  Captain  waa  so 
wildeved  by  her  attention  that  he  held  it  as  if 
had  never  held  a  pipe,  in  all  his  life.  Likevi 
whan  Florenoe,  locking  into  the  liDde  copboi 
took  eut  the  case-bottle  and  mixed  a  perfitot  gl 
of  grqff  for  him,  unasked,  and  set  it  at  his  elh 
his  ruddy  nose  turned  pale,  he  felt  hiiaaeifso  gra 
and  konaured.  When  he  had  filled  his  pqpe  hi 
absolute  reverie  of  aatisfaction,  FloreDce  kgbts 
for  him — the  Captain  having  no  power  Io  ebjeol 
to  pprevent  hef--4Jid  vtsuming  her  plaee  en  the 
sofa,  looked  at  him  with  a  smile  so  ioviog  aM 
grateibl,  a  smile  that  showed  him  mm  plainly  I 
her  foHorn  heart  turned  to  him,  mm  hm  laos 
through  grief,  that  the  smoke  of  the  pipe  got 
the  Captain*s  throat  and  made  him  eoogh*  and 
into  the  Captain's  eyes,  and  made  thepa  Mink 
water* ' 

The  manner  in  whidi  the  Captain  tried  to  ■ 
believe  that  the  cause  of  these  effects  lay  hidde 
the  pipe  itself,  and  the.  way  in  which  be  looked 
the  bowl  fiir  it,  and'Qot  finding  it  there,  prefea 
to  hWw  it  out  of  the  stem,  was  wondeirfiilly  ] 
sent  Tlie  pipe  soon  get&ing  into  better  ooiMli 
he  fell  into  that  slate  of  repose  booomiDir  a  { 
smoker ;  but  aat  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  Wkam 
and,  with  a  beaming  placidity  not  to  be  deocr 
and  stopping  every  now  ftnd  then  Io  dioeiiafi 
little  aloud  Srooa  his  lips,  slowly  pftffbd  it  Ibrlj 
if  it  were  a  soroll  oomipg  ontef  him  snoiidk,  1 
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bftfae  legend  *•?€!»  War)r,Kye,af6.  l^rowaded, 
u'l  he  ?'*  after  which  he  vottld  jreaumo  hi*  amohifif 
wkh  infinite  gentleness. 

Uolike  ae  they  were  externally — and  there  oould 
learcelj  be  a  more  decided  contrast  than  between 
Florenoe  in  her  delicate  youth  and  beauty,  and 
Captain  Cuttle  with  his  knobby  face,  his  sreat 
broad  weather-beaten  person,  and  his  gruflf  voice — 
b  simple  Innocence  of  the  world's  ways  and  the 
world's  perplexities  and  dangers,  they  were  nearly 
OD  a  leveL  No  child  could  have  surpassed  Captain 
Cattle  in  inexperience  of  everything  but  wind  and 
weather;  in  simplicity,  credulity,  and  generous 
Irastfulness.  Faith,  hope,  and  charity,  shared  bis 
vbole  nature  among  them.  An  odd  sort  of  romance, 
perfectly  unimaginative,  yet  perfectly  unreal^  and 
nliject  to  no  coasidentions  of  worldly  prudenoe  or 
practicability,  was  the  only  partner  they  had  in  his 
character.  As  the  Captain  sat,  and  smoked,  and 
iooked  at  Flornice,  God  knows  what  impossible 
pictaies,  in  which  she  was  the  principal  figure, 
presented  themselves  to  his  mind.  Equally  vague 
ud  onoertain,  though  not  so  sanguine,  were  her 
Mm  thoughts  of  the  life  beibre  her ;  and  even  as 
ber  tears  made  prismatic  colours  in  the  light  she 
gattd  at,  so,  through  her  new  and  heavy  grief,  she 
klready  saw  a  rainbow  faintly  abining  in  tlie  iar- 
affaky.  A  wandering  princess  and  a  good  monster 
ia  a  skvy-book  might  have  sat  by  the  fire-side,  and 
liked  as  Captain  Cuttle  and  poor  Florenoe  thought 
-and  not  have  looked  very  much  unlike  tliem. 

The  Captain  was  not  troubled  with  the  faintest 
dea  of  any  difficulty  in  retaining  Florence,  or  of 
aj  responsibility  thereby  incurred.  Having  put 
^  the  ehatters  and  locked  the  door,  he  was  quite 
atifficd  on  this  head.  If  she  had  been  a  Ward  in 
Snncery,  it  would  have  made  no  difference  at  all 
»  Captain  Cuttle.  He  was  the  last  man  in  the 
w!d  to  be  troubled  by  ony  such  considerations. 

So  the  Capuin  smoked  his  pipe  very  comfortably, 
ad  Florence  and  he  meditated  afler  their  own 
lanner.  When  the  pipe  was  out,  they  had  some 
la ;  and  then  Florence  entreated  him  to  tike  her 
» some  neighbouring  shop,  where  she  could  bov 
IS  iew  necessaries  she  immediately  wanted,  it 
ong  quite  dark,  the  Captain  consented :  peepuig 
nefuliy  out  first,  as  he  had  been  wont  to  do  in  his 
ne  of  hiding  from  Mrs;  MacStinger;  and  arming 
Buelf  with  his  large  stick,  in  case  of  an  oppeiU 
'  anns  being  rendered  necessary  by  any  anforo« 
m  circumstance. 

The  pride  Captain  Cuttle  had,  in  giving  his  arm 
Florence,  and  escorting  her  some  two  or  three 
■dred  yards,  keeping  a, bright  look-out  all  the 
■e,  and  attracting  the  attention  of  every  one  who 
paed  them,  by  his  great  vigilance  and  nnmcroaa 
eeautione,  was  extreme.  Arrived  at  the  shop, 
I  CSaptain  felt  it  a  point  of  delicacy  to  retire  du- 
\g  the  making  of  the  purchases,  as  they  were  to 
asist  of  wearing  apparel ;  but  he  previously  de- 
pied  bis  tin  canister  on  the  counter,  and  inform- 
1^  the  young  lady  of  the  establisiiment  that  it 
■tained  fourteen  pound  two,  requested  her,  in 
le  that  amount  of  property  should  not  be  sufH« 
■t  to  defray  the  expenses  of  hiii  niece's  Jitile 
1^ — at  the  word  *'  niece,"  he  bcjitowcd  a  mo<tt 
pHficant  look  on  Florence,  accompanied  with 
iloaixme,  expressive  of  sagacity  and  mystery-^ 
mre  the  goodness  to  "  »ing  out,**  and  he  would 
MB  op  the  difference  from  his  pocket,  C»sually 
pmhing'  his  big  watch,  as  a  deep  means  of  dazzL 
*  the  establishment  mnd  impressing  it  with  a 
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of  property,  the  GafAairi  then  kifned  his  htiok 
to  his  nieoe,  and  retired  outside  the  witidow,  where 
it  was  a  choice  sight  to  see  his  greut  face  lookiag 
in  from  time  to  time,  among  the  silks  and  ribbons, 
with  an  obvioos  misgiving  tliat  Florence  had  been 
spirited  away  by  a  b^k  <kior.  « 

*"  Dear  Captain  Cuttle,"  said  Florence,  when  she 
came  out  with  a  parcel,  the  size  of  which  greatly 
disappointed  the  Captain,  who  had  expected  to  see 
a  porter  following  with  a  bale  of  goods,  **  I  don't 
want  this  money,  indeed.  I  have  not  spent  any  of 
it.    I  have  money  of  my  own." 

**  My  Uidy  lass,"  returned  tlie  bafRed  Capftain, 
looking  straight  down  the  street  before  them,  **  take 
care  on  it  fot  me,  will  you  be  eo  good,  till  such  time 
as  I  ask  ye  for  it  7" 

**  May  I  put  it  back  in  its  usual  place,"  eaid  Flo^ 
rence,  **  and  keep  it  there  7" 

The  Captain  was  not  at  all  gratified  by  this  pro* 
posal,  but  he  answered,  **Aye,  aye,  put  it  any  wher'^a^ 
my  lady  lass,  so  lorig  Its  yott  know  where  to  find  it 
again.  It  an't  o'  no  use  to  me,"  said  the  Captain. 
**  I  wonder  I  haven*t  chucked  it  away  afore  now." 

The  Captain  was  quite  disheartened  fbr  the  mo^ 
ment,  but  he  revived  at  the  first  touoh  of  Florence's 
arm,  and  they  returned  with  the  same  pirecamionfl 
as  they  had  come ;  the  Captain  opening  the  door 
of  the  little  Midahipman's  berth,  a^d  diving  in, 
with  a  suddenness  which  his  great  practice  only 
could  have  taught  him.  During  Fibrence's  slumber 
in  the  morning,  he  had  engaged  the  daughter  of  an 
elderly  lady  who  usually  sat  under  a  blue  umbrella 
in  Leadenhall-market,  selling  poultry,  to  come  and 
put  her  room  in  order,  and  render  her  any  little 
services  she  required ;  and  this  damael  now  appear, 
ing,  Florence  found  everythinar  about  her  as  conve- 
nient  and  orderly,  if  not  as  handsome,  as  in  the 
terrible  dream  she  had  once  colled  Home. 

When  tliey  were  alone  again,  the  Captain  insisted 
on  her  eating  a  slioe  of  dry  toast,  and  drinking  a 
glass  of  spiced  negus  (which  he  made  to  pertec« 
tion);  and  encouraging  her  witli  every  kind  word 
and  inconsequential  quotation  he  could  possibly 
think  o^  led  her  upstairs  to  her  bed-room.  -  But  he 
too  had  somethiog  on  his  mind,  and  was  not  easy 
in  his  manner. 

*«Good  night,  dear  heart,"  said  Captain  Cuttle  to 
her  at  her  ehambor-door. 

Florence  raised  her  lips  to  his  fiioe,  and  kissed 
him. 

At  any  other  time  the  Captain  would  have  been 
overbalanced  by  such  a  token  of  her  affection  and 
gratitude ;  but  now,  although  he  wae  rery  sensible 
of  it,  he  looked  in  her  face  with  even  more  uneasi. 
ness  than  he  had  testified  beibre,  and  aeemed  on- 
willing  to  leave  her. 

•*  Poor  Wal'r  1"  said  the  Captain. 

*»  Poor,  poor  Walter !"  sighed  Florenoe. 

•*  Drownded,  an't  he  ?"  said  the  Captain. 

Florenoe  shook  her  head,  and  sighed. 

**  Good  night,  my  lady  luss !"  said  Captain  Cuttle, 
putting  out  his  hand. 

^  God  bless  you,  dear  kind  friend !" 

But  the  Captain  lingered  still 

"  Is  anything  the  matter,  dear  Captain  Cuttle  7" 
said  Florence,  easily  alarmed  in  her  then  state  of 
mind.    **  Have  you  anything  to  teU  me  7" 

^  To  tell  you,  lady  lass !"  replied  the  Captain, 
meeting  her  eyes  in  confusion.  ^No,  no;  what 
should  I  have  to  tell  you,  pretty  !  You  don't  ex- 
pect as  I  've  got  anything  good  to  tell  you,  tore?**' 

^  No  !"  said  Florence,  shaking  her  head. 
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The  Captain  looked  at  her  wiatftdly,  and  repeated 
**  No,'* — still  ling^ering,  aad  still  showing  embanrasa- 
ment. 

»•  Poor  Wal'r !"  said  the  Captain,  «  My  Wal'r, 
as  I  used  to  call  you !  Old  Sol  Gilh's  nevy !  Wei- 
come  to  all  as  knowed  you,  as  the  flowers  in  May ! 
Where  are  yon  got  to,  bra^e  boy!  Drownded, 
an't  he  ?" 

Concluding  his  apostrophe  with  this  abrupt  ap- 
peal to  Florence,  the  Captain  bade  her  good  night, 
and  descended  the  stairs,  while  Florence  remained 
at  the  top,  holding  the  candle  out  to  light  him  down. 
He  was  lost  in  the  obscurity,  and,  judging  fVom  the 
sound  of  his  receding  footsteps,  was  m  the  act  of 
turning  into  the  little  parlour,  when  his  head  and 
shoulders  unexpectedly  emerged  again,  as  fW>m  the 
deep,  apparently  for  no  other  purpose  than  to  re- 
peat,  •*  Drownded,  an't  he  pretty?"  For  when  he 
had  said  tfaut  in  a  tone  of  tender  condolence,  hedis- 
Appeared. 

Florence  was  very  sorry  that  she  should  nnwit- 
lingly,  though  naturally,  have  ateakened  Uies^ 
bissociations  m  the  mind  of  her  protector,  by  taking 
reftige  there;  and  sitting  down  before  the  little 
table  where  the  Captain  had  arranged  the  telescope 
and  song.book,  and  those  other  rarities,  thought  of 
Walter,  and  of  all  that  was  connected  with  him  in 
the  past,  udtil  she  could  have  almost  wished  to  lie 
down  on  her  bed  and  fade  away.  But  in  her  lonely 
yearning  to  thf  dead  whom  she  had  loved,  no 
thought  of  home — ^no  possibility  of  going  back — 
no  presentation  of  it  as  yet  existing,  or  as  shel. 
tering  her  fkther— once  entered  her  thoughts.  She 
had  seen  the  murder  done.  In  the  last  lingering 
natural  aspect  in  which  she  had  cherished  him 
through  BO  much,  he  had  been  torn  out  of  her  heart, 
de&oed,  and  slain.  The  thought  of  it  was  so  ap. 
palling  to  her,  that  she  covered  her  eyes,  and  shrunk 
trembling  fbom  the  lenst  remembrance  of  the  deed, 
or  of  the  cruel  hand  tliat  did  it  If  her  fond  heart 
could  have  held  his  image  after  that,  it  must  have 
broken;  but  it  coUld  not;  and  the  void  was  filled 
with  a  wild  dread  that  fled  from  all  confronting 
with  its  shattered  fragments — ^with  such  a  dread  as 
could  have  risen  out  of  nothing  but  the  depths  of 
such  a  love,  so  wronged. 

She  dared  not  look  into  the  glass ;  for  the  sight 
of  the  darkening  mark  upon  her  bosom  mode  her 
4fraid  of  herself,  ae  if  she  bore  about  her  some- 
thing wicked.  She  covered  it  up,  with  a  hasty, 
faltering  hand,  and  in  the  dark  ;  and  laid  her  weary 
head  down,  weeping. 

■  The  CapUin  did  not  go  to  bed  for  a  long  time. 
He  walked  to  and  frt)  in  the  shop  and  in  the  little 
pariouf,  for  a  full  hour,  and,  appearing  to  have  com- 
posed  himself  by  that  exercise,  sut  dotim  with  a 
grave  and  thoughtful  face,  and  read  out  of  a  Prayer- 
book  the  ibrrns  of  prayer  appointed  to  be  used  at 
sea.  These  were  not  easily  disposed  of;  the  good 
Captain  being  a  mighty  slow,  gruff  reader,  and 
frequently  stopping  ot  a  hard  word  to  givo  himself 
such  encouragement  as  "Now,  my  lad!  With  a 
will !"  or,  "  Steady,  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  steady  !"  which 
had  a  great  effect  in  helping  him  out  of  any  dtfli. 
(iulty.  Moreover,  his  spectacles  greatly  interfered 
with  his  powers  of  vision.  But  notwithstanding 
these  drawbacks,  the  Captain,  being  heartily  in 
earnest,  read  the  service  to  the  very  last  line,  and 
with  genuine  feeling  too ;  and  approving  of  it  very 
much  when  he  had  done,  turned  in,  under  the 
counter  (but  not  before  he  had  been  up  sUirs,  and 


listMied  at  Flofrence^s  door),  Witfi  a  serene  hreifl 
and  a  most  benevolent  visage. 

The  Captain  turned  out  several  times  in  tlv 
course  of  the  night,  to  assure  himself  that  his  chargi 
was  resting  quietly ;  and  once,  at  daybreak,  fban< 
that  she  vrts  awake :  lor  she  called  to  know  if  i 
were  he,  on  hearing  footsteps  near  her  door. 

*•  Yes,  my  lady  lass,"  replied  the  Captain,  in  i 
growling  whisper.    "  Are  you  ail  right,  di'mond?' 

Florence  thanked  him,  and  said  ^  Yes.*' 

The  Captain  could  not  lose  so  favourable  ai 
opportunity  of  applying  his  mouth  to  the  keyhole 
and  calling  through  it,  like  a  hoarse  breete,  **  Poo 
Wal'r!  Drviwnded,  an^t  he?*"  After  which  h 
withdrew,  and  turning  in  again,  riept  till  sevci 
o*^ock. 

Nor  was  he  free  from  his  uneasy  and  embar 
rassed  manner  all  that  day ;  though  IHorenoe,  bdn( 
busy  with  her  needle  in  the  little  parlour,  was  mori 
calm  and  tranquil  than  she  had  been  on  the  da] 
preceding.  Allnost  always  when  she  raised  he 
eyes  from  her  work,  she  observed  the  Captain  look 
ing  at  her,  and  thoughtfully  stroking  hb  chio 
and  he  so  often  hitched  his  arm-efaair  close  to  hef 
as  if  he  were  going  to  say  something  very  co&fi 
dential,  and  hitched  it  away  again,  as  not  beinj 
able  to  make  up  his  mind  how  to  begin,  that  in  th* 
course  of  the  day  he  cruized  completely  round  th 
parlour  in  that  frail  bark,  and  more  than  once  wen 
ashore  against  the  wainseoat  or  the  closet  <ioor,  ii 
a  very  distressed  condition. 

It  was  not  until  the  twilight  that  Captain  Cuttle 
fairly  dropping  anchor,  at  last,  by  the  side  of  Flo 
rence,  began  to  talk  at  all  connectedly.  But  whei 
the  light  of  tlie  fire  was  shining  on  the  walls  an< 
ceiHng  of  the  little  room,  and  on  the  tea-board  an< 
the  eups  and  saucers  iHai  were  ranged  upon  th 
table,  and  on  her  calm  face  turned  towards  thi 
flame,  and  reflecting  it  in  the  tears  that  filled  hei 
eyes,  the  Captain  broke  a  long  silence  thus :     • 

••  You  never  was  at  sea,  my  own?** 

••  No,"  replied  Florence. 

••Aye,**Baid  the  Captain,  reverenfially ;  "it's  i 
almighty  element  There's  wonders  in  the  decf 
my  pretty.  Think  on  it  when  the  winds  is  roarinj 
and  the  waves  is  rowling.  Think  on  it  whien  tb< 
stormy  nights  is  so  pitch  dark,"  said  the  Captaic 
solemnly  holding  up  hie  hook,  **  as  you  can't  so 
yonr  htnd  afore  you,  excepting  when  the  wiwii 
lightning  reweah  the  same ;  and  when  you  drivi 
drive,  drive  through  the  storm  and  dark,  as  if  yo^ 
was  a  driving,  head  on,  to  the  world  without  enc 
evermore,  amen,  and  when  found  making  a  not 
of.  Them's  the  times,  my  beauty,  when  a  ma 
may  say  to  his  messmate  (previously  a  overhaulinj 
of  the  woHume),  •  A  stifF  nor-wester's  blowing 
Bill ;  hark,  don*t  you  hear  it  roar  now  !  Lord  hel 
^trt,  how  I  pity's  all  unhappy  folks  ashore  now  V 
Which  quotation,  as  particularly  applicable  to  tfa 
terrors  of  the  ocean,  tlie  Captain  delivered  in 
most  impressive  manner,  concluding  with  a  som 
reus  "  Stand  by !'» 

''Were  you  ever  in  a  dreadful  storm?"  aske 
Florence. 

**  Why  aye,  my  lady  lass,  I  've  seen  my  share  c 
bad  weather,*'  said  the  Captain,  tremulously  wipin 
bis  hoad,  '*  and  I  *ve  had  my  share  of  knockin 
about ;  but — ^but  it  an't  of  myself  as  I  was  a  meai 
ing  to  speak.  Our  dear  boy,"  drawing  closer  1 
her,  •*  Wal'r,  darling,  as  was  drownded.'* 

The  Captain  spoke  in  such  a  trembling  Toie 
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sd  looked  at  Florence  with  a  face  to  pale  and  agi- 
led,  that  she  clung  to  his  hand  In  anright 
"Your  face  is  changed_,''  cried  Florence,  "You 
«  altered  in  a  moment  What  is  it  7  Dear  Cap- 
in  Cottle,  it  turna  me  cold  to  tee  jon  !** 
"What!  Lady  lass,*'  returned  the  Captain,  sup- 
irting  her  with  his  hand.     **  Don*t  be  took  aback. 

0,  00 1  All  *8  well,  all  *8  well,  my  dear.  As  I 
IS  a  saying— Wal'r— he  *b— he 's  drowndcd.  An't 

Florence  looked  at  him  intently ;  her  colour  came 
id  went ;  and  she  laid  her  hand  upon  her  breast. 
"There's  perils  and  dangers  on  the  deep,  my 
ttity,**  said  the  Captain  ;  **  and  over  many  a  brave 
ip,  and  many  and  many  a  bould  heart,  tne  secret 
iters  has  closed  up,  and  never  told  no  tales.  But 
ere  *s  escapes  upon  the  deep,  too,  and  sometimes 
e  roan  out  of  a  score, — ah !  may  be  out  of  a  hun- 
ed,  pretty, — has  been  saved  by  the  mercy  of  God, 
d  come  home  aAcr  being  give  over  for  dead,  and 
Id  of  all  hands  lost.  I — I  know  a  story,  Heart*a 
flight,"  stammered  the  Coptain,  *•  o*  this  natur,  aa 
IS  tdd  to  me  once  ;  and  being  on  this  here  tack, 
d  you  arid  mc  sitting  alone  by  the  fire,  may  be 
in  'd  like  to  hear  me  tell  it  Would  you,  deary  V* 
Florence,  trembling  with  an  agitation  which  she 
qM  not  control  or  understand,  involuntarily  fol- 
nd  his  glance,  which  went  behind  her  into  the 
Bp,  where  a  lamp  was  burning.  The  instant  that 
e  tamed  her  head,  the  Captain  sprung  out  of  ^is 
air,  and  interposed  his  banc). 
*  There's  nothing  there,  my  beauty,"  said  the 
ptain.  •*  Don't  look  there !" 
"Why  not ?**  asked  Florence. 
Hie  Captain  murmured  something'  about  its 
n^  dull  that  way,  and  about  the  fire  being  cbecr- 
.  He  drew  the  door  aiar,  which  had  been  stand. 
:  open  ontil  now,  and  resumed  his  seat.  Flo. 
ee  ibllowed  him  with  her  eyes,  and  looked  in- 
Uy  in  his  face. 

'The  story  was  about  a  ship,  my  lady  lass,"  be- 
I  the  Captain,  **  as  sailed  out  of  the  Port  of  Lon- 
k,  with  a  fair  wind  and  in  Mr  weather,  bound 
-don't  b^  took   aback,  my  lady  lass,  she  was 
f  oat'ard  bound,  pretty,  only  oul'ard  bound  I" 
lie  expression  on  Florence's  face  alarmed  (he 
Haia,  who  was  himself  very  hot  and  flurried, 
showed  scarcely  less  agitation  than  she  did. 
Sh&II  I  go  on,  Beauty  ?**  said  the  Captain. 
Tea,  yes,  pray !"  cried  Florence. 
lie  Captain  made  a  gulp  as  if  to  get  do^n 
cthing   tliat  was  stickin^^   in  his  throat,  an(( 
iQQsIy  proceeded : 

That  there  unfbrt'nate  ship  met  with  such  foul 
ther,  out  at  sea,  as  don't  blow  once  in  twenty 
^  mj  darling.  There  was  hurricanes  ashore  as 
ap  forests  and  blowed  down  towns,  and  there 
gales  at  sea  in  them  latitudes,  as  not  the  stout, 
vessel  ever  launched  could  live  in.  Day  artcr 
Ibat  there  unfbrt'nate  ship  behaved  noble,  I  'm 
and  did  her  duly  brave,  my  pretty,  but  at  one 
'  a*most  her  bulwarks  was  stove  in,  her  ma^ts 
n»dder  carried  away,  her  best  men  swept  over. 

1,  and  she  lefl  to  the  mercy  of  the  storm  as  had 
feercy  but  blowed  harder  and  harder  yet,  while 
Iraves  dashed  over  her,  and  beat  her  in,  and 
ytime  they  come  a  thundering  at  her,  broke 
ike  a  sbeTt  Every  black  spot  in  every  moun. 
oT  water  t^at  rolled  away  was  a  bit  'o  the 
p  life  or  a  living  man,  and  so  she  went  to 
^  BeaatT,  and  no  grass  will  never  grow  upon 
rrasres  of  them  as  manned  that  ship." 


•*  They  were  not  aH  lost  .*"  cried  Florence.  *f  Some 
were  saved  I — Was  one  V 

"  Aboard  o'  that  there  unfort'nate  w.ease),"  said 
the  Captain,  rising  from  bis  chair,  and  clenching 
his  hand  with  prodigious  energy  and  exultation, 
"  was  a  lad,  a  gallant  lad — as  I  've  heerd  tall — that 
had  loved,  when  he  was  a  boy,  to  read  and  talk 
about  brave  actions  in  shipwrecks— I  Ve  heerd  him  I 
I  've  heerd  him! — and  ho  remembered  of 'em  in  his 
hour  of  need  ;  for  when  t)>e  stoutest  hearts  and  old- 
est  hands  was  hove  down,  he  was  6rro  and  cheery.. 
It  warn't  the  want  of  objects  to  like  and  love  ashore 
that  gave  him  courage,  it  was  his  natVal  mind. 
I  've  seen  it  in  his  face,  when  he  was  no  more  than, 
a  child— aye,  many  a  time ! — and  when  I  thought 
it  nothing  but  his  good  looks,  bless  him !" 

"And  was  be  saved  I*'  cried  Florence.  "Was 
he  saved  I" 

"That  bravo  lad,"  said  the  CapUin,— *•  look  at 
me,  pretty  I     Don't  look  round — " 

Florence  had  hardly  power  to  repeat,  **Why 
notr 

•*  Because  (here 's  nothing  there,  my  deary,"  said 
the  Captain.  •*  Don't  be  looK  aback,  pretty. creetur  I 
Don't,  for  the  sake  of  WalV,  as  was  dear  to  all  on 
us!  That  there  lad,"  said  the  Captain,  "arte? 
working  with  the  best,  and  standing  by  the  faint- 
hearted, and  never  making  no  complaint  nor  sign 
of  fear,  and  keeping  up  a  spirit  in  all  hands  that 
made  'em  honour  him  as  if  he'd  been  a  admiral—' 
that  lad,  along  with  the  second-mate  and  one  sea- 
man,  was  left,  of  all  the  beatin'  hearts  that  went 
aboard  that  ship,  tlie  only  living  creeturs — lashed 
to  a  fragment  of  the  wreck,  and  drifliu'  on  the 
stormy  sea." 

**  Were  they  saved  I"  cried  Florence. 

**  Days  and  nights  they  drifled  on  them  endless 
waters,"  said  the  Captain,  "until  at  last  —  No! 
Don't  look  that  way,  pretty  I — a  sail  bore  down 
upon  'em,  and  they  was,  by  the  Lord's  mercy,  took 
aboard  :  two  living,  and  one  dead." 

**  Which  of  them  was  dead  ?"  cried  Florence. 

"Not  the  lad  %  speak  on,"  said  the  Captain. 

"Thank  God !  oh  Ihank  God  I" 

•*  Amen !"  returned  the  Captain  hurriedly* 
"  Don't  be  took  aback !  A  minute  more,  my  lady 
lass !  with  a  good  heart ! — aboard  that  ship,  they 
went  a  long  voyage,  right  away  across  the  chart 
(for  there  warn't  no  touching  nowhere),  and  on  that 
voyage  the  seaman  as  was  picked  up  with  him 
died.    But  he  was  spared,  and " 

The  Captain,  without  knowing  what  he  did,  had 
cut  a  slice  of  bread  from  the  loaf,  and  put  it  on  his 
hook  (which  was  his  usual  toasting-fork),  on  which 
he  now  held  it  to  the  fire  ;  looking  behind  Florence 
with  great  emotion  in  his  face,  and  suffemg  the 
bread  to  blaze  and  burn  like  fuel. 

*•  Was  spared,"  repeated  Florence,  "  and 7" 

"And  come  home  in  that  ship,"  said  tiic  Captain,, 
still  looking  in  the  same  direction,  "  and — don't  be 
frightened,  pretty  —  and  landed  ;  and  one  morning 
come  cautiously  to  his  own  door  to  take  a  obser- 
wation,  knowing  that  his  friends  would  think  him 
drowndcd,  when  he  sheered  off  at  the  unexpect- 
ed " 

"At  the  unexpected  barking  of  a  dog*/"  cried 
Florence,  quickly. 

"  Yes,"  roared  the  Captain.  "  Steady,  darling  J 
courage  I  Don't  look  round  yet  See  there !  upon 
the  wall!" 

There  was  the  shadow  of  a  man  upon  the  wall 
close  to  her.    She  started  ud.  looked  round,  and. 
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with 
her! 


a  piercing    crj,  saw  Walter  Gay   behind 


She  bad  no  thought  of  him  but  as  a  brother,  a 
brother  rescued  from  the  grave;  a  shipwrecked 
brother  saved  and  at  her  side ;  and  rushed  into  his 
arms.  In  all  the  world,  he  seemed  to  be  her  hope, 
her  comfort,  refuge,  natural  protector.  **  Take  care 
of  Walter,  I  was  fond  of  Walter !"  The  dear  re- 
membrance  of  the  plaintive  voice  that  said  so, 
rushed  upon  her  soul,  like  music  in  the  night. 
**  Oh  welcome  home,  dear  Walter !  Welcome  to 
this  stricken  breast !"  She  felt  the  words,  although 
she  could  not  utter  them,  and  held  him  in  her  pure 
embrace. 

Captain  Cuttle,  in  a  fit  of  delirium,  attempted  to 
wipe  his  head  with  the  blackened  toast  upon  bis 
hook ;  and  finding  it  an  uncongenial  substance  for 
the  purpose,  put  it  into  the  crown  of  his  glazed  hat, 
put  his  glazed  hat  on  with  some  difficulty,  essayed 
to  siog  a  verse  of  Lovely  Peg,  broke  down  at  the 
first  word,  and  retired  mto  the  shop,  whence  he 
presently  came  back,  express,  witli  a  face  all 
flushed  and  besmeared,  and  the  starch  completely 
taken  out  of  his  shirt-collar,  to  say  these  words : 

**  Wal'r,  my  lad,  here  is  a  little  bit  of  property  as 
I  should  wish  to  make  over,  jintly  !*' 

The  Captain  hastily  produced  tlio  big  watch,  the 
tea-spoons,  the  sugar-tongs,  and  the  canister,  and 
laying  them  on  the  table,  swept  them  with  his  great 
hand  into  Walter*s  hat ;  but  in  handing  that  singular 
strong  box  to  Walter,  he  was  so  overcome  again, 
that  he  was  fain  to  make  another  retreat  into  the 
fihop,  and  absent  himself  for  a  longer  space  of  time 
thtin  on  his  first  retirement. 

But  Walter  sought  him  out,  and  brought  him 
back ;  and  then  the  Captain's  great  apprehension 
was,  that  Florence  would  suflcr  from  this  new 
shock.  He  felt  it  so  earnestly,  that  he  turned  quite 
rational,  and  positively  interdicted  any  further  allu- 
sion to  Walter's  adventures  for  some  days  to  come. 
Captain  Cutlle  then  became  sufficiently  composed 
to  relieve  himself  of  the  toast  in  his  hat,  and  to 
take  his  place  at  the  tea-board;  but  finding  Wal- 
ter's grasp  upon  his  shoulder,  on  one  side,  and 
Florence  whispering  her  tearful  congratulations  on 
the  other,  the  Captain  suddenly  bolted  again,  and 
was  missing  for  a  good  ten  minutes. 

But  never  in  all  his  life  had  the  Captain's  face  so 
shone  and  srlistened,  as  when,  at  last,  he  sat  sta- 
tionary  at  the  tea-board,  looking  from  Florence  to 
'Walter,  and  from  Walter  to  Florence.  Nor  was 
this  effect  produced  or  at  all  heightened  by  the  im- 
mense quantity  of  polishing  he  had  administered 
to  his  face  with  his  coat-sleeve  during  the  last  half, 
hour.  It  was  solely  the  effect  of  his  internal  emo- 
tions. There  was  a  ^lorv  and  delight  within  the 
Captain  that  spread  itself  over  his  whole  visage, 
and  made  a  perfect  illumination  there. 
•  The.  pride  with  which  the  Captain  looked  upon 
the  bronzed  check  and  the  courageous  eyes  of  his 
recovered  boy :  with  which  he  saw  the  generous 
fervour  of  his  youth,  and  all  its  frank  and  hopeful 
qualities,  shining  once  more,  in  the  fresh,  wbolo- 
fiome  manner,  and  the  ardent  face:  would  have 
kindled  something  of  this  light  in  his  countenance. 
The  admiration  and  sympathy  with  which  be 
turned  his  eyes  on  Florence,  whose  beauty,  grace, 
and  innocence  could  have  won  no  truer  or  more 
zealous  champion  than  himself,  would  have  had  an 
equal  influence  upon  bim.  But  the  fulness  of  the 
glow  he  shed  around  him  could  only  have  been 


engendered  in  his  contemplation  of  tiie  two  togethei 
and  in  all  the  fancies  springing  out  of  that  associa 
tion,  that  came  sparkling  and  beaming  into  hi 
head,  and  danced  about  it. 

How  they  talked  of  poor  old  Uncle  Sol,  ani 
dwelt  on  every  little  circumstanoe  relating  to  hi 
disappearance ;  how  their  joy  was  moderated  h 
the  old  man's  absence  and  by  the  misfortunes  o! 
Florence ;  how  they  released  Diogenes,  whom  th 
Captain  had  decoyed  upstairs  some  time  befbn 
lest  he  should  bark  again ;  the  Captain,  though  h 
was  in  one  continual  flutter,  and  made  many  mor 
short  plunges  into  the. shop,  fully  comprehendec 
But  he  no  more  dreamed  that  Walter  looked  o 
Florence,  as  it  were,  from  a  new  and  far-off  place 
that  while  his  eyes  often  sought  the  lovely  fka 
they  seldom  met  its  open  glance  of  sisterly  affe< 
tion,  but  withdrew  themselves  when  hers  wei 
raised  towards  him ;  than  he  believed  that  it  wa 
Walter's  ghost  who  sat  beside  him.  He  saw  thei 
there  together  in  their  youth  and  beauty»  and  h 
knew  the  story  of  their  younger  days,  and  he  ha 
no  inch  of  room  beneath  his  great  blue  waistooi 
for  anything  save  admiration  of  suoh  a  pair,  an 
gratitude  for  their  being  re-united. 

They  sat  thus,  until  it  grew  late.  The  Captai 
would  have  been  content  to  sit  so,  for  a  week.  Bi 
Walter  rose,  to  take  leave  for  the  night 

•»  Goinc  Walter  !*•  said  Florence.    "  Where  T 

**  He  slings  his  hammock  for  the  present,  lad 
lass,"  said  Captain  Cuttle,  "round  at  Brogley' 
Within  hail.  Heart's  Delight" 

••  I  am  the  cause  of  your  going  away,  Walter, 
said  Florence.  **  There  b  a  houseless  sister  i 
your  place." 

"  Dear  Miss  Dombey,"  replied  Walter,  hesitatin 
— ^**  if  it  is  not  too  bold,  to  call  you  so  I  — ^" 

**  — Walter !"  she  exclaimed,  surprised. 

**  If  anything  could  make  me  happier  in  beio 
allowed  to  see  and  speak  to  you,  would  it  not  1 
the  discovery  that  1  had  any  means  on  earth  c 
doing  you  a  moment's  service !  Where  would 
not  go,  what  would  I  not  do,  for  your  sake  I" 

She  smiled,  and  called  him  brother. 

"You  are  so  changed,"  said  Waller  — 

*'  I  changed  !"  she  interrupted. 

** —  To  me,"  said  Walter,. softly,  as  if  he  we 
thinking  aloud,  "  changed  to  me.  I  lefi  you  bw 
a  child,  and  find  you  —  oh !  something  so  diffi 
ent—" 

"  But  your  sister,  Walter.  You  have  not  forgt 
ten  what  we  promised  to  each  other,  when  i 
ported?" 

"  Forgotten !"    But  he  said  no  more. 

•*  And  if  you  had— if  suffering  and  danger  hi 
driven  it  from  your  thoughts — which  it  has  not- 
you  would  remember  it  now,  Waller,  when  you  fii 
me  poor  and  abandoned,  with  no  home  but  tK 
and  no  firiends  but  the  two  who  hear  me  speak  !'^ 

**  I  would !  Heaven  knows  I  would  1"  said  Wj 
ter. 

"*  Ob  Walter !"  exclaimed  Florence,  through  fa 
sobs  and  tears.  **  Dear  brother  !  Show  me  soc 
way  tlirough  the  world — some  humble  patli  thai 
may  take  alone,  and  labour  in,  and  sometimes  thii 
of  you  as  one  who  will  protect  and  care  for  me 
for  a  sister !  Oh,  help  me  Waller,  for  I  need  ht 
so  much !" 

'*  Miss   Dombey !    Florence !     I  would   die 
help  you.    But  your  fViends  are  proud  and  rici 
Your  father ^" 
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<'No,  Doi  Walter  !**  ffli«  tkriaked,  and  pat  hn 
lufids  Dp  to  her  head,  in  an  attUude  of  terror  that 
tmsaxed  him  where  he  itood.  **  Don*t  say  that 
word!" 

He  never,  from  that  hour,  forgot  the  voice  and 
kbk  with  which  she  stopped  him. at  the  name.  He 
lell  that  if  bo  were  to  live  a  hundred  years,  he  never 
could  forget  IL 

Soooewheie-^anywhere^vhut  never  home!  All 
pMt,  all  gone,  all  loat,  and  broken  up !  The  whole 
bistory  of  her  untold  slight,  and  snffiirtng  waa  in 
the  ciy  and  look ;  and  he  felt  he  never  could  forget 
it,  and  he  never  did. 

She  laid  her  gentle  face  upon  the  Captain^s  ahoul. 
der,  and  rcUtmi  how  and  why  she  had  find.  If 
every  sorrowing  tear  she  shed  in  doing  sOii  had  been 
a  cone  upon  the  head  of  him  she  never  named  or 
Uamed,  it  would  have  been  better  for  him,  Walter 
thought,  with  awe,  than  to  be  renoonoed  out  of 
neh  a  strength  and  might  of  love. 

"There,  precious!'*  said  the  Captain,  when  she 
Maaed ;  and  deep  attention  the  Captain  had  paid 
to  her  while  she  spoke ;  listening  with  his  glared 
hat  aU  awry,  and  bis  mouth,  wide  open*    ^  Awaat, 


awast.  Sly  eyes  t    WaVr,  dear  lad,  sheer  off  for  to- 
B%bt,  and  leave  the  pretty  one  to  me !" 

Walter  took  her  hand  in  both  of  his,  and  put  it 
to  hfs  lips,  and  kissed  1t.  He  knew  now  that  she 
was,  indeed,  a  homcle.<tp,  wandering  fugitive;  but, 
rieher  to  him  so,  than  in  all -the  wealth  and  pride 
of  her  right  station,  she  seemed  farther  ofT  than 
even  on  the  height  that  had  made  him  giddy  in  his 
boyish  dreams. 

Captain  Cattle,  perplexed  by  no  snch  meditations, 
guarded  Florence  to  hor  room,  and  watched  at  in- 
tervals upon  the  charmed  ground  ontside  her  door 
—for  sa<^  it  truly  was  to  him— until  ho  felt  suffi- 
ciently easy  in  hie  mind  about  her,  to  turn  in  under 
:the  connter.  On  abandoning  his  watch  for  that 
pui^Mise,  he  could  not  help  calling  once,  rapturous. 
ly,  through  the  keyhole,  **  Drownded  !  AnH'  he, 
pretty?"— or,  when  he  got  down  stairs,  making 
another  trial  at  that  verse  of  Lovelv  Peg.  But  it 
stock  in  hie  throat  somehow,  and  he  coald  make 
nothing  of  it;  so  he  went  to  bed,  and  dreamed  that 
old  Sol  Gills  was  married  to  Mrs.  MacStinger,  and 
kept  prisoner  by  that  lady  in  a  secret  chamber  on 
a  short  allowance  of  victuals. 


CHAPTER  L. 


MR.  TOOTS'8  COMPLAINT. 


TmcaE  wae  on  empty  room  above  stairs  at  the 
Wooden  Mid^liipman's,  which,  in  days  of  yore,  had 
icea  Walter's  bed-rooni.  Walter,  rousing  up  the 
CaftaUk  betimes  in  the  morning,. proposed  Uiat  they 
dioold  carry  thither  snch  furniture  out  of  tlie  little 
parlour,  as  would  grace  it  best^  sp  that  f  lorence 
Bight  take  possession  of  it  when  she  rote.  As  no- 
thing  could  be  more  agreeable  to  Captaia  Cuttle 
f^  making  himself  v^ry  red  and  short  of  breath 
ia  sQch  a  caaee,  he  turned  to  (as  he  himself,  said) 
fith  a  will;  and,  in  a  couple  of  hours,  this  ^vnet 
na  transfbrmed  into  a  species  of  land-eabin,  «dor«^ 
Bd  with  all  the  choicest  moveables  out  of  the'  par- 
tour,  incloaiTe  even  of  the  Tartar  frigate,  whi<>h  the 
Captain  huii|r  up  over  the  chimney-piece  with  »uch 
actreme  deli|pht,  that  he  could  do  nothing  for  half- 
ko-honr  allerwards  but  walk  backward  from  it,  lost 
s  adosiratioKi. 

The  Captain  could  be  induced  by.no  persuMion 
if  Walter's  to  wind  up  the  big  watch,  or  to  take 
aek  the  canister,  or  to  touch  the  sogar-toBigs,  and 
ea-spoona.  **  No,  no,  my  lad ;"  was  the  .Captain's 
Dvahable  reply  to  any  solicitation  of  the  kind, 
I've  mads  that  there  little  property  over,  jintly." 
rhese  words  he  repeated  with  great  unction  and 
nritj,  evidently  believing  that  thay  had  the  vujbue 
r  an  Act  of  Parliament,  and  tiiat  unless  k&  oow* 
listi^  himself  by  some  new  admiasion  of  owner- 
h^  no  Qmw  could  be  found  in  such  a  &rm  of  ^con^ 


It  was  an  advantage  of  the  new  arrangement, 
lat  besides '  the  greater  seclusion  it  afforded  Flo- 
iiMCi  it  admitted  of  the  Midshipman  being  restored 


to  his  usual  post  of  observation,  and  also  of  the  shop 
shatters  being  taken  down.  The  latter  ceremony, 
however  little  importance  the  unconscious  Captam 
attached  to  it,  was  not  wholly  superfluous ;  for,  on 
the  previous  day,  so  much  excitement  had  been  oc- 
casioned in  the  neighbourhood,  by  the  shutters  re- 
maining unopened,  that  the  Instrument  Maker^s 
house  bad  been  honoured  with  an  unusual  share 
of  public  observation,  and  had  been  intently  stared 
at  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  way,  by  groups  of 
hungry  gazers,  at  any  time  between  sunrise  and 
sanset  The  idlers  and  vagabonds  had  been  parti- 
cularly interested  in  the  Captain's  fate;  constantly 
grovelling  in  the  mud  to  apply  their  eyes  to  the 
cellar-gratingi  under  the  shop-window,  and  delight- 
ing their  imaginations  with  the  fancy  that  they 
could  see  a  piece  of  his  coat  as  he  hung  in  a  cor- 
ner ;  though  this  settlement  of  him  was  stoutly  dis- 
puted by  an  opposite  faction,  who  were  of  opinion 
that  he  lay  murdered  with  a  hammer,  on  the  stairs. 
It  was  not  without  exciting  some  discontent,  tlicre- 
ibre,  that  tho  subject  of  these  rnmours  was  seen 
early  in  the  morning  standing  at  his  shop-door  as 
hale  and  hearty  as  if  nothing  had  happened  ;  and 
the  Beadle  of  that  quarter,  a  nftan  of  an  ambitious 
character,  who  had  expected  to  have  the  distinct:ou 
of  being  present  at  the  breaking  open  of  t!ie  door, 
and  of  giving  evidence  in  full  unitbrm  btfbre  the 
Coroner,  went  so  far  as  to  say  to  an  opposite  neigh- 
bour, that  the  chap  in  the  glased  hat  had  belter  aot 
try  it  on  there — without  more  particularly  mention- 
ing what-^«nd  further,  that  he,  tho  Beadle,  would 
keep  his  eye  upon  him. 


^m 
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**CaiKam  Cuttle,"  said  Waiter,  mii»>iir»  wbon 
they  stood  -resting  from  their  Uboare  at  the  ilMi^ 
door,  looking  down  the  old  familiar  street;  it  being 
still  early  in  the  morning ;  "  nothing  at  all  of  Uncle 
Sol,  in  all  that  time !" 

"  Nothing  at  all,  my  lad,**  replied  the  Captain, 
miafcing  his  head. 

*'Gone  in  search  of  me,  dear^  kind,  old  man/' 
said  Walter ;  **  yet  never  write  to  yon  !  Hot  why 
not  7  He  says,  in  effect,  in  this  packet  that  you 
gave  me,**  taking  the  paper  from  his  pocket,  wiiioh 
h&d  been  opened  in  the  presence  of  the  enlightened 
fiunsby,  **that  if  you  never  hear  from  bim  beforq 
opening  it,  you  may  believe  him  dead.  Heaven 
forbid  I  But  you  would  have  heard  of  him,  even  if 
he  toers  deaoi  Soma  one  would  have  written, 
surely,  by  his  desire,  if  he  could  Dot ; .  and  have  said) 
*  on  such  a  day,  there  died  in  my  house,*  or  *  under 
my  oare,*  or  so  forth,  *  Mr.  Solomon  Gills  of  London, 
who  leA  this  lajtt  remembrance  and  this  last  request 
to  you.*** 

The  Captain*  who  had  never  climbed  to  such  a 
.  clear  height  of  probability  before,  was  greatly  im- 
pressed  by  the  wide  prospect  it  opeaeid,  and  an- 
swered, with  a  thoughtfbl  shake  of  his  head, "  Well 
said,  my  lad ;  wery  well  said.** 

"  I  have  been  thinking  of  this,  or,  at  least,**  said 
Walter,  colouring,  "  I  have  been  thinking  of  one 
thing  and  another,  all  tlirough  a  sleepless  night, 
and  1  cannot  believe.  Captain  Cuttle,  but  that  my 
Uncle  Sol  (Lord  bless  him !)  is  alive,  and  will  re- 
turn.  I  don*t  so  much  wonder  at  his  going  away, 
because,  leaving  out  of  consideration  that  spice  of 
the  marvellous  which  was  always  in  his  character, 
and  his  great  offection  for  me,  before  which  every 
other  consideration  of  his  life  became  nothing,  as 
no  one  ought  to  know  so  well  as'  I  who  had  the 
best  of  fathers  in  him,** — Walter's  voice  was  indis- 
tinct and  husky  here,  and  he  looked  away,  alone 
the  street,  —  *'  leaving  that  o\3t  of  consideration,  I 
say,  I  have  often  read  and  heard  of  people  who, 
having  some  near  and  dear  relative,  who  was  sup- 
posed  to  be  shipwrecked  at  sea,  have  gone  down  to 
live  on  that  part  of  the  sca-shore  where  any  tidings 
of  tlie  missing  ship  might  be  expected  to  arrive, 
though  only  an  hour  or  two  sooner  than  elseMrhere, 
or  have  even  gone  upon  her  track  to  the  place  wfai- 
ther  she  was  bound,  as  if  their  going  would  create 
intelligenoe.  I  think  I  should  £>  su^  a  thing  my. 
seli^  as  soon  as  another,  or  sooner  than  many,  per- 
haps.  But  why  my  uncle  should  n*t  write  to  you, 
when  he  so  clearly  intended  to  do  so,  or  how  he 
should  die  abroad,  and  you  not  know  it  tlirough 
some  other  hand,  I  cannot  make  out**' 

Captain  Cuttle  observed,  wHh  a  shake  of  his 
bead,  that  Jack  Bunsby  himself  had  *nt  mode  it 
naXi  ctnd  that  he  woe  a  man  as  could  give  a  pretty 
taut  opinion  too. 

"  If  my  uncle  had  been  a  heedless  young  man, 
likely  to  be  entrapped  by  jovial  company  to  some 
drinking-placek  where  he  was  to  be  got  rid  of  for 
the  sake  of  what  money  he  might  have  aboot  him,*' 
said  Walter ;  "  or  if  he  had  been  a  reckless  sailor, 
going  ashore  with  two  or  three  months'  pav  in  his 
pocket,  I  could  understand  his  disappearing,  and 
leaving  no  trace  behind.  But,  being  what  he  was 
—  and  is,  I  hope  —  I  can't  believe  it." 

**  Wal'r  my  lad,**  inquired  the  Captain,  wistfiiUy 
eyeing  him  as  he  pondered  and  pondered,  '*'what 
do  you  make  of  it,  then  ?*' 

**Captoin  Cuttle,**  returned  Waiter,  •*  I  don't 


know  What  to  make  of  it    I  suppose  6«  never  hu 
written  7  .  There  is  no  doubt  about  that  7** 

*«  If  so  be  as  Sol  Gills  wrote,  mv  Ud,"  replied 
the  Captain,  argumentattve^,  **  where 's  his  dis- 
patch?" 

**  Say  that  he  intrnsted  it  to  some  private  hand^" 
saggevted  Walter,  **  and  that  it  has  been  forgotten, 
or  carelessly  thrown  aside,  or  losL  £ven  that  is 
more  probable  to  roe,  than  the  other  event  In 
short,  I  not  only  cannot  bear  to  contemplate  that 
other  event.  Captain  Cuttle,  but  I  can't,  asd 
won't"    • 

*'  Hope,  you  see,  Wal'r;*  said  the  Captain,  ss|«Iy, 
"Hope.  It's  that  as  animates  you.  Hope  is  a 
buoy,  for  which  you  overhaul  your  Little  Warbler, 
sentimental  diwisten,  but  Lord,  my  kd,  Hke  any 
other  booy,  it  only  floats ;  it  o«n*t  be  steered  ne- 
where.  Along  with  the  figure4iead  of  Hope,**  said 
the. Captain,  ** there's  a  anchor;  but  what's  the 
good  of  my  having  a  anchor,  if  I  can't  find  no  b(A> 
torn  to  1st  jt  go  in  7" 

Captain  Cuttb  said  this  rather  m  his  cfaaraeCer 
of  a  sagacious  eitizen  and  hotiseholder,  bosnd  io 
impoKt  a  nsoi^l  fi-om  his  stores  of  wisdom  to  mi 
inexperienced  youth,  than  in  his  own  proper  person. 
Indeed,  his  face  was  quite  luminous  as  he  spoke, 
with  new  hope,  caught  from  Walter ;  and  he  ap- 
propriately concluded  by  slapping  him  on  the  back ; 
and  saying,  with  enthusiasm,  **  Hooroar,  my  Ud .' 
Indiwidually,  I  'm  o'  your  opinion." 

Walter,  with  bis  cheerful  laugh,  returned  the 
salutation,  and  said : 

**  Only  one  word  more  about  my  uncle  at  pft< 
sent,  Qsptain  Cuttle.  I  suppose  it  is  impossibk 
that  he  can  have  written  in  the  ordinary  course— 
by  mail  packet,  or  ship  letter,  you  understand  — " 

"  Aye,  aye,  my  lad,**  said  the  Captain,  a|l 
provingly. 

"  —  And  that  you  have  missed  the  letter,  aB| 
howf" 

«  Why,  Wal'r,"  said  the  Captain,  toming  hiseyei 
upon  him  with  a  faint  approach  to  a  seyere  expni 
sioUj  "an't  I  been  en  the  look-out  for  any  tidisf 
of  thai  man  o*  science,  eld  Sol  Gills,  your  nm 
day  and  night,  ever  since  I  lost  him  7  Ant  m 
heart  been  heavy  and  watchftil  always,  along  s 
him  and  you?  Sleeping  and  wakin£^,  an*l  I  bee 
upon  my  post,  and  wouldn't  I  have  seorned  toqa 
it  while  this  here  Midshipman  held  tog^etberf* 

*<  Yes,  Captam  Cuttle,"  replied  Waller,  graspta 
Ms  hand,  **  I  know  you  would,  and  I  know  ho 
faithful  and  earnest  all  you  say  and  Ibel  is.  I  ai 
sure  of  it#  You  don't  doubt  that  I  am  on  sure  of  i 
as  I  am  that  my  foot  is  ag:iln  upon  this  door-sk 
or  that  I  again  have  hold  of  this  true  hand.  J 
yout" 

*'No,  no,  Wal'r,"  returned  the  Capteto,  with  1 
beaming  face. 

*  f  11  hazard  no  more  conjectures,*'  «aid  WoM 
fenrently  shaking  the  bard  hand  or  the  Oapti 
who  shook  his  with  no  less  good  wilL  **  AB  I  « 
add  is,  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  touch  my  \in<il 
possessi(Mi8,  Captain  Cuttle!  Everythini^  that 
leA  here,  shall  remain  in  the  care  of  the  truest 
stewards  and  kindest  of  menr-and  if  hia  mm 
not  Cuttle,  he  has  no  name !  Kow,  best  of  firiei 
about — Miss  Dombey." 

There  was  a  change  in  Walter's  immbco',  •■ 
came  to  these  two  words;  and  when  he  vtti 
them,  all  his  confidence  and  cheerfhlness  Appci 
to  have  deserted  him. 
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**!  fthoOFhl^  befi>re  Min  Dombej  stopped  me 
when  I  spoke  ofber  father  last  night,*^  «ud  Walter 
'— yoa  remember  h^w  ?" 

Tlie  Captain  well  CMtembered,  and  shook  hm 
lead. 

"I  thought,"  said  Walter,  "  beforei  tJjat,  that  we 
ad  but  one  hard  duty  to  perform,  and  thfit  it  wan, 
9  prevail  upon  her  to  commumcate  with  her  friendA, 
od  to  return  home.*' 

The  Captain  muttered  a  feeble  **Awa8t !"  or  a 
Stand  by  V  or  something  or  oll^,  equally  perti' 
ent  to  the  occasion ;  but  it  was  rendered  so  ex- 
remely  feeble  by  the  total  discomfiture  with  which 
e  received  this  announcement,  that  what  it  was, 
I  mere  matter  of  conjecture. 

''But,*'  said  Walter,  "thtU  is  over.    I  think  so, 

0  longer.  I  would  sooner  be  put  baek  agiti|i  upon 
lat  piece  of  wreck,  on  which  I  have  so  often  float- 
d,  since  my  preservation,  in  my  dreams,  and  ther^ 
sft  to  drift,  and  drive,  and  die !" 

''Hooroar  my  lad-!**  exclaimed  the  Coptaio,  in  a 
arst  of  uncontrollable  satisiaption.  **HopFoar! 
looroar!    Hooroar!*^ 

"To  think  that  she,  so  young, so  gpod,  and  ifOiWt 
fnl/*  said  Walter,  **  so  delicately  brought  up,  and 
Dm  to  such  a  di^ereot  fortune,  shooJa  strive  with 
le  foagh  world ! — But  we  have  sef  n  the  gulf  tha( 
its  off  all  behind  her,  though  no  one  but,  herself 
u  know  how  deep  it  is ;  and  there  is  no  return.** 

Captain  Cuttle,  without  quite  understanding  this, 
reatiy  approved  of  it,  and  observed,  in  a  tone  of 
roog  corroboration,  that    the  wind  was  j;ight 

"She  ought  not  to  be  alone  here;  ought  she, 
aptaln  Cuttle  ?'*  said  Walter,  anxiously. 
•  Well  my  Ud,"  replied  the  Capuin,  after  a  little 
L^acioos  consideration.  **  I  don't  know.  You 
sing  here  to  ,kee;>  her  company,  you  see,  and  you 
ro  being  jinlly — *' 
"Dear  Captain  Cuttle!'*   remonstrated  Walter. 

1  being  here !  Miss  Dombey,  in  her  guileless 
loocent  heart,  regards  me  as  her  adopted  brother  ; 
It  what  would  the  guile  and  'guilt  of  my  heart  be, 
I  pretended  to  believe  that  I  nad  any  right  to  ap. 
Mcb  her,  familiarly,  in  that  character — if  I  pro. 
Dded  to  forget  that  I  am  bound,  in  honour,  pot  to 

rar 

■  WaHr  my  lad,"  kinted  the  Captain,  with  pome 
viral  of  his  discomfiture,  **  an*t  there  no  other 
larader  as — " 

••Oh!"  returned  Walter,  "would  you  have  me 
t  in  her  esteem  —  in  such  esteem  as  hers  -^  and 
1  a  veil  between  myself  and  her  angel*s  face  for 
er,  by  taking  advantage  of  her  being  here  for  re- 
ge,  so  trusting  and  so  unprotected,  to  endeavour 
exalt  myself  into  her  lover !  What  do  1  say  ? 
lert  is  no  one  in  the  world  who  would  bo  more 
pQ0od  to  me  if  I  could  do  so,  than  you.** 
■•Wal'r  my  lad,"  said  the  Captain,  drooping 
m  and  more,  **  prowiding  as  Uiere  is  any  just 
use  or  impedemint  why  two  persons  should  not 
Jloed  together  in  the  house  of  bondage,  for 
uch  you  *lT  overhsul  the  place  and  make  a  note, 
K>pe  I  should  declare  it  as  proniised  and  wowed 
the  banns.  So  there  4n*t  no  other  charaoter; 
"t  there,  my  lad  ?" 

Walter  briskly  waved  his  hand  in  the  n^gstivOi 
''Wen,  my  lad,**  growled  the  Captain  slowly, 
won't  deny  but  what  I  find  myself  wery  much 
wn  by  the  head,  along  o*  this  here,  or  but  what 
«  gone  clean  about  But  as  to  Lady-lass,  Warr, 
ad  you,  wot's  respect  and  duty  to  her,  is  respect 


and  dut^  in  my  articles,  howsuraever  disapintiog ; 
mni  theroforer  1  follows  in  your  wake,  my  lad,  aod 
ieel  as  you  ave,  no  doubt,  acting  up  to  yourself. 
And  there  an*t  no  other  character,  an*t  there !"  said 
the  Captain,  musing  over  the  ruins  of  his  fallen 
castle,  witif  a  very  despondent  face. 

''^QW,  Captain  CuUle,**.  said  Walter,  aiuniag  m 
fresh  point  with  a  gayer  air,  to  cheer  the  Captain 
up  —  but  nothing  could  do  that ;  he  was  too  much 
concerned  —  "  I  think  wo  should  exert  ourselves  to 
find  some  one  wiio  will  be  a  proper  attendant  for 
Miss  Dombey  while  she  remains  here,  and  who 
may  be  trusted.  None  of  her  relations  m&y-  It  *4 
clear  Mi^s  Dombey.  feels  tliat  they  are  all  subser- 
vieot  to  her  father     What  has  become  of  Susan  7**- 

"The  young  woman?**  returned  the  Captain, 
**  It  *s  n^y  belief  as  she  was  sent  i^way  f gain  tho 
will  of  Heart's  Delight.  I  made  a  signal  for  hei 
vfhen  Lady.Iass  first  come,  and  she  rated  of  her 
wery  high,  and  said  she  bad  been  gon^  a  long 
tima." 

"  Then,**  said  Walter,  "  do  you  agk  Miss  Dofobey 
where  she  *s  gone,  and  we  *U  try  to  find  her.  Thq 
morning  *s  getting  on,  and  Miss  Doo^bey  will  soon 
be  rising.  You  are  her  best  friend.  \Vait  for  hef 
up  ftairsi-and  leave  me  to  take  care  gf  all  down 
here.*** 

The  Captain,  very  crest-faUen  indeed,  ejchoed  thfl 
sigh  with  which  Walter  said  this,  and  complied, 
Florence  was  delighted  with  ^r  new  room,  anxiouv 
to  sec  Walter,  and  overjoyed  at  the  prospect  of 
greeting  her  old  friend  Susan.  But  Florence  could 
not  say  where  Susan  was  gone,  except  that  it  was 
in  Essex,  and  no  one  could  say,  sho  remembered* 
unlaws  it  were  Mr.  Toots* 

With  this  information  the  melapcboly  Captai4i 
returned  to  Walter,  and  gave  \\iva  to  understand 
that  Mr.  Toots  was  the  young  gentleman  whom  h^ 
had  encountered  on  tho  doorstep,  and  that  be  wa« 
a  friepd  of  his,  and  that  he  was  a  young  gentleman 
of  property,  and  that  he  hopelessly  adored  Miss 
Dombey.  The  Captain  also  related  how  the  Intel- 
ligenco  of  Walter's  supposed  fute  had  firsi  mado 
liim  acquainted  with  Mr.  TootSi  and  how  there  was 
solemn  treaty  and  compact  betw^n  them,  that  Mr« 
Toots  should  be  mute  upon  tho  subject  of  his  love. 

The  questiop  then  was|  whether  Florence  could 
trust  Mr.  Toots;  and  Florence  saying,  with  a  smile, 
**  Oh,  yes,  with  her  whole  heart  !*'  it  became  im« 
portant  to  find  out  where  Mr,  Toots  lived.  This, 
Florence  didn*t  know,  and  the  Captain  had  for* 
giotX^t^  I  and  the  Captain  was  telling  Wsiter,  in  the 
little  parlour,  that  Mr*  Tools  was  mre  to  he  there 
soon,  when  in  came  Mr.  Toots  himself. 

"Captain  Gills,**  said  Mr.  Toots,  rushing  into 
the  parlour  without  any  ceremony,  *^  I  *m  in  a  state 
of  mind  bordering  on  distraction  I** 

Air.  Toots  had  discharged  those  words,  as  from 
a  mortar,  before  he  observed  Walter^  whom  he  re« 
cognised  with  what  may  be  described  as  a  chuckle 
of  misery. 

'*  You^l  excuse  me.  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  bold- 
ing  his  forelMsad,  "  but  I  *m  at  present  in  tiiat  state 
tbf^t  my  brain  is  going,  if  not  goQe>  and  anything 
approaching  to  politeness  in  an  individual  so  situ- 
ated, WQuld  bo  ft  hollow  mockery.  Captain  Gills, 
I  beg  to  request  the  favour  of  a  private  interview^* 

''  Why,  Brother,*'  returned  the  Captain,  Uking 
him  by  the  hand,  **  you  are  the  man  as  we  was  on 
the  look-out  |bi." 

*'0h  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Tooto,  **  what  a 
look-out  that  must  be,  of  which  /  am  the  object !  I 
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iaten't  dared  to  shaTe,  Pm  in  that  rash  state,  I 
iiavenH  had  my  clcfthes  brashed.  My  hair  is  matted 
togfether.  I  told  the  Chicken  that  if  he  offered  to 
dean  ray  boots,  Pd  stretch  him  a  Corpse  before 
me!" 

All  these  indications  of  a  disordered  mind  were 
rorifccd  in  Mr.  Toots's  appearance,  which  v^as  wild 
and  savage. 

"See  here.  Brother,*' said  the  Captain.  •*This 
here's  old  Sol  Gills's  navy  Wal'r.  Him  as  was 
supposed  to  have  perished  at  sea.*' 

Mr.  Toots  took  his  hand  from  his  forehead,  and 
stared  at  Walter. 

"Grood  gracious  riiel"  stammered  Mr.  Toots. 
••What  a  complication  of  misery!  How-de-do? 
I  —  I  —  Pm  afraid  you  must  have  gnot  very  wet 
Captain  Gills,  will  you  allow  me  a  word  in  the 
shop  ?* 

He  took  the  Captain  by  the  coat,  and  going*  out 
with  him  whispered : 

•*  That  then,  Captain  Gills,  is  the  party  you  spoke 
of^  when  you  said  that  he  and  Miss  Dombey  were 
made  for  one  another  ?" 

"Why,  ave,  my  lad,'*  replied  the  diaconsolate 
Captain ;  "f  was  of  that  mind  once.'' 

••And  at  this  time !"  exclaimed  Mr.  Toots,  with 
his  hand  to  his  forehead  again.  •*  Of  all  others  !— 
A  hated  rival !  At  least,  he  an't  a  bated  rival,"  said 
Mr.  Toots,  stopping  short,  on  second  thoughts,  and 
taking  away  his  hand ;  *•  what  should  I  hate  him 
for?  No»  If  my  affection  has  been  truly  disinter^ 
ested.  Captain  Gills,  let  me  prove  it  now !" 

Mr.  Toots  shot  back  abruptly  into  the  parlour, 
and  said,  wringing  Walter  by  the  hand : 

"  How-de-do  ?  I  hope  you  didn't  take  any  cold. 
I  —  I  shall  be  very  glad  if  you'll  give  me  the  plea- 
sure of  your  acquaintance.  I  wish  you  many  happy 
returns  of  the  day.  Upon  my  word  and  honour," 
said  Mr.  Toots,  warming  as  he  became  better  ac 
quainled  with  Walter's  face  and  figure,  ••  Pm  very 
glad  to  see  you  !" 

"Thank yoo, heartily,"  said  Walter.  •* I  couldn't 
desire  a  more  genuine  and  genial  welcome." 

•*  Conldn't  you,  tliough  7"  said  Mr.  Toots,  ttill 
shaking  his  band.  •♦  It's  very  kind  of  you.  I'm 
much  obliged  to  you.  How-de-do  ?  I  hope  you  lefl 
everybody  quite  well  over  the  —  that  is,  upon  the 
—  I  mean  wherever  you  came  from  hist,  you 
know." 

All  these  good  wishes,  and  better  intentions, 
Walter  responded  to  manfully. 

••  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  ••  I  should  wish 
to  be  strictly  honourable;  but  I  trust  I  may  be 
allowed  now,  to  allude  to  a  certain  subject -** 

••Aye,  aye,  my  lad,"  relumed  the  Captain.  •'Free- 
ly,  freely." 

"Then  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots, —••  and 
Lieutenant  Walters — are  you  aware  that  the  most 
dreadfol  circumstances  have  been  happening  at  Mr. 
Dombey's  house,  and  that  Miss  Dombey  herseH* 
has  lefl  her  father,  who,  in  my  opinion,"  said  Mr. 
Toots,  with  great  excitement,  "  is  a  Brute,  that  it 
would  be  a  flattery  to  call  a — a  marble  monument, 
or  a  bird  of  prey^ — and  that  she  is  not  to  be  found, 
and  has  gone  no  one  knows  where  ?" 

"May  I  ask  how  you  heard  Uiis?"  inquired 
Walter. 

"  Lieutenant  Walters,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  Who  had 
arrived  at  that  appellation  by  a  process  peculiar  to 
himself;  probably  by  jumbling  up  his  Christian 

ame  with  the  seafaring  profession,  idid  supposing 


some  relationship  between  him  and  the  Captain, 
which  would  extend,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  their 
titles ;  "  Lieutenant  Walters,  I  can  have  no  objec* 
tion  to  make  a  straightforward  reply.  Tlie  fact  is, 
that  feeling  extremely  interested  in  everything  that 
relates  to  Mi«)a  Dombey — not  for  any  selfish  reason. 
Lieutenant  Waltcnr,  for  I  am  well  aware  that  tne 
most  agreeable  thing  I  could  do  for  all  parties 
would  be  to  put  an  end  to  my  eristencc,  which  can 
only  be  regarded  as  an  inconvenience — I  have  been 
in  the  habit  ofbestowing  a  trifie  now  and  then 
upon  a  footman;  a  most  respectable  young  man, 
of  the  name  of  Towlinson,  who  has  lived  in  the 
family  some  time ;  and  Towlinson  informed  me, 
yesterday  evening,  that  this  was  the  state  of  things. 
Since  which,  Captain  Gills — and  Lieutenant  Wal- 
ters' — I  have  been  poribctlv  fVantic,  and  have  been 
lying  down  on  the  sofa  all  night,  tlic  Ruin  yoa  bc« 
hold." 

"  Mr.  Toots,"  said  Walter,  "  I  am  happy  to  bo 
aWd  to  relieve"  your  mind.  Pray  calm  yourselH 
Miss  Dombey  is  safo  and  well." 

"Sir!"  cried  Mr.  Toots,  starting  from  his  chair 
and  shaking  hands  with  him  anew,  "  the  relief  is 
so  excessive,  and  unspeakable,  that  if  you  were  to 
teH  me  now  that  Miss  Dombey  was  married  even, 
I  could  smile.  Yes,  Captain  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots, 
appealing  to  hiiti,  "upon  my  soul  and  body,  I 
really  think,  whatever  I  might  do  to  myself  im- 
mediately afterwards,  that  I  could  smile,  I  am  bo 
relieved." 

"  It  will  be  a  greater  relief  and  delight  still,  to 
such  a  generous  mind  as  your's,"  said  Walter,  not 
stall  slow  in  returning  his  greeting,  "to  find  that 
you  can  render  service  to  Miss  Dombey.  Captain 
Cuttle,  will  you  have  the  kindness  to  take  Mr. 
Toots  up  stairs  7" 

The  Captain  beckoned  to  Mr.  Toots,  who  fol- 
lowed him  with  a  bewildered  countenance,  and 
ascending  to  the  top  of  the  house,  was  introduced, 
without  a  word  of  preparation  from  his  conductor, 
into  Florence's  new  retreat. 

Poor  Mr.  Toots's  amazement  and  pleasure  at 
sight  of  her  were  such,  that  they  could  find  a  vent 
in  nothing  but  extravagance.  He  ran  up  to  her, 
seized  her  hand,  kissed  it,  dropped  it,  seized  it 
again,  foil  upon  one  knee,  shed  tears,  chuckled,  and 
was  quite  regardless  of  his  danger  of  being  pinned 
by  Diogenes,  who,  inspired  by  the  belief  that  there 
was  someting  hostile  to  his  mistress  in  these  de. 
monstrations,  worked  round  and  round  him,  as  if 
only  undecided  at  what  particular  point  to  go  in 
for  the  assault,  but  quite  resolved  to  do  him  a  fear* 
fhl  mischief. 

"Oh  Di,  you  bad,  forgetful  dog!  Dear  Mr.  Tools, 
I  am  so  rejoiced  to  see  yon  !*• 

••Thankee,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  I  am  preUy  well, 
Pm  much  Obliged  to  you,  Miss  Dombey.  I  hope 
all  the  fkmily  are  the  same.** 

Mr.  Toots  said  this  without  the  least  notion  of 
what  he  was  talking  about,  and  sat  down  on  a 
chair,  staring  at  Florence  with  the  liveliest  contcn- 
tion  of  deligiit  and  despair  going  on  in  his  face 
that  any  face  could  exhibit. 

"Oaptahi  Grills  and  Lieutenant  Walters  have 
mentioned.  Miss  Dombey,"  gasped  Mr.  Tools, 
"  that  I  caii  do  you  some  service.  If  I  could  by 
any  means  wash  out  the  remembrance  of  that  day 
at  Brighton,  when  I  conducted  mvself— much  more 
like  a  Parricide  than  a  person  of  independent  pro- 
perty," said  Mr.  Toots,  with  severe  self-accusation. 
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"  I  ifhonld  sinV  into  tbe  silent  tomb  with  a  gleam 

-hray  Mr.  Tpols,"  said  Florence,  '^do  not  wish 
me  lo  forget  anything  in  our  acquaintance.  I  never 
cin,  believe  me.  You  have  been  far  too  kind  and 
{ood  to  me,  always." 

•*Miss  Dombey,"  returned  Mr.  Toots»  "your 
eoosideration  for  my  feelings  is  a  part  of  your  an. 
relic  character.  Thank  you  a  thousand  times. 
It  *5  of  no  consequence  at  aJl." 

**  What  we  lliought  of  asking  yoo,"  said  Flo- 
rence, **  is,  whether  you  remember  where  Susa  n, 
whom  you  were  so  kind  as  to  accompany  to  the 
eoach^ffice  when  she  left  me,  is  to  be  found." 

"Why  I  do  not  certainly,  Miss  Dombey,"  said 
Mr.  Toots,  after  a  little  consideration,  **  remember 
tbe  exact  name  of  the  place  that  was  on  the  coach ; 
and  I  do  recollect  that  she  said  she  was  not  going 
to  stop  there,  but  was  going  farther  on.  But  Miss 
.Dombey,  if  your  object  is  to  find  her,  and  to  have 
lier  here,  myself  and  the  Chicken  will  produce  her 
vith  every  dispatch  that  devotion  on  my  part,  and 
{rest  intelligence  on  the  Chicken*s,  can  insnre." 

Mr.  Toots  was  so  manifestly  delighted  and  re- 
vived by  the  prospect  of  being  useful,  and  the  dis. 
intert-sted  sincerity  of  his  devotion  was  so  unques- 
tionable, that'  it  would  have  been  cruel  to  refuse 
him.  Florence,  with  an  instinctive  delicacy,  for- 
ibre  to  urge  the  least  obstacle,  though  she  did  not 
fivbear  to  overpower  him  with  thanks;  and  Mr. 
Toots  proudly  took  the  commission  upon  himself 
for  immediate  execution. 

"  Miss  Dombey/*  said  Mr.  Toots,  touching  her 
profiered  hand,  with  a  pang  of  hopeless  love  visibly 
■booting  through  him,  and  flasiiing  out  in  his  face, 
"Cktod  bye !  Allow  me  to  take  the  liberty  of  say> 
iag,  that  your  misfortunes  make  me  perfectly 
vretched,  and  that  you  may  trust  mc,  next  to  Cap- 
taio  Gills  himself.  I  am  quite  aware.  Miss  Dom- 
bey,  of  my  own  deficiencies — they  Ve  not  of  the 
Wast  consequence,  thank  you— but  I  am  entirely 
to  be  relied  upon,  I  do  assure  you.  Miss  Dom- 
bey.^ 

With  that  Mr.  Toots  came  out  of  the  room,  again 
accompanied  by  the  Captain,  who,  standing  at  a 
kttle  distance,  holding  his  hat  under  his  arm  and 
arranging  his  scattered  locks  with  his  hook,  had 
been  a  not  uninterested  witness  of  what  passed. 
And  when  the  door  closed  behind  them,  the  light 
flf  If  r.  Toots*s  life  was  darkly  clouded  again. 

"Captahd  Gills,"  said  that  gentleman,  stopping 
near  the  bottom  of  the  stairs,  and  turning  round, 
*  to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  am  not  in  a  frame  of  mind 
at  the  present  moment,  in  which  I  could  see  Lieu- 
tenant Walters  with  that  entirely  friendly  feeling 
tovards  him  that  I  could  wish  to  harbour  in  my 
Weast.  We  cannot  always  command  our  feelings. 
Captain  Gills,  and  I  should  take  it  as  a  particular 
&vour  if  you'd  let  me  out  at  the  private  door." 

**  Brother,"  returned  the  Captain,  **you  shall 
dupe  your  own  course.  Wotevcr  course  you  take, 
b  plain  and  scamanlike,  I  *m  wery  sure." 

"CapUin  Gills,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "youVe  ex- 
tremely kind.  Your  good  Opinion  is  a  consolation 
lo  me.  There  is  one  tiling,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  stand. 
iBf  in  tbe  passage,  behind  the  half-opened  door, 
*that  I  hope  you  Ml  bear  in  mind.  Captain  Gills, 
tod  that  I  should  wish  Lieutenant  Walters  to  be 
ttade  acqnainted  with.  I  have  quite  come  into  my 
ffoperty  now,  you  know,  and  I  don't  know  What 
Id  00  with  it.    If  I  could  be  at  all  useful  in  a  pecu- 


niary poiAt  of  view,  I  should  gi\6e  into  the  silent 
tomb  with  aaae  and  smoothness." 

Mr.  Toots  said  no  more,  but  slipped  out  quietly 
and  shut  the  door  upon  himself,  to  cut  the  Captain 
off  firom  any  reply. 

Florence  thought  of  this  good  creature,  long  after 
he  had  left  her,  with  mingled  emotions  of  pahi  and 
pleasure.  He  was  so  honest  and  warm4iearted, 
that  to  see  him  again  and  be  assured  of  bis  truth 
to  her  in  ber  distress,  was  a  joy  and  comfort  beyond 
all  price ;  but  far  that  very  reason,  it  was  so  aiibct. 
ing  to  think  that  she  caused  him  a  moment's  un. 
happiness,  or  ruffled,  by  a  breath,  tbe  harmless  cur- 
rent of  his  life,  that  her  eyes  filled  with  tears,  and 
her  bosom  overflowed  with  pity.  Captain  Cuttle, 
in  his  different  way,  thought  much  of  Mr.  Toots 
too;  and  so  did  Walter;  and  when  the  evening 
came,  aiid  they  were  all  sitting  together  in  Flo- 
rence's new  room,  Walter  praiMd  him  in  a  most 
impassioned  manner,  and  told  Florence  what  he 
had  said  on  leaving  the  house,  with  every  .gracefiii 
settu^-off  ih  tiie  way  of  comment  and  appreciation 
that  his  own  honesty  and  sympathy  could  surround 
it  with. 

Mr.  Toots  did  not  return  upon  the  next  day,  or 
the  next, or  for  iseveral  days;  and  in  the  meanwhile 
Florence,  without  any  new  alarm,  lived  like  a  quiet 
bird  in  a  cage,  at  the  top  of  the  old  Instrument- 
maker's  house.  But  Florence  drooped  and  hung 
her  head  more  and  more  plainly,  as  the  days  went 
on ;  and  the  expression  that  had  been  seen  in  the 
face  of  the  dead  child,  was  oflsa  turned  to  the  sky 
from  her  high  window,  as  if  it  sought  his  angel 
out^  on  the  bright  shore  of  which  he  had  spoken : 
lying  on  his  little  bed. 

FJorenee  had  been  weak  and  delicate  of  late,  and 
the.  agitation  she  had  undergone  was  not  without 
its  influences  on  her  health.  But  it  was  no  bodily 
illness  that  affetted  her  now.  She  was  distressed 
in  mind ;  and  the  cause  of  her  distress  was  Walter. 

Interested  in  her,  anxious  for  her,  proud  and  glad 
to  serve  her,  and  showing  all  this  with  the  enthu- 
siasm and  ardour  of  his  character,  Florenoe  saw 
that  he  avoided  her.  All  the  long  day  through,  ha 
seldom  approached  her  room*  If  she  aak^d  for  him, 
he  came,  again  for  the  moment  as  earnest  and  aa 
bright  as  she  remembered  him  when  she  was  a  lost 
child  in  the  etaring  streets;  but  he  soon  became 
constrained — her  quick  affection  was  too  watohful 
not  to  know  it — and  uneasy,  and  soon,  left  her. 
Unsought,  ha  never  came,  all  day,  between  the 
morning  and  the  night.  When  the  evening  closed 
in,  he  was  always  there,  and  that  was  her  happiest 
time,  for  then  she  half  believed  that  the  old  Walter 
of  her  childhood  was  not  changed.  But,  even  then, 
some  trivial  word,  look,  or  circumstance  would 
show  her  that  there  was  an  indefinable  division 
between  them  which  could  not  be  passed. 

And  she  could  not  but  see  that  these  revealings 
of  a  great  alteration  in  Walter  manifested  them- 
selves in  despite  of  his  utmost  efforts  to  hide  them. 
In  his  consideration  for  her,  she  thought,  and  in 
the  earnestness  of  his  desire  to  spare  her  any  wound 
from  his  kind  hand,  he  resorted  to  innumerable 
Uttle  artifices  and  disguises..  So  much  the  mwe 
did  Florence  feel  the  greatness  of  the  alteration  in 
him ;  so  much  the  of&ner  did  she  weep  at  this  ea- 
trangement  of  ber  brother. 

The  good  Captain — ^her  untiring,  tender,  ever 
zealous  friend — saw  it,  too,  Florence  thought,  and 
it  pained  him.    He  was  less  cheerfiil  aikl  hopa. 
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ftil  than  he  had  been  at  fint,  and  would  Btoal  looks 
at  her  and  Walter,  by  turns,  when  they  were  all 
three  together  of  an  evening,  with  quite  a  sad 
fiice. 

Florence  resolved,  at  last,  to  speak  to  Walter. 
She  believed  she  knew  now. what  the  cause  of  his 
estrangement  was,  and  she  thought  it  would  be  a 
relief  to  her  full  heart,  and  would  set  him  more 
at  ease,  if  she  told  him  she  had  found  it  out,  and 
quite  submitted  to  it,  and  did  not  reproach  him. 

It  was  on  a  certain  Sunday  afternoon,  that  Flo. 
reace  took  this  resolution.  The  faitiiful  Captain, 
in  an  amazing  shirt-ooilar,  wss  sitting  by  her,  read- 
ing  with  his  spectacles  on,  and  she  asked  him  where 
WaltRt  was. 

**  I  think  he 's  down  bek>w,  my  lady  lass,**  re- 
turned  the  Captain. 

^  I  should  like  to  speak  to  him,"  said  Florence, 
rising  hurriedly  as  if  tp  go  down  stairs. 

**  I  *li  rouse  him  up  here,  B«au^,*'  said  the  Cap> 
tain,  ^  in  »  trice.** 

Thereupon  the  Captain,  with  much  alacrity, 
shouldered  his  bo<>^-^%^  ^  V^de  it  a  point  of 
duty  to  read  none  but  very  large  books  on  a  Sun. 
day;  as  having  a  mons  staid  appearance :  and  bad 
bargained,  years  ago^  for  a  prodigious  volume  at 
a  booh.stall|  five  lines  of  which  utterly  confounded 
htm  at  any  time,  insomuch  that  he  had  liot  jet 
ascertained  of  what  subject  it  treated — iiiid  with- 
drew.    Walter  soon  appeared. 

"Captain  Cuttle  tolls  me,  Miss  Dombey,**^he 
eagerly  began  on  coming  in—but  stopped  when  he 
saw  her  face. 

**You  are  not  0»  well  to-day.  You  look  dis> 
tressed.     You  have  been  weeping." 

He  spoke  so  kin<)ly,  and  with  such  a  fbrvent 
tremor  in  his  voice,  that  the  tears  gushed  into  her 
eyes  at  the  sound  of  his  words. 

**  Walter,"  said  Florence,  gently,  »*  I  am  not 
quite  well,  and  I  have  been  weeping.  I  want  to 
speak  to  you.** 

He  sat  down  opposite  to  her,  looking  at  her  beau- 
tifol  and  Innooent  (kee ;  and  his  ovtii  turned  pale, 
and  his  lipe  trembled. 

**Vou  said,  upon  the  night  when  I  knew  that 
you  were  salved— and  oh  i  dear  Walter  what  I  felt 
that  night,  and  what  I  hoped  !**— 

He  put  his  treibblin?  hand  upon  the  table  be- 
tween them,  and  sat  looking  at  her. 

— 'Uhat  I  was  changed.  I  was  surprised  to 
hear  you  say  so,  but  I  understand,  now,  that  I  am. 
I>odH  be  angry  with  me,  Walter.  I  was  too  much 
o^rjoyed  to  think  of  it,  then.** 

She  seemed  a  ehild  to  him  again.  It  was  the 
ingenuous,  confiding,  loving  child  he  saw  and 
beard.  Not  the  desr  woman,  at  whose  ibet  he 
would  have  laid  the  riches  of  the  earth. 

^  You  remember  the  last  time  I  saw  you,  Walter, 
beibre  yon  went  away  7" 

He  put  his  hand  into  his  breast,  and  took  out  a 
little  purse. 

••  I  have  always  worn  it  around  niy  neck !  If  I 
had  gone  down  in  the  deep,  it  would  have  been  with 
me  at  the  the  bottom  of  the  sea.** 

"  And  you  will  wear  it  still,  Walter,  for  my  old 
sake?'* 

-Until  I  die!** 

She  laid  her  hand  on  his,  as  fearlessly  and  stm- 
-**•,  as  if  not  a  day  had  intervened  since  she  gave 
^he  little  token  of  remembrance. 
am  glad  of  that    I  shall  be  always  glad  to 


think  so,  Walter.  Do  you  recollect  that  a  thooglit 
of  this  change  seemed  to  come  into  our  minds  at 
the  same  time  that  evening,  when  we  were  talking 
together  7*^ 

**  No  !**  he  answered,  in  a  wondering  tone. 

"Yes,  Walter.  I  bad  been  the  means  of  iojn. 
ring  your  hopes  and  prospecte  even  then.  I  feared 
to  Uiink  Bo^  then,  but  I  know  it  now.  If  you  were 
able,  then,  in  your  generosity,  to  hide  from  mo 
that  you  knew  it  too,  you  cannot  do  so  now,  al- 
though you  try  as  generously  as  before.  Yea 
do.  1  thank  you  for  it,  Walter,  deeply,  truly; 
but  vou  cannot  succeed.  You  have  suffered  too 
much  in  your  own  hardships,  and  in  those  of  yoor 
dearest  relation,  quite  to  overlook  the  innocent 
cause  of  all  the  peril  and  affliction  that  has  be&llen 
you.  You  cannot  quite  forget  me  in  that  cha 
racter,  and  we  can  be  brother  and  sister  no  longer. 
But,  dear  Walter,  do  not  think  that  I  complain  of 
you  in  this.  I  might  have  known  it — ought  fo 
have  knowD  it  —  but  forgot  it  in  my  joy.  All  I 
hope  is  th«t  you  msy  think  of  me  less  irksomely 
when  this  feeling  is  no  more  a  secret  one ;  and  all 
I  ask  is,  Walter,  in  the  name  of  the  poor  child  who 
was  your  sister  once,  that  you  will  not  struggle 
with  yourself  and  pain  yours^^  for  my  sake,  now 
that  I  know  alt  I*' 

Walter  had  looked  upon  her  while  she  said  this, 
with  a  face  so  full  of  wonder  and  amazement  that 
it  bad  room  for  nothing  else.  Now  he  caught  ap 
the  blind  that  touched  his,  soontrcatingly,  and  heU 
it  between  his  own. 

**0h.  Miss  Dombcy,**  he  said,  **m  it  possible 
that  while  I  have  been  sufforing  so  much,  in  strin 
ing  with  my  sense  of  what  is  due  to  you,  and 
must  be  rendered  to  you,  I  have  made  you  suffer 
what  yonr  words  disclose  to  me.  Never,  never, 
before  Heaven,  have  I  thought  of  you  but  ss  the 
single,  bright,  pure,  Messed  recollection  of  my  boy- 
hood and  my  youth.  Never  have  I  from  the  first, 
and  never  shall  I  to  the  last,  regsrd  your  part  in 
my  lifo,  but  as  something  sacred,  never  to  be  lightly 
thought  of,  never  to  be  esteemed  enough,  never, 
until  death,  to  be  forgotten.  Again  to  see  you 
look,  and  hear  you  speak,  as  you  did  on  thot  night 
when  we  parted,  is  happiness  to  me  that  there  are 
no  words  to  utter;  and  to  be  loved  and  trusted  as 
your  brother,  is  the  next  great  gift  I  could  receive 
and  priie  !^' 

**  Walter,**  said  Florence,  looking  at  him  esr- 
neatly,  but  with  a  changing  faoe,  **  what  is  that 
which  is  due  to  me,  and  must  be  rendered  to  me, 
at  the  sacrifice  of  all  thb?** 

••  Respect,*'  said  Walter,  in  a  low  tone.  ••  Reve- 
rcnce.** 

Tlie  colour  dawned  In  her  face,  and  the  timidly 
and  thoughtfully  withdrew  her  hand;  still  looking 
at  him  with  unabated  earnestness. 

**I  have  not  a  brother's  right,**  said  Walter. 
**  I  have  not  a'brotl)er*s  claim.  I  left  a  child.  I 
find  a  Woman. 

The  colour  overspread  her  face.  She  made  a 
gesture  as  if  of  entreaty  that  he  would  say  no 
more,'  and  her  face  dropped  upon  her  hands. 

They  were  both  silent  for  a  time ;  she  weeping. 

••  I  owe  it  to  a  heart  so  trusting,  pure,  and  good,* 


said  Waller,  *•  even  to  tear  myself  from  it,  though 
id  my  own.  How  dare  I  say  it  is  my  sister's  !* 
She  was  weeping  still. 


I  rend  my  c 


**  If  you  had  been  happy ;   surrounded  as  yon 
should  be  by  loving  and  admiring  friends,  ana  by 
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oil  that  ma^cs  the  staUoD  you  were  bors  to  envia- 
ble,"  i^aid  Walter ;  **  and  if  you  had  called  me  bro- 
tber,  then,  in  your  affectionate  remembranoe  of  the 
poit,  I  could  have  answered  to  the  name  frt>m  my 
distant  place,  with  no  inward  assurance  that  I 
wronged  your  spotless  truth  by  doing  so.  But  here 
-^nd  now  I — •' 

•Oh  thank  you,  thank  you,  Walter!  Forgite 
mj  hsTingr  wronged  you  so  nmoh.  I  had  no  one 
to  advise  me.     I  am  quite  alone.'* 

•  Florence  I"  said  Walter,  passionately,  "I  am 
harried  on  to  say,  what  I  thought,  bnt  a  few  mo- 
ments age,  nothing  could  have  forced  from  my  lips. 
If  I  had  been  prosperous ;  if  I  had  any  means  or 
.hope  of  being  one  day  able  to  restore  you  to  a  sta- 
tion  near  your  own;  I  would  have  told  yon  that 
there  was  one  name  you  might  bestow  upon  mo— 
a  right  aboTe  all  others,  to  protect  and  cherish  you 
—that  I  was  worthy  of  in  nothing  but  the  love  and 
honoar  thst  I  bore  you,  and  in  my  whole  heart 
being  yours.  1  would  have  told  you  that  it  was  the 
anly  claim  that  you  could  give  me  to  defencl  and 
gtiard  you,  which  I  dare  accept  and  dafe  assert; 
bnt  that  if  I  had  that  right,  I  would  regard  it  as  a 
trtist  so  precious  and  so  priceless,  tlrat  the  undivided 
trath  and  fervor  of  my  life  would  poorly  acknow. 
ledge  its  worth." 

The  head  was  still  bent  down,  the  tears  still  M- 
log,  and  the  bosom  swelling  with  its  sobs. 

"Dear  Florence!  Dearest  Florence!  whom  I 
called  so  in  my  thoughts  before  I  could  consider 
hew  presumptuous  and  wild  it  was.  One  last  time 
let  me  call  you  by  your  own  dear  name,  and  touoh 
Ibis  gentle  hand  in  token  of  your  sisterly  forgetful- 
IMS  of  what  I  have  said." 

She  raised  her  head,  and  spoke  to  him  with  such 
a  solemn  sweetness  in  her  eyes ;  with  sueh  a  calm, 
bright,  placid  smile  shining  on  him  through  her 
tears;  with  such  a  low,  soft  tremble  in  Iwr  frame 
and  voice ;  that  the  innermost  chords  of  his  heart 
were  touched,  and  his  sight  was  dim  as  he  listened. 

"  No  Waher,  I  cannot  forget  it  I  would  not  for. 
get  it  for  the  world.  Are  you — are  you  very 
poor?" 

•I  am  but  «  wanderer,*'  said  Walter,  "making 
voyages  to  live,  across  the  sea.  That  is  my  caUiog 
now." 

"Are  you  soon  going  away  again,  Walter?*' 

*  Very  soon.** 

She  sat  looking  at  him  for  a  moment,  then  timidly 
put  her  trembling  hand  in  his. 

**iryoa  will  take  me  for  your  wife,  Walter,  I 
wiil  love  you  dearly*  If  you  will  let  me  go  wilh 
yoo»  Walter,  I  will  go  to  the  worU*s  end  without 
6ar.  I  can  give  up  nothing  for  you — I  have  no- 
thing to  resign,  and  no  one  to  forsake ;  but  all  my 
love  aod  life  shall  be  devoted  to  ^ou,  and  with  my 
last  bfvath  I  will  breathe  your  name  to  God  if  I 
have  sense  and  memory  left.** 

He  oaofiiit  her  to  his  heart,  and  laid  her  cheek 
agai&at  his  own,  and  now,  no  more  repulsed,  no 
mora  ibrlorn,  she  wept  indeed,  upon  the  breast  of 
her  dear  lover. 


Blessed  Sunday  Bells,  ringing  so  tranquilly  in 
their  entranced  and  happy  ears !  Blessed  Sunday 
peace  and  quiet,  harmonising  with  the  calmness  in 
their  souls,  and  making  holy  air  around  theml 
Blessed  twilight  stealing  on,  and  shading  her  so 
soothingly  and  gravely,  as  she  falls  asleep,  like  a 
hushed  child,  upon  the  bosom  she  has  clung  to  I 

Oh  load  of  love  and  trustfulness  that  lies  so 
liffhtly  there !  Aye,  look  down  on  the  closed  eyes, 
Walter,  with  a  proudly  tender  gaze ;  Arr  in  all  the 
wide  wide  world  they  seek  but  thee  now  ^-  only 
thee! 

The  Captain  remained  in  the  little  parlour  untH 
it  was  quilO  dark.  He  took  the  chair  on  which 
Walter  had  been  sitting,  and  looked  up  at  the  skj. 
light,  untr!  the  day,  by  little  and  little,  fkded  away, 
and  the  stars  peeped  down.  He  lighted  a  candle, 
lighted  a  pipe,  smoked  it  out,  and  wondered  what 
on  earth  was  going  on  upstairs,  and  why  ihey 
didn't  call  him  to  tea. 

Florence  eame  to  his  side  while  ho  was  in  thO 
height  of  his  wonderment 

"Aye!  lady  lass!**  cried  the  Captain.  •*Why, 
you  and  WaPr  have  had  a  long  spell  o'  talk,  my 
beauty,*' 

Florence  put  het  little  hand  round  one  of  the 
great  buttons  of  his  coat,  and  said,  looking  dowa 
mto  hia  Ikoe : 

**  Dear  Captain,  I  want  to  tell  you  something,  if 
you  please." 

The  Captain  raised  his  head  pretty  smartly,  to 
hear  what  it  was.  Catching  by  this  means  a  more 
'disttnet  view  of  Florence,  he  pushed  back  his  chair, 
and  himself  with  it,  as  far  as  they  could  go. 

"  What !  Heart's  Delight !"  cried  the  Captain, 
suddenly  elated.    ''  Is  it  that  7" 

••  Yes !"  said  Florence,  eagerly, 

«  War  r !  Husband !  That  7"  roared  the  Captaitf, 
tossing  up  his  gla^d  hat  into  the  skylight. 

**  Yes !"  cried  Florence,  laughing  and  crying  to- 
gether. 

The  Captain  immediately  hugged  hef ;  and  then, 
picking  tfp  the  glazed  hat  and  putting  it  on,  drew 
her  arm  through  his,  and  conducted  her  upstaira 
again,  where  he  felt  that  the  great  joke  of  his  life 
was  now  to  be  made. 

"  What,  Wal'r  my  lad  !*'  said  the  Captain,  look- 
ing  in  at  the  door,  with  his  fkce  like  an  amiabfe 
warming-pan.  ^  So  there  ain*t  no  other  character, 
ain*t  there  ?" 

He  had  like  to  have  suffocated  himself  with  this 
pleasantry,  which  he  repeated  at  least  forty  timek 
during  tea;  polishing  his  radiant  face  with  the 
sleeve  of  his  ^oat,  and  dabbing  his  head  all  over 
with  ins  pocket-handkerchief,  in  tlie  intervals.  BiA 
he  was  not  without  a  graver  source  of  enjoyment 
to  fkll  back  upon,  when  so  disposed,  for  he  was  re- 
peatedly heard  to  say  in  on  under  tone,  as  he  looked 
with  ineffable  delight  at  Walter  and  Florence : 

**  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  my  lad,  you  never  shaped  a  bet. 
ter  course  in  your  life,  than  when  you  made  thot 
there  tittle  property  over,  jintly  !** 
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CHAPTER  LI. 

MR.  DOMBEY  AND  THE  WORLD. 


What  U  the  proud  man  doing,  while  the  days  go 
by  7  Does  he  ever  think  of  his  daughter,  or  wonder 
where  she  is  gone?  Does  he  suppose  she  has  come 
home,  and  is  leading  her  old  life  in  the  weary 
house?  No  one  can  answer  for  him.  He  hap 
never  uttered  her  name,  since.  His  household  dread 
him  too  much  to  approach  a  subject  on  which  he  is 
resolutely  dumb:  and  the  only  persoa  who  dare 
question  him,  he  silences  immediately. 

"My  dear  Paul!**  murmurs  his  sister,  sidling 
into  the  room,  on  the  day  of  Florence's  departure, 
"your  wife!  that  upstart  woman!  Is  it  possible 
^at  what  I  hear  confusedly,  is  true,  and  that  this 
IS  her  return  for  your  unparalleled  devotion  to  her ; 
extending,  I  am  sore,  even  to  the  sacrifice  of  your 
own  relations,  to  her  caprices  and  haughtiness! 
JKy  poor  brother  !** 

With  this  speech,  feelingly  reminiscent  of  her 
not  having  been  asked  to  dinner  on  the  day  of  the 
^  first  party,  Mrs.  Chick  makes  great  use  of  her 
pocket  handkerchief,  and  falls  on  Mr.  Dombey*8 
neck.  But  Mr.  Dombey  frigidly  lifts  her  off|  and 
liands  her  to  a  chair. 

"  I  thank  you,  Louisa,"  he  says,  **  for  this  mark 
of  your  affection ;  but  desire  that  our  oouversation 
may  refer  to  any  other  subject  When  I  bewail 
my  fate,  Louisa,  or  express  myself  as  being  in  want 
of  consolation,  you  can  offer  it,  if  you  will  have 
the  goodness.*' 

'*My  dear  Paul,**  rejoins  his  sister,  with  her 
handkerchief  to  her  face,  and  shaking  her  head, 
**I  know  your  great  spirit,  and  will  say  no  more 
upon  a  theme  so  painful  and  revolting;'*  on  the 
iMads  of  which  two  adjectives,  Mrs.  Chick  visits 
scathing  indignation ;  **  but  pray  let  me  ajik  you 
— though  I  dread  to  hear  something  that  will 
shock  and  distress  me  — that  unfortunate  child 
Florence—** 

** Louisa!'*  says  her  brother  sternly,  "silence! 
Not  another  word  of  this !" 

Mrs.  Chick  can  only  shake  her  head,  and  use 
her  handkerchief^  and  moan  over  degenerate  Dom- 
beys,  who  are  no  Dombeys.  But  whether  Florence 
has  been  inculpated  in  the  flight  of  Edith,  or  has 
•flowed  her,  or  has  done  too  much,  or  too  little,  or 
anything,  or  nothing,  she  has  not  the  least  idea. 

He  goes  on,  witliout  deviation,  keeping,  his 
thoughts  and  feelings  close  within  his  own  breast, 
and  imparting  them  to  no  one.  He  makes  no 
search  for  his  daughter.  He  may  think  that  she 
is  with  his  sister,  or  that  she  is  under  his  own  roof. 
He  may  think  of  her  constantly,  or  he  may  never 
think  about  her.     It  is  all  one  for  any  sign  lie 


But  this  is  sure ;  he  does  not  think  that  he  has 
lost  her.  He  has  no  suspicion  of  the  truth.  He 
has  lived  too  long  shut  up  in  his  towering  supre- 
macy, seeing  her,  a  patient  gentle  creature,  in  the 
path  below  it,  to  have  any  fear  of  that.  Shaken  as 
he  is  by  his  dii«grace,  he  is  not  yet  humbled  to  the 
level  earth.  The  root  is  broad  and  deep,  and  in 
the  course  of  years  its  fibres  have  spread  out  and 
gathered  nourishment  from  everything  around  it 
The  tree  is  struck,  but  not  down. 

Though  he  hide  the  world  within  him  horn  the 


world  without — which  he  believes  has  hot  one  pur- 
pose for  the  time,  and  that,  to  watch  him  eagerly 
wherever  he  goes — he  cannot  hide  those  rebel  traces 
of  it,  which  escape  in  hollow  eyes  and  cheeks,  a 
haggard  forehead,  and  a  moody,  brooding  air.  Im- 
penetrable as  before,  he  is  still  an  altered  man ;  and, 
proud  as  ever,  he  is  humbled,  or  those  marks  would 
not  be  there. 

The  world.  What  the  world  thinks  of  hiro,  how 
it  looks  at  him,  what  it  sees  in  him,  and  what  it 
says — this  is  the  haunting  demon  of  his  mind.  It 
is  everywhere  where  he  is ;  and,  worse  than  that, 
it  is  everywhere  where  he  is  not  It  comes  oet 
with  him  among  his  servants,  and  yet  he  leaves 
it  whispering  behind ;  he  sees  it  pointing  after  hin 
in  the  street;  it  is  waiting  for  him  in. his  oonnting- 
house;  it  leers  over  the  shoulders  of  rich  men 
among  the  merchants ;  it  go^s  beckoning  and  bab< 
bling  among  the  crowd ;  it  always  anticipates  him, 
in  every  place ;  and  is  always  busiest,  he  knows, 
when  he  has  gone  away.  When  he  is  shut  up  in 
his  room  at  night,  it  is  in  his  house,  outside  it,  as- 
dible  in  footetcps  on  the  pavement,  visible  in  print 
upon  the  table,  steaming  to  and  fro  on  railroads  aoc 
in  ships ;  restless  and  busy  everywhere,  with  no 
thing  else  but  him. 

It  is  not  a  phantom  of  his  imagination.  It  is  m 
active  in  other  people's  minds  as  in  his.  Witnes 
Cousin  Feenix,  who  comes  from  Badon-Badeo,  pur 
posely  to  talk  to  him.  Witness  Major  Bagstoclf 
who  accompanies  Cousin  Feenix  on  that  friendl; 
mission. 

Mr.  Dombey  receives  them  with  his  usual  di| 
nity,  and  stands  erect,  in  his  old  atlitodc,  l>efbre(ik 
flre.  He  jfeels  that  the  world  is  looking  at  him  o« 
of  their  eyes.  That  it  is  in  the  stare  of  the  ps 
tnrcs.  That  Mr.  Pitt,  upon  the  book-case,  reprt 
sents  It  That  there  are  eyes  in  ita  own  mai 
hanging  on  tike  wall. 

"  An  unusually  cold  spring,"  says  Mr.  Dombc 
— to  deceive  the  world. 

"  Damme,  Sir,"  says  the  Major,  in  Uie  wann 
of  Mendship,  **  Joseph  Bagstock  ia  a  bad  hand 
a  counterfeit  If  you  want  to  hold  yoar  fitien 
off,  Dombey,  aad  to  give  them  the  ooU  ahoald< 
J.  B.  is  not  the  man  for  your  purpose.  Joe 
rough  and  toqph.  Sir ;  blunt,  Sir,  blunt,  in  Joe.  U 
Royal  Highness  the  late  Duke  of  York  did  loe  t 
honour  to  say,  deservedly  or  undeservedly-— 4iss 
mind  that—*  If  there  is  a  man  in  tho  scrviee 
whom  I  can  depend  for  coming  to  the  point,  tl 
man  is  Joe — Joe  Bagstock.'  " 

Mr.  Dombey  intimates  his  aequieac«nce, 

"Now,  Dombey,"  says  the  Major,  **  I  am  m,  a 
of  the  world.  Our  friend  Feenix — if  I  anajr  p 
sume  to—" 

**  Honoured,  I  am  sure,**  says  Cousin  Feenix. 

•*  —is,"  proceeds  the  Major,  with  a  wag-  of  1 
head,  **  also  a  man  of  the  world.  Domboy,  yo«  < 
a  man  of  the  world.  Now,  when  three  men  ofl 
world  meet  together,  and  are  friends — aa  I  beUei 
— again  appealing  to  Cousin  Feenix. 

**  I  am  sure,'*  says  Cousin  Feenix,  **  m 
friendly." 

**  — and  are  friends,"  resu!ne8  the  M^or,  **  < 
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Jn*s  opinion  is  (J  maj  be  wrongs),  that  the  opinion 
of  the  world  on .  any  particular  subject,  is  very 
asiljr  got  at" 

•*  Undoubtedly,"  says  Cousin  Fcenix.  "  In  poipt 
)ffact,it*8  quite  a  self-evident  sort  of  thinff*  I 
un  extremely  auzious,  Major,  that  my  friend  Dom- 
ley  should  bear  me  express  my  very  great  astonisb- 
Dcnt  and  regret,  that  my  lovely  and  accomplished 
tlsUve,  who  was  possessed  of  every  qualification 
:o  make  a  man  happy,  should  have  so  far  forgotten 
rbat  was  due  to  —  in  point  of  fact,  to  the  world — 
II  to  commit  herself  in  such  a  very  extraordinary 
na&oer.  I  have  been  in  a  devilish  state  of  depres< 
lioo  ever  since ;  and  said  indeed  to  Long  Sazby 
ut  night  —  man  of  six  foot  ten,  with  whom  my 
^ieod  Dombey  ia  probably  acquainted — that  it  had 
iptet  me  in  a  conibunded  way,  and  made  me  bilious. 
itiDduees  a  man  to  reflect^thia  kind  of  fkLal  catas- 
lophe,"  says  Cousin  Feenix,  **  that  events  do  occur 
n  quite  a  Providential  manner ;  for  if  my  Aunt 
Hd  been  living  at  the  time,  I  think  the  effect  upon 
i  devilish  lively  woman  like  herself  would  have 
^een  prostration,,  and  that  slie  would  have  fallen,  in 
foaxi  of  &ct,  a  victim." 

"Now,  Dombey  I — ^**  say  a  tlie  Major,  resuming 
bis  discourse  with  ffreat  energy. 

''I  beg  your  pardon,"  interposes  Cousin  Feenix. 
'Allow  me  another  word.  My  friend  Dombey 
Kill  permit  me  to  say,  that  if  any  circumstance 
Huld  have  added  to  the  most  infernal  state  of  pain 
ia  which  I  find  myself  on  this  occasion,  it  would 
be  the  natural  amaxement  of  tlie  world  at  my  lovely 
uid  accomplished  relative  (as  I  most  still  beg  leave 
lo  eaU  her)  being  supposed  to  have  so  committed 
lenelf  with  a  person  —  man  with  white  teeth,  in 
lointof  fact — of  very  inferior  station  to  her  bus. 
land.  But  while  I  roust,  rather  peremptorily,  r^ 
[osst  my  fiicnd  Dombey  not  to  criminate  my  lovely 
Ad  accomplished  relative  until  her  criminality  is 
«6ct]y  established,  I  beg  to  assure  my  friend 
[>QiBbey  that  the  family  I  represent,  and  which  is 
Mnv  almost  extinct  (devilish  sad  reflection  lor  a 
Dan),  will  interpose  no  obstacle  in  his  way,  and 
rill  be  happy  to  assent  to  any  honourable  course 
€  proceedling,  with  a  view  to  the-  future,  that  be 
Mj  poiAt  out  I  trust  roy  friend  Dombey  wiU 
[ive  me  credit  for  the  intentions  by  which  I  am 
nimaied  in  this  very  meladebo^  anair,  and— hi-— 
1  point  of  fiict,  I  am  not  aware  that  I  need  trouble 
ly  friend  Dombey  with  any  further  observatiolis." 

Mr.  Doinbey  bows,  without  raising  his  eyes,  and 


^How,  Dombey,"  says  the  Major,  ^ottr  friend 
tecniz  having,  with  an  amount  of  .eAqnence  that 
III  Joe  B.  has  never  heard  surpassed — no,  by  the 
ord.  Sir  I  never  !"--«ays  the  Major,  very  blue,  in- 
sed,  and  grasping  his  cajfee  in  the  middle—^  stated 
m  ease  as  regards  the  iady,  I  shaU  presume  upon 
w  fi-iendship,  Donkbey,  to  ofier  a  word  on  another 
ipect  of  it.  Sir,"  says  the  Major,  with  the  h^rso's 
m^hf  **  tbe  world  in  these  things  has  opinions^ 
haeh  nrart  be  satisfied." 
•*  I  know  it,"  rejoins  Mr.  Dombey« 
*^Of  coiunse  you  know  H,  Dombey,"  aayi  ths 
|l^«r»  ■*  Damme,  Sir,  I  know  yon  Jcnow  it.  A 
tm  of  y«ar  oalibre  is  not  likely  to  be  ignorant 
'it.- 

^1  heps  not,"  leplles  M#.  Dombey. 
"•I>ombMr!"  stys  the  Major,  **  yon  will  gueak 
e  reflt    1  speak  o«t— prematnrelyy  perbnpflh-4ie» 
j^ie  the  Bagstock  breed  have  always  spoken  out 


Little,  Sir,  have  they  ever  got  by  doing  it  j  but  it*s 
in  the  Bagstock  blood.  A  shot  is  to  be  taken  M 
this  man*  You  have  J.  B.  at  your  elbow.  Ho 
claims  the  name  of  friend.    God  bless  you !" 

"  Msjor,"  returns  Mr,  Dombey,  "  I  am  obliged. 
I  shall  put  myself  in  your  hands  when  tlie  time 
comes«  The  time  not  being  come,  I  have  forborne 
to  speak  to  ]^ou." 

"Where  is  the  fellow,  Dombey?"  inquires  the 
Major,  after  gasping  and  looking  at  him,  for  a 
minute.  ^ 

"  I  don't  know." 

"Any  intelligence  of  him  ?"  asks  tbe  Major. 

"  Dombey,  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it,"  says  the 
Major.    "  I  congratulate  yon." 

**  You  will  excuse  —  even  you,  Major,"  replies 
Mr.  Dombey,  "  mv  entering  into  any  further  detail 
at  nresent.  The  mtclUgence  is  of  a  singular  kind, 
and  singularly  obtained.  It  may  turn  out  to  be 
valueless;  it  may  turn  out  to  be  true.  I  cannot 
say,  at  present    My  explanation  must  atop  here." 

Although  tins  is  but  a  dry  reply  to  the  Major's 
purple  enthusiasm,  the  Major  receives  it  graciously,  • 
and  is  delighted  to  think  that  the  world  has  such  a 
fair  prospect  of  soon  .receiving  its  due.  Cousin 
Feenix  is  then  presented  with  his  meed  of  acknow- 
ledgment by  the  husband  of  his  lovely  and  accom- 
pli^ed  relative,  and  Cousin  Feenix  and  Major 
Bagstock  retire,  leaving  that  husband  to  the  world 
again,  and  to  ponder  at  leisure  on  their  representa* 
tion  of  its  state  of  mind  ooncerning  his  affairs,  and 
on  its  just  and  reasonable  expectations. 

But  who  sits  in  the  housekeeper's  room,  shed- 
ding tears,  and  talking  to  Mrs.  Pipchin  in  a  low 
tone,  with  uplifUd  hands  7  It  is  a  lady  with  her 
face  concealejl  in  a  very  close  black  bonnet,  whidi 
appears  not  to  belong  to  her.  It  is  Miss  Tox, 
who  has  borrowed  this  dii>guise  firom  her  servant, 
and  comes  from  Princess's  Place,  thus  secretly,  to 
revive  her  old  acquaintance  with  Mrs.  Pipchin,  in 
order  to  get  certain  information  of  the  state  of  Mr. 
Dombey. 

"How  does  he  bear  it,  my  dear  creature  7"  aaki 
Mrs.  Tox. 

"  Well,"  says  Mrs.  Pipehin,  in  her  snappish  way, 
"  he 's  pretty  mmeh  as  usual." 

"Externally,"  suggests  Miss  Toz.    ''But  what ' 
he  feels  within!" 

Mrs.  Pipcbin's  hard  grev  eye  looks  doubtful  as 
she  answers,  in  three  distinct  jerks,  ^  Ah  1  Per- 
haps.   I  suppose  so." 

"To  tell  you  my  mind,  Lncfetis,"  says  Mrs. 
Pipchin  ;  she  still  calls  Miss  Tox  Locretia,  «n  ae- 
count  of  having  made  her  first  experiments  in  the 
obild-queUing  line  of  business  on^at  lady,  when 
an  unfortunate  and  weazen  little  girl  of  tender 
years ;  "  to  tell  you  my  mind,  Lucretia,  I  think 
it's  a  good  riddance.  I  don't  want  any  of  your 
brasen  faces  here,  myself!" 

"  Branen  indeed  \  Well  yea  may  say  brazen, 
Mrs,  Pipchin!"  returns  Miss  Toz.  "To  leave 
him !  Such  a  noUe  figure  of  a  man !'?  And  here 
Miss  Tos  is  overeome. 

**  I  don't  know  about  noble^  I  *m  sure,"  observes 
Mrs.  Pipehin,  irascibly  rubbing  her  nose.  "  But  I 
know  this— that  when  people  meet  with  trials,  they 
must  bear  'em.  Uoity,  toity !  I  have  bad  enongh 
to  bear  myself  in  my  time  1  What  a  fuss  there  ib ! 
She 's  ffone,  and  weU  got  rid  oC  Nobody  wanu 
her  back,  I  should  think !" 
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This  hint  of  the  Penivian  Mines,  canses  Mite 
Tox  to  rise  to  go  away ;  when  Mrs.  Pipchin  rings 
the  be!l  for  Towlinaon  to  fihow  hfer  oliL  Mr.  Tow- 
linson,  not  having  seen  Miss  Tox  for  ages,  grins, 
and  hopes  8he*s  well;  observing  that  he  oidu't 
know  iier  at  first,  in  that  bonnet. 

"Pretty  wefl,  lowlinson,  I  thank  you,*'  says 
Miss  Tox.  "  I  beg  you  *li  have  the  goodness,  when 
you  happen  to  see  me  here,  not  to  mention  it.  My 
Tisite  are  merely  to  Mrs.  Pipchin." 
"  Very  good.  Miss,"  soys  TowUnson, 
"Shociting  circumstances  occur,  Towllnson," 
says  Miss  Tox. 

"  Very  much  so  indeed,  Miss,"  r^oins  TowEn- 
«on. 

"  I  hqpe,  Towlinson,'*  says  Miss  Tox,  who  in  her 
instruciion  of  the  Toodle  family,  has  acquired  an 
admonitorial  tone,  and  a  habit  of  improving  passing 
occasions,  *'  that  what  has  happened  here,  will  be  a 
warning  to  you,  Towlinson." 

**  Thank  yon,  Miss,  1  *m  sure,"  says  Towlinson. 
He  appears  to  be  falling  into  a  consideration  of 
the  manner  in  which  this  warning  ought  to  operate 
•in  his  particular  case,  when  the  vinegary  Mrs.  Pip- 
chin,  suddenly  stirring  him  up  with  a  •*  What  are 
you  dbing  !  Why  don'tyou  show  the  lady  to  the 
door !"  he  ushers  Miss  Tox  forth.  As  she  passes 
Mr.  Dombey^s  room,  she  shrinks  into  the  inmost 
depths  of  the  black  bonnet,  and  walks  on  tiptoe ; 
and  there  is*  not  another  atom  in  the  world  which 
haunts  him  so,  that  feels  such  sorrow  and  solicitude 
about  him,  as  Miss  Tox  takes  out  under  the  black 
bonnet  into  the  street,  and  tries  to  carry  borne  sha- 
dowed from  the  newly-lighted  lamps. 

But  Miss  Tox  is  not  a  part  of  Mr.  Dombey^s 
world.  She  comes  back  every  evening  at  dusk; 
adding  clogs  and  an  umbrella  to  the  bonnet  on  wet 
flights ;  and  bears  the  grins  of  Towlinson,  and  the 
hufla  and  rebuffs  of  Mrs.  Pipchin,  and  all  to  ask 
how  he  does,  and  how  he  bears  his  misfortune :  but 
she  has  nothing  to  do  with  Mr.  Dorobcy*s  world. 
Exacting  and  harassing  as  ever,  it  goes  on  without 
her ;  and  she,  a  by  no  means  bright  or  particular 
star,  moves  in  her  Httte  orbit  in  the  corner  of  an. 
other  system,  and  knows  it  quite  well,  and  comes, 
4ind  cries,  and  goes  away,  and  is  satiiified.  Verily 
Miss  Tox  is  easier  of  satisfaetion  than  the  world 
that  troubles  Mr*  Dombey  so  much  ! 

At  the  Counting  House,  the  clerks  discuss  the 
fteat  disaster  in  all  its  lights  and  shades,  but 
chiefly  wonder  who  will  get  Mr.  Carker*s  place. 
They  are  generally  of  opinion  4hat  it  will  be  shorn 
«f  some  of  its  emoHimeBta,  alid  made  uncomfortable 
by  aewly-devised  ehecks  and  restrictions;  and 
those  who  are  beyond  all  hope  of  it  are  quite  sure 
they  would  rather  not  have  it,  and  don't  at  all  envy 
the  person  for  whom  it  may  prove  to  be  reserved. 
Nothiiig  like  th«  provailmg  'sensation  has  existed 
is  the  Counting  House  sinoe  Mr.  Dombey's  little 
son  died;  but  all  such  excitements  there*  take  « 
^ial,  not  to  say  jorial  turn,  and  lead  to  the  ealti. 
vation  of  good  fellowBhip,  A  reconciliation  is  es- 
tablished od  this  propitioas  ooeasion  between  the 
acknowledged  wit  of  the  Coontiog  House  and  an 
Aspiriilg  rival,  with  whom  he  has  been  at  deadly 
fend  fbr  months ;  and  a  little  dinner  being  pro- 
posed,  in  commemoration  of  their  happily  restored . 
amity,  takes  place  at  a  neighbobrinfr  tfl;vern ;  the 
wit  in  the  chair ;  the  rival  acting  as  Yice-^esident 
The  orations  following  the  remmal  of  the  doth  art 


opened  by  the  Chair,  who  says,  GreAtlcmen,  he  can 
disguise  fVom  himself  that  this  is  not  a  time  f( 
private  dissensions.  Recent  occurrendes  to  whic 
he  need  not  more  particularly  allude,  but  whic 
have  not  been  altogether  without  notice  in  son 
Sunday  Papers,  and  in  a  daily  paper  which  hene< 
not  name  (here  every  other  member  of  the  compar 
names  it  in  an  audible  murmur),  have  caused  hi 
to  reflect ;  and  he  feels  that  for  him  and  Robinsc 
to  have  any  personal  differences  at  such  a  momei 
would  be  for  ever  to  deny  that  good  feeling  in  tl 
general  cause,  for  which  he  has  reason  to  thh 
and  hope  that  the  gentlemen  in  Dombey's  Hon 
have  always  been  distinguiahed.  Robinson  repli 
to  this  like  a  man  and  a  brother ;  and  one  gentl 
man  who  has  been  in  the  office  three  years,  und 
continual  notice  to  quit  on  account  of  lapses  in  h 
arithmetic,  appears  in  a  perfectly  new  light,  sn 
dcnly  bursting  out  with  a  thrilling  sp&ech,  m  whi< 
he  says,  May  their  respected  chief  never  aga 
know  the  desolation  which  has  Mien  on  bis  heart! 
and  says  a  great  variety  of  things,  beginning  w\ 
"  May  he  never  again,'*  which  are  received  wi 
thunders  of  applause.  In  short,  a  most  deligdti 
evening  is  passed,  only  interrdpted  by  a  differen 
between  two  juniors,  who,  quarrelling  about  t 
probable  amount  of  Mr.  Carker's  late  receipts  p 
annum,  defy  each  othei*  with  decanters,  and  i 
taken  out  greatly  excited.  Soda  water  is  in  gel 
ral  request  at  the  office  next  day,  and  most  of  t 
party  deem  the  bill  an  imposition. 

As  to  Perch,  the  messenger,  he  is  in  a  fur  w 
of  being  ruined  for  life.  Tie  finds  himself  agai 
constantly  in  bars  of  public  houses,  being  iresti 
and  lying  dreadfully.  It  appears  that  he  n 
every  body  concerned  in  the  late  transaction,  erei 
where,  and  said  to  them,  ••Sir,"  or  "Madam," 
the  case  was,  **why  do  you  look  so  pale?"  at  whi 
each  shuddered  from  head  to  foot,  and  said,  **  < 
Perch !"  and  ran  away.  E}ither  the  conscioosm 
of  these  enormities,  or  the  reaction  bonseqaent 
liqnor,  reduces  Mr.  Perch  -  to  an  extreme  state 
low  spirits  at  that  hour  of  the  evening  when 
usually  seeks  consolation  in  the  society  of  Bl 
Perdh  at  Ball's  Pond ;  and  Mrs.  Peroh  freta  a  g« 
deal,  fbr  she  fears  his  oonfSdence  in  womaji. 
shaken  now,  and  tliat  he  half  expert*  on  com! 
home  at  night  tA  find  her  gone  off  with  some  ^ 
count 

Mr.  Dombey's  servants  are  becoming,  &i  i 
same  time,  quite  dissipated,  and  unfit  Ibr  el! 
service.  They  have  hot  suppers  every  ni|fht,  a 
**  talk  it  Wr"  with  smoking  driaks  upon  tbn  boa 
Mr^  Tswlinftn  is  always  maudlin  aAer  hal^p 
ten,  and  frequently  begs  to'  know  whether  he  ^id 
say  that  no  good  wouid  ever  come  of  iiVin^  ii 
<$orner '  house  ?  They  whisper  abaut  Miss  Floroi 
and  wonder  where  she  is;  but  agree  that  if  ] 
Dombey  don't  know,  Mrs.  Dombey  doeai  T 
brings  thorn  to  the  latter,  bf  whom  Gook  aaya^  I 
had  a  stately  way  thongh,  had  nt  she?  Bat 
was  too  high !  They  all  agree  that  she  was 
high ;  and  Mr,  Tbwilasan's  old  ilauo  the  b^ 
maid  (who'  is  very  virtnous)  enfreats  that  to^  i 
never  talk  to  lier  any  merer  abbut  people  Who  hi 
their  heads  Hp^  as  if  the  gnmnd  was  n^  m 
enough  for  *em. 

Everything  that  is  said  and  done  slMfot  ^  eA 
by  Mr.  Dombey,  is  done  in  choms.    Mr. 
and  the  World  are  alone  together. 


noMB£r  AND  son; 


36ft 


CHAPTER  Ln. 


SECRET  INTELLIGENCE. 


Good  Mrs.  Browa  and  her  daughter  Alice,  Kept 
fllent  company  together,  in  their  own  dwelling. 
It  was  early  in  the  evening,  and  late  in  the  spring. 
hit  a  few  aays  had  elapsed  since' Mr.  Dombey  had 
told  Maior  Ba^stock  of  his  singular  intelligence, 
angularly  obtained,  which  might  torn  out  to  be 
nlaelese,  and  mi^ht  turn  out  to  be  true ;  and  the 
world  was  not  satisfied  yet, 

The  mother  and  daughter  sat  for  a  long  time 
vitboat  interchanging  a  word:  almost  without 
motion.  The  old  woman*8  face  was  shrewdly 
loxious  and  expectant ;  that  of  her  daughter  was 
expectant  too,  but  in  a  less  sharp  degree,  and  some. 
times  it  darkened,  as  if  with  gathering  dif appoint- 
ment and  incredulity.  The  old  woman,  without 
beeding  these  changes  in  its  expression,  though  her 
ejes  were  of\en  turned  towards  it,  sat  mumbling 
lod  mmnching,  and  listening  confidently. 

Their  abode,  though  poor  and  misersLle,  was  not 
n  utterly  wretched  as  in  the  days  when  only  good 
Mrs.  Brown  inhabited  it.  Some  few  attempts  at 
deanliness  and  order  were  manifest,  though  mode 
in  a  reckless,  gipsy  way,  that  might  have  connect- 
ed  them,  at  a  glance,  with  the  younger  woman. 
The  shades  of  evening  thickened  and  deepened  ss 
the  two  kept  silence,  until  the  blackened  walls  were 
tearly  lost  in  the  prevailing  gloom. 

Then  Alice  broke  the  silence  which  had  lasted 
is  long,  and  said : 

''Yoa  may  give  him  up,  mother.  He'll  not 
eome  here." 

••  Death  give  him  up !"  returned  the  old  woman, 
inpitiently.    **  He  toul  come  here." 
*  We  shall  lee,"  said  Alice. 
*We  shall  see  him^"  returned  her  mother. 
**  Aad  doomsday,"  said  the  daughter. 
*Yoa  think  I*m   in   my  second  childhood,  I 
know  !"  croaked  the  old  woman.    **  That's  the  re- 
mct  and  duty  that  I  get  from  my  own  gal,  but 
1  *m  wiser  than  you  take  me  for.    He  Ml  come. 
T*  other  day  w^n  I  touched  his  coat  in  the  street, 
he  looked  round  as  if  I  was  a  toad.    But  Lord,  to 
tee  him  when  I  said  their  names,  and  asked  him 
if1ie*d  like  to  find  out  where  they  was !" 

"  Was  it  BO  aogry  7"  asked  her  daughter,  roused 
to  interest  in  a  moment. 

"An^ryT  ask  if  it  was  bloody.  That's  more 
Re  the  word.  Angry  7  Ho,  ha !  To  call  that 
^oly  angry !"  said  the  old  woman^  hobbling  to  the 
eopiward,  and  lighting  a  candle,  which  displayed 
|be  workings  of  her  mouth  to  ug^y  advantage,  as 
|be  brought  it  to  the  table.  "  I  might  as  well  call 
four  fiu^  only  angry,  when  you  think  or  talk 
&KNit  'em.** 

Il  was  something  different  from  that,  truly,  as 
(be  sat  as  still  as  a  crouched  tigress,  with  her  kin- 
^ff^eyes. 

**Harkr*  said  the  old  woman,  triumphantly. 
*I  Jiear  a  step  coming.  It  *s  not  the  tread  of  any 
one  that  lives  about  here,  or  comes  this  way  oflen. 
W«  don*t  walk  like  that  We  should  grow  proud 
m  waek  neighbours !    Do  you  hear  him  7" 

*  I  believe  you  are  right,  mother,"  replied  Aiioe, 
in  a  low  voic6.    *<  Peace  t  open  the  door.^* 
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As  she  drew  herself  within  her  shawl,  and  gsth. 
ered  it  about  her,  the  old  woman  complied ;  and 
pe^riog  out,  and  beckoning,  gave  admission  to  Mr. 
Dombey,  who  stopped  when  he  had  set  his  foot 
within  the  door,  and  looked  distrustfully  around. 

**It*s  a  poor  place  for  a  great  gentleman  like 
your  worship,"  said  the  old  woman,  curtseying  and 
chattering.  **  1  told  you  so,  but  there  *s  no  harm 
in  it" 

'*  Who  is  that  7"  asked  Mr.  Dombey,  looking  at 
her  companion. 

^That's  my  handsome  daughter,"  said  the  old 
woman.  "Your  worship  won't  mind  her.  She 
knows  all  about  it" 

A  shadow  fell  upon  his  face  not  less  expressive 
than  if  he  had  groaned  aloud,  ^  Who  does  not 
know  all  about  it !"  but  he  looked  at  her  steadily, 
and  she,  without  any  acknowledgment  of  his  pre- 
senoe,  looked  at  him.  The  shadow  on  his  faoe  was 
darker  when  he  turned  his  glance  away  from  her ; 
an<f  even  then  it  wandered  back  again,  furtively,  as 
if  he  were  haunted  by  her  bold  eyeB^  and  some  re- 
membrance they  inspired. 

"  Woman,"  said  Mr.  Dombey  to  the  old  witch 
who  was  chuckling  and  leering  close  at  his  elbow, 
and  who,  when  he  turned  to  address  her,  pointed 
stealthily  at  h^  daughter,  and  rubbed  her  hnnds, 
and  pointed  again,  **  Woman  !  I  believe  that  I  am 
weak  and  forgetful  of  my  station  in  coming  here, 
but  you  know  why  I  come,  and  what  you  offered 
when  you  stopped  me  in  the  street  the  other  ^y. 
What  is  it  that  vou  have  to  tell  me  concerning 
what  I  want  to  know;  and  how  does  it  happoi 
that  I  can  find  voluntary  intelligence  in  a  hovel 
like  this,"  with  a  disdainful  glance  about  him, 
**  when  I  have  exerted  my  power  and  means  to  ob- 
tain it  in  vain  7  I  do  not  think,"  he  said,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  during  which  he  had  observed  her, 
sternly,  "  that  you  are  so  audacious  as  to  mean  to 
trifle  with  me,  or  endeavour  to  impose  upon  me. 
But  if  you  have  that  purpose,  you  had  bettor  stop 
on  the  threshold  of  your  scheme.  My  humour  is 
not  a  trifling  one,  and  my  acknowledgment  will  bs 
severe." 

**  Oh  a  proud,  hard,  gentleman !"  chuckled  the 
old  woman,  shaking  her  head,  and  rubbing  her 
shrivelled  hands,  **oh  hard,  hard,  hard !  But  your 
worship  shall  see  with  your  own  eyes  and  hear 
with  your  own  ears ;  not  with  ours  —  and  if  your 
worship's  put  upon  their  track,  you  won^t  mind 
paying  something  for  it,  will  you,  honourable 
deary  V* 

**  Money,"  returned  Mr.  Dombey,  apparently  re> 
lieved,  and  re-asftured  by  this  enquiry,  **  will  bring 
about  unlikely  things,  I  know.  It  may  turn  even 
means  as  unexpected  and  unpromising  as  these,  to 
account  Yes.  For  any  reliable  information  I 
receive,  I  will  pay.  But  I  must  have  the  infbrma- 
tion  first,  and  judge  for  myself  of  its  value." 

**'  Do  YOU  know  nothing  more  powerful  than 
money!''  asked  the  younger  woman, ' withoul 
risinsr,  or  altering  her  attitude. 

**  not  here,  I  should  imagiiv,"  said  Mr.  Dogi^y. 

**  You  ahoiuld  know  of  something  thM.  is'  mor 
8i 


966 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


powerful   elsewhere,  as  I  judge,"   she  returned. 
"  Do  you  know  nothing  of  a  woman*a  anger  '!* 

^Vou  have  a  eaucy  tongue,  Jade,"  said  Mr. 
Pumbey. 

**"  Not  usually,"  she  answered,  without  any  show 
of  emotion:  **I  speak  to  you  now,  that  you  may 
understand  us  better,  and  rely  more  on  us.  A 
woman's  anger  is  pretty  much  the  same  here,  as. 
in  -your  fine  house.  /  am  angry.  I  have  been  so, 
many  years.  I  have  as  good  cause  for  my  anger 
as  you  havis  for  yours,  and  its  object  is  the  same 
man.** 

He  started,  in  spite  of  himself,  and  looked  at  her 
with  astonishment 

**  Yes,"  she  said,  with  a  kind  of  laugh,  **  Wide 
tm  the  distance  may  seem  between  us,  it  is  so. 
How  it  is  so,  is  no  matter ;  that  is  my  story,  and  I 
keep  my  story  to  myself.  I  would  bring  you  and 
him  together,  because  I  have  a  rage  against  him. 
My  mother  there,  is  avaricioas  and  poor ;  and  she 
would  sell  any  tidings  she  could  gleam,  or  any- 
tiling,  or  anybody,  for  money.  It  is  fair  enough 
perhaps,  that  you  should  pay  her  some,  if  she  can 
help  you  to  what  you  want  to  know.  But  that  is 
not  my  motive.  I  have  told  you  what  mine  is,  and 
it  would  be  as  strong  and  all  sufficient  with  me  if 
Toil  haggled  and  bargained  with  her  for  a  sixpence. 
1  hbve  done.  My  saucy  tongue  says  no  more,  if 
you  wait  here  till  sunrise  to-morrow." 

The  old  woman  who  had  shown  great  uneasiness 
during  this  speech  which  had  a  tendency  to  depre- 
ciaie  her  expected  gains,  pulled  Mr.  Domfoey  sofUy 
by  the  sleeve,  and  whispered  to  him  not  to  mind 
her.  He  glanced  at  them  both,  by  turns,  with  a 
haggard  look,  and  said,  in  &  deeper  voice  than  was 
usual  with  him: 
**  Go  on — what  do  yon  know  7" 
**  Oh,  not  so  fast,  your  worship !  we  must  wait 
for  some  one,"  answered  the  old  woman.  **  It  *s  to 
be  got  from  some  one  else^-wormed  out^-screwed 
and  twisted  from  him." 

**  What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  Mr.  Dombey. 
**  Patience,"  she  croaked,  laying  her  hand,  like  a 
elaw,  upon  bis  arm.  "Patience.  I'll  get  at  it. 
I  know  I  can !  If  he  was  to  hold  it  Iwck  from 
me,"  said  good  Mrs.  Brown,  crooking  her  ten  fin- 
gers, ••  I  'd  tear  it  out  of  him  !" 

Mr.  Dombey  followed  her  with  his  eyes  as  she 
hobbled  to  the  door,  and  looked  out  again :  and  then 
hifl  glance  sought  her  daughter;  but  she  remained 
kopascive,  silent,  and  regardless  of  him. 

*^  Do  you  tell  me,  woman,"  he  said,  when  the 
bent  figure  of  Mrn.  Brown  came  back,  shaking  its 
head  and  chattering  to  itself,  **  that  there  is  another 
person  expected  here  ?" 

**  Yes !"  said  the  old  woman,  looking  up  into  bis 
Ikee,  and  nodding. 

**From  whom  you  are  to  extract  the  intelligence 
that  is  to  be  useful  to  me  ?" 

**  Yes,"  said  the  old  woman  nodding  again. 
"A  stranger  ?" 

**Chut !"  said  the  old  woman,  with  a  shrill  laugh. 
**  What  signifies !  Well,  well ;  no.  No  stranger 
to  your  worship.  But  he  won't  see  you.  He*d  be 
afraid  of  you,  and  wouldn't  talk.  You'll  stand 
behind  that  door,  and  judge  him  for  yourself.  We 
don't  ask  to  be  believed  on  trust  What !  Your 
worship  doubts  the  room  behind  the  door  7  Oh  the 
fMpicion  of  you  rich  gentleibika!  Look  at  it, 
then." 
JOar  sharp  eye  had  detected  an  taveltt&tarjr  ex- 


pression of  this  feeling  on  his  part,  which  was  wA 
unreat»onable  under  the  circa mstances.  In  satis- 
faction of  it  she  now  took  the  candle  to  the  door 
she  spoke  of.  Mr.  Dombey  looked  in;  assured 
himself  that  it  was  an  empty,  crazy  room;  aud 
signed  to  her  to  put  the  light  back  in  its  place. 

"How  long,"  he  asked,  "before  this  penoa 
comes  7" 

••  Not  long,"  she  answered.  •*  Would  your  wor- 
ship sit  down  for  a  few  odd  minutes." 

He  made  no  answer;  but  began  pacing  the  room 
with  an  irresolute  air,  as  if  he  were  undecided 
whether  to  remain  or  depart,  and  as  if  he  bad  some 
quarrel  with  himself  for  being  there  at  all.  Bal 
soon  his  tread  grew  slower  and  heavier,  and  \\U 
face  more  sternly  thoughtful ;  as  the  object  wilk 
which  he  had  come,  fixed  itself  in  his  ioiad,  and 
dilated  there  again. 

While  he  thus  walked  up  and  down  with  hit 
eyes  on  the  ground,  Mrs.  Brown,  in  the  chair  fron 
which  she  had  risen  to  receive  him,  satlistenini 
anew.  The  monotony  of  his  step,  or  Ae  uncer 
tainty  of  age,  made  her  so  slow  of  hearing,  that  i 
footfall  without  had  sounded  in  her  daughter's  eari 
for  some  moments,  and  she  had  looked  up  bastilj 
to  warn  her  mother  of  its  approach,  before  the  oK 
woman  was  roused  by  it.  But  then  she  started 
from  her  seat,  and  whispering  "  Here  he  is  l"  ho( 
ried  her  visitor  to  his  place  of  observation,  and  pa 
a  bottle  and  glass  upon  the  table,  with  such  alac 
rity,  as  to  b«  ready  to  fiing  her  arms  round  th 
neck  of  Rob  the  Grinder  on  his  appearance  at  th 
door. 

••And  here 's  my  bonny  boy,"  cried  Mrs.  Browi 
"  at  last !— oho,  oho  I  You  're  like  my  own  so 
Robby  !•• 

"  Oh !  Misses  Brown  !"  remonstrated  the  Grinde 
"Don't!  Can't  you  be  fond  of  a  cove  withoi 
squeedging  and  throttling  of  him !  Take  care  o 
the  birdcage  in  my  hand,  will  you  !** 

♦*  Thinks  of  a  birdcage,  afore  me !"  cried  the  ol 
woman,  apostrophizing  the  ceiling.  **  Me  that  fee 
more  than  a  mother  for  him  !" 

•*  Well,  I  'm  sure  I  'm  very  much  obliged  to  yo 
Misses  Brown,"  said  the  unfortunate  youth,  great! 
aggravated;  "but  you're  so  jealous  of  a  co« 
I'm  very  fond  of  you  myselt^  and  all  that, 
course;  but  I  don't  smother  you,  do  I,  Miss 
Brown  7" 

He  looked  and  spoke  as  if  he  would  have  h» 
fiir  from  objecting  to  do  so,  however,  on  a  iavon 
able  occasion. 

"And  to  talk  about  birdcages,  too  f*  whispen 
the  Grinder,  "As  if  that  was  a  crime!  Wl 
look'ee  here!  Do  you  know  who  this  beloa 
to  7" 

"  To  master,  dear  7**  said  the  old  woman  with 
grin. 

"Ah  !"  replied  the  Grinder,  lifting  a  large  ca 
tied  up  in  a  wrapper,  on  the  table,  and  untying 
with  his  teeth  and  hands.  "  It 's  our  parrot,  I 
is." 
"Mr.  Oarker's  parrot,  Rob 7" 
"  Will  you  hold  your  tongue.  Misses  Brown 
returned  tbe  goaded  Grinder.  "  What  do  yoo 
naming  names  ibr7  I'm  blest,"  said  Rob,  puUi 
his  hair  with  both  hands  in  the  exasperation  of 
feelings,  "  if  she  an^t  enough  to  make  «  covo  i 
wild!" 

"  What !  Do  you  snub  me,  thankless  boy  t^  er 
the  old  wpman,  with  ready  vehemence. 
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«0o<m1  fraeioutf,  Mimm  Brown,  no!**  returned 
th^  Grinder*  wilh  tears  in  his  eyes.  ^  Was  there 
tfsr  sach  a !  — —  Don't  I  dote  upon  joa,  Misses 
Brown?" 

*'  Do  yoa,  sweet  Rob  ?  Do  you  truly,  chiekabid- 
djV*  With  that,  Mrs. Brown  held  him  in  her  fond 
eiDbraoe  once  more;  and  did  not  release  him  until 
be  had  made  several  violent  and  ineffectual  stru^- 
fiss  with  his  Ic^^  and  his  hair  was  standing  on 
end  all  over  his  head. 

**0h!**  retunied  the  Grinder,  **  what  a  thing  it 
is  to  be  perfectly  pitched  ioto  with  afTeotion  Ulie 
tliis  here.     I  wish  she  was  How  have  you 

been,  Misses  Brown  7** 

**  Ah  i  Not  here  sinoe  this  night  week  !'*  said  the 
old  woman,  contemplating  him  with  a  look  of  re- 
proach. 

"Good  gracious  Misses  Brown,*'  returned  the 
Grinder,  "I  said  to-night's  a  week,  that  IM  come 
lo.Dight,  didn't  1 7    And  here  I  am.     How  you  do 

f)  on!  I  wish  you'd  be  a  iiUle  rational  Misses 
rown.  *  I'm  hoarse  wit^  saying  things  in  my  de- 
fence,  and  my  very  face  is  shiny  with  being  hug- 
ged." He  robbed  it  hard  with  bU  sleeve,  as  if  to 
remove  the  tender  polish  in  question. 

"  prink  a  little  drop  to  comfort  you,  my  Robin," 
stid  the  old  woman,  filling  the  glass  from  the  bottle 
ind  giving  it  to  him. 

^'Thank'ee,  Misses  Brown,"  returned  the  Grind, 
er.  ••  Here's  your  health.  And  long  may  yon  — 
et  cetrcr."  Which,  to  judge  from  the  expression 
of  his  face,  did  not  include  anj  very  choice  bless. 
iojfs.  **  And  here's  her  health,"  said  the  Grinder, 
glancing  at  Alice,  who  sat  with  her  eyes  fixed,  as 
it  seemed  to  him,  on  the  wall  behind  him,  but  in 
reality  on  Mr.  Dombey's  face  at  the  door,  **  and 
wishing  her  the  same  and  many  of  'em  !" 

He  drained  the  glass  to  these  two  sentiments,  and 
set  it  down. 

''Well,  I  saj.  Misses  Brown!"  he  proceeded. 
"To  go  on  a  little  rational  now.  You're  a  judge 
of  birds,  and  up  to  their  ways,  as  I  know  to  my 
cost" 
''Cost!"  repeated  Mrs.  Brown. 
"Satisfaction,  I  mean,"  returned  the  Grinder. 
"How  you  do  take  up  a  cove,  Misses  Brown! 
You've  put  it  all  out  of  my  head  again."  I 

**  Judge  of  birds,  Robby,"  suggested  the  old 
woman. 

••  Ah !"  said  the  Grinder, "  Well,  I've  got  to  Uke 
eare  of  this  parrot— certain  things  being  sold,  and 
e  certain  establishment  broke  up  —  and  as  I  don't 
want  no  notice  took  at  present,  I  wish  you'd  at- 
tend  to  her  for  a  week  or  so,  and  give  her  board 
and  lodging,  will  you  7  If  I  mu$i  come  backwards 
and  forwards,"  mused  the  Grinder  with  a  dejected 
&oe,  **  I  may  as  well  have  something  to  como  for.** 
"Something  to  come  for?"  screamed  the  old 


'*  Besides  you,  I  mean.  Misses  Brown,"  returned 
the  craven  Kob.  **Not  that  I  want  any  induce- 
ment  bat  yoorself^  Misses  Brown,  I'm  sure.  Dun't 
begin  again,  for  goodness  sake." 
■  **  He  don't  oare  for  me !  He  don't  care  fi>r  me,  as 
I  care  for  him !"  cried  Mrs.  Brown,  lifting  up  her 
ekinnr  hands,    *«Bot  I'll  take  care  of  his  bird." 

**  'Ake  good  eare  of  it  too,  you  know,  Misses 
Brown/'  said  Rob,  shaking  his  head.   **If  you  was 
to  moch  as  to  stroke  its  feathers  once,  the  wrong 
«wnyf  I  believe  it  would  be  foand  out." 
'    -  Ah,  M  abnirp  •«  that*  Rob?"  said  Mn,  Brown, 


** Sharp,  Misses  Brown!"  repeated  Rob.  *'B 
this  is  not  to  be  talked  about" 

Checking  himself  abrnpt)y,  and  not  without 
fearful  glance  across  the  room,  Rob  filled  the  gla 
again,  and  having  slowly  emptied  it,  shook  h 
head,  and  began  to  draw  his  fingers  across  ai 
across  the  wires  of  the  parrot's  cuge,  by  way  of 
diversion  from  the  dangerous  theme  that  hud  ji 
been  broached. 

The  old  woman  eyed  him  slily,  and  hitcliing  h 
chair  nearer  his,  and  looking  in  at  the  parrot,  w 
came  down  from  the  gilded  dome  at  her  call,  sai 

"  Out  of  place  now,  Robby  7" 

**  Never  you  mind.  Misses  Brown,"  returned  t 
Grinder,  shortly. 

**  Board  wages  perhaps,  Rob  7"  said  Mrs.  Brow 

"  Pretty  Polly  !"  said  the  Grinder. 

The  old  woman  darted  a  glance  at  him  th 
might  have  warned  him  to  consider  his  cars 
danger,  but  it  was  his  turn  to  look  in  at  the  pan 
now,  and  however  expressive  his  imagination  mi 
have  made  her  angry  scowl,  it  was  unseen  by  1; 
bodily  eyes. 

"I  wonder  master  didn't  take  you  with  hi 
Rob,"  said  the  old  woman,  in  a  wheedling  voi< 
but  with  increased  malignity  of  aspect 

Rob  was  so  absorbed  in  contemplation  of  t 
parrot,  and  in  trolling  his  forefinger  on  the  wiri 
that  he  made  no  answer. 

The  old  woman  had  her  clutch  within  a  haii 
breadth  of  his  shock  of  hair  as  it  stooped  over  t 
table;  but  she  restrained  her  fingers,  and  said,  in 
voice  that  choked  with  its  efforts  to  be  coaxing  : 

"Robby,  my  child." 

"Well,  Misses  Brown,"  returned  the  Grinder. 

**  I  say  I  wonder  Master  didn't  take  you  wi 
him,  dear." 

**  Never  you  mind,  Misses  Brown,"  returned  t 
Grinder. 

Mrs.  Brown  instantly  directed  the  clutch  of  I 
right  hand  at  his  hair,  and  the  clutch  of  her  i 
hand  at  his  throit,  and  held  on  to  the  object  of  h 
fond  affection  witli  such  extraordinary  fury,  tl: 
his  face  began  to  blacken  in  a  moment 

**  Misses  BcDwn !"  exclaimed  tlie  Grinder,  ** 
go,  will  you  !  What  are  you  doing  of!  Help,  youi 
woman !    Misses  Brow-^Brow — !" 

The  young  woman,  however,  equally  unmov 
by  his  direct  appeal  to  her,  and  by  his  inartioulc 
utterance,  remamed  quite  neutral,  until,  after  strn 
gling  with  his  assailant  into  a  corner,  Rob  dise 
gaged  himself  and  stood  there  panting  and  fene 
in  by  his  own  elbows,  while  the  old  woman,  pai 
ing  too,  and  stamping  with  rage  and  eagerness,  a 
peered  to  be  collecting  her  energies  for  anotfa 
swoop  upon  him.  At  this  crisis  Alice  interpos 
her  voice,  but  not  in  the  Grioder*8  favour,  by  sa 

**  Well  done,  Mother.    Tear  him  to  pieces  !'* 

**What,  young  woman!"  blubbered  Rob;  "i 
you  against  me  too  7  What  have  I  boon  and  doni 
What  am  I  to  be  tore  to  pieces  for,  I  should  like 
know?  Why  do  you  take  and  choke  a  cove  w 
has  never  done  you  any  harm,  neither  of  you  7  C 
yourselves  females,  too!"  said  the  frightened  a 
afflicted  Grinder,  with  his  coat'Cuff  at  his  e^ 
**  I  *m  surprised  at  you !  Where 's  ^our  femim 
tenderness  ?"  • 

**  Yon  thankless  dog !"  gasped  Mrs.  Brown^ 
^*  You  impudent,  insulting  dog !" 

**  What  hare  I  been  and  done  to  go  and  g'trej 
oifenoe,  Misses  Brown  ?"  retorted  the  tearful  SU 
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'*Y6u  wftB  tery  much  attached  to  me  a  minute 
ago." 

**  To  cat  me  off  with  hia  short  answera  and  his 
aalky  words,"  said  the  old  woman.  **  Me !  Because 
I  happen  to  be  curioas  to  have  a  little  bit  of  goaaip 
about  Master  and  the  lady,  to  dare  to  play  at  fast 
and  loose  with  me !  But  I  Ml  talk  to  you  no  more, 
my  lad.    Now  go  !*' 

^  I  am  sure,  Misses  Brown,^*  returned  the  abject 
Grinder,  **  1  riever  insiniwated  that  I  wished  to  go. 
Don't  talk  like  that.  Misses  Brown,  if  yon  please.** 

**  I  won't  talk  at  all,**  said  Mrs.  Brown,  with  an 
action  of  her  crooked  fingers  that  made  him  shrink 
into  half  hit  natural  compass  in  the  corner.  **  Not 
another  word  with  him  shall  pass  my  lips.  He  *s 
an  ungrateful  hound.  I  east  him  off.  Now  let  him 
go !  And  I  '11  slip  those  after  him  that  shall  talk 
too  much ;  that  won*t  be  shook  away ;  that  *11  hang 
to  him  like  leecl^es,  and  slink  arter  him  like  foxes. 
What !  He  knows  *em.  He  knows  his  old  games 
and  his  old  ways.  If  he  *s  forgotten  *em,  they  *)I 
Boon  remind  him.  Now  let  him  go,  and  see  bow 
he  *11  do  Master's  business,  and  keep  Master's  se- 
crets,  with  such  company  alWnys  following  him  up 
and  down.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  He  'II  find  *em  a  different 
sort  from  you  and  me.  Ally ;  close  as  he  is  with 
you  and  me.    Now  let  him  go,  now  let  him  go !" 

The  old  woman,  to  the  unspeakable  dismay  of 
the  Grinder,  walked  her  twisted  figure  round  and 
round,  in  a  ring  of  some  four  feet  in  diameter,  con. 
atantly  re|)eating  these  words,  and  shaking  her  fist 
above  her  head,  and  working  her  mouth  abont. 

"Misses  Brown,"  pleaded  Rob,  coming  a  little 
oat  of  his  corner,  "  I  *m  sure  you  wouldn*t  injure  a 
cove,  on  second  thoughts,  and  in  cold  blood,  would 
you?" 

»*  Don't  talk  to  me,"  said  Mrs.  Brown,  still  wrath, 
fully  pursuing  her  circle.  **  Now  let  him  go,  now 
let  him  go !" 

**'Misses  Brown,"  urged  the  tormented  Grrinder, 
*  I  didn't  mean  to  —  Oh,  what  a  thing  it  is  for  a 
cove  to  get  into  such  a  line  as  this !  —  1  was  only 
carefol  of  talking.  Misses  Brown,  becaaf>e  I  always 
am,  on  account  of  his  being  up  to  everything;  but 
I  might  have  known  it  wouldn't  have  gone  any 
Airther.  I  'm  sure  I  'm  quite  agreeable,"  with  a 
wretched  face,  "  for  any  little  bit  of  gossip.  Misses 
Brown.  Don't  go  on  like  this,  if  you  please.  Oh, 
couldn't  you  have  the  goodness  to  put  in  a  word  for 
a  miserable  cove,  here !"  said  the  Grinder,  appealing 
in  desperation  to  the  daughter. 

**  Come  mother,  you  hear  what  he  says,"  she  in- 
terposed,  in  her  stern  voice,  and  with  an  impatient 
action  of  her  bead ;  **  try  him  once  more,  and  if 
you  fall  out  with  him  again,  ruin  him,  if  you  like, 
and  have  done  with  him." 

Mrs,  Brown,  moved  as  It  seemed  by  this  vciy 
tender  exhortation,  presently  began  to  howl;  and 
ridflening  by  degrees,  took  the  apmogelic  drinder  to 
her  arms,  who  embraced  her  with  a  face  of  unutter- 
able  woe,  and,  like  a  victim  as  he  was,  resamed  his 
former  seat,  close  by  the  side  of  his  venerable 
friend ;  whom  he  suffered,  not  without  much  con- 
strained sweetness  of  countenance,  combatting  very 
eixpressive  physiognomical  revelations  of  an  oppo. 
site  chahicter,  to  draw  his  arm  through  hers,  and 
keep  it  there. 

''And  how's  Master,  deary  dear?"  Mtd  Mrt. 
fih^WjD^  when,  sitting  in  this  amicable  pestore,  they 
J|iad  £lqiig^  each  other. 

|/ rpu  'd  be  M>  ^ood,  Mfteea  Brown^  aa 


to  speak  a  litCIe  Io«c«V'  Rob  Implored.  «li^y,he'i 
pretty  well,  thankee,  I  suppostf." 

**  You're  not  out  of  place,  Robby?"  aaid  Mn; 
Brown,  in  a  wheedling  tone. 

••  Why,  I  *m  not  exactly  out  of  place,  nor  in," 
fahered  Rob.  ••  I— I  'm  still-in  pay,  Misses  Brown." 

"And  nothing  to  do,  Rob  ?" 

•♦  Nothing  particular  to  do  just  now,  Misses  Brown, 
but  Upkeep  my  eyes  open,"  said  the  6rindi;r,  roU^ 
Ing  them  in  a  forlorn  way. 

** Master  abroad,  Rob?" 

**  Oh,  for  goodness  sake,  Misses  Brown,  eouldnt 
you  gossip  with  a  covo  about  anything  else !"  cited 
the  Grinder,  in  a  burst  of  despair. 

The  impetuous  Mrs.  R-own  rising  directly,  the 
tortured  Grinder  detained  her,  stammering "  Ye-ycs, 
Misses  Brown,  I  believe  he 's  abroad.  What's  she 
staring  at  7"  he  added,  in  allusion  to  tHe  daughter, 
whose  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  face  that  now  agaiA 
looked  out  behind  Mm. 

**  Don't  mind  her,  lad,"  said  the  old  Woman,  hold, 
ing  him  closer  to  prevent  hie  turning  round.  *lt^ 
her  way— her  way.  TeH  me,  Rob.  Did  you  ever 
see  the  lady,  deary  ?'* 

**0h,  Misses  Brown,  what  ladyT'  cried  the 
Grinder  in  a  tone  of  piteous  supplication.        » 

»What  lady?"  she  retorted.  ••The  lady;  Mri; 
Dombey." 

•*  Yes,  I  believe  I  see  her  once,"  replied  Rob. 

*•  The  night  she  went  away,  Robby,  eh  ?"  said 
the  old  woman  in  his  ear,  and  taking  note  of  every 
change  in  his  fiice.  ••Aba!  I  know  it  was  that 
night." 

••  Well,  if  you  know  it  was  that  night,  yoo  hnow, 
Mrs.  Browti,"  replied  Rob,  ••it 'a  no  ose  putting 
phkchers  into  a  cove  to  make  him  say  so.** 

••  Where  did  they  go  that  night,  Rob  7  BCraifM 
away  ?  How  did  ihey  ge  ?  Where  did  you  see 
her  7  Did  she  laugh  7  Did  she  cry  7  Tell  me  al 
about  it,**  cried  the  old  hag,  holding  him  closer  yet, 
patting  the  hand  that  was  drawn  Uirough  his  arm 
against  her  other  hand,  and  searching  every  line  in 
his  face  with  her  bleared  eyes.  ••Come!  Begin' 
I  want  to  be  told  all  about  it  What,  Rob,  !>oy 
You  and  me  can  keep  a  secret  together,  eh  t  We  *ti 
done  so  before  now.  Where  did  they  £o  firs! 
Rob?" 

'Hm  wretched  Grinder  made  «  gtofs  and  i 
pause. 

^  Are  you  dumb  ?'*  said  the  old  woman,  angrilj 

•*  Lord,  Misses  Brown,  no  t  Yoti  expect  &  eov 
to  be  a  flash  of  lightning.  I  Wish  I  was  the  electrl 
fluency,"  muttered  the  bewildered  Grinder.  **  I  ^ 
have  a  shock  at  somebody,  tinLt  would  settle  Uvn 
business." 

*•  What  do  you  say  f "  asked  the  old  waanan,  wit 
a  grin. 

••  I  'm  wiahinr  my  love  to  yoii^  Misses  Brown, 
returned  the  false  Rob,  seeking  coosolaticifi  in  tl 
glass.  •^  Where  did  they  go  to  nr^  wie  It !  Hii 
and  her  do  yOu  mean* 7" 

•*  Ah !"  said  the '  old  woman,  eageriy.  «  Tbei 
two." 

**  Why,  they  didn't  go  nowhere^^ndt  together, 
meaRi"  answered  Rob. 

The  old  Wbrtian  looked  at  InHi,  as  tlMMi|fli  d 
bad  a  stfong'  impulse  upon  he^  to  mtkm  aaotb 
eltiteh  at  his -bead  and  throat,  but  was  ^reetmln 
by  a  cenaiDPdogged  mysteky  in  hie  Ikee^ 

••That  was  the  art  of  it,"  aaid  thtt  reliieta 
Orinderi  *^tJkit  *8  the  way  n^bedy  ta«  Inm  goi 
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hu  been  tble  to  say  how  they  did  go,    Thvy  went 
different  ways,  I  tell  you,  Misaee  Brown.** 

**  Ay,  ay,  »y !  To  meet  at  aa  appointed  place,** 
efauckled  the  old  woman,  aAer  a  inomenCa  eiieat 
•ud  keen  ecratiny  of  hie  face. 

"  Why,  if  they  weren*t  going  to  meet  eome- 
wbere,  I  suppuae  they  might  aa  well  have  eUyed 
at  bume,  mightn't  they,  Misses  Brown  ?*'  returned 
the  unwilling  Grinder. 

«  Well,  Rob  ?  Well  ?*»  said  the  old  woman,  draw- 
ing his  arm  yet  tighter  through  her  own,  as  if,  in 
bi-r  eagerness,  she  were  afraid  of  his  slipping 
awar. 

**What,  haven't  we  talked  enough  yet,  Misses 
Brown  7*'  returned  the  Grinder,  who  between  his 
aeoae  of  injury,  his  sen«e  of  liquor,  and  his  sense 
of  being  on  the  rack,  had  become  so  lachrymose, 
tbat  at  almost  eyer?  answer  he  scooped  hia  eoat. 
cuff  into  one  or  other  of  his  eyes,  and  uttered  an 
unaTailing  whine  of  remonstrance.  **  Did  she 
laogh  that  night,  was  it  7  Didn't  you  ask  if  she 
laughed.  Misses  Brown  7** 

**  Or  cried  ?*'  added  the  old  woman,  nodding  as- 
•ent. 

*'  Neither,**  said  the  Grinder.  *«  She  kept  as  steady 
wben  she  and  me  -^  oh,  J  see  you  vnli  have  out  of 
ne,  Misses  Brown!  But  take  your  solemn  oath 
DOW,  that  you  '11  never  tell  anybody." 

This  Mrs.JBrown  very  readily  did:  being  natu- 
Ally  Jesuitical ;  and  having  no  other  intention  in 
tbe  matter  than  that  ber  concealed  visitor  should 
hear  for  himself. 

"She  kept  as  steady,  then,  when  she  and  me 
Went  down  to  Soutliampton,"  said  the  Grinder,  **  as 
a  image.  In  the  morning  she  was  just  the  same, 
Miaies  Brown.  And  when  she  went  away  in  the 
packet  before  daylight,  by  herself—me  pretending 
to  be  her  servant,  and  seeing  ber  safe  aboard — she 
was  just  the  same.  Now,  are  you  oonteoted,  Mrs. 
Brown  7" 

"No,  Rob.  Not  yet,'*  answered  Mrs.  Brown, 
decisively. 

"  Oh,  here 's  a  woman  for  you  !*'  cried  the  unfor- 
Innate  Rob,  in  an  outburst  of  feeble  lamentation 
ovpr  his  own  helplessness.  **  What  did  you  wish 
to  know  next,  Misscfe  Brown  7** 

"  What  became  of  Master  7  Where  did  he  go  7" 
She  inquired,  still  holding  him  tight,  and  looking 
dose  into  bis  face,  with  her  sharp  eyes. 

*  Upon  my  soul,  I  don't  know,  Misses  Brown,** 
answered  Rob.  *'  Upon  my  soul  I  don*t  know  what 
he  did,  nor  where  he  went,  nor  anything  about  him. 
1  only  know  what  he  said  to  roe  as  a  caution  to 
hold  my  tongue,  when  we  parted ;  and  I  tell  you 
this,  Mrs.  Brown,  as  a  friend,  that  sooner  than  ever 
repeat  a  word  of  what  we  *re  saying  now,  you  had 
b^ter  take  and  shoot  yourself  or  shut  yourself  up 
in  this  house,  and  set  it  a-fire,  for  there  ^  nolhing 
he  woaldo't  do,  to  he  revenged  upon  you.  You 
doo't  know  him  half  as  well  as  I  do.  Misses  Brown. 
Yoa  *re  never  safe  from  him,  I  tell  you." 

**  Haven't  I  taken  an  oath,"  retorted  the  old  wo- 
man, **  and  won't  I  keep  it  7" 

*^  WcU,  I  *m  sure  I  hope  you  will,  Misses  Brown,'* 
rstomed  Sob,  soroewliat  doubtfully,  and  not  with. 
out  a  latent  tbresdeniog  in  his  nxaimer.  **  For  your 
own  anke,  qiiite  as  much  as  mine." 

He  looked  at  her  as  he  gave  her  this  friendly 
caution,  and  emphasized  it  with  a  nodding  of  his 
head;  but  finding  it  uncomfortable  to  encounter 
tte  ycilow  %ce  with  iip  gKotesque  ^^tion.  and  tjMi 


forret  eyes  with  their  keen  M  wintry  gaze,  so  doe 
to  his  own,  he  looked  down  uneasily  and  sat  shul 
flkig  ia  k»  ohair*  as  if  he  were  trying  to  bring  him 
self  to  a  sullen  declaration  that  he  would  answe 
np  more '  questions.  The  old  woman,  still  holdinj 
hrni  as  before,  took  this  opportunity  of  raising  th 
forefinger  of  her  right  hand,  in  the  air,  as  a  stealth; 
signal  to  the  concealed  observer  to  give  particula 
attention  to  what  was  about  to  follow. 

**  Rob,"  she  said,  in  her  most  coaxing  tone. 

**  Good  gracious  Misses  Brown,  what 's  the  mat 
ter  now  V*  returned  the  exasperated  Grinder. 

**  Bob !  where  did  the  lady  and  Master  appoiii 
to  meet  7" 

Rob  shuffled  more  and  more,  and  looked  up  ao 
looked  down,  and  bit  his  thumb,  and  dried  it  on  hi 
waistcoat,  and  finally  said,  eyeing  his  torroento 
askant,  **  How  should  /  know.  Misses  Brown  7*' 

The  old  woman  held  up  her  finger  again,  as  he 
fore,  and  replying,  **  Come  lad  [  It 's  no  use  lead 
ing  me  to  thot,  and  there  leaving  me.  I  want  t 
know"-.- waited  for  his  answer. 

Rob  after  a  discomfited  pause,  suddenly  brok 
out  with,  "  How  can  I  pronounce  the  names  o 
foreign  places,  Mrs.  Brown  7  What  an  unreasoo 
able  woman  you  are !" 

**  But  you  have  heard  it  said,  Robby,"  she  r€ 
torted  firmly,  ^  and  you  know  what  it  sounded  lik< 
Come  I" 

**  I  never  heard  it  said,  Misses  Brown,'*  retarnet 
the  Grinder. 

••  Then,"  retorted  the  old  woman  quickly,  •*  yoi 
have  seen  it  written,  and  you  can  spell  it." 

Rob,  with  a  petulant  exclamation  between  laugh 
-ing  and  crying^^or  he  was  penetrated  with  somi 
admiration  of  Mrs.  Brown's  cunning,  even  throu^i 
this  persecution— after  some  reluctant  fumbling  ii 
his  waistcoat  pocket,  produced  from  it  a  little  piec( 
of  chalk.  The  old  woman's  eyes  sparkled  when  sh< 
saw  it  between  his  thumb  and  finger,  and  haetiil] 
clearing  a  space  on  the  deal  table,  that  he  migh 
write  the  word  there,  she  once  more  made  her  sig 
nal  with  a  shaking  hand. 

**  Now  I  tell  you  before  hand  what  it  is,  Mlssei 
Brown,"  said  Rob,  **  it 's  no  use  asking  me  anythinj 
elite.  I  won't  answer  anything  else ;  I  can't  Hov 
long  it  was  to  be  before  they  met,  or  whose  plan  ii 
was  that  they  was  to  go  away  alone,  I  don't  knov 
no  mere  than  you  do.  I  don't  know  any  mort 
about  it  If  I  was  to  tell  you  how  I  found  out  thii 
^word,  you'd  believe  that  Shall  I  tell  you  Missei 
Brown  ?*• 

"  Yes,  Rob.** 

••  Well  then  Misses  Brown.  The  way — now  yoi 
won't  ask  any  more,  you  know  7**  said  Rob,  turnin| 
his  eyes,  which  were  now  fast  getting  drowsy  an< 
stupid,  upon  her. 

•f  Kot  another  word,**  said  Mrs.  Brown. 

**  Well  then,  the  way  was  this.  When  a  certah 
person  lefl  the  lady  with  me,  he  put  a  piece  of  papei 
with  a  direction  written  on  it  in  the  lady's  hand 
saying  it  was  in  case  she  should  forget  She  wasn' 
afraid  of  forgetting,  for  she  tore  it  up  as  soon  as  hii 
badk  was  turned,  and  when  i  put  up  the  earriagt 
steps,  I  shook  out  one  of  the  pieces — she  sprinkler 
the  rest  out  of  the  window,  I  suppose,  for  theri 
was  none  there  afterwards,  though  I  looked  for  'em 
There  was  only  one  word  on  it,  and  that  was  ttau 
if  you  must  and  will  know.  But  remember!  You'r 
open  your  oath,  Miases  Brown  V* 

Mrs.  Brown  knew  that,  she  said.    Rob,  having 
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nothing  more  to  say,  began  to  chalk,  slowly  and 
laborioasly,  on  the  table. 

"•  *  D/  "  the  old  woman  read  aJoad,  when  he  had 
formed  the  letter. 

"  Will  yoa  hold  your  tongue,  Mi»se«  Brown  ?" 
he  exclaimed,  covering  it  with  his  hand,  and  turn- 
ing  impatiently  upon  her,  **  I  wonH  hare  it  read 
out     Be  quiet,  will  you  !** 

•♦  Then  write  large,  Rob,"  she  returned,  repeating 
her  secret  signal ;  **  for  my  eyes  are  not  good,  even 
at  print" 

Muttering  to  himself,  and  returning  to  his  work 
with  an  ill  will,  Rob  went  on  with  the  word.  As 
he  bent  his  head  down,  the  pemon  for  whose  infor- 
mation he  so  unconscinusly  laboured,  moved  from 
the  door  behind  him  to  within  a  short  stride  of  his 
shoulder,  and  looked  eagerly  towards  the  creeping 
track  of  his  hand  upon  the  table.  At  the  same 
time,  Alice,  from  her  opposite  chair,  watched  it 
narrowly  as  it  shaped  the  letters,  and  repeated  each 
one  on  her  lips  as  he  made  it,  without  articulating 
it  aloud.  At  the  end  of  every  letter  her  eyes  and 
Mr.  I>ombey*8  met,  as  if  each  of  them  sought  to  bcf 
confirmed  by  the  other ;  and  thus  they  both  spelt, 
D.  I.  J.  O.  N. 

**  There  !**  said  the  Grinder,  moistening  the  palm 
of  his  hand  hastily,  to  obliterate  the  word ;  and  not 
content  with  smearing  it  out,  rubbing  and  planing 
all  trace  of  it  awsiy  with  his  coat-sleeve,  until 
the  very  colour  of  the  chalk  was  gone  fVom  the 
table.  '**Now,  I  hope  you're  contented,  Misses 
Brown !»' 

Tlie  old  woman,  in  token  of  her  being  00,  re- 
leased his  arm,  and  patted  his  back;  and  the 
Grinder,  overcome  with  mortification,  cross-ezam. 
ination,  and  liquor,  folded  his  arms  on  the  table, 
laid  his  head  upon  them,  and  fell  asleep. 

Not  until  he  had  been  heavily  asleep  sometime, 
and  was  snoring  roundly,  did  the  old  woman  turn 
towards  tlie  door  where  Mr.  Dombey  stood  cour 


oealed,  and  beckon  him  to  come  through  the  room, 
and  pass  out.  Even  then,  she  hovered  over  Rob, 
ready  to  blind  him  with  her  hands,  or  strike  his 
head  down,  if  he  should  raise  it  wliile  the  secret 
step  was  crossing  to  the  door.  But  though  her 
glance  took,  sharp  cognizance  of  the  sleepeil,  it  was 
sharp  too  for  the  waking  man ;  and  when  he  touched 
her  hand  with  his,  and  in  spite  of  all  his  caution, 
made  a  chinking,  golden  sound,  it  was  as  bright 
and  greedy  as  a  raven's. 

The  daughter's  dark  gaze  followed  him  to  the 
door,  and  noted  well  how  pale  he  was,  and  bow  his 
hurried  tread  mdicated  that  the  least  delay  was  an 
insupportable  restramt  upon  him,  and  how  he  was 
burning  to  be  active  and  away.  As  he  closed  the 
door  behind  him,  she  looked  round  at  her  mother. 
The  old  woman  trotted  to  her ;  opened  her  hand  to 
show  what  was  within;  and,  tightly  closing  it 
again  in  her  jealousy  and  avarice,  whispered : 

•*  What  will  he  do.  Ally  r» 

**  Mischief,'*  said  the  daughter. 

**  Murder  7"  asked  the  old  woman. 

**  He  *s  a  madman,  in  his  wonnded  pride,  and 
may  do  that,  for  anything  we  can  say,  or  he 
either." 

Her  glance  was  brighter  than  her  mother's,  and 
the  fire  that  shone  in  it  was  fiercer ;  but  her  ftee 
was  colourless,  even  to  her  lips. 

They  said  no  more,  but  sat  apart :  tlie  mother 
communing  with  her  money ;  the  daughter  with 
her  thoughts ;  the  glance  of  each,  shining  in  the 
gloom  of  the  foebly-lighted  room.  Rob  slept  and 
snored.  The  disregarded  parrot  only  was  in  action. 
It  twisted  and  pulled  at  the  wires  of  its  cage,  with 
its  crooked  beak,  and  crawled  up  to  the  dome,  and 
along  its  roof  like  a  fly,  and  down  again  head  fbre- 
most,  and  shook,  and  bit,  and  rattled  at  every 
slender  bar,  as  if  it  knew  its  master's  danger,  and 
was  wild  to  force  a  passage  out,  and  fly  away  to 
warn  him  of  it 


CHAPTER  LIII. 


MORE  INTELLIGENCE. 


'hfo.t  Were  two  of  the  traitor's  own  blood— his 
renounced  brother  and  sister— on  whom  the  weifl^t 
of  his  guilt  rested  almost  more  heavily,  at  tms 
time,  than  on  the  man  whom  he  had  so  deeply  in- 
jured. Prying  and  tormenting  as  the  world  was, 
It  did  Mr.  Uombey  the  service  of  nerving  him  to 
"^n'suit  and  revenge.  It  roused  his  passion,  stung 
pride,  twistod  the  one  idea  of  his  life  into  a  new 


shape,  and  made  some  gratificatiba  of  hit  wrath 
the  object  into  which  his  whole  intellectual  exist 
ence  resolved  itself.  All  the  stubbornness  and  im< 
placability  of  his  nature,  all  its  hard  inapenetriM 
quality,  all  its  gloom  and  moroseness,  all  its  ettf 
gerated  sense  of  personal  importance,  all  its  jealdMi 
disposition  to  resent  the  least  flaw  in  th«  wnjila  f» 
cognition  of  his  importance  by  others  mt  thm  VM 


DOMBEY  AND  SON. 


97J 


like  many  streams  united  into  one,  and  bora  hitn 
on  upon  their  tide.  The  roo^t  impetuouiily  pfe.s- 
tionaie  and  Tiolently  impulsive  of  mankind  wonld 
have  been  a  milder  enemy  to  encounter  than  the 
solkn  Mr.  Dora  bey  wrought  to  this.  A  wild  beast 
woald  have  been  easier  turned  or  soothed  than  the 
gra?e  gentleman  without  a  wrinkle  in  his  starched 
cravat 

Bat  the  very  intensity  of  his  purpose  became  aU 
most  a  substitute  for  action  in  it.  While  he  was 
yet  oninformed  of  the  traitor's  retreat,  it  served  to 
divert  his  mind  from  his  own  calamity,  and  to  en. 
tertaln  it  with  another  prospect  The  brother  and 
sister  of  his  false  favourite  had  no  such  relief; 
everything  in  their  history,  past  and  present,  gave 
iiis  (ielinqueney  a  more  afflicting  meaning  to  them. 
The  sister  may  have  sometimes  sadly  thought 
that  if  she  had  remained  with  him,  the  companion 
and  friend  she  had  been  once,  he  might  have 
escaped  the  crime  into  which  he  had  fallen.  If  she 
«ver  thought  so,  it  was  still  without  regret  for  what 
she  had  done,  without  the  least  doubt  of  her  duty, 
without  any  pricing  or  enhancing  of  her  selUde- 
vottoo.  But  when  this  possibility  presented  itself 
to  the  erring  and  repentant  brother,  as  it  sometimes 
did,  it  smote  upon  his  heart  with  such  a  keen,  re- 
proachful  touch,  as  he  could  hardly  bear.  No  idea 
of  retort  upon  his  cruel  brother,  came  into  his 
mind.  New  accusation  of  himself,  fresh  inward 
Jamentings  over  his  own  unworthiness,  and  the 
rain  in  which  it  was  at  once  his  consolation  and 
bis  self-reproach  tiiat  he  did  not  stand  alone,  were 
the  sole  kind  of  reflection:*  to  which  the  discovery 
gave  rise  in  him. 

It  was  on  the  very  same  day  whose  evening  set 
npoa  £he  lust  cnapter,  and  when  Mr.  Dombey's 
world  was  busiest  with  the  elopement  of  his  wife, 
that  the  window  of  the  room  in  which  the  brother 
and  sister  aat  at  their  early  breakfast,  was  darken, 
ed  by  the  unexpected  shadow  of  a  man  coming  to 
the  little  porch:  which  man  wajs  Perch  the  Mes. 
senger. 

^  1  've  stepped  over  from  Ball's  Pond  at  a  early 
boor,"  said  Mr.  Perob,  confidentially  looking  in  at 
the  room  door,  and  stopping  on  the  mat  to  wipe  his 
shoes  all  round,  which  had  no  mud  upon  them, 
*  agreeable  to  my  instructions  last  night  They 
was,  to  be  sure  and  bring  a  n(^  to  you,  Mr.  Carker, 
faefbre  you  went  out  in  the  morning.  I  slioald 
have  been  here  a  good  hour  and  a  half  a^^o,"  said 
Mr.  Perch,  meekly,  "*  but  for  the  state  of  health  of 
Mrs.  P.,  who  I  thought  I  should  have  lost  in  the 
sight,  I  do  assure  you,  five  distinct  times." 
**  Is  your  wife  so  ill  ?"  asked  Harriet 
**  Why,  you  see,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  first  turning 
f ouod  to  shut  the  door  carefully,  **  she  takes  what 
baa  happened  in  oar  House  so  much  to  heart.  Miss. 
Her  nerves  is  so  very  delicate  you  see,  and  soon 
■netmng !  Not  but  what  tlie  strongest  nerves  had 
good  need  to  be  shook,  I  'm  sure.  You  feel  it  very 
imeh  yoorself;  no  doubts." 

Harriet  repressed  a  sigh,  and  glanced  at  her 
brother. 

**  I  *m  sore  I  feel  it  myself,  in  my  humble  way," 
Mr.  Perch  went  on  to  say,  with  a  shake  of  his 
head,  **  in  a  manner  I  couldn't  have  believed  if  I 
hadn't  been  called  upon  to  undergo.  It  has  almost 
the  efieel  of  drink  upon  me.  I  literally  feeb  every 
morming  as  if  I  had  been  taking  more  than  was 
good  for  me  over.night" 
Mr,  Perch's  appearance  corroborated  this  recital 


of  his  symptoms.  There  was  an  dr  of  feverish 
lassitude  about  it,  that  seemed  retierable  to  drams  | 
and  which,  in  fact,  might  nq  doubt  have  been  traced 
to  those  numerous  discoveries  of  himself  in  the 
bars  of  pubUc.houses,  being  treated  and  questioned^ 
which  he  was  in  the  daily  habit  of  making. 

*"  Therefore  I  can  jodg^,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  sbak. 
ing  his  head  again,  and  speaking  in  a  silvery 
murmur,  **of  the  feelings  of  such  as  is  at  all  pecu* 
liarly  sitiwated  in  this  most  painful  rewelation." 

llere  Mr.  Perch  waited  to  be  confided  in ;  and 
receiving  no  confidence,  coughed  behind  his  hand 
This  leading  to  nothing,  he  coughed  behind  hia 
hat ;  and  that  leading  to  nothing,  he  put  his  hat  oo 
tlie  ground  and  sought  in  his  breast  pocket  for  the 
leUer. 

**  If  I  rightly  reeoUect,  there  was  no  answer,** 
said  Mr.  Perch,  with  an  affiible  smile ;  **  but  per- 
haps you  '11  be  so  good  as  cast  your  eye  over  it, 
Sir." 

John  Carker  broke  the  seal,  'which  was  Mr. 
Dombey's,  and  possessing  himself  of  the  contents, 
w^ich  were  very  brief;  replied,  "  No.  No  answer 
is  expected." 

**  Then  I  shall  wish  you  good  morning,  Miss," 
said  Perch,  taking  a  step  toward  the  door,  **  and 
hoping,  I'm  sure,  that  you '11  not  permit  yourself 
to  be  more  reduced  in  mind  than  you  can  help,  by 
the  late  painful  rewelation.  The  Papers,"  said 
Mr.  Perch,  taking  two  steps  back  again,  and  com. 
prehensively  addressing  both  the  brother  and  sister 
in  a  whisper  of  increased  mystery,  **  is  more  eager 
for  news  of  it  tlian  you  'd  suppose  possible.  One 
of  the  Sunday  ones,  in  a  blue  cloak  and  a  white 
hat,  that  had  previously  offered  for  to  bribe  me  — 
need  I  say  with  what  success  7 — was  dodging  about 
our  court  last  night  as  Ute  as  twenty  minutes  after 
eight  o'clock.  I  see  him,  myself^  with  his  eye  at 
the  counting-house  keyhole,  which  being  patent  is 
impervious.  Another  one,"  said  Mr.  Perch,  ^  with 
milintary  frogs,  is  in  the  parlour  of  the  King's 
Arms  all  the  blessed  day.  I  happened,  last  week, 
to  let  a  little  obserwation  fall  there,  and  next  morn, 
ing,  which  was  Sunday,  I  see  it  worked  up  in  print, 
in  a  most  surprising  manner." 

Mr.  Perch  resorted  to  his  breast  pocket,  as  if  to 
produce  the  paragraph,  but  receiving  no  encourage* 
ment,  pulled  out  his  beaver  gloves,  picked  up  his 
hat,  and  took  his  leave;  and  before  it  was  high 
noon,  Mr.  Perch  had  related  to  several  select 
audiences  at  the  King's  Am^  and  elsewhere,  how 
Miss  Carker,  bursting  into  tears,  had  caught  him 
by  both  hands,  and  siwd,  **  Oh  I  dear  dear  Perch, 
the  sight  of  you  is  all  the  comfort  I  have  left!"  and 
how  Mr.  John  Carker  had  said,  in  an  awful  voice, 
**  Perch,  I  disown  him.  Never  let  9ie  hear  him 
mentioned  as  a  brother  more !" 

^Dear  John,"  said  Harriet,  when  they  were  lefl 
alone,  and  had  remuined  silent  for  some  few  mo- 
ments.    **  Therft  are  bad  tidings  in  that  letter." 

**  Yes.  But  nothing  unexpected,"  he  replied. 
**  I  saw  the  writer  yesterday.^' 

•♦The  writer  7" 

**  Mr.  Dombey.  He  passed  twice  through  the 
oounting.hoose  while  I  was  there.  I  had  been 
able  to  avoid  him  before,  but  of  course  could  not 
hope  to  do  that  long.  I  know  how  natural  it  was 
that  he  should  regard  my  presence  as  sometliing 
offBnsive ;  I  felt  it  must  be  so,  mysel£" 

"*  He  did  not  say  so  7" 

**  No :  he  said  nothing :  but  I  saw  that  his  glanoo 
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rested  on  me  for  a  moment,  and  I  was  prepared  fbr 
wbat'wonld  happen — for  what  hat  happened.  I 
am  dismissed  1** 

She  looked  as  little  shocked  and  as  hopeful  as  she 
could,  bat  it  was  distressing  news,  for  many  rea- 
■ons. 

**  *  I  need  not  tell  you,* "  said  John  Carker,  read- 
ing the  letter,  **  *  why  your  name  would  henceforth 
have  an  unnatural  sound,  in  however  remote  a 
connexion  with  .mine,  or  why  the  daily  sight  of  any 
one  who  bears  it,  would  be  unendurable  to  me.  I 
have  to  notify  the  cessation  of  all  engagements  be- 
tween us,  from  this  date,  and  to  request  that  no 
renewal  of  any  communication  with  me,  or  my  es- 
tablishment, ho  ever  attempted  by  you.*— Enclosed, 
is  an  equivalent  in  money  to  a  generously  long 
Notice,  and  this  is  my  discharge.  Heaven  knows, 
•Harriet,  it  is  a  lenient  and  considerate  one,  when 
we  remember  all !" 

**  If  it  be  lenient  and  considerate  to  punish  yon 
at  all,  John,  for  tlie  misdeed  of  another,**  she  re- 
plied gently,  **  yes.** 

**  We  have  been  an  ill-omened  race  to  him,'*  said 
John  Carker.  **He  has  reason  to  shrink  from  the 
soend  of  our  name,  and  to  think  that  tiiere  is  some- 
thing cursed  and  wicked  in  our  blood.  I  should 
almost  think  it  too,  Harriet,  but  for  you.** 

**  Brother,  don*t  speak  like  this.  If  you  have 
any  special  reason,  as  yon  say  you  have,  and  think 
you  have — though  I  say.  No  1 — ^to  love  me,  spare 
me  the  hearing  of  such  wild  mad  words!*' 

He  covered  his  face  with  both  his  hands;  but 
Boon  permitted  her,  coming  near  him,  to  take  one 
in  her  own. 

**  Afler  BO  many  years,  this  parting  is  a  melan- 
dioly  thing,  I  know,**  said  his  sister,  **and  the 
cause  of  it  is  dreadful  to  us  both.  We  have  to  live, 
too,  and  must  look  about  us  for  the  means.  Well, 
well !  We  can  do  so,  undismayed.  It  is  our  pride, 
not  our  trouble,  to  strive,  John,  and  to  strive  toge- 
ther.'* 

A  smile  pkyed  on  her  lips,  as  she  kissed  his 
cheek,  and  entreated  him  to  be  of  good  cheer. 
^  **  Oh,  dearest  sister !  Tied,  of  your  own  noble 
will,  to  a  ruined  man  !  whose  reputation  is  blight- 
ed;  who  has  no  friend  himself,  and  has  driven 
every  friend  of  yours  away  !** 

**  John  !**  she  laid  her  hand  hastily  apon  his  lips, 
**for  my  sake !  In  remembrance  of  our  long  com- 
panionship  !'*  He  was  silent.  **  Now,  let  me  tell 
yon,  dear,**  quietly  sitting  by  his  side.  **  I  have, 
as  you  have,  expected  this ;  and  when  I  have  been 
thinking  o(  it,  and  fearing^  that  it  wonld  happen, 
and  preparing  myself  for  it,  as  well  as  I  conld,  I 
have  resolved  to  tell  you,  if  it  should  be  so,  that  I 
have  kept  a»socret  from  you,  and  that  we  have  a 
fViend." 

^  What  is  our  friend's  name,  Harriet  ?**  he  an- 
swered, with  a  sorrowful  smile. 

**  Indeed  I  don*t  know,  but  he  once  made  a  very 
•arnest  protestation  to  me  of  his  friendship  and  his 
wish  to  serve  us :  and  to  this  day  I  believe  him.** 

"  Harriet  !**  exclaimed  her  wondering  brother, 
*•  where  does  this  friend  live  ?" 

**  Neither  do  I  know  that,**  she  returned.    **  But 

be  knows  us  both,  and  our  history«-all  our  little 

history,  John.    That  is  the  reason  why,  at  his  own 

suggestion,  I  have  kept  the  secret  of  his  coming 

^  here,  from  you,  lest  his  acquaintance  with  it  should 

rress  you.*' 

Here !    Has  he  been  here,  Harriet  ?** 


**  Here,  in  this  room.    Once." 

»  What  kind  of  man  7" 

**Not  young,  *  Grey-headed,'  as  he  said,  'and 
fast  growing  greyer.*  But  generous,  and  frank* 
and  good,  I  am  sure." 

**  And  only  seen  once,  Harriet  ?" 

**  In  this  room  only  once,"  said  his  sister,  wHh 
the  slightest  and  most  transient  glow  upon  het 
obeek ;  "  but,  when  here,  he  entreated  me  to  suffer 
him  to  see  me  once  a  week  as  he  passed  by,  in  to* 
ken  of  our  being  well,  and  continuing  to  need  no- 
thing at  his  hands.  For  I  told  him,  when  be  prof* 
fered  us  any  service  he  could  render— which  waa 
the  object  of  his  visit — that  we  needed  nothing.** 

••  And  once  a  week .** 

**Once  every  week  since  then,  and  always  oft 
the  same  day,  and  at  the  same  hour,  he  has  gone 
past;  always  on  foot;  always  going  in  the  same 
direction  —  towards  London;  and  never  pauaing 
longer  than  to  bow  to  me,  and  wave  his  hand  oheer- 
fully,  as  a  kind  guardian  might  He  made  thai 
promise  when  he  proposed  these  curious  intervietra, 
and  has  kept  it  so  faithfully  and  pleasantly,  that  if 
I  ever  felt  any  trifling  uneasiness  about  them  in 
the  beginning  (which  I  don't  think  I  did,  John;  hia 
manner  was  so  plain  and  true)  it  very  i 
ed,  and  lefl  me  quite  glad  when  the  day  was 
ing.  Last  Monday — the  first  since  this  terrible 
event— he  did  not  go  by;  and  I  have  wondorsd 
whether. his  absence  can  .have  been  in  anj  way 
connected  with  what  has  happened." 

**  How  ?'*  inquired  her  brother. 

^  I  don*t  know  how.  I  have  only  speculated  oa 
the  coincidence ;  I  have  not  tried  to  account  for  it 
I  feel  sure  he  will  return.  When  be  doen,  deai 
John,  let  me  tell  him  that  I  have  at  last  spoken  ft 
you,  and  let  me  bring  yon  together.  He  will  oer. 
tainly  help  us  to  a  new  livelihood.  His  entna^ 
was  that  he  might  do  something  to  smooth  my  lih 
and  yours ;  and  I  gave  him  my  promise  that  if  wi 
ever  wsnted  a  friend,  I  would  remember  him 
Then,  his  name  was  to  be  no  secret" 

*"  Harriet,"  said  her  brother,  who  had  lUtenec 
with  dose  attention,  "  describe  tliis  gentteman  u 
me.  I  surely  ought  to  know  one  who  knows  bm 
so  well.'* 

His  sister  painted,  aa  vividly  as  she  oonld^  th 
features,  stature,  and  dress  of  her  visitor ;  but  J«>fai 
Carker,  either  from  bavins  no  knowledge  of  th 
original,  or  from  some  fault  in  her  desoripCion,  o 
from  some  abstraction  of  his  thoughts,  as  he  walke 
to  and  fro,  pondering,  could  not  reoognise  the  poi 
trait  she  preseiited  to  him. 

However,  it  was  agreed  between  thana  that  h 
should  see  the  original  when  he  next 
This  concluded,  the  sister  applied 
less  anxious  breast,  to  her  domestic  < 
and  the  grey-haired  man,  late  Junior  of  Dooabey^ 
devoted  the  first  day  of  his  unwonted  Ubetty  I 
working  in  the  garden. 

It  was  quite  late  at  night,  and  the  braUier  wi 
reading  aloud  while  the  sister  plied  her  needl 
when  they  were  interrupted  by  a  knockin|p  «t  t| 
door.  In  the  atmoaphere  of  vague  anxiety  an 
dread  that  lowered  about  them  in  oonnectioQ  19 U 
their  fugitive  brother,  tliis  sound,  unusue]  tha« 
became  almost  alarming.  The  brother  ^oing*  t 
th^  door,  the  sister  sat  and  listened  timidly.  8oa 
one  spoke  to  him,  and  he  replied,  and  saeoaed  an 
prised;  and  after  a  few  words,  the  two  ap|Ho««^ 
together. 
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**  Harriet,**  ekid  her  brother,  lighting  fn  their  late 
bitofr,  and  speaking  in  a  low  voice,  **  Mr.  Morfin 
-the  rentleman  bo  long  in  Dombey'a  house  with 
ames.^ 

His  sister  started  hack,  as  if  a  ghost  had  enter- 
d.  In  the  doorway  stood  the  unknown  friend, 
rith  the  dark  hair  sprinkled  with  grey,  the  ruddy 
loe,  the  broad  clear  brow,  and  haxel  eyes,  whose 
Bcret  she  had  kept  so  long  I 

"Johnr  she  said,  half  breathless.  "It  is  the 
gentleman  I  told  you  of,  to-day !" 

**  The  gentleman,  Miss  Harriet,**  said  the  visitor, 
oniing  in  —  for  he  had  stopped  a  moinent  in  the 
ioorway;  *^\b  greatly  relieved  to  hear  you  say 
hat :  he  has  been  deTising  ways  and  means,  all 
he  way  here,  of  explaining  himself,  and  has  been 
atisfied  with  none.  Mr.  John,  I  am  not  quite  a 
tranger  here.  You  were  stricken  with  astcnish- 
nent  when  you  saw  me  at  your  door  just  now.  I 
ibserve  you  are  more  astonished  at  present.  Well ! 
[*hat  's  reasonable  enough  under  existing  circom. 
tances.  If  we  were  not  such  creatures  of  hnbit 
«  we  are,  we  shouldnH  have  reason  to  be  astonish- 
id  half  so  often.** 

By  this  time,  he  had  greeted  Harriet  with  that 
igreeable  mingling  of  cordiality  and  respect  which 
he  recollected  so  well,  and  had  sat  down  near  her, 
(ulled  off  his  gloves,  and- thrown  them  into  bis  hat 
ipon  the  table. 

•*  There  *s  nothing  astonishing,**  he  said,  "  in  my 
laving  conceived  a  desire  to  see  ^our  sister,  Mr. 
fobn,  or  in  my  having  gratified  it  m  my  own  way. 
U  to  the  regularity  of  my  visits  since  (which  soe 
nay  have  mentioned  to  you),  there  is  nothing  eii- 
raordinary  in  that.  They  soon  grew  into  a  habit ; 
md  we  are  creatures  of  habit— creatures  of  habit  !'* 

Putting  his  hands  into  his  pockets,  and  leaning 
lack  in  his  chair,  he  looked  at  the  brother  and  sis. 
er  as  if  it  were  interesting  to  him  to  see  them  to- 
gether ;  and  went  on  to  say,  with  a  kind  of  irrita- 
»le  thonghtiulness : 

**  It*s  this  same  habit  that  confirms  some  of  us, 
vho  are  capable  of  better  things,  in  Lucifer*s  own 
»ride  and  stubbornness — that  confirms  and  deepens 
ithers  of  us  in  villainy— more  of  us  in  indifference 
—that  hardens  us,  from  day  to  day,  according  to 
he  temper  of  our  clay,  like  images,  and  loaves  us 
Ls  susceptible  as  images  to  new  impressions  and 
convictions.  You  aball  judge  of  its  influence  on 
ue,  John.  For  more  years  than  I  need  name,  I 
lad  my  small,  and  exactly-defined  share,  in  the 
nanagement  of  Dombey*s  house,  and  saw  your 
irotber  (who  has  proved  himself  a  scoundrel! 
ifour  sister  will  forgive  my  being  obliged  to  men- 
ioD  it)  extending  and  extending  his  influence,  un. 
al  the  business  and  its  owner  were  his  football ; 
md  saw  vou  toiling  at  your  obscure  desk  every 
lay ;  and  was  quite  content  to  be  as  little  troubled 
m  I  might  be,  out  of  my  own  strip  of  daty,  and  to 
et  everything  about  me  go  on,  day  by  day,  un- 
[ueetioned,  like  a  great  machine  —  that  wus  its 
labit  and  mine  —  and  to  take  it  all  for  granted, 
ind  consider  it  all  right.  My  Wednesday  nights 
mme  regularly  round,  our  quartette  parties  came 
egularly  ofi^  my  violoncello  was  in  good  tune,  and 
here  was  nothing  wrong  in  my  world — or,  if  any- 
hing,  not  muoh«-H>r  little  or  much,  it  was  no  affair 
»f  mine.** 

«*  I  can  answer  for  your  being  more  respected  and 
leloved  during  all  that  time  than  anybody  in  the 
Eiouae.  Sir.**  said  John  Garker. 


say,**  returned  the  other,  **  a  habit  I  had.  Tt  suited 
the  Manager :  it  suited  the  man  he  managed :  it 
suited  me  best  of  all.  I  did  what  was  allotted 
to  me  to  do,  made  no  court  to  either  of  them,  and 
was  glad  to  occopy  a  station  in  which  none  was 
required.  So  I  should  have  gone  on  till  now,  but 
that  mv  room  had  a  thin  wall.  You  can  tell  your 
sister  that  it  was  divided  from  the  Manager*s  room 
by  a  wainscot  partition.*' 

*»Thcy  were  adjoining  rooms;  had  been  one, 
perhaps,  originally;  and  were  separated,  as  Mr« 
Morfin  says,*'  said  her  brother,  looking  back  to 
him  for  the  resumption  of  his  explanation. 

**I  have  whistled,  hummed  tunes,  gone  acea« 
rateiy  through  the  whole  of  BeeUioven*s  Sonata  in 
B,  to  let  him  know  that  I  was  within  hearing,** 
said  Mr.  Morfin ;  **  but  lie  never  heeded  me.  It 
happened  seldom  enough  that  I  was  within  hearing 
of  anything  of  a  private  nature,  certainly.  But 
when  I  was,  and  eettI4n*t  otherwise  avoid  knowing 
sometinng  of  it,  I  walked  out  I  walked  out  once, 
John,  during  a  conversation  between  two  brothers, 
to  which,  in  the  beginning,  young  Walter  Gay  was 
«  party.  But  I  overheard  some  of  it  before  I  lefl 
tlie  room.  You  remember  it  sufficiently,  perhaps^ 
to  tell  your  sister  what  its  nature  was  V* 

**  It  referred,  Harriet,**  said  her  brother,  in  a  low 
voice,  **to  the  past,  and  to  our  relative  positions  ia 
the  House.** 

"  Its  matter  was  not  new  to  me,  but  was  pre* 
sented  in  a  new  aspect.  It  shook  me  in  my  habit 
-^the  habit  of  nine-tenths  of  the  world  —  of  be- 
lieving  that  all  was  right  about  me,  because  I  waf 
used  to  it,'*  said  their  visitor ;  **•  and  induced  me  te 
reeal  the  history  of  the  two  brothers,  and  to  ponder 
on  it  I  think  it  was  almost  the  first  time  in  my 
life  when  I  (ell  into  this  train  of  reflection  —  how 
will  many  things  that  are  familiar,  and  quite  maU 
ters  of  course  to  us  now,  look,  when  we  come  to 
see  them  fVom  that  new  and  distant  point  of  view 
which  we  must  all  take  up,  one  day  or  other  ?  I 
was  something  less  good-matured,  as  the  phrase 
goes,  after  that  morning,  less  easy  and  complacent 
altogether.** 

He  sat  for  a  minute  or  so,  drumming  with  one 
hand  on  the  table ;  and  resumed  in  a  hurry,  as  if 
he  were  anxious  to  get  rid  of  his  confession. 

^  Before  I  knew  what  to  do,  or  whether  I  could 
do  anything,  there  was  a  second  conversation  be* 
tween  the  same  two  brothers,  in  which  their  sister 
was  mentioned.  I  had  no  scruples  of  conscience 
in  suffering  all  the  waifs  and  strays  of  that  ooUb 
versation  to  float  to  me  as  freely  as  they  would.  I 
considered  them  mine  by  right.  After  that,  I  came 
here  to  see  the  sister  for  myself.  The  first  time  I 
stopped  at  the  garden  gate,  I  made  a  pretext  of 
inquiring  into  the  character  of  a  poor  neighbour ; 
but  I  wandered  out  of  that  tract,  and  I  think  Misa 
Harriet  mistrusted  me.  I'he  second  time  I  asked 
leave  to  come  in :  came  in ;  and  said  what  I  wished 
lo  say.  Your  sister  showed  me  reasons  which  I 
dared  not  dispute,  for  receiving  no  assistance  from 
me  then ;  but  I  established  a  means  of  communi- 
cation between  us,  which  remained  unbroken  until 
within  these  few  days,  when  I  was  prevented,  by 
important  matters  that  have  lately  devolved  upon 
me,  from  maintaining  them.** 

**How  little  I  have  suspeoted  this,**  said  John 
Carker,  "  when  I  have  seen  you  evMj  day.  Sir !  If 
Harriet  could  have  guessed  vpur  nfti|i6r— **.. 

« Whv-  tA  i«ll  »m.  «t      I    n  .1  ■    Mi  ■■■  ■  ■■* 
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donH  know  that  the  first  might  have  heen  bindinsr 
alone ;  but  one  has  no  business  to  take  credit  for 
good  intentions,  and  I  made  up  my  mind,  at  oil  events, 
not  to  disclotiie  myself  until  I  should  be  able  to  do 
you  some  real  service  or  other.  My  second  reason 
was,  that  I  always  hoped  there  might  be  some  lin. 
gering  possibility  of  ^our  brother's  relenting  to* 
wards  you  both;  and  m  that  case,  I  felt  that  where 
there  was  the  chance  of  a  man  of  his  suspicious, 
watchful  character,  discovering  that  you  had  been 
secretly  befriended  by  me,  there  was  the  chance  of 
a  new  and  fatal  cause  of  division.  I  resolved,  to  be 
sure,  at  the  risk  of  turning  his  displeasure  against 
myself — which  would  huve  been  no  matter — to 
watch  my  opportunity  of  serving  you  witii  Uie  head 
of  the  House ;  but  the  distractions  of  deatli,  court- 
ship, marriage,  and  domestic  anhappiness,  have  led 
us  no  head  but  your  brother  for  this  long,  long  time. 
And  it  would  have  been  better  for  us,**  said  the 
visitor,  dropping  his  voicoi  **  to  have  been  a  lileless 
trunk." 

He  seemed  conscious  that  these  Utter  words  had 
escaped  him  against  his  will,  and,  stretching  out  a 
hand  to  the  brother,  and  a  hand  to  the  sister,  con- 
tinued : 

**  All  I  could  desire  to  say,  and  more,  I  have  now 
said.    All  I  mean  goes  beyond  words,  as  I  hope 

50U  understand  and  believe.  The  time  has  .come, 
ohn — though  most  unfortunately  and  unhappily 
come<»when  I  may  help  you  without  iuterfering 
with  that  redeeming  struggle,  which  has  lasted 
til  rough  so  many  ycajs ;  vince  you  were  discharged 
'from  it  to-diiy  by  no  act  of  your  own.  It  is  late ; 
I  need  say  no  more  to-night  You  will  guard  the 
treasure  you  have  here,  without  advice  or  reminder 
from  me.*' 

With  these  words  he  rose  to  go. 

"  But  go  you  first,  John,**  he  said  good-humour- 
cdly,  "  with  a  light,  without  saying  what  you  want 
to  say,  whatever  that  may  be  ;*'  John  Carkei's  heart 
was  full,  and  he  would  have  relieved  it  in  speech,  if 
he  could ;  **  and  let  me  have  a  word  with  your  sister. 
We  have  talked  alone  before,  and  in  this  room  too ; 
though  it  looks  more  natural  with  you  here.** 

Following  hiin  out  with  hk  eyes,  he  turned 
kindly  to  Harriet,  and  said  in  a  lower  voice,  and 
with  an  altered  and  graver  manner : 

"  You  wish  to  ask  me  aometliiog  of  the  man 
whose  sister  it  is  your  misfortune  to  be.** 

''  I  dread  to  ask,**  said  Harriet. 

^  You  have  looked  so  eamestlv  at  me  more  than 
once,**  rejoined  the  visitor,  **that  I  think  I  can 
divine  your  question.  Has  he  taken  money  ?  Is 
it  that?** 

"  Yes.'* 

"  He  has  noL** 

**  I  thank  heaven  !**  said  Harriet.  *«For  the  sake 
of  Jnbn.*' 

**  'J'hat  he  has  abused  bis  trust  in  many  ways,** 
said  Mr.  Morfin :  **  thut  he  has  oftencr  dealt  and 
speculated  to  advantage  tor  himself,  than  for  the 
House  he  represented ;  th&t  he  has  led  the  House 
on,  to  prodigious  ventures,  often  resulting  in  enor- 
mous  losses:  thut  he  has  slways  pampered  the 
vanity  and  ambition  of  his  employer,  when  it  was 
his  duty  to  have  held  them  in  check,  and  shown,  as 
it  was  in  his  piiwer  to  do,  to  what  they  tended  here 
and  there ;  will  not  perhaps  surprise  you  now.  Un- 
dertakings  have  been  entered  on,  to  swell  the  repu- 
fation  of  the  Hou:<e  for  vast  resources,  and  to  ex. 
Libit  it  in  magni6ceut  contrast  to  other  merchants* 


houses,  of  which  it  requires  a  steady  head  to  coi 
template  the  possibly — a  few  disastrous  changes  4: 
affairs  might  render  them  the  probably — ^ruiooi 
consequences.  In  the  midst  of  the  many  transa^ 
tions  of  the  House,  in  most  parts  of  the  world : 
ffreat  labyrinth  of  which  only  he  has  held  the  clu< 
he  has  had  the  opportunity,  and  he  seems  'to  hui 
used  it,  of  keeping  the  various  results  afloat,  whc 
ascertained,  and  substituting  estimates  and  gene 
alities  fur  facts.  But  ktterly — you  follow  oie.  Mi 
Harriet?" 

"Perfectly,  perfectly,"  she  answered,  with  h 
frightened  hoe  fixed  on  his,  **Pray  tell  mo  1 
tlje  worst  at  once.** 

"  Latterly,  he  appears  to  have  devoted  the  greate 
pains  to  making  these  results  to  plain  and  cles 
that  reference  to  the  private  books  enables  one  1 
grasp  Uiem,  numerous  and  varving  as  they  ai 
with  extraordinary  ease.  As  if  he  had  resolved 
show  his  employer  at  one  broad  view  what  ha«  bei 
brought  upon  him  by  ministration  to  his  ruling  pa 
sion  !  That  it  has  been  his  constant  practice  1 
minister  to  that  passion  basely,  and  to  flatter 
corruptly,  is  indubitable.  In  that,  his  criminalit 
as  it  is  connected  with  the  affairs  of  the  Houf 
chiefly  consists.** 

**  One  other  word  before  you  leave  me,  dear  Sir 
said  Harriet     **  There  is  no  danger  in  all  this?*' 

**How  danger  7*'  he  returned,  with  a  little  hes 
tation. 

•*  To  the  credit  of  the  House  ?** 

**  I  cannot  help  answering  you  plainly,  and  tras 
ing  you  completely,**  said  Mr.  Morfin,  after  a  na 
ment's  survey  of  her  face. 

"  You  may.     Indeed  you  may !" 

^  I  am  sure  I  may.  Danger  to  the  House 
credit  7  No ;  none.  There  may  be  difficulty,  greau 
or  loss  difficulty,  but  no  danger,  unless — unless,  u 
deed — the  head  of  the  House,  unable  to  bring  h 
mind  to  the  reduction  of  its  enterprises,  and  pos 
tively  refutiing  to  b<^lieve  thut  it  ia,  or  can  be,  in  aa 
posKion  but  the  position  in  which  he  has  alwaj 
represented  it  to  himself,  should  urge  it  beyond  ii 
strength.    Then  it  would  totter." 

"•  But  there  is  no  apprehension  of  that  7**  au 
Harriet 

**  There  shall  be  no  half-confidence,**  he  replie 
shaking  her  hand,  **  between  us.  ^  Mr.  Dombey 
unapproachable  by  any  one,  and  his  state  of  mil 
is  haughty,  rash,  unreasonable,  and  ungovernah 
now.  But  he  is  disturbed  and  agitated  now  beyon 
all  common  bounds,  and  it  may  pass.  Yon  no 
know  all,  both  worst  and  best  No  more  UMiigfa 
and  good  night  !** 

With  that  he  kissed  her  hand,  and  passing  out  1 
the  door  where  her  brother  stood  awaiting  his  oou 
ing,  put  him  cheerfully  aside  when  he  essayed  t 
speak  ;  told  him  that  as  they  would  see  each  otb< 
soon  and  often,  he  might  speak  at  another  time,  i 
he  would,  but  there  was  no  leisure  for  it  then ;  an 
went  away  at  a  round  pace,  in  order  that  no  woi 
of  gratitude  might  follow  him. 

The  brother  and  sister  sat  conversing  by  tho  lir 
side,  until  it  was  almost  day;  made  slee^deaa  I 
this  glimpse  of  the  new  world  that  opened  befei 
them,  and  feeling  like  two  people  shipwrecked  loi 
ago,  upon  a  solitary  coast,  to  whom  a  ship  had  oon 
at  last^  when  they  were  old  in  resignation,  and  bi 
lost  all  thought  of  an^  other  home.  Bat  anotb 
and  different  kind  of  disquietude  kept  them  wakii 
too.    The  darkness  out  of  which  this   tight  hi 
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ken  on  them,  gaihered  around ;  and  the  shadow 
iheir  guilty  brother  was  in  the  house  where  hu 
;  had  never  trod. 

for  was  it  to  be  driven  oat,  nor  did  it  fiide  before 
sun.  Next  morning  it  was  there ;  at  noon;  at 
ht.  Darkest  and  most  diatinct  at  night,  as  is 
r  to  be  told. 

fohn  Carker  had  gone  out,  in  pursaance  of  a  letter 
appointment  from  their  triend,  and  Harriet  wus 
.  in  the  house  alone.  She  had  been  alonu,  some 
irs..  A  dull,  grave  evening,  and  a  deepening 
[light,  were  not  favourable  to  the  removal  of  the 
>ressioa  ou  her  spirita.  The  idea  of  this  brother, 
ig  unseen  and  onkoown,  flitted  about  her  in 
ghtful  shapes.  He  was  dead,  dying,  culling  to 
r,  staring  at  her,  frowning  on  her.  The  pictures 
her  mind  were  so  obtrusive  and  exact,  that  as  the 
■light  deepened,  she  dreaded  to  raise  her  head 
d  look  at  the  dark  corners  of  the  room,  lest  his 
aith,  the  offspring  of  her  excited  imagination, 
3uld  be  waiting  there  to  startle  her.  Once,  she 
d  such  a  fancy  of  his  beine  in  the  next  room, 
ding — thoagh  she  knew  quite  well  what  a  dis- 
npered  fancy  it  was,  and  had  no  belief  in  it — that 
e  forced  herself  to  go  there,  for  her  own  convic- 
»n.  But  in  vain.  The  room  resumed  its  shadowy 
rrors,  the  moment  she  left  it;  and  she  had  no 
ore  power  to  divest  herself  of  these  vague  impres* 
>ns  of  dread,  than  if  they  had  been  stone  giants, 
oted  in  the  solid  earth. 

It  was  almost  dark,  and  she  was  sitting  near  the 
indow,  with  her  head  upon  lier  hand,  looking 
wn,  when,  sensible  of  a  sudden  increase  in  the 
Dom  of  the  apartment,  she  raised  her  eyes,  and 
tered  an  involuntary  cry.  Close  to  the  |;lus8,  a 
Je  scared  faoe  gaxed  in ;  vacantly,  for  an  mstant, 
searching  for  an  object ;  then  the  eyes  rested  on 
rself,  and  lighted  np. 

'^Letiheinl  Let  me  in!  I  want  to  speak  to  you!** 
id  the  hand  rattled  on  the  glass. 
She  recognized  immediately  the  woman  with  the 
ng  dark  hair,  to  whom  she  had  jgiven  warmth, 
mI,  and  shelter,  one  wet  night  Natarally  afraid 
her,  remembering  her  violent  behaviour,  Harriet, 
treating  a  little  from  the  window,  stood  undecided 
id  alarmed. 

■*  Let  me  in !  Let  me  speak  to  you !  I  am  thank. 
1— quiet — humble — anything  you  tike.  But  let 
e  speak  to  you.'* 

The  vehement  manner  of  tb«  entreaty,  the  ear- 
set  expression  of  the  face,  the  trembling  of  the 
ro  hands  that  were  raised  imploringly,  a  certain 
ead  and  terror  in  the  voice  akin  to  her  own  con- 
tioa  at  the  moment,  prevailed  with  Harriet  She 
urtened  to  the  door  and  opened  it 
**  May  I  come  in,  or  shall  I  speak  here  ?**  said 
0  woman,  catching  at  her  hand. 
•*  What  is  it  that  you  want  7  What  is  it  Chat  you 
ive  to  say  ?*» 

••Not  much,  but  let  me  say  it  out,  or  I  shall  never 
ty  it  I  am  tempted  now  to  go  away.  There 
tern  to  be  hands  dragging  me  from  the  door. — 
et  me  come  in,  if  you  can  trust  me  for  this 
iceJ** 

Her  energy  apin  prevailed,  and  they  passed  into 
m  fire-light  of  the  little  kitchen,  where  she  had 
ifore  sat,  and  at^  and  dried  her  clothes. 
••Sit  there,**  said  Alice,  kneeling  down  beside 
ur,  ••  and  look  at  me.    You  remembei  me  7** 
-I  do.** 
••  You  remember  what  T  ti\\A  von  T  hn/I  }wuin  unA 


where  I  came  fh>m,  rag-ged  and  •  lame,  with  the 
fierce  wind  and  weather  beating  on  my  head  7** 

'•Yes.*' 

••  You  know,  how  I  came  back  that  night,  and 
threw  your  money  in  the  dirt,  and  carsed  you  and 
your  race.  Now,  see  me  here,  upon  my  knees.  Am 
I  less  earnest  now,  than  I  was  then  ?'* 

••  If  what  you  ask,**  said  Harriet,  gently,  ••  is  for- 
giveness— " 

"  But  it  *8  not !"  returned  the  other,  with  a  proud, 
fierce  look.  ••  What  I  ask  is,  to  be  believed.  Now 
you  shall  judge  if  I  am  worthy  of  belief,  both  as  I 
was,  and  as  I  am.** 

Still  upon  her  knees,  and  with  her  eyes  upcm  the 
fire,  and  the  fire  shining  on  her  ruined  beaoty  and 
her  wild  bluck  hair,  one  long  tress  of  which  she 
palled  over  her  shoulder,  and  wound  about  her 
hand,  and  thoughtfully  bit  and  tore  while  speaking, 
she  wont  on : 

*•  When  I  was  young  and  pretty,  and  this,** 
plucking  contemptuously  at  the  hair  she  held, 
*•  was  only  handled  delicately,  and  couldn't  be  ad^ 
mired  enough,  my  mother,  who  had  not  been  very 
mindftd  of  me  as  a  child,  found  out  my  merits,  and 
was  fond  of  me,  and  proud  of  me.  She  was  co- 
vetous and  poor,  and  thougiit  to  make  a  sort  of  pro- 
perty  of  me.  No  great  l^y  ever  thought  that  of  a 
daughter  yet,  I  *m  sure,  or  acted  as  if  she  did— it 's 
never  done,  we  all  know — and  tliat  shows  that  the 
only  inntances  of  mothers  bringing  up  their  daugh- 
ters wrong,  and  evil  coming  of  it,  are  among  such 
miserable  folks  as  us." 

Looking  at  the  fire,  as  if  she  were  forgetful,  for 
the  moment,  of  having  any  auditor,  she  continued 
in  a  dreamy  way,  as  she  wound  the  long  tress  of 
hair  tight  round  and  roum]  her  hand. 

••  What  came  of  that,  I  needn't  sa^.  Wretched 
marriages  don't  come  of  such  things,  m  our  degree ; 
only  wrctchednesi  and  ruin.  Wretchedness  and 
ruin  came  on  me — came  on  me." 

Raising  her  eyes  swiftly  from  their,  moody  gaze 
upon  tlie  fire,  to  Harriet's  fiioe,  she  said-* 

••  I  aip  wasting  time,  and  there  is  none  to  spare ; 
yet  if  I  hadn't  thought  of  all,  I  shouldn't  be  here 
now.  Wretchedness  and  ruin  came  on  me,  I  say. 
I  was  made  a  short-lived  toy,  and  flung  aside  more 
cruelly  and  carelessly  than  even  such  tilings  are. 
By  whose  hand  do  you  think  7" 

•*  Why  do  you  ask  me  ?'*  said  Harriet. 

••  Why  do  yon  tremble  7**  rejoined  Alice,  with  an 
eager  look.  '  ••  His  asage  made  a  Devil  of  me.  *  I 
sunk  in  wretchednesis  and  ruin,  lower  and  lower 
yet  I  was  concerned  in  a  robbery — in  every  part 
of  it  but  the  gains — and  was  found  out,  and  sent  to 
be  tried,  without  a  friend,  without  a  penny.  Though 
I  was  but  a  girl,  I  would  have  gone,  to  Death, 
sooner  than  ask  ^im  for  a  word,  if  a  word  of  his 
could  have  saved  me.  I  would!  To  any  death 
that  could  have  been  invented.  But  my  mother, 
covetous  always,  sent  to  him  in  my  name,  told  the 
true  story  of  my  case,  and  humbly  prayed  and  pe- 
titioned for  a  small  last  gift  —  for  not  so  many 
pounds  as  I  have  fingers  on  this  hand.  Who  was 
it  do  you  think,  who  snapped  his  fingers  at  me  in 
my  misery,  lying,  as  he  believed,  at  his  feet,  and 
left  me  without  even  this  poor  sign  of  remem- 
brance ;  well  satisfied  that  I  should  be  sent  abroad, 
beyond  the  reach  of  further  trouble  to  him,  and 
should  die,  and  rot  there  7  Who  was  this,  do  you 
think  7" 
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"  Why  do  you  tremble  ?•'  laid  Alice,  layings  her 
hand  upon  her  arm,  and  looking  in  her  face,  **  but 
that  the  answer  is  on  your  lips !  It  was  your  bro- 
ther James." 

Harriet  trembled  more  and  more,  but  did  not 
arert  her  eyes  from  the  eager  look  that  rested  on 
them. 

**  When  I  knew  you  were  his  sister — which  was 
on  that  night  —  I  came  back,  weary  and  lame,  to 
spurn  your  gift  I  felt  that  night  as  if  I  could  have 
travelled,  weary  and  lame,  over  the  whole  world,  to 
stab  him,  if  I  could  have  found  him  in  a  lonely 
place  with  no  one  near.  Do  you  believe  that  I  was 
earnest  in  all  that  ?*' 

**  I  do !  Good  Heaven,  why  are  .  you  come 
again?" 

**  Since  then,'*  said  Alice,  with  the  same  grasp 
of  her  arm,  and  the  same  look  in  her  face,  **  I  have 
seen  him !  I  have  followed  him  with  my  eyes,  in 
the  broad  day.  If  any  spark  of  my  resentment 
slumbered  in  my  bosom,  it  sprung  into  a  blaze 
when  my  eyes  rested  on  him.  You  know  he  has 
wronged  a  proud  man,  and  made  him  his  deadly 
enemy.  What  if  I  had  given  information  of  him 
to  that  man  ?" 

**  Information  !**  repeated  Harriet 

**  What  if  I  had  found  out  one  who  knew  your 
brother's  secret;  who  knew  the  manner  of  his 
flight;  who  knew  where  he  and  the  companion  of 
bis  flight  were  gone  ?  What  if  1  had  made  him 
utter  all  his  knowledge,  word  by  word,  before  this 
enemy,  conoealed  to  near  it?  What  if  I  had  sat 
by  at  the  time,  looking  into  this  enemy's  face,  and 
seeing  it  change  till  it  waa  scarcely  huroao  7  What 
if  I  bad  seen  him  rush  away,  mad,  in  pursuit  ? 
What  if  I  knew,  now,  that  he  was  on  his  road, 
more  fiend  than  man,  and  must,  in  so  many  hours, 
come  up  with  him  V* 

"Remove  your  hand!"  said  Harriet,  recoiling. 
"  Gro  away !     Your  touch  is  dreadful  to  me !" 

"  I  have  done  this,"  pursued  the  other,  with  her 
eager  look,  regardless  of  the  interruption.  **  Do  I 
speak  and  look  as  if  I  really  had  7  Do  you  be- 
lieve what  I  am  saying  7" 

^  I  fear  I  must.    Let  my  arm  go !" 


'*Not  yet  A  moment  more.  Yon  <mn  this 
what  my  revengeful  purpose  must  have  been,  i 
last  so  long,  and  urge  me  to  do  this  7" 

•*  Dreadful !"  said  Harriet 

••Then  when  you  see  me  now,"  said  Alic 
hoarsely,  "here  again,  kneeling  quietly  on  tl 
gfound,  with  my  touch  upon  your  arm,  with  n 
eyes  upon  your  face,  you  may  believe  that  there 
no  common  earnestness  in  what  I  say,  and  that  i 
common  struggle  has  been  battling  in  my  breai 
I  am  ashamed  to  speak  the  words,  but  I  relent 
despise  myself;  I  have  fought  with  myself  all  da 
and  all  last  night;  but  I  relent  towards  him  wit 
out  reason,  and  wish  to  repair  what  I  have  don 
if  it  is  possible.  I  wouldn't  have  tliem  oome  tog 
ther  while  his  pursuer  is  eo  blind,  and  headlong 
If  you  had  seen  him  as  he  went  out  laet  night,  yt 
would  know  the  danger  better." 

"  How  shall  it  be  prevented !  What  can  I  do 
cried  Harriet 

"  All  night  long,"  pursued  the  other,  burriedl 
"  I  had  dreams  of  him — and  yet  I  didn't  sleep — 
his  blood.    All  day,  I  have  had  him  near  me.** 

"What  can  I  do!"  said  Harriet,  ahudderiDg 
these  words* 

"  If  there  is  any  one  who  '11  write,  or  send,  or  i 
to  him,  let  tliem  lose  no  time.  He  is  at  Dijon.  J 
you  know  the  name,  and  where  it  is  7" 

-Yes!" 

"  Warn  him  that  the  man  he  has  made  his  enen 
is  in  a  frenzy,  and  tliai  he  doesn't  know  him  if  I 
makes  light  of  his  approach.  Tell  him  that  he 
on  the  road  —  I  know  he  is !  —  and  hurrying  c 
Urge  him  to  get  away  while  there  is  timer— if  the 
ii  time — and  not  to  meet  him  yet  A  month  or  f 
will  make  years  of  difference.  Let  them  not  e 
counter,  through  me.  Anywhere  but  there !  Ai 
time  but  now !  Let  his  foe  follow  him,  and  fii 
him  for  himself,  but  not  through  me!  There 
enough  upon  my  head  without" 

Tl^  fire  ceased  to  be  reflected  in  her  jei  Ua< 
hair,  upliiled  face,  and  eager  eyes ;  her  hand  w 
gone  firom  Harriet's  arm ;  and  the  place  where  ■ 
had  been,  waa  emptj. 


CHAPTER  LIV. 


THE  FUGITIVES. 


The  time,  an  hour  short  of  midnight;  the  place, 
a  French  apartment,  comprising  some  half-dozen 
rooms ; — a  dull  cold  hall  or  corridor,  a  dining-room, 
a  drawing-room,  a  bed-chamber,  and  an  inner  draw- 
ing-room,  or  boudoir,  smaller  and  more  retired  than 
the  rest.  All  these  shut  in  by  one  large  pair  of  doors 
on  the  main  staircase,  but  each  room  provided  with 
two  or  three  pairs  of  doors  of  its  own,  establishing 
several  means  of  communication  with  the  remain- 
ing  portion  of  the  apartment,  or  with  certain  small 
passages  within  the  wall,  leading,  as  is  not  unusual 


in  such  houses,  to  some  back  stairs  with  an  olwci 
outlet  below.  The  whole  situated  on  the  first  flc 
of  so  large  an  Hotel,  that  it  did  not  absorb  one  e 
tire  row  of  "windows  upon  one  side  of  the  Aqua 
court-^ard  in  the  centre,  upon  which  the  whi 
four  sides  of  the  mansion  looked. 

An  air  of  splendour,  sufficiently  faded  to  be  in< 
anchoiy,  and  sufficiently  dazzling  to  clog  and  ei 
barrass  the  details  of  life  with  a  show  of  sta^ 
reigned  in  these  rooms.  The  walla "tind  ceilin 
were  gilded  and  painted;  the  floors  were  wax 
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ri  ptbhed ;  erinMon  drapery  hon^  !n  feetoons 
HD  window,  door,  and  mirror;  and  candelabra, 
arled  and  iotertwitied  like  ihe  branches  of  treea, 
iHfDB  of  animaU,  stuek  out  from  the  panels  of 
B  mil.  Bat  in  the  day.tinle,  when  the  lattioe- 
iMb  (now  closely  shut)  were  opened,  and  the 
fbt  let  in,  traces  were  discernible  amonj^  this 
tijy  of  wear  and  tear  and  dust,  of  sun  and  damp 
d  smoke,  and  lengfthcned  interrals  of  want  of  use 
d  hsbitatiOD,  when  such  shows  and  toys  of  life* 
iiD  sensitive  like  life,  and  waste  as  men  shut  up 
jirbon  do.  Even  night,  and  clusters  of  burning 
iKUesi  could  not  wholly  efface  them,  though  the 
oeral  glitter  threw  them  in  the  shade, 
rbe  glHter  of  bright  tapers,  and  their  reflection 
kwking-^lasses,  scraps  of  gilding,  and  gay  oo. 
n,  were  confined,  on  this  nigl^t,  to  one  room — 
It  smaller  room  within  the  rest,  just  now  enume- 
£d.  Seen  from  the  hall,  where  a  lamp  was 
Uy  bnmine,  through  the  dark  perspective  of 
in  doors,  it  looked  as  shining  and  precious  as  a 
n.  In  the  heart  of  its  radiance  sat  a  beauttfnl 
man — Edith. 

She  was  alone.  The  same  defiant,  scornful  wo- 
10  stilL  The  cheek  a  little  worn,  the  eye  a  little 
fa  in  appearance,  and  more  lustrous,  but  the 
ighty  bearing  just  the  same.  No  shame  upon 
'  brow ;  no  late  repentance  t>ending  her  disdain- 
neck.  Imperious  and  stately  yet,  and  yet  re- 
fdless  of  herself  and  of  all  else,  she  sat  with  her 
k  eyee  cast  down,  waiting  for  some  one. 
ffo  book,  no  work,  no  occupation  of  any  kind 

her  own  thoughts,  beguiled  the  tardy  time. 
Be  porpose,  strong  enough  to  fill  up  anv  pause, 
iMssd  her.  With  her  lips  ptessed  •together,  and 
nering'  if  for  a  moment  she  released  them  from 

oootiot ;  with  her  nostril  inflated ;  her  hands 
ipted  in  one  another ;  and  her  purpose  ewelling 
isr  breast ;  she  sat,  and  waited. 
U  the  sound  of  a  key  m  the  outer  door,  and  a 
step  in  the  hall,  she  started  up,  and  cried 
^ho  *s  that  7**  The  answer  was  in  French,  and 
jsen  eame  in  with  jingling  trays,  to  make  pre- 
•iga  f»  supper. 

W'fao  had  bade  them  do  so  7**  she  asked. 
■ooM0iir  had  commanded  it,  when  it  was  bis 
nrn  to  take  the  apartment.  Monsieur  had 
I  when  he  stayed  there,  for  an  hour,  en  route^ 
led  the  letter  for  Madame  —  Madame  had  re- 
d  it,  surely  T 

L  ^Moammd  pardons !  The  sadden  apprehen- 
]hmX  it  might  have  been  forgotten  had  struck 
"  A  bsUd  man,  with  a  large  beard,  from  a 
iboorinc  rettaurant;  **with  despair!  Mon- 
Itad  MLid  that  supper  was  to  be  ready  at  that 
r  nino  that  he  had  fbrewamed  Madame  of  the 
imndn  h«  bad  given,  in  his  letter.  Morisieur 
one  the  Golden  Head  the  honour  to  request 
Ibe  sopp®'  should  be  choice  and  delicate. 
leor  ^r<Hild  find  that  his  oonfidente  in  the 
n  Hend  was  not  misplaced.*' 
itfi  said  VH>  more,  but  looked  on  thoughtfully 
they  prepared  the  table  for  two  persons,  and 
y0  «yine  li^on  it  She  arose  before  they  had 
id,  aiMi  fttti^big  a  lamp,  passed  into  the  bed- 
ber  and  into  the  drawing-room^  where  she 
idlw  but  narrowly  examined  all  the  doors; 
)jigiy  one  in  the  former  rcom  that  opened 
^       -  in  tliewall.    FVom  this  she  took 


the  key,  and  put  it  on  the  outer  side.    She  then 
eame  back. 

The  men — the  second  of  whom  was  a  dark,  bil- 
iouif  subject,  in  a  jacket,  close  shaved,  and  with  a 
black  head  of  hair  close  cropped  —  had  completed 
their  preparation  of  the  table,  and  were  standing 
looking  at  it.  He  who  had  spoken  before,  inquired 
whether  Madame  thought  it  would  be  long  before 
Monsieur  arrived  7 

•*  She  eouW  nH  say.    It  was  all  one.** 

**  Pardon !  There  was  the  supper !  It  should 
be  eaten  on  the  instant  Monsieur  (who  spoke 
French  like  an  Angel^-or  a  Frenchman — it  was  all 
the  same)  had  spoken  with  great  emphasis  of  his 
punctuality.  But  the  English  nation  had  so  grand 
a  genius  ua  punctuality.  Ah  I  what  noise  \  Great 
Heaven,  here  was  Monsieur.    Behold  him  T* 

In  eflwct.  Monsieur,  admitted  by  the  other  of  the 
two,  came,  with  his  gleaming  teeth,  through  the 
dark  rooms,  like  a  mouth;  and  arriving  in  that 
sanctuary  of  light  and  colour,  a  figure  at  full  length, 
embraced  Madame,  and  addressed  her  in  the  French 
tongue  as  his  charming  wife. 

**  My  God !  Madame  is  going  to  faint  Madame 
is  overcome  with  joy  t"  The  bald  man  with  the 
beard  observed  it,  and  cried  out 

Madame  had  only  shrunk  and  shivered.    Before 
the  words  were  spoken,  she  was  standing  with  het 
band  upon  the  velvet  back  of  a  great  chair ;  hef  % 
figure  drawn  up  to  its  full  height,  and  her  face  im- 
moveable. 

**  Francis  has  flown  over  to  the  Golden  Head 
for  supper.  He  flies  on  these  occasions  Kke  an 
angel  or  a  bird.  The  baggage  of  Monsieur  is  in 
his  room.  All  is  arranged.  The  supper  will  be 
here  this  moment**  These  facts  the  bald  man 
notified  with  bows  and  smiles,  and  presently  the 
supper  came. 

The  hot  dishes  were  on  a  chafing-dish ;  the  cold 
already  set  forth,  with  the  change  of  service  on  a 
side-board.  Monsieur  was  satisfied  with  this  ar- 
rangement Tho  supper  table  being  small,  it 
pleased. him  very  well.  Let  them  set  the  chafing- 
dish  upon  the  floor,  and  go.  He  would  remove  the 
dishes  with  his  own  hands. 

**  Pardon  !**  said  the  bald  man,  politely.  **  It  was 
impossible  !*' 

Monsieur  was  of  another  opinion. '  He  required 
no  further  attendanee  Uiat  night 

**  But  Madame** the  bald  man  hinted. 

**  Madame,**  replied  Monsieur,  **had  her  own 
maid.    It  was  enough.** 

**A  million  pardons!  No!  Madame  bad  no 
maid !" 

**  I  came  here  alone,**  said  Edith.  "It  was  my 
choice  to  do  so.  I  am  well  used  to  travelling ;  I 
want  no  attendance.  They  need  send  nobody  to 
me.** 

Monsiear  accordingly,  persevering  in  his  first 
proposed  impoesibility,  proceeded  to  follow  the  two 
attendants  to  the  outer  door,  and  secnre  it  afler 
them  for  the  night  The  bald  man  turning  roimd 
to  bow,  as  he  went  out,  observed  that  Madame  still 
stood  with  her  hand  upon  the  velvet  back  of  the 
great  chair,  and  that  her  face  was  quite  regardless 
of  him,  though  she  was  loddng  straight  before 
her. 

As  the  sound  of  Carker^s  fastening  the  door,  re- 
sounded through  the  intermediate  rooms,  and 
seemed  to  eome  hashed  and  stifled  into  that  last 
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dintont  6ne,  the  sound  of  the  Cathedral  clock  strik. 
in^  twilve  niinglid  with  il,  in  Edith's  ears.  Site 
heard  him  pause,  m  if  he  heard  it  loo  and  listened  ; 
and  then  come  back  towards  her,  laying  a  long 
train  of  t'ot^stepa  through  the  aileocef  and  shutiing 
all  the  doors  behind  him  aa  he  came  along.  Her 
handf  for  a  moment,  leA.  tlie  velvet  chair  to  bring  a 
knife  within  her  reach  upon  the  table;  then  alie 
stood  as  she  had  stood  before. 

'*  How  strange  to  come  here  by  yourself,  my 
love,"  he  s  tid  as  he  entered. 

"WhiU!"  she  returned. 

Her  tone  was  so  harsh ;  the  quick  turn  of  her 
head  so  fierce ;  her  attitude  so  repellant ;  and  her 
frown  so  black ;  that  he  stood,  with  the  lamp  in  his 
hand,  looking  at  her,  as  if  siie  had  struck  him  mo- 
tionless. 

"  1  soy,"  he  at  length  repeated,  putting  down  the 
lamp  and  smiling  his  most  courtly  smile,  **how 
strange  to  come  here  alone !  It  was  unnecessary 
caution  surely,  and  might  have  defeated  itself. 
You  were  to  have  engaged  an  attendant  at  Havre 
or  Rouen,  and  have  had  abundance  of  time  for  the 
purpose,  though  you  had  been  the  most  capricious 
and  difficult  (as  you  are  the  most  beautiful,  my  love) 
of  women." 

Her  eyes  gleamed  strangely  on  him,  but  she  stood 
witli  her  hand  resting  on  the  chair,  and  said  not  a 
^  word. 

**  I  have  never,"  resumed  Carker,  **  seen  you  look 
so  handsome,  as  you  do  to-night.  Even  the  picture 
I  have  carried  in  my  mind  during  this  cruel  pro- 
bation, and  which  I  have  contemplated  night  and 
doy,  is  exceeded  by  tlie  reality." 

Not  a  word.  Not  a  look.  Her  eyes  completely 
hidden  by  their  drooping  lashes,  but  her  head 
held  up. 

"  Hiird,  unrelenting  terms  they  were !"  said 
Carker,  with  a  smile,  **  but  they  are  all  fulfilled  and 
pa«t,  and  make  the  present  more  delicious  and 
more  safe.  Sicily  shall  be  the  place  of  our  retreat 
In  the  idlest  and  easiest  part  of  the  world,  my  soul, 
we*ll  both  seek  compensation  for  old  slavery." 

He  was  coming  gaily  towards  her,  when,  in  an 
instant,  she  caught  the  knife  up  fitom  the  table, 
and  started  one  pace  back. 

"  Stand  still !"  she  said,  **  or  I  shall  murder 
you!" 

The  sudden  change  in  her,  the  towering  fury 
and  intense  abhorrence  sparkling  in  her  eyes  and 
lighting  up  her  brow,  made  him  stop  as  if  a  fire 
had  stopped  him.  y^ 

** Stand  still!"  she  iaid,  **coroe  no  nearer  me, 
upon  your  life!" 

They  both  stood  looking  at  each  other.  Rage 
and  astonishment  were  in  his  face,  but  he  controlled 
them,  and  said  slightly, 

"  Come,  come !  Tush,  we  are  alone,  and  out  of 
everybody's  sight  and  hearing.  Do  you  think  to 
frighten  me  with  these  tricks  of  virtue?" 

**Do  you  think  to  frighten  me,"  she  answered 
fiercely,  **  from  any  purpose  that  I  have,  and  any 
course  I  am  resolved  upon,  by  reminding  me  of  the 
solitude  of  this  plice,  and  there  being  no  help  near  7 
Me  who  am  here  alone,  designedly?  If  I  feared 
you,  should  I  not  have  avoided  yon  ?  If  I  feared 
you,  should  I  be  here,  in  the  dead  of  night,  telling 
you  to  your  face  what  I  am  going  to  tell  ?" 

"And  what  is  that,"  he  said,  **you  handsome 
shrew  7  Handsomer  so,  than  any  otiier  woman  in 
her  best  humour  ?" 


**  I  tell  you  nothing,"  the  retanied,  **  oiitil  yt 
go  back  to  that  chair  —  exeept  this,  onoe  again- 
i>on-t  come  near  me !  Not  a  step  nearer.  I  U 
you,  if  you  do,  as  Heaven  sees  us,  I  shall  niiird< 
you !" 

**  Do  you  mistake  me  for  your  husband  ?"  he  r< 
torted,  with  a  grin. 

Disdaining  to  repl^,  she  stretched  her  arm  on 
pointing  to  the  chair.  He  bit  his  lip,  frowne 
laughed,  and  sat  down  in  it,  with  a  baffled,  irresi 
lute,  impatient  air,  he  was  unable  to  conceal;  an 
biting  his  nail  nervously,  and  looking  at  her  sid 
ways,  with  bitter  discomfiture,  e?en  while  he  ieigi 
ed  to  be  amnbed  by  her  caprice. 

She  put  the  knife  down  upon  the  ti^ie,  ai 
touching  her  bosom  with  her  hand,  said : 

"I  have  something  lying  here,  that  is  no  loi 
trinket ;  and  sooner  than  endure  your  touch  on< 
more,  I  would  use  it  on  you  —  and  you  know  i 
while  I  speak  —  with  less  reluctance  than  I  wocd 
on  any  other  creeping  thing  that  lives." 

He  affected  to  laugh  jestingly,  and  entreated  bi 
to  act  her  play  out  quickly,  for  the  supper  wi 
growing  cold.  But  the  secret  look  with  which  1 
regard^  her,  was  more  auUen  and  lowering,  ai 
he  struck  his  foot  onoe  upon  the  floor  with  a  nau 
tered  oath. 

**How  many  times,"  said  Edith,  bending  h 
darkest  glance  upon  him,  **  has  your  bold  knavvi 
assailed  me  with  outrage  and  insult  ?  How  mai; 
times  in  your  smooth  meCnner,  and  mocking  won 
and  looks,  have  I  been  twitted  with  my  oonrtah 
and  my  marriage  ?  How  many  times  have  you  la 
bare  my  wound  of  love  for  that«weet,  injured  gii 
and  lacerated  it  7  How  of\en  have  you  fanned  ti 
fire  on  which,  for  two  years,  I  have  writhed;  u 
tempted  me  to  take  a  desperate  revenge,  when 
has  most  tortured  me  7" 

"  I  have  no  doiibt,  Ma*am,"  he  replied,  **  that  y< 
have  kept  a  good  account,  and  that  it's  pretty  a 
curate.  Come,  Edith.  To  your  husband,  po 
wretch,  this  was  well  enough^" 

"Why,  if,"  she  said,  surveying  him  with 
haughty  contempt  and  disgust,  that  he  shrunk  u: 
der,  let  him  brave  it  as  he  would,  "  if  all  my  oth 
reasons  for  despisinr  him  could  have  been  blov 
away  like  feathers,  his  having  you  for  hie  cou 
sellor  and  favourite,  would  have  almost  been  anoO| 
to  hold  their  place." 

**  Is  that  a  reason  why  you  have  ran  away  wi 
me  ?"  he  asked  her,  tauntingly. 

"  Yes,  and  why  we  are  face  to  face  for  the  U 
time.  Wretch !  We  meet  to-night,  and  part  ( 
night.  For  not  one  moment  afVer  I  have  ceased 
speak,  will  I  stay  here !" 

He  turned  upon  her  with  his  ngliest  look,  &i 
griped  the  table  with  his  hand;  but  neither  ro 
nor  otherwise  answered  or  threatened  her. 

"  I  am  a  woman,"  she  said,  confronting  him  stt 
fastly,  "who  from  her  very  childhood,  has  bo 
shamed  and  steeled.  1  httve  been  ofi^red  and  i 
jected,  pnt  up  ar>d  appraitied,  until  my  very-  8« 
has  sickened.  I  have  not  had  an  acoomplishme 
or  grace  that  might  have  been  a  resource  to  a 
but  it  has  been  paraded  and  vended  to  enhance  n 
value,  as  if  the  common  crier  had  called  it  throoj 
the  streets.  My  poor,  proud  friends,  have  look 
on  and  approved; 'and  every  tie  between  us  h 
been  deadened  in  my  breast  There  is  not  one  < 
them  for  whom  I  care,  as  I  could  care  for  a  p 
dog.    I  stand  alone  in  the  world,  rememberi 
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well  what  a  hollow  world  it  hat  been  to  me,  and 
what  a  boUow  part  of  it  I  have  been  mjraelf.  You 
bow  thia,  and  you  know  that  my  fame  with  it  ia 
worthl«8s  to  me." 

"  Yes ;  I  iniajr'med  that,"  he  aaid. 

*'  And  calculated  on  it,*'  she  rejoined,  **  and  so 
ponued  me.  Grown  too  indifferent  for  any  oppo- 
litioo  bat  indifference,  to  the  daily  working  of  the 
lADdt  that  had  mouldt^d  me  to  this ;  and  knowingf 
Hut  my  marriage  would  at  least  prevent  theiiP 
Uwkiug  of  me  up  and  down ;  I  suffered  myself  to 
be  lold,  SB  infamously  as  any  woman  with  a  halter 
roond  her  neck  is  sold  in  any  markeUplace.  You 
know  that" 

**  Yes,"  he  aaid,  showing  ail  hii  teeth.  **  I  know 
that" 

"And  calculated  on  it,"  she  rejoined  onoe  more, 
*aad  so  pursued  me.  From  my  marriage  day,  I 
band  myself  exprjscd  to  such  new  shame — to  such 
nlicitation  and  pursuit  (expressed  as  clearly  as  if 
t  had  been  written  in  the  coarsest  words,  and 
linist  into  my  hand  at  every  turn)  from  one  mean 
iJIain,  that  I  felt  as  if  1  had  never  known  humili* 
ition  till  that  time.  This  shame,  my  husband 
ixed  upon  me ;  hemmed  me  round  with,  himself; 
teeped  me  in,  with  his  own  hands,  and  of  his  own 
ict,  repeated  hundreds  of  times.  And  thus — forced 
tj  the  two  from  every  point  of  rest  I  had — forced 
If  the  two  to  yield  up  the  last  retreat  of  love  and 
[eetleoese  within  me,  or  to  be  a  new  misfortune 
0  its  innocent  object— driven  from  each  to  each, 
nd  beeet  by  one  when  I  escaped  the  other— my 
■ger  rose  almost  to  distraction  against  both.     I 

0  not  know  against  which  it  rose  higher — the 
iaster  or  the  roan  !*' 

He  watched  her  closely,  as  she  stood  befrjre  him 

1  the  very  triumph  of  her  indignant  beauty.  She 
as  resolute,  he  saw ;  undauntable ;  with  no  more 
arof  him,  than  of  a  worm. 

**  What  should  I  say  of  honour  or  of  chastity  to 
mt"  she  went  on.  "What  meaning  would  it 
ive  to  you ;  what  meaning  would  it  have  from 
el  But  if  I  tell  you  that  the  lightest  touch  of 
Nir  hand  makes  my  blood  cold  with  antipathy ; 
It  from  the  hour  when  I  first  saw,  and  hated 
a,  to  DOW,  when  m^  instinctive  repugnance  is 
hanced  by  every  minute^s  knowledge  of  you  I 
«e  since  liad,  you  have  been  a  ioathHome  creature 
me  which  has  not  ita  like  on  earth ;  how  tlien  7" 
He  answered,  with  a  faint  laugh,  "  Aye !  How 
ai,  my  queen  ?" 

"On  that  night,  when,  emboldened  by  the  scene 
I  had  'assisted  at,  you  dared  come .  to  my  room 
i  speak  to  me,"  she  said,  "  what  passed  ?" 
He  »hrag^ged  his  shoulders,  and  laughed  again. 
'What  passed  7"  she  said. 
'Your   memory  is  so  distinct,"  he  returned, 
lat  I  have  no  doubt  you  can  recal  it." 
J  can,**  she  said.    **  He;ir  it !    Proposing  then, 
I  flight — ^not  this  flight,  but  the  flight  you  thought 
you  told  me  that  in  the  having  given  you  that 
fting',  and  leaving  you  to  be  discovered  there, 
'mi  so  thought  fit;  and  in  the  having  suffered 
to  be  alone  with  nie  many  times  before, — and 
ing  made  the  opportunities,  you  said, — and  in 
hawing'  openly  avowed  to  you  that  I  had  no 
ing  ^rr  niy  havband  but  aversion,  and  no  care 
BiyselP — I  was  tost ;  I  had  given  you  the  power 
radnce  my  name ;  and  I  lived,  in  virtuous  re- 
Etion,  at  the  pleaaure  of  your  breath.*' 


**  All  stratagems  in  love — "  he  interrupted,  smii- 
iog.    **  The  old  adage— " 

"On  that  night,''  said  Edith,  **and  then,  the 
struggle  that  I  long  had  had  with  something  that 
was  not  respect  for  my  good  fame — that  was  I 
know  not  what — perhaps  the  clinging  to  tliat  last 
retreat — was  ended.  On  that  night,  and  then,  I 
turned  from  everything  but  pasi»inn  and  resent- 
ment. I  struck  a  blow  that  laid  your  lofly  master 
in  the  dust,  and  set  you  there,  before  me,  looking 
at  nie  now,  and  knowing  what  I  mean." 

He  sprung  up  from  his  chair  with  a  great  oath. 
She  put  her  hand  into  her  bosom,  and  not  a  finger 
trembled,  not  a  hair  upon  her  head  was  stirred. 
He  stood  still:  she  too:  tlie  table  and  chair  be- 
tween  them. 

**When  I  forget  that  this  man  put  his  lips  to 
mine  that  night,  and  held  me  in  his  arms  as  he  has 
done  again  to-night,"  ^aid  £dith,  pointing  at  him ; 
**  when  I  forget  the  taint  of  his  kiss  upon  my  cheek 
— the  cheek  that  Florence  would  have  laid  her  . 
guiltless  face  against — ^when  I  forget  my  meeting 
with  her,  while  that  taint  was  hot  upon  me,  and  in 
what  a  flood  the  knowledge  rushed  upon  me,  when 
I  saw  her,  that  in  releasing  her  from  the  persecu* 
tion  I  had  caused  her  by  my  love,  I  brought  a 
shame  and  degradation  on  her  name  through  mine, 
and  in  all  time  to  come  should  bv  the  solitary  figure 
representing  in  her  mind  her  first. avoidance  of  a 
guilty  creature — then.  Husband,  from  whom  I  stand 
divorced  henceforth,  I  will  forget  those  last  two 
years,  and  undo  what  I  have  done,  and  undeceive 
you!" 

Her  flashing  eyei*,  uplifted  for  a  moment,  lighted 
again  on  Carker,  and  she  held  some  letters  out,  in 
her  leA  hand. 

**  See  these !"  she  said,  contemptuously.  **  You 
have  addressed  these  to  me  in  the  false  name  you 
go  by ;  one  here,  some  elsewhere  on  my  read.  The 
seals  are  unbroken.    Take  them  back  !" 

Sbc  crunched  them  in  her  hand,  and  tossed  them 
to  his  feet.  And  as  she  looked  upon  him  now,  a 
smile  was  on  her  face. 

**  We  meet  and  part  to-night,"  she  said.  **  You 
have  fallen  on  Sicilian  days  and  sensual  rest,  too 
soon.  You  might  have  cajoled,  and  fawne(^  and 
played  your  traitor's  part,  a  little  longer,  and  grown 
richer.  You  purchase  your  voluptuous  retirement 
dear!" 

** Edith!"  he  retorted,  menacing  her  with  his 
hand.  "Sit  down !  Have  done  with  tliis !  What 
devil  possesses  you  7" 

**  Their  name  is  Legion,"  she  replied,  uprearing 
her  proud  form  as  if  she  would  have  crushed  him ; 
"  yon  and  your  master  have  raised  them  in  a  fruit- 
ful house,  and  they  shall  tear  you  both.  False  to 
him,  false  to  his  mnocent  child,  false  eYery  way 
and  everywhere,  go  forth  and  boast  of  me,  and 
gnash  your  teeth,  for  once,  to  know  that  you  are 
lying!" 

He  stood  before  her,  muttering  and  menacing, 
and  scowling  round  as  if  for  something  that  would 
help  him  to  conquer  her;  but  with  the  same  indo* 
mitable  opirit  she  opposied  him,  without  faltering. 

"  In  every  vaunt  you  make,"  she  said,  **  I  have 
my  triumph.  I  single  out  in  you  the  meanest  man 
I  know,  the  parasite  and  tool  of  the  proud  tyrant, 
that  his  wound  may  go  the  deeper,  and  may  rankle 
more.  Boast,  and  revenge  me  on  him  !  You  know 
how  you  came  here  to-night ;  you  know  how  won 
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■taiid  oowering^  there ;  yon  see  yourself  in  eolours 
quite  as  desfHcable,  if  not  as  odious,  ss  those  in 
which  I  see  you.  Boast  then,  and  revengre  me  on 
yourseJf." 

Tiio  foam  was  on  his  lips ;  the  wet  stood  on  his 
forehead.  If  she  would  have  faltered  onoe,  for 
only  one  half  moment,  he  would  have  pinioned 
her ;  but  she  was  as  firm  as  rock,  and  her  search- 
ing  eyes  never  left  him. 

"  We  don't  part  so,"  he  said.    "  0o  yon  think  I 
am  drivellinjer,  to  let  yon  go  in  your  mad  temper  ?" 
**  Do  yon  ddnk,"  she  answered,  "that  I  am  to  be 
stayed  ?" 

**  I  *11  try,  my  dear,**  he  said,  with  a  ferocuHw 
gesture  of  his  head. 

"  God*s  mercy  on  you,  if  you  try  by  coming  near 
me  !**  she  replied. 

**And  what,*'  he  said,  «•  if  there  are  none  of  these 
tame  boasts  and  vaunts  on  my  part  7  what  if  I  were 
to  turn  too  ?  Come  !'*  and  his  teeth  faintly  shone 
again.  "We  must  make  a  treaty  of  this,  or  / 
may  take  some  unexpected  course.  Sit  down,  sit 
down  !*' 

"  Too  late  !*'  she  cried,  with  eyes  that  seemed  to 
sparkle  fire.  **  I  have  thrown  my  fame  and  good 
name  to  the  winds !  I  have  resolved  to  bear  the 
shame  that  will  attach  to  me  —  resolved  to  know 
that  it  attaches  falsely— that  you  know  it  too — and 
that  he  does  not,  never  can,  and  never  shall.  I  *11 
die,  and  make  no  sign.  For  this,  I  am  here  alone 
with  you,  at  the  dead  of  night  For  this,  I  have 
met  you  here,  in  a  false  name,  as  your  wifo.  For 
this,  I  have  been  seen  here  by  those  men,  and  lefl 
here.    Nothing  can  save  you  now." 

He  would  have  sold  his  sonl  to  root  her,  in  her 
beauty,  to  the  floor,  and  make  her  arms  drop  at  her 
sides,  and  have  her  at  his  mercy.  But  he  could 
not  look  at  her,  and  not  be  afraid  of  her.  He  saw 
8  strength  within  her  that  was  resistless.  He  saw 
that  she  was  desperate,  and  that  her  unquenchable 
hatred  of  him  would  stop  at  nothing.  His  eyes 
followed  the  hand  that  was  put  with  such  ragged 
uncongenial  purpose  into  her  white  bosom,  and  he 
thought  that  if  it  struck  at  him,  and  failed,  it  would 
strike  there,  just  as  soon. 

He  did  not  venture,  therefore,  to  advance  towards 
her;  but  the  door  by  which  he  had  entered  was  be- 
hind him,  and  he  stepped  back  to  lock  it 

*•  Lastly,  take  my  warning !  look  to  yourself!'* 
she  said,  and  smiled  again.  **  You  have  been  be. 
irayed,  as  all  betrayers  are.  It  has  been  made 
known  that  you  are  in  this  place,  or  were  to  be,  or 
have  been.  If  I  live,  I  saw  my  husband  in  a  car. 
riage  in  the  street  to-night  !** 
•♦  Strumpet,  it 's  false !"  cried  Carkcr. 
At  the  moment,  the  bell  rang  loudly  in  the  hall. 
He  turned  white,  as  she  held  her  hand  up  like  an 
enchantress,  at  whose  invocation  the  sound  had 
eome.  ' 

"  Hark  \  do  you  hear  it  7** 
He  set  his  back  against  the  door ;  for  he  saw  a 
change  in  her,  and  fancied  she  was  coming  on,  to 
pass  him.  But,  in  a  moment,  she  was  gone  through 
the  f^pposite  doors  communicating  with  the  bed. 
chamber,  and  they  shut  npon  her. 


Once  turned,  once  changed  in  her  inflexible  hb. 
yielding  look,  he  felt  that  he  could  cope  with  her. 
He  thought  a  audden  terror,  occasioned  by  this 
night-alarm,  had  subdued  her ;  not  the  less  readtlj, 
for  her  overwrought  condition.  Throwing  opeo 
the  doors,  he  followed,  almost  instantly. 

But  the  room  was  dark ;  and  as  she  made  no 
answer  to  his  call,  he  was  foin  to  go  back  for  the 
lamp.  He  held  it  up,  and  looked  round,  every^ 
Vhere,  expecting  to  see  her  cronching  in  soiDfl 
corner;  but  the  room  was  empty.  Bo,  into  the 
drawing-room  and  dining-room  he  went,  in  SQCoes- 
sion,  with  the  uncertain  steps  of  a  man  in  a  strange 
place;  looking  fearfully  about,  and  prying  behind 
screens  and  conches ;  but  she  was  not  there.  Noi 
nor  in  the  hall,  which  was  so  bare  that  he  could  wet 
that,  at  a  glance. 

All  this  time,  the  ringing  at  the  bell  was  con 
stantly  renewed,  and  those  without  were  beating  t 
the  door.  He  put  his  lamp  down  at  a  distance,  am 
going  near  it  listened.  There  were  several  voleei 
talking  together ;  at  least  two  of  them  in  English 
and  though  the  door  was  thick,  and  there  was  gzea 
confusion,  he  knew  one  of  these  too  well  to  doofa 
whose  voice  it  was. 

He  took  up  his  lamp  again,  and  came  bad 
quickly  through  all  the  rooms,  stopping  as  be  qml 
ted  each,  and  looking  round  fbr  her,  with  the  fagli 
raised  above  his  head.  He  was  standing  thos  i 
the  bed-chamber,  when  the  door,  leading  to  the  lii 
tie  passage  in  the  wall,  caught  his  eye.  He  wei 
to  it,  and  found  it  fastened  on  the  other  side ;  bi 
she  had  dropped  a  veil  in  going  through,  and  sbi 
it  in  the  door. 

All  this  time  the  people  on  the  stairs  were  rio] 
ing  at  the  bell,  and  knocking  with  their  hands  as 
feet 

He  was  not  a  coward ;  but  these  sounds ;  wh 
had  gone  before ;  the  strangeness  of  the  plac 
which  had  confused  him,  even  in  his  return  froi 
the  hall ;  the  frustration  of  his  schemes  (for,  straaf 
to  say,  he  would  have  been  much  bolder,  if  ds 
had  succeeded) ;  the  unseasonable  time ;  the  i«Qi 
lection  of  having  no  one  near  to  whom  he  ooa 
appeal  for  any  friendly  office ;  above  all,  the  sodd 
sense,  which  made  even  his  heart  beat  like  ks 
that  the  man  whose  confidence  he  had  ontmfl 
and  whom  he  had  so  treacherously  deceived,  ti 
there  to  recognise  and  challenge  him  with  his  an 
plucked  off  his  face ;  struck  a  panic  through  n 
He  tried  the  door  in  which  the  veil  was  shot,  1 
couldn't  force  it  He  opened  one  of  the  white 
and  looked  down  through  the  lattice  of  the  bH 
into  the  courtyard ;  but  it  was  a  high  ]ea|»,  and  ^ 
stones  were  pitiless. 

The  ringing  and  knocking  still  oontinnin|^ 
panic  too  —  he  went  back  to  the  door  in  Use  I 
chamber,  and  with  some  new  efforts,  each  n 
stubborn  than  the  last,  wrenched  It  open.  Sec 
the  little  staircase  not  far  off,  and  feeliii|^ 
night-air  coming  up,  he  stole  back  for  his  ha.t 
coat,  mad€  the  door  as  secure  after  htm  as  be  ea 
crept  down  lamp  in  hand,  extinguished  it  on  eei 
the  street,  and  having  put  it  in  a  comer,  ^ 
where  the  stars  were  shining. 
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CHAPTER  LV. 


ROB  THE  GRINDER  LOSES  HIS  PLACE. 


Thi  porter  pt  the  iron  nte  which  shot  the  coqrt- 

Srd  from  the  street,  bad  left  the  little  wicket  of 
house  open,  and  was  gone  away ;  no  douht  to 
mingfle  in  the  distant  noise  at  the  door  on  the  great 
•Uircaae.  Lifting  the  latch  softly,  Carker  crept 
OQt,  and  shutting  the  jangling  gate  after  him  with 
u  little  noise  as  possiUe,  hurried  off. 

In  the  ieYer  of  hfs  mprtification  and  unavailing 
rt|e,  the  panic  that  had  seized  npon  him  mastered 
him  completely.  It  rose  to  sacha  height  that  he  would 
have  blindly  encountered  almost  any  risk,  rather 
tlttD  meet  the  man  of  whom,  two  hours  ago,  he  had 
been  utterly  regardless.  His  fierce  arrival,  which 
be  had  never  expected ;  the  sound  of  his  voice  ; 
their  having  been  so  near  a  meeting,  face  to  face ; 
be  Would  have  braved  out  this,  after  the  first  mo- 
oentaiy  shock  of  alarm,  and  would  have  put  as 
l)oU  a  front  upon  his  guilt  as  any  villain.  But  the 
•pringing  of  nisjnine  upon  himself,  seemed  to  have 
not  and  shivered  all  his  hardihood  and  self-re- 
&Bce.  Spurned  like  any  reptile ;  entrapped  and 
SMcked;  turned  upon,  and  trodden  down  by  the 
|iroad  woman  whoee  mind  he  had  slowly  poisoned, 
IS  he  thought,  until  she  had  sunk  into  the  mere 
creature  of  his  pleasure ;  undeceived  in  his  deceit, 
and  with  his  fox's  hide  stripped  off,  he  sneaked 
iway,  abashed,  degraded,  and  afraid. 

Some  other  terror  came  upon  him  quite  removed 
from  this  of  being  pursued,  suddenly,  like  an  elec- 
tric shock,  as  he  wos  creeping  through  the  streets. 
Some  visionary  terror,  unintelligible  and  inexpli- 
cable,  associated  with  a  trembling  of  the  around, — 
«  rush  and  sweep  of  something  through  the  air, 
like  Death  upon  the  wing.  He  shrunk,  as  if  to  let 
Ibe  thing  go  by.  It  was  not  gone,  it  never  bad 
Wen  there,  yet  what  a  startling  horror  it  had  left 
.Mind. 

Be  raised  his  wicked  face,  so  full  of  trouble,  to 
,fte  night  sky  where  the  stars,  so  full  of  peace,  were 
IriUnIng  on  him  as  they  had  been  when  he  first  stole 
bd(  into  fbe  air;  and  stopped  to  think  what  he 
'  do.  The  dread  of  being  hunted  in  a  strange 
place,  where  the  laws  might  not  protect 
the  novelty  of  the  feeling  that  it  toai  strange 
rerhcto,  originating  in  his  being  left  alone  so 
liidenly  amid'  the  rnins  of  his  plans — his  greater 
liead  of  seeking  refiige  now,  in  Italy  or  in  Sicily, 
Kkre  men  cnight  be  hired  to  assassinate  him,  he 
IbonghC,  at  any  dark  street  corner — the  wayward- 
ttm  of  g^Mi  and  fear — perhaps  some  sympathy  of 
ielion  virith  the  turoing  back  of  all  his  schemes — 
Spelled  him  to  turn  back  too,  and  go  to  England. 
*I  am  safbr  there,  in  any  case.  If  I  should  not 
bdde,'*  he  thought,** to  give  this  fool  a  meeting, 
I  am  less  Ukely  to  be  traced  there,  than  abroad 
jere,  now«  Avd  if  I  slionld  (this  cursed  fit  being 
Iter),  at  least  I  si  latl  not  be  alone,  without  a  soul 
»  speak  Co,  tn  <4d?lie  with,  or  stand  by  me.  I 
b)l  not  he  ran  iri  upon  and  worried  like  a  rat.** 
Ho  womnmred  lildlth's  name,  and  clenched  his 
wmL  As  be  sropt  along,  in  the  shadow  of  the 
UMive  ksrfMings  he  set  his  teeth,  and  muttered 
nmiffai  Iwfwostions  oa  her  head,  and  looked  from 
ids  to  SMlAy  as  if  IE  search  of  her.  Thus,  he  stole 
i  to  tfie  pijM|  iit  aa  Inn-jard.    The  people  were 


a-bed ;  but  bia  ringing  at  the  bell  soon  produced  a 
man  with  a  lantern,  in  company  with  whom  he 
was  presently  in  a  dim  coach-house,  bargaining  for 
the  hire  of  an  old  phaeton,  to  Paris. 

The  bargain  was  a  short  one;  and  the  horses 
were  soon  sent  fbr.  Leaving  word  that  the  car. 
riage  was  to  follow  him  when  they  came,  he  stole 
away  again,  beyond  the  town,  past  the  old  ramparts, 
out  on  the  open  road,  which  seemed  to  glide  away 
along  the  dark  plain,  like  a  stream  ! 

Whither  did  it  flow  7  What  was  the  end  of  it  ? 
As  he  paused,  with  some  such  suggestion  within 
him,  looking  over  the  gloomy  fiat  where  the  slen. 
der  trees  marked  out  the  way,  again  that  fiight  of 
Death  came  rushing  up,  again  went  on,  impetuous 
and  resistless,  again  was  nothing  but  a  horror  in 
his  mind,  dark  as  the  scene  and  undefined  as  its 
remotest  verge. 

There  was  no  wind  ;  there  was  no  passing  sha- 
dow on  the  deep  shade  of  the  night ;  there  was  no 
noise.  The  city  lay  behind  him,  lighted  here  and 
there,  and  starry  worlds  were  hidden  by  the  ma. 
sonry  of  spire  and  roof  that  hardly  made  out  any^ 
shapes  against  the  sky.  Dark  and  lonely  distance 
lay  around  him  everywhere,  and  the  clocks  were 
faintly  striking  two. 

He  went  forward  fbr  what  appeared  a  long  time, 
and  a  long  way  ;  often  stopping  to  listen.  At  last 
the  ringing  of  horses'  bells  greeted  his  anxious 
ears.  Now  softer,  and  now  louder,  now  inaudible, 
now  ringing  very  slowly  over  bad  ground,  now 
brisk  and  merry,  it  came  on;  until  with  a  loud 
shouting  and  lashing,  a  shadowy  postilion  mufHed 
to  the  eyes,  checked  his  four  struggling  horses  at 
his  side. 

•«  Who  goes  there  !  Monsieur  V* 

"Yes." 

**  Monsieur  has  walked  a  long  way  in  the  dvb 
midnight*' 

"No  matter.  Every  one  to  his  taste.  Were 
there  any  other  horses  ordered  at  the  Post-house  7" 

"  A  thousand  devils ! — and  pardons !  other  horses? 
at  this  hour  T    Na" 

**  Listen,  my  friend.  I  am  much  hurried.  Lot 
us  see  how  tiist  we  oan  travel.  The  faster,  the 
more  money  there  will  be  to  drink.  Off  we  go 
then!    Quick!" 

"Halloa!  whoop!  Halloa!  Hi!'*  Away,  at  a 
ffallop,  over  the  black  landscape,  scattering  thb 
dust  and  dirt  like  spray  ! 

The  clatter  and  commotion  echoed  to  the  hurry 
and  discordance  of  the  fugitive's  ideas.  Nothing 
clear  without,  and  nothing  clear  within.  Objects 
flitting  past,  merging  into  one  another,  dimly  de- 
scried,  confusedly  lost  sight  ofl  gone !  Beyond  the 
changing  scraps  of  fence  and  cottage  immediately 
upon  the  road,  a  lowering  waste.  Beyond  the 
shifting  images  that  rose  up  in  his  mind  and 
vanished  as  they  showed  themselves,  a  black  ex- 
panse of  dread  and  rage  and  baffled  villany.  Oc- 
casionally, a  sigh  of  mountain  air  came  from  the 
distant  Jura,  fading  along  the  plain.  Sometimes 
that  rush  which  was  so  furious  and  horrible,  again 
came  sweeping  through  his  fancy,  passed  awaj, 
and  left  a  chill  upon  bis  blood. 
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The  lamps,  ^leaming^  on  the  medley  of  horses* 
headfl,  jambled  with  the  shadowy  driver,  aod  the 
fluttering  of  his  cloak,  made  a  thousand  indistinct 
shapes,  answeringr  to  his  thougiits.  Siiadows  of 
familiar  people,  stooping  at  their  desks  and  books, 
in  their  remembered  attitudes ;  strange  apparitions 
of  ihe  man  whom  he  was  flying  from,  or  of  Edith  ; 
repetitions  in  the  ringing  bells  and  rolling  wheels, 
of  words  that  had  been  Fpoken ;  confusions  of  time 
and  place,  making  last  night  a  month  ago,  a  month 
og9  last  night — home  now  distant  beyond  hope,  now 
instantly  accessible;  commotion^  discord,  hurry, 
darkness  and  confusion  in  his  mind,  and  all  around 
liim.— Hallo  !  Hi !  away  at  a  gallop  over  tlie  black 
landscape;  dust  and  dirt  flying  like  sprav,  the 
shioking  horses  snorting  and  plunging  as  if  each 
of  them  were  ridden  by  a  demon,  away  in  a  frantic 
triumph  on  the  dark  road — whitljcr ! 

Again  the  nameless  shock  comes  speeding  up, 
and  as  it  passes,  the  bells  ring  in  his  ears  ^^whi. 
ther  ?"  The  whceb  roar  in  his  ears  "  whither  ?" 
All  the  noise  and  rattle  shapes  itself  into  that  cry. 
The  liffhts  and  shadows  dance  upon  the  horses* 
heads  like  imps.  No  stopping  now:  no  slacken, 
ing!  On,  on!  Away  with  him  upon  the  dark  road 
wildly ! 

He  could  not  think  to  any  purpose.  He  could 
not  separate  one  object  of  reflection  from  another, 
sufficiently  to  dwell  upon  it,  by  itself,  for  a  minute 
at  a  time.  The  crash  of  his  project  for  the  gaining 
of  a  voluptuous  compensation  for  past  restraint ;  tlie 
overthrow  of  his  treachery  to  one  who  had  been 
true  and  generous  to  J>im,  but  wiiose  least  proud 
word  and  look  ho  had  treasured  up,  at  interest,  for 
years — for  false  and  subtle  men  will  always  secretly 
despise  and  dislike  the  object  upon  which  they  fawn, 
and  always  resent  the  payment  and  receipt  of  ho- 
mage that  they  know  to  be  worthless ;  these  were 
the  themes  uppermost  in  his  mind.  A  lurking  rage 
against  the  woman  who  had  so  entrapped  him  and 
avenged  herself,  was  always  there;  crude  and  mis- 
shapen schemes  of  retaliation  upon  her,  floated  in 
his  brain  ;  but  nothing  was  distinct  A  buiry  and 
contradiction  pervaded  all  his  thoughts.  Even 
while  he  was  so  bnsy  with  this  fevered,  ineffectual 
thinking,  his  one  constant  idea  was,  that  lie  would 
|>ostponc  reflection,  until  some  indefinite  time. 

Then,  the  old  days  before  the  second  marriage 
rose  up  in  his  remembrance.  He  thought  how 
Jealous  he  had  boen  of  the  boy,  how  jealous  he  had 
been  of  the  girl,  how  artfully  he  had  kept  intruders 
at  a  difltaoce,  and  drawn  a  circle  round  his  dupe 
that  none  but  himself  should  cross;  and  then  he 
thought,  had  he  done  all  this  to  be  flying  now,  like 
a  scared  thief^  from  only  the  poor  dupe  7 

He  could  have  laid  hands  upon  himself  for  his 
cowardice,  but  it  was  tlie  very  shadow  of  his  de. 
feat,  and  could  not  be  separated  from  it  To  have 
his  confidence  in  his  own  knavery  so  shattered  at 
a  blow  —  to  be  within  his  own  knowledge  such  a 
miserable  tool  —  was  like  being  paralysed.  With 
an  impotent  &rocity  lie  raged  at  Edith,  and  hated 
Mr.  Dombey  and  hated  himself,  but  still  he  fled, 
.and  could  do  nothing  else. 

Again  and  again  he  listened  for  the  sound  of 
wheels  behind.  Again  and  again  his  fancy  heard 
it,  coming  on  louder  and  louder.  At  last  he  was  so 
persuaded  of  this,  that  he  cried  out,  **Stop!**  pre- 
ierring  oven  the  loss  of  groaod  to  such  uncertainty. 
The  word  Foon  brought  carriage,  horses,  driver, 
•11  in  a  heap  together,  across  the  road. 
"The  devil!"  cried  the  driver,  lookinir  over  his 


"Hark!    What  *•  that  ?" 
"What?" 
"That  noise." 

*^Ah,  Heaven,  be  quiet,  cursed  brigand!**  to  i 
horse  who  shook  his  boUs.    "  What  noise  7*' 

"  Behind.  Is  it  not  another  carriage  at  a  gallop' 
There!  what's  that?" 

"  Miscreant  with  a  pig's  head,  stand  still  !'*  ti 
another  horse,  who  bit  another,  who  frightened  th( 
other  two,  who  plunged  and  backed.    **  Tbtre  i 
nothing  coming." 
"Nothing?** 

"  No,  noUiin|[  but  the  day  yonder." 
"  You  are  right,  I  think.    |  liear  nothing  do« 
indeed.    Go  on  !" 

The  entangled  equipajre,  half  hidden  in  the  reel; 
ing  cloud  from  the  horses,  goes  on  slowly  at  firsi 
for  the  driver,  checked  unnecessarily  in  his  pn 
grcss,  sulkily  takes  out  a  pocket  knife,  and  puts 
new  lash  to  his  whip.  Then  "Hallo,  whoop 
Hallo,  hi  !**     Away  once  more,  savagely. 

And  now  the  stars  faded,  and  the  (uy  glimmere< 
and  standing  in  the  carriage,  looking  back,  I 
could  discern  Uie  track  by  which  he  had  come,  ai 
see  that  there  was  no  traveller  within  view,  on  « 
the  heavy  expanse.  And  soon  it  was  broad  da; 
and  the  sun  began  to  shine  on  com-flelds  and  m 
yards ;  and  solitary  labourers,  risen  from  Uttle  tet 
porary  huts  by  heaps  of  stones  upon  the  road,  wei 
here  and  there,  at  work  repairing  the  highway, 
eating  bread.  By  and  by,  there  were  pcasan 
^oing  to  their  daily  labour,  or  to  market,  or  loon 
ing  at  the  doors  of  poor  cottages,  gazing  idlj 
him  as  he  passed.  And  then  there  was  a  postyai 
ankle-decp  in  mud,  with  stcamin?  dungitills  n 
vast  outhouses  half  ruined ;  and  looking  on  tl 
dainty  prospect,  an  immense,  old,  shadeuss,  g^ 
ing,  stone  chateau,  with  half  its  windows  Uiwii 
and  green  damp  crawling  lazily  over  it,  from  I 
balustradcd  terrace  to  the  taper  tips  of  the  ext 
guishers  upon  the  turrets. 

Gathered  up  moodily  in  a  corner  of  the  carria 
and  only  intent  on  going  fast  —  except  wbeo 
stood  up,  for  a  mile  together,  and  looked  ba< 
which  he  would  do  whenever  there  wa«  a  piece 
open  country — he  went  on,  still  postponing  thoi^ 
indefinitely,  aod  still  always  tormented  with  thi 
ing  to  no  purpose. 

Shame,  disappointment,  and  disconifitare  goai 
at  his  heart ;  a  constant  apprehension  of  beio^  o" 
taken,  or  met — for  he  was  groundlcssly  afraid  c 
of  travellers,  who  came  towards  him  by  the  waj 
was  going — oppressed  him  heavily.  The  same 
tolerable  awe  and  dread  that  had  come  upon  hii 
the  night,  returned  unweaiiened  in  the  d^y, 
monotonous  ringing  of  the  bells  and  tnt^ipii^t 
the  horses;  the  monotony  of  his  anxiety,  and 
less  rage;  the  monotonous  wheel  of  fear,  rq 
and  passion,  he  kept  turniog  round  and  roK 
made  the  journey  like  a  vision,  in  whioh  noU 
was  quite  real  but  his  own  torment. 

It  was  a  vision  of  long  roads,  tha*.  stretched  i 
to  an  horizon,  always  receding  ai>d  never  gaii 
of  ill.paved  towns,  up  hill  and  c^wn,  where  1 
caaie  to  dark  doors  and  iU-gla:ed  windows, 
where  rows  of  mud-bespattered  cowi  and  ^ 
were  tied  up  for  sale  jn  the  long  D»rruw  sir 
butting  and  lowing,  and  receiving  1^9* e  ob 
blunt  heads  from  bludgeons  that  RUg^  tHiTe  U 
them  in ;  of  bridges,  crosses,  c|n  '  ' 
new  horses  being  put  in  a 
horses  of  the  last  stage  i 


,  crosses,  difrdMrik  po^fi 
t  in  agaiQ«itMrj8lLv«» 
Lge  reeking; jiiJfcMa^Bd 
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krart ;  of  little  oemeteriea  wUh  bUck  eroBses  se^ 
led  sideways  in  the  ^aves,  and  withered  wreath* 
ipoo  tbem  droppiag*  away;  afatn  of  long,  long 
oads,  dragging  themselves  out,  up  hill  and  down, 
o  the  treacherous  horizon. 

Of  morning,  noon,  and  sunset;  night,  and  the 
'ising  of  an  early  moon.  Of  long  roads  tempo- 
'«rily  left  behind,  and  a  rough  pavement  reached; 
»f  battering  and  clattering  over  i^  and  looking  up, 
(.raong  house-roofs,  at  a  great  church-tower;  of 
petting  out  and  eating  hastily,  and  drinking 
Ira^gbte  of  wine  that  had  uo  cheering  influence ; 
>f  coming  ibrth  afoot^  among  a  host  of  beggars-- 
>lind  men  with  quivering  eyelids,  led  by  old  women 
solding  candles  to  their  faces ;  idiot  girls ;  the  lame, 
the  epileptic,  and  the  palsied  <—  of  passing  through 
Lhe  clamour,  and  looking  from  his  seat  at  the  up- 
luroed  countenances  and  outstretched  hands,  with  a 
iiurried  dread  of  recognising  some  pursuer  pressing 
forward — of  gallopping  away  again,  upon  the  lopg, 
long  road,  gathered  up,  dull  and  stunned,  in  his 
corner,  or  rising  to  see  where  the  moon  shone 
faintly  on  a  patch  of  the  same  endless  road  miles 
iway,  or  looking  back  to  sec  who  followed. 

Of  never  sleeping,  but  sometimes  dozing  with 
unclosed  eyes,  and  springing  up  with  a  start,  and 
ft  reply  aloud  to  an  imaginary  voice.  Of  cursing 
himself  for  being  there,  tor  having  fled,  for  having 
let  her  go,  for  not  liaving  confronted  and  defied 
liim.  Of'  having  a  deadly  quarrel  with  the  whole 
vorld,  but  chiefly  witli  himself.  Of  blighting 
everything  with  his  black  mood  as  he  was  carried 
m  ftnd  away. 

It  was  a  fevered  vision  of  things  past  and  pre- 
lent  all  confounded  together;  of  his  life  and  jour- 
ney  blended  into  one.  Of  being  madly  hurried 
tomewherc,  whither  he  must  go.  Of  eld  scenes 
itarUng  up  among  tlie  novelties  through  which  he 
ravelled.  Of  musing  and  brooding  over  what  was 
fMist  and  distant,  and  seeming  to  take  no  notice  of 
he  actnal  objects  he  encountered,  but  with  a  weari- 
tome  exhausting  eonsciousncsB  of  being  bewildered 
>y  them,  and  having  their  images  all  crowded  in 
lis  hot  brain  aflcr  they  were  gone. 

A  vision  of  eiiange  upon  change,  and  still  the 
tame  monotony  of  bells  and  wheels,  and  horses* 
ieet,  and  no  rest  Of  town  and  countryi  post-yards, 
lorses,  drivers,  hill  and  valley,  light  and  darkness, 
x>ad  and  pavement,  height  and  hollow,  wet  weather 
md  dry,  and  still  tlie  same  monotony  of  bells  and 
vheels,  and  horses*  feet,  and  no  rest.  A  vision  of 
ending  on  at  last,  towards  tlie  distant  capital,  by 
maier  roads,  and  sweeping  round,  by  old  cathedrals, 
md  dashing  through  BmaTl  towns  and  villages,  lees 
hinly  scattered  on  the  road  tbai|  formerly,  and  sit* 
ing  slirouded  in  his  corner,  with  his  cloak  up  to 
us  (ace,  as  people  passing  by  looked  at  him. 

Of  roiling  on  and  on,  always  postponing  thought, 
md  always  racked  with  thinking;  of  being  unable 
o  reckon  up  the  hours  he  had  been  upon  the  road, 
if  to  comprehend  the  points  of  time  and  place  in, 
lis  journey.  Of  being  parched  and  giddy,  and 
lalf  mad.  Of  pressing  on,  in  spite  of  all,  as  if  he 
M»old  not  stop,  and  coming  into  Paris,  where  the 
urbid  river  held  its  swill  course  undisturbed,  be- 
,wten  two  brawling  streams  pf  life  and  motion. 

A  troubled  vision,  then,  of  bridges,  quays,  inter- 
ninable  elareeti! ;  of  wine-ahopo,  water-carriers,  great 
srowds  of  peopW,  soldiers,  coaches,  military  drums, 
trcades.  Of  the  monotony  of  bells  and  wheels  and 
i'  feet  being  at  length  lost  in  the  universal  din 


noise  as  he  passed  out  in  another  carriage,  by  a 
different  barrier  from  that  by  which  he  had  entered. 
Of  the  restoration,  as  he  travelled  on  towards  the 
sea-coast,  of  the  monotony  of  bells,  and  wheels,  and 
horses*  feet,  and  no  rest. 

Of  sunset  once>  again,  and  nightfall.  Of  long 
roads  again,  and  dead  of  night,  and  feeble  lights 
in  windows  by  the  road-side ;  and  still  the  old  mo. 
notony  of  bells,  and  wheels,  and  horses*  feet,  and 
no  rest  Of  dawn,  and  daybreak,  and  the  rising  of 
the  sun.  Of  toiling  slowly  up  a  hill,  and  feeling 
on  its  top  the  fresh  sea-breeze ;  and  seeing  tho 
morning  light  upon  the  edges  of  the  distant  waves. 
Of  coming  down  into  a  harbour  when  the  tide  waa 
at  its  ful^  and  seeing  fishing-boats  float,  in,  and 
glad  women  and  children  waiting  for  them.  Of 
nets  and  seamen*s  clothes  spread  out  to  dry  upon 
the  shore;  of  busy  sailors,  and  their  voices  high' 
among  ships*  masu  and  riggiug ;  of  the  buoyancy 
and  brightness  of  tlie  water,  and  the  universal 
sparkling. 

Of  receding  from  the  coast,  and  looking  back 
upon  it  from  the  deck  when  it  was  a  haze  upon  the 
water,  with  here  and  there  a  little  opening  of  bright 
land  where  the  Sun  struck.  Of  the  swell,  and  flash, 
and  niurmur  of  the  calm  sea.  Of  anotiier  grey 
line  on  the  ocean,  on  the  vesscl*s  track,  fast  crow- 
ing  clearer  and  higher.  Of  clifls,  and  buildings, 
and  a  windmill,  and  a  church,  becoming  more  and 
more  visible  upon  it.  Of  steaming  on  at  last  into 
smooth  water,  and  mooring  to  a  pier  whence  groups 
of  people  looked  down,  greeting  friei>ds  on  board. 
Of  disembarking,  passing  among  them  quickl^% 
shunning  every  one ;  and  of  being  at  last  again  m 
Englancl 

He  had  thouglit,  in  his  dream,  of  going  into  a 
remote  Country.place  he  knew,  and  lying  quiet 
there,  while  he  secretly  informed  himself  of  what 
transpired,  and  determined  how  to  act  Still  in  tho 
same  stunned  condition,  he  remembered  a  certain 
station  on  the  railway,  where  he  would  have  to 
branch  off  to  his  place  of  destination,  and  where 
there  was  a  quiet  Inn.  liore,  he  indistinctly  re- 
solved to  tarry  and  rest 

With  this  purpose  he  slunk  into  a  railway  car- 
riage as  quickly  as  he  could,  and  lying  there 
wrapped  in  his  cloak  as  if  he  were  asleep,  was  soon 
borne  far  away  from  the  sea,  and  deep  into  tho  in- 
land green.  Arrived  at  his  destination  he  looked 
out,  and  surveyed  it  carefully.  He  was  not  mis- 
taken  in  his  impression  of  the  place.  It  was  a  re- 
tired  8|»ot,  on  the  borders  of  a  little  wood.  Only 
one  house,  newly-built  or  altered  fur  the  purpose, 
stood  there,  surrounded  by  its  neat  garden;  tho 
small  town  tliat  was  nearest,  was  some  miles  away. 
Here  he  alighted  then ;  and  going  straight  into  the 
tavern,  unobserved  by  any  one,  secured  two  rooms 
up-stairs  communicating  with  each  other,  and  tuf- 
ficiently  retired. 

His  object  was,  to  rest,  and  recover  tlie  command 
of  himself,  and  the  balance  of  his  mind.  Imbecile 
discomfiture  and  rage — so  that,  as  he  walked  ab«iut 
his  room,  he  ground  his  teeth  —  had  complete  pes- 
session  of  him.  His  thoughts,  not  to  be  stopped  or 
directed,  still  wandered  where  they  would,  and 
dragged  him  after  them.  He  was  stupified,  and  he 
was  wearied  to  death. 

But,  as  if  there  were  a  curse  upon  him  that  be 
should  never  rest  again,  his  drowsy  senses  would 
i^ot  lose  their  consciousness.  He  had  no  more  in- 
fluence  with  them,  in  this  regard,  than  if  thev  ha< 
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bim  to  take  note  of  present  sounds  and  obieets,  but 
lb  at  they  woald  not  be  diverted  from  the  whole 
hurried  vision  of  bis  jonmey.  It  was  constantiy 
before  him  all  ttt  once.  She  stood  there,  with  her 
dark  disdainful  eyes  again  upon  him ;  and  he  was 
riding  on  nevertheless,  through  town  and  country, 
light  and  darkness,  wet  weather  and  dry,  over  road 
and  pavement,  hill  and  valley,  height  and  hollow, 
jaded  and  scared  by  the  monotony  of  bells,  and 
wheels,  and  horses*  ieet,  and  no  rest 

"  What  day  is  this  ?"  he  asked  of  the  waiter, 
who  was  making  preparations  for  his  dinner. 

"Day,  Sir?" 

*•  Is  it  Wednesday?" 

•*  Wednesday.  Sir !    No,  Sir.    Thursday,  Sir." 

"  I  forgot  How  goes  the  time  7  My  watch  is 
unwound." 

**  Wants  a  few  minutes  of  five  o'clock,  Sir.  Been 
travelling  a  long  time,  Sir,  perhaps  V^ 

**Yes." 

"By  rail,  Sir  r 

-Yes." 

"Very  confusing.  Sir.  Not  much  in  the  habit 
of  travelling  by  rail  myself  Sir,  but  gentlemen  fre. 
quently  say  so." 

"  Do  many  gentlemen  come  here  7" 

"  Pretty  well,  Sir,  in  general  Nobody  here  at 
present  Rather  slack  just  now,  Sir.  Everything 
is  slack.  Sir." 

He  made  no  answer ;  but  had  risen  into  a  sitting 
posture  on  the  sofa  where  he  had  been  lying,  and 
leaned  forward,  with  an  arm  on  each  knee,  staring 
at  the  ground.  He  could  not  master  his  own  atten- 
tion for  a  minute  together.  It  rushed  away  where 
it  would,  but  it  never,  for  an  instant,  lost  itself  in 
sleep. 

He  drank  a  quantity  of  wine  after  dinner,  in 
vain.  No  such  artificial  means  would  bring  sleep 
to  his  eyes.  His  thoughts,  more  incoherent,  dragged 
him  more  unmercifully  aAer  them — as  if  a  wretch, 
condemned  to  such  expiation,  were  drawn  at  tbe 
heels  of  wild  horses.    No  oblivion,  and  no  rest 

How  long  he  sat,  drinking  and  broodm?,  and 
being  dragged  in  imagination  hither  and  thither, 
no  one  could  have  told  less  correctly  than  he«  But 
he  knew  that  he  had  been  sitting  a  long  time  by 
candle-light,  when  ho  started  up  and  listened,  in  a 
sudden  terror. 

For  now,  indeed,  it  was  no  fancy.  The  ground 
shook,  the  house  rattled,  the  fierce  impetuous  rush 
was  in  the  air !  He  felt  it  come  up,  and  go  darting 
by ;  and  even  when  he  had  hurried  to  the  "window, 
and  saw  what  it  was,  he  stood,  shrinking  from  it, 
as  if  it  were  not  safe  to  look. 

A  curse  upon  the  fiery  devil,  thundering  along 
«o  smoothly,  tracked  through  the  distant  valley  by 
a.  glare  of  light  and  lurid  smoke,  and  gone !  He 
ftlt  as  if  he  had  been  plucked  out  of  its  path,  and 
sa\ed  from  being  torn  asunder.  It  made  him 
shrink  and  shudder  even  now,  when  its  faintest 
hfttoi  was  hushed,  and  when  the  lines  of  iron  road 
he  could  trace  in  the  moonlight,  running  to  a  point, 
were  as  empty  and  as  silent  as  a  desert. 

Unable  to  rest,  artd  irresistibly  attracted  —  or  he 
thought  so-^to  this  road,  he  went  out,  and  lounged 
on  the  brink  of  it,  marking  the  way  the  train  had 
|fone,  by  the  yet  smoking  cinders  that  were  lying 
in  its  track.  After  a  lounge  of  some  half-hour  in 
the  direction  by  which  it  had  disappeared,  ho 
turned  and  walked  the  other  way — still  keeping  to 
the  brink  of  the  road  —  past  the  inn  garden,  and  a 

]tm<r  ivftv  ^/Mvn  •    IaaItUkv  ^nwtrknalw  •#    *ka    K»{«1mia« 


signals,  lamps,  and  wondering  when  another  Dm 
would  come  by.  * 

A  trembling  of  the  ground,  and  quick  vibratio 
in  his  ears ;  a  dhtant  shriek ;  a  dttU  light  advan< 
ing,  quickly  changed  to  two  red  eyes,  and  a  fierc 
fire,  dropping  glowing  coals ;  an  irresistible  bearm 
on  of  a  rreat  roaring  and  dilating  mass ;  a  hig 
wind,  and  a  rattle  —  another  eome  and  gone,  an 
he  holding  to  a  gate,  as  if  to  save  himself! 

He  waited  for  another,  and  for  another.  lA 
walked  back  to  his  former  pohat,  and  back  a^ai 
to  that,  and  still,  through  the  wearisome  vision  < 
his  journey,  looked  for  these  approaching  monster 
He  loitered  about  the  station,  waiting  until  ok 
should  stay  to  call  there ;  and  nv^n  one  did,  an 
was  detached  for  water,  hie  stood  parallel  with  i 
watching  its  heavy  wheels  and  brasen  front,  an 
thinking  what  a  cruel  power  and  might  it  ha« 
Ugh !  To  see  the  great  wheels  slowly  turning,  an 
to  think  of  being  run  down  and  crushed ! 

Disordered  with  wine  and  want  of  rest — tiu 
want  which  nothing,  although  he  was  eo  wear 
would  appease — ^these  ideas  and  objects  assumed' 
diseased  importance  in  his  thoughts.  When  I 
went  back  to  his  room,  which  was  not  until  net 
midnight,  tliey  still  haunted  him,  and  he  sat  listei 
ing  for  the  coming  of  atvother. 

So  in  his  bed,  whither  he  repaired  with  no  hof 
of  sleep.  He  still  lay  listening ;  and  when  he  fe 
the  trembling  and  vibration,  got  up  and  went  t 
the  window,  to  watch  (as  lie  coold  from  its  poi 
tion)  the  dull  light  changing  to  the  two  red  eye 
and  the  fierce  fire  dropping  glowing  eoab,  and  U 
rush  of  the  giant  as  it  fled  past,  and  the  traek  c 
glare  and  smoke  along  the  valley.  Then  he  wou 
glance  in  the  direction  by  which  he  intended 
depart  at  sunrise,  as  there  was  no  rest  fbr  hi 
there ;  and  would  lie  down  again,  to  be  troubled  I 
the  vision  of  his  journey,  and  the  old  monotony  ^ 
bells,  and  wheels,  and  horses*  feet  (>ntil  anotb 
came.  This  lasted  all  night  So  far  from  remi 
ing  the  mastery  of  himself,  he  seemed,  if  possibi 
to  lose  it  more  and  more,  as  the  night  crept  c 
When  the  dawn  appeared,  he  was  still  torment 
with  thinking,  still  postponing  thought  until  I 
should  bo  in  a  better  state ;  the  past,  present,  ai 
future  all  floated  confbsedly  before  him,  and  be  h 
lost  all  power  of  looking  steadily  at  any  one  < 
them. 

"At  what  time,"  he  asked  the  roan  who  h 
waited  on  him  over.nigbt  now  entering  with 
candle,  "  do  I  leave  here,  did  you  say  7" 

"  About  a  quarter  afler  four,  Sir.  Eipreas  ooa 
through  at  four.  Sir. — Don*t  stop." 

He  passed  hit  hand  across  his  throbbing  bet 
and  looked  at  his  watch.    Nearly  half-part  Siree 

"Nobody  going  with  you.  Sir,  probably,"  c 
served  the  man.  "  Two  gentlemen  here,  Sir,  I 
they  *re  waiting  for  the  train  to  London." 

"I  thought  yon  said  there  was  nobody  ben 
said  Carker,  turning  upon  him  with  the  ghost 
his  old  smile,  when  he  was  angry  or  suspicioua. 

"Not  then.  Sir.  Two  gentlemen  came  in  1 
night  by  the  short  train  that  stops  here.  Sir.  Wai 
water.  Sir  7" 

"  No ;  and  take  away  the  candle.  There's  d 
enough  for  me." 

Having  thrown  himself  upon  the  bed,  half-drest 
be  was  at  the  window  as  the  man  left  tbe  roe 
The  oold  light  of  morning  had  eucceeded  to  nig 
and  there  was,  already,  in  the  sky,  tbe  red  attf 
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lei  with  water— there  wu  no  eooLmg  inflaenoe  in 
it  far  bia^^harriedly  pot  on  hie  olotlws,  paid  what 
he  owed,  and  went  out 

The  air  atmck  ohill  and  corofbrtlefle  aa  it  breathed 
upon  him.  There  waa  a  beavj  dew;  and,  hot  as 
M  was,  it  made  him  ehiver.  After  a  gUnoe  at  the 
phoe  where  he  had  walked  laat  night,  and  at  the 
Bfullifhts  barnin^  feebly  in  the  morning,  and 
boeft  of  their  significance,  he  turned  to  where  the 
OBwaa  risfflg,  and  beheld  it,  in  ita  glory^  as  it 
bake  upon  the  aoene. 

So  awful,  80  transeeodent  in  ita  beaotj,  ao  di- 
viodj  toiemn.  Aa  he  caat  hia  iaded  eyea  upon  it, 
vliera  it  rose,  tran^il  and  aerene,  anmoved  by  all 
thi  wnof  and  wiekedneaa  on  which  ita  beama  had 
^beoe  flioce  the  beginning  of  the  world,  who  ahail , 
Mf  (hat  some  weak  aenie  of  virtue  npon  Earth, 
aad  ita  reward  in  Hcafett,  did  not  manlfeat  itself, 
c"n  to  him  7  If  ever  he  remembered  aister  or 
Mier  with  a  touch  of  tendemeea  and  remorse, 
viio  ihall  say  it  waa  not  then  ? 

He  needed  some  auch  touch  then.  Death  was 
<>liini.  fie  Waa  marked  off  from  the  living  world, 
^  going  down  into  hia  grave. 

He  paid  the  money  for  hia  journey  to  the  conntry- 
phee  he  had  thought  of;  and  waa  walking  to  and 
"^aloQe,  looking  along  the  lineaof  iron,  acroaa  the 
*>%  io  one  direction,  and  towards  a  dark  bridge 
Mv  at  hand  in  the  other;  when,  turning  in  bis 


walK  where  it  was  bounded  br  one  end  of  the 
wooden  atage  on  which  he  paced  up  and  down,  h# 
saw  the  man  from  whom  he  had  fled,  emerging 
from  the  door  by  which  he  himself  had  entered 
there.    And  their  eyes  met 

In  the  quick  unsteadiness  of  the  surprise,  he 
■daggered,  and  slipped  on  to  the  road  below  him. 
But  reoovering  hie  feet  immediately,  he  stepped 
back  a  pace  or  two  upon  that  road,  to  interpose 
some  wider  «paoe  between  them,  and  looked  at  hia 
pmrauer,  breatiiiog  short  and  quick. 

He  heard  a  shout — another^-saw  the  &ce  change 
from  its  vindictive  passion  to  a  faint  aicknese  and 
terror— felt  the  earth  tremble — knew  in  a  moment 
that  the  rush  waa  come — uttered  a  ahriek — looked 
mond — saw  the  red  eyes,  bleared  and  dim,  in  the 
daylight,  dose  upon  him — waa  beaten  down,  cauffht 
up,  BJid  whirled  away  upon  a  jagged  mill,  that 
spun  him  round  and  round,  and  struck  him  limb 
from  Ihnb,  and  licked  his  atream  of  life  up  with  its 
fiery  heat,  and  oast  his  muUlaisd  fragmenta  iu 
the  air. 

When  the  traveller  who  had  been  recognised, 
recovered  from  a  iwoon,  he  saw  them  bringing 
from  a  distance  something  covered,  that  lay  heavy 
and  still,  upon  a  board,  between  four  men,  and  saw 
that  others  drove  some  dogs  away  that  sniffed  upoAi 
the  foad,  and  soaked  hia  bk)od  up,  with  a  train  of 
aahesb 
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SEVKRAL  PEOPLE  DELIGHTED,  AND  THE  GAME  CHICKEN  DISGUSTED. 


1^  Midshipman  was  all  alive.  Mr.  Toots  and 
wi  had  arrived  at  last  Susan  had  run  up  stairs 
^  t  yeuog  wonsan  bereA  of  her  senses,  and  Mr. 
r<M^  and  tlie  ChiiAcen  had  gone  into  the  parlour. 

*0h  my  own  pretty  darling  sweet  Miss  Floy  !" 
^  the  Nipper,  running  into  Florence's  room, 
>^  think  that  it  ahould  come  to  this  and  I  should 
W  yoa  here  my  own  dear  dove  with  nobody  to 
*>it  upon  you  and  no  home  to  call  your  own  but 
j^,  never  will  I  go  away  again  Miss  Floy  for 
"Wgh  I  may  not  gather  mosa  I*m  not  a  rolling 
^  Bor  ia  in  J  heart  a  atone  or  else  it  wouldn't 
<M  as  it  it  busting  now  oh  dear  oh  dear !" 
,I^oaring  out  these  words,  withou|  the  faintest  in. 
Kation  of  a  stop,  of  any  sort.  Miss  Nipper,  on  her 
Mes  beside  her  Mistress,  hugged  her  close. 

"Oh  love !"  cried  Susan,  *♦  f  know  all  that's  past, 
■now  it  all  my  tender  pet  and  I'm  a  choking  give 

■Susan,  dear  good  Susan  T  said  Florence. 
"Oh  bless  her !  I  that  waa  her  little  maid  when 
K  was  a  little  child !  and  is  she  really,  really 
™7  ffoing  to  be  married !"  exclaimed  Suaan.  in  a 
^  of  pain  and  pleasure,  pride  and  grief,  and 
ittven  knows  how  many  other  oonfiicting  feet 
*•• 

•A?^  *«*d  you  "o  V  aaid  FloreDoe. 
,  ^n  gracious  me!    that  innocentest  creature 
*^"  retarned  Susan  hvAtericallv.    •♦  I  knew  he 


He's  the  devotedest  and  innocentest  infant !  And 
is  my  darling,"  pursued  Susan,  with  another  close 
embrace  and  burst  ef  tears,  ^  really,  really  going  to 
be  married !" 

The  mixture  of  compassion,  pleasure,  tenderness, 
protection,  and  regret  with  which  the  Nipper  con- 
stantly  recurred  to  this  subject,  and  at  every  such 
recurrence,  raised  her  head  to  look  in  the  young 
face  and  kiss  it,  and  then  laid  her  head  again  upon 
her  mistress's  shoulder,  caressing  her  and  sobbing, 
was  as  womanly  and  good  a  thing,  in  its  way,  as 
ever  was  seen  in  the  world. 

"  There,  there !"  said  the  soothing  voice  of  Flo. 
rence  presently.  **  Now  you're  quite  yourself,  dear 
Susan!" 

Miss  Nipper,  sitting  down  upon  the  floor,  at  her 
mistress's  feet,  laughing  and  sobbing,  holding  her 
pocket-handkerchief  to  her  eyes  with  one  hand,  and 
patting  Diogenes  with  the  other  as  he  licked  her 
face,  confessed  to  being  more  composed,  and  laugh* 
ed  and  cried  a  little  more  in  proof  of  it. 

"I — I — I  never  did  see  such  a  creetur  as  that 
Toots,"  said  Susan,  **  in  all  my  born  days,  never !" 

*'  So  kind,"  auggested  Florence. 

**  And  so  comic !"  Susan  sobbed.  **  The  way  he 's 
been  going  on  inside  with  me,  with  that  dtsrespec*. 
able  Chicken  on  the  box !" 

** About  what  Susan?"  inquired  Florence,  ti- 
midlv. 


286 


DOMBEY  AfJD  SO.N;- 


Gillfl,  and  you  my  dear  Miss  Floy,  and  the  silent 
tomb,**  said  Saian. 

**  The  silent  tomb  !**  repeated  Florence. 

**  He  says,**  here  Susan  burst  into  a  yiolent  hys- 
terical  laugh,  "  that  he  *11  go  down  into  it  now,  im- 
mediately and  quite  comrortable,  but  bless  your 
heart  my  dear  Miss  Floy  he  won\  he  *s  a  great 
•deal  too  happy  in  seeing  other  people  happy  for 
that,  he  may  not  be  a  Solomon,*'  pursued  the  Nip- 
per, with  her  usual  volubility,  **  nor  de  I  say  he  is, 
but  this  I  do  eay,  a  less  selfish  human  creature  hu- 
man nature  never  know  V* 

Miss  Nipper  being  still  hysterical,  laughed  ini. 
moderately  after  making  this  energetic  declaration, 
and  then  informed  Florence  that  he  was  waiting 
below  to  see  her ;  which  would  be  a  rich  repayment, 
for  the  trouble  he  had  had  in  his  late  expedition. 

Florence  entreated  Susan  to  beg  of  Mr.  Toots  as 
a  favour  that  she  might  have  the  pleasure  of  thank. 
ing  him  for  his  kindness ;  and  Susan,  in  a  few  mo- 
ments, produced  that  young  gentleman,  still  very 
much  dishevelled  in  appearance,  and  stammering 
exceedingly. 

"  Miss  Dombey,"  said  Mr.  Toots.  "  To  be  again 
permitted  to — to — ^gaze — at  least,  not  to  gaze,  but 
— I  doo*t  exactly  know  what  I  was  going  to  say, 
but  it  *8  of  no  consequence.^* 

**  I  have  to  thank  you  so  oflen,**  returned  Flo- 
rencc,  giving  him  both  her  hands,  with  all  her  in- 
nocent gratitude  beaming  in  her  face,  **  that  I  have 
no  words  left,  and  don*t  know  bow  to  do  it.** 

**Miss  Doml)ey,**  said  Mr.  Toots,  in  an  awful 
voice,  "  if  it  was  possible  that  you  could,  consistent- 
ly  with  your  angelic  nature.  Curse  me,  you  would 
— if  I  may  be  allowed  to  say  so — floor  me  infinitely 
less,  than  b^  these  undeserved  expressions  of  kind, 
ness.'  Their  effect  upon  me  —  is  —  but,*'  said  Mr. 
Toots,  abruptly,  '*  this  is  a  digression,  and  *s  of  no 
consequence  at  all.'* 

As  there  seemed  to  be  no  means  of  replying  to 
this,  but  by  thanking  him  again,  Florence  thanked 
him  again. 

**  I  could  wish,'*  said  Mr.  Toots,  "to  take  this 
opportunity,  Miss  Dombey,  if  I  mi^ht,  of  entering 
into  a  word  of  explanation.  I  should  have  had  the 
pleasure  of— of  returning  with  Susan  at  an  earlier 
'  period ;  but,  in  the  first  place,  we  did  n*t  know  the 
name  of  the  relation  to  whose  house  she  had  gone, 
and,  in  the  second,  as  she  had  left  that  relation*s 
and  gone  to  another  at  a  distance,  I  think  that 
scarcely  anything  short  of  the  sagacity  of  tlie 
Chicken,  w^ould  hare  found  her  out  in  the  time." 

Florence  was  sure  of  it 

**  This,  however,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  *•  is  not  the 
point.  The  company  of  Susan  has  been,  I  assure 
you.  Miss  Dombey,  a  consolation  and  satisfaction 
to  me,  in  my  state  of  mind,  more  easily  conceived, 
than  described.  The  journey  has  been  its  own 
reward.  That,  however,  still,  is  not  the  point 
Miss  Dombey,  I  have  before  observed  that  I  know 
I  am  not  what  is  considered  a  quick  person.  I  am 
perfectly  aware  of  that  I  don't  think  anybody 
could  be  better  acquainted  with  his  own — if  it  was 
not  too  strong  an  expression,  I  should  say  with  the 
thickness  of  his  own  head  —  than  myself.  But, 
Miss  Dombey,  I  do,  notwithstanding,  perceive  tlie 
state  of — of  tliings  —  with  Lieutenant  Waltefs. 
Whatever  agony  that  state  of  things  may  have 
caused  me  (which  is  of  no  consequence  at  al5t  I  am 
l>ound  to  say,  that  Lieutenant  Walters  is  a  person 
who  appears  to  be  worthy  of  the  blessing  that  has 


fallen  on  his— «n  his  brow.  May  he  wear  it  loog, 
and  appreciate  it,  as  a  ver^  different,  and  very  aa* 
worthy  individual,  that  it  is  of  no  conseqoeace  ts 
name,  would  have  done !  That,  howef er,  still,  is 
not  the  point  Miss  Dombey,  Captain  Gills  ii  a 
friend  of  mine ;  and  during  the  interval  that  is  now 
elapsing,  I  believe  it  would  afford  Captain  Gills 
pleasure  to  see  me  occajiionally  coming  backwards 
and  forwards  here.  It  would  afford  me  pleason 
so  to  come.  But  I  cannot  forget  that  I  once  oom- 
mitted  myself,  fatally,  at  the  corner  of  the  Sqoan 
at  Brighton ;  and  if  my  presence  will  be,  in  tbc 
least  degree,  unpleasant  to  you,  I  only  ask  you  Ic 
name  it  to  me  now,  and  assure  you  thai  I  shal 
perfectly  understand  you.  I  shall  not  consider  i 
at  all  unkind,  and  shall  only  be  too  delighted  an 
happy  to  be  honoured  with  your  oonfideaQa." 

"  Mr.  Toots,"  returned  Florence,  **  if  yoo,  wh 
are  so  old  and  true  a  friend  of  mine,  were  to  stt] 
away  from  this  bouse  now,  yon  would  make  m 
very  unhappy.  It  can  never,  never,  give  me  aa; 
feeling  but  pleasure  to  see  vou.** 

**  Miss  Dombey,*'  said  Mr.  Toots,  taking  out  hi 
pocket-handkerchief^  "  if  I  shed  a  tear,  it  is  a  tei 
of  joy.  It  is  of  no  consequence,  and  I  am  Ter 
much  obliged  to  you.  I  may  be  allowed  to  renatl 
afler  what  you  have  so  kindly  said,  that  it  is  n 
my  intention  to  neglect  my  person  any  longer." 

Florence  received  this  intinuition  with  the  jn 
tiest  expression  of  perplexity  possible. 

**I  mean,*'  said  Mr. Toots,  ""that  I  shall oonsidi 
it  my  duty  as  a  fellow-cf  eature  generally,  ontil 
am  claimed  by  the  silent  tomb,  to  make  the  be 
of  myself,  and  to  —  to  have  my  boots  as  brigfal 
polished,  as — as  circumstances  will  admit  o£  Tb 
IS  the  last  tiine,  Miss  Dombey,  of  my  intnidii 
any  .observation  of  a  private  and  personal  natui 
I  thank  you  very  much  indeed.  If  I  am  not,  is 
general  way,  as  sensible  as  my  friends  could  wi 
me  to  be,  or  as  I  could  wish  myself,  I  really  bj 
upon  my  word  and  honour,  particularly  sensible 
what  is  considerate  and  kind.  I  feel,**  said  ) 
Toots,  in  an  impassioned  tone,  **  aa  if  I  coqU  < 
press  my  feelings,  at  the  present  moment,  in  a  m 
remarkable  manner,  if —  if —  I  oould  only  g« 
start" 

Appearing  not  to  get  it,  afler  waiting  a  min 
or  two  to  see  if  it  would  come,  Mr.  Toots  tool 
hasty  leave,  and  went  below  to  seek  the  Capli 
whom  he  found  in  the  shop. 

•♦Captain  Gills,**  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  what  is  t 
to  take  place  between  us,  takes  place  under 
sacred  seal  of  confidence.  It  is  the  sequel,  Cspl 
Gills,  of  what  has  taken  place  between  myself  i 
Miss  Dombey,  upstairs." 

**Alow  and  alofl,  eh,  my  lad?**  murmured 
Captain. 

*<  Exactly  so,  CapUin  Gills,*'  said  Mr.  Ti 
whose  fervour  of  acquiescence  was  orreatly  he^ 
ened  by  his  entire  ignorance  of  the  <^ptaix>*s  ns 
•ing.  ♦*Miss  Dombey,  I  believe.  Captain  QiU 
to  be  shdrtly  united  to  Lieutenant  Waiters  7" 

•*  Why,  aye,  my  lad.  We  *re  all  abi^eU  I 
— WaPr  and  sweetheart  will  be  jined  togetbi 
the  house  of  bondage,  as  soon  as  the  askia| 
over,"  whispered  Captain  Cuttle,  in  his  ear. 

"Tlie  askings,  Captain  Gills r*  rapettted 
Toots. 

**  In  the  church,  down  yonder,**  said  the  Ctp 
pointing  his  thumb  over  bis  shoulder. 

•*0h!  Yes!"  returned  Mr. Toots. 
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**And  tlien,"  aaid  the  Captain,  ia  hu  hoarte 
whisper,  and  ti  pping  Mr.  TooU  on  the  oheit  with 
the  back  of  hia  hand,  and  falling  from  him  with  a 
look  of  infinite  admiration,  ^  what  foUars?  That 
there  pretty  creetur,  aa  delicately  brought  up  as  a 
foreign  bird,  goes  away  upon  the  roaring  main 
with  Wal*r  on  a  wnyage  to  Clilna  V 
"  Lord,  Captain  Gills  <"  said  Mr.  TooU. 
'''Aye  !'*  nodded  the  Captain.  **  The  ship  as  took 
him  up,  when  be  was  wrecked  in  tlie  hurricane 
thai  had  dro?e  her  clean  out  of  her  course,  was  a 
China  trader,  and  Wal^r  made  the  woyage,  and  got 
iota  favour,  aboard  and  ashoro^^beii^  as  smart  and 
good  a  lad  aa  ever  stepped — and  so,  the  supercargo 
aving  at  Canton,  he  got  made  (having  acted  as 
(Jerk  afore),  and  now  he  *a  supercargo  aboard  an- 
other ship,  same  owners.  And  so,  yoa  see,*'  re- 
peated the  Captain,  thoughtftiUy,  **the  pretty 
creetor  goes  away  upon  the  roaring  roain  with 
Wal>,  on  a  woyage  to  China.** 

Mr.  Toots  and  Captain  Cuttle  heaved  a  sigh  in 
concert 

/What  then?**  said  the  CapUin.  '*She  loves 
him  true.  He  Joves  her,  trne.  Them  as  should 
Lare  loved  and  fended  of  her,  treated  of  her  like 
the  beasts  as  perish.  When  she,  cast  out  of  home, 
come  here  to  me,  and  dropped  upon  them  planks, 
her  wownded  Iieart  ^as  broke^  I  know  it!  I, 
£d*ard  Cuttle,  see  it.  There  *8  nowt  but  true,  kind, 
steady  k>ve,  on  ean  ever  piece  it  up  again.  If.  so 
he  I  didn*t  know  that,  and  didn^t  know  as  Wal'r 
was  her  true  love,  brother,  and  she  bis,  I M  havto 
these  here  blae  arms  and  legs  chopped  oS^  afore 
I  'd  Jet  her  go.  But  I  do  know  it,  and  what  then  ? 
Why,  then,  1  say.  Heaven  go  with  *em  both,  and 
•0  it  will !     Amen  !** 

**  Captain  Gills,**  said  Mr.  Toots,  **  let  me  have 
the  pleasure  of  shaking  hands.  You  *ve  a  way  of 
•ayiog  things,  that  gives  me  an  agreeable  warmth, 
aU  up  niy  back.  /  say  Amen^  You  are  aware. 
Captain  Uills,  that  I,  too,  have  adored  Miss  Dom- 
tey.** 

** Cheer  up  !**  said  the  Captain,  laying  his  hand 
on  Mr.  TooU*s  shoulder.    ^  Stand  by,  b^  !'* 

"  It  is  my  intention.  Captain  Gills,**  returned  the 
spirited  Mr.  Toots,  **to  cheer  op.  Also  to  stand 
by,  as  much  as  possible.  When  the  silent  tomb 
shall  yawn,  Captain  Gills,  I  shall  be  ready  for 
burial ;  not  before.  But  not  being  certain,  just  at 
present,  of  ray  power  over  myself^  whoit  I  wish  to 
My  to  jou,  and  what  I  shall  take  it  as  a  particular 
krom  if  you  will  mentioa  to  Lieutenant  Walters, 
is  as  follows.** 
•«  Is  aa  foUerB,**  echoed  (he  CapUia.  "  Steody  !** 
**Mis«  Dombey  being  so  inexpressibly  kind,*' 
eontinucd  Mr.  Toots  with  watery  eyes,  **  as  to  say 
that  my  presence  is  the  reverse  of  disagreeable  to 
ber,  and  jou  and  everybody  here  being  no  less  for. 
bearing  and  tolerant  towards  one  who  —  who  cer- 
laialy**  said  Mr.  Toots,  with  momentary  dejection, 
"would  appear  to  have  been  born  by  mistake,  I 
iball  come  backwards  and  forwards  of  an  evening, 
lariog  the  short  time  we  can  all  be  together.  But 
rbat  I  aak  ia  this.  If,  at  any  moment,  I  find  that 
I  cannot  endure  the  eontemplation  of  Lieutenant 
(falters**  bliss,  and  should  rush  out,  I  hope*  Csp- 
lam  Gills,  that  you  and  he  will  both  consider  it  sa 
ny  miafortune  and  not  my  fault,  or  the  want  of 
oward  oonfiioL  That  you  *11  feel  convinced  I  bear 
to  naJioe  to  aujr  living  creature  —  least  of  aU  to 
Lieittea^ol    Waltera   hiras»lf--and    that   you'll 


casually  remark  that  I  kavs  gone  out  for  a  walk, 
or  probably  to  see  what  o'clock  it  is  by  the  Royal 
Bxehange.  Oaptahi  Gills,  if  you  could  enter  into 
this  arrangement,  and  could  answer  for  Lieutenant 
Walters,  it  would  be  a  relief  to  uiy  feelings  that  I 
should  think  cheap  at  the  sacrifice  of  a  consider- 
able  portion  of  my  property.*' 

"  My  lad,"  returned  tiie  Captain,  "  say  no  more. 
There  ain't  a  colour  you  can  run.  up,  ^a  won*i  be- 
made  out,  and  answered  to,  bv  Wul'r  and  self," 

"Captain  Gills,'*  said  Mr.'Toots,  "  my  mind  is 
greatly  relieved.  I  wish  to  preserve  tiie  good 
opinion  of  all  here.  I  —  I  —  mean  well,  upon  my 
honour,  however  badly  I  may  show  it.  You  know," 
said  Mr.  Toots,  "it 's  exactly  as  if  Burgess  and 
Co.  wished  to  oblige  a  customer  with  a  most  ex* 
traordinary  pair  of  trousers,  and  eould  not  cut  out 
what  they  had  in  their  minds.** 

With  this  apposite  illustration,  of  which  he 
seemed  a  little  proud,  Mr.  Toots  gave  Captain  Cut- 
tie  lus  blessing  and  departed. 

The  honest  Captain,  with  his  Heart's  Delight  in- 
the  bouse,  and  Susan  tending  her,  was  a  beaming 
and  a  happy  man.  As  the  days  flew  by,  he  grew 
more  beaming  and  more  happy,  every  day.  Afler 
some  con&rcnoea  with  Susan  (ibr  whose  wisdom 
the  Captain  had  a  profound  respect,  and  whoso 
-valiant  precipiiation  of  herself  on  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger 
he  could  never  forget),  be  proposed  to  Florence 
that  the  daughter  of  the  elderly  iady  who  uaually 
sat  under  the  blue  umbrella  in  Lcadenhall  Market, 
should,  for  prudential  reasons  and  considerations 
of  privacy,  be  superseded  in  the  temporary  die- 
eharge  of  the  household  duties,  by  some  one  who 
was  not  unknown  io  them,  and  in  whom  they 
could  safely  confide.  Susan,  being  present,  then 
named,  in  furtherance  of  a  suggestion  she  had 
previously  offered  to  the  Captain,  Mrs.  Richards. 
Florence  brightened  at  ih^  nam%  And  Susan, 
setting  off  that  very  afternoon  to  the  Toodle  domi- 
cile,  to  sound  Mrs.  Richards,  returned  in  triumph 
the  same  evening,  accompanied  by  the  identical 
rosy  cheeked,  apple-faced  Polly,  whose  demon, 
strations,  when  brought  into  Florence*s  presence, 
were  hardly  less  afftictionate  tlian  those  of  Susan 
Nipper  herself. 

This  pieoe  of  generalship  accomplished ;  from 
which  the  Captain  derived  uncommon  satisfaction,. 
88  he  did,  indeed,  from  everything  else  that  was 
done,  whatever  it  happened  to  be;  Florence  had 
next  to  prefMr^  Susan  for  their  approaching  sepa- 
ration. This  was  a  much  more  difficult  task,  aa 
Miss  Nipper  waa  of  a  resolute  disposition,  and  had 
fully  made  up  her  mind  that  she  had  come  back 
never  to  be  parted  from  her  old  mistress  any  more., 

**As  to  wages  dear  Miss  Floy**  she  said,  "  you, 
W)ouldn*t  hint  and  wrong  me  so  as  think  of  naming 
them,  for  I  've  put  money  by  and  wonldn*t  sell  my 
love  and  duty  at  a  time  like  this  even  if  the 
Savings*  Banks  and  me  were  total  strangers  or  the 
Banks  were  broke  to  pieces,  but  you  *ve  never  been 
without  me  darling  ^om  the  time  youx  poor  dear 
Ma  waa  took  away,  and  though  I  'm  nothing  to  be 
boosted  of  you  *re  used  to  mo  and  oh  my  own  dear 
mistress  through  so  many  years  don't  think  of 
going  anvwhero  without  me,  for  it  mQsn*t  and 
can't  be  V^ 

"Dear  Susan,  I  am  going  on  a  long,  long 
voyage.'* 

"Well  Mifis  Fk>y,  and  what  of  that?  the  more 
you  '11  wast  me.    Lengths  of  voyages  ain't  an  ob. 
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jeet  in  my  eyes,  thank  God  !**  said  the  impetuoot 
Suvan  Nipper. 

■*  But  Sasan,  I  am  going  with  Walter,  and  I 
would  go  with  Walter  anywhere  —  everywhere! 
Walter  ie  poor,  and  I  am  very  poor,  and  I  mnst 
learn,  now,  both  to  help  myself,  and  help  him." 

**Dear  Miss  Floy!*^  cried  Susan,  burstings  out 
afresh,  and  shaking'  her  head  violently,  **  it  *s  no- 
thing  new  to  you  to  help  yourself  and  others  too 
and  be  the  patientest  and  truest  of  noble  hearts,  but 
let  me  talk  to  Mr.  Walter  Gay  and  settle  it  with 
him,  for  suiFer  you  to  g^o  away  across  the  world 
alone  I  cannot,  and  I  won't." 

*  Alone,  Susan  ?»•  returned  Florence.  ••Alone? 
and  Walter  taking;  me  witli  him  !**  Ah,  what  a 
bright,  amazed,  enraptured  smile  was  on  her  face ! 
— He  should  have  seen  it.  **I  am  sure  you  will 
not  speak  to  Walter  if  I  ask  you  not,"  she  added 
tenderly ;  **  and  pray  don*t,  dear." 

Susan  sobbed  •«  why  not.  Miss  Floy  ?" 

*•  Because,"  said  Florence,  **  I  am  going  to  be  his 
wife,  to  give  him  up  my  whole  heart,  and  to  live 
with  him  and  die  witli  him.  He  might  think,  if 
you  said  to  him  what  you  have  said  to  me,  that  I 
am  afraid  of  what  is  before  me,  or  that  you  have 
some  cause  to  be  afraid  for  me.  Why,  Susan  dear, 
1  love  him !" 

Miss  Nipper  was  so  much  affected  by  the  quiet 
fervour  of  these  words,  and  the  simple,  heartfelt, 
all-pervading  earnestness  expressed  in  them,  and 
making  the  speaker's  face  more  beautiful  and 
pure  than  ever,  that  she  could  only  cling  to  her 
■{[fain,  cryingf.  Was  her  little  mistress  really,  really 
going'  to  be  married,  and  pitying,  caressing,  and 
protecting-  her,  as  she  had  done  before. 

But  the  Nipper,  though  susceptible  of  womanly 
weaknesses,  was  almost  as  capable  of  putting  con. 
straint  upon  herself  as  of  attackinef  the  redoubtable 
Mac  Stinger.  From  that  time,  she  never  retnrned 
to  the  subject,  but  was  always  cheerful,  active, 
bustling,  and  hopeful.  She  did,  indeed,  inform  Mr. 
Toots  privately,  that  she  was  only  •*  keeping  up," 
for  the  time,  and  that  when  it  was  all  over,  and 
Miss  Dombey  was  gone,  she  might  be  expected  to 
become  a  spectacle  distressful ;  and  Mr.  Toots  did 
also  express  that  it  was  his  case  too,  and  that  they 
Would  mingle  their  tears  together ;  but  she  never 
otherwise  indulged  her  private  feelings  in  the 
presence  of  Florence,  or  within  the  precincts  of  the 
Midshipman. 

Limited  and  plain  as'  Florence's  wardrobe  was 
— what  a  contrast  to  that  prepared  for  the  last  mar. 
riage  in  which  she  had  taken  part ! — there  was  a 
good  deal  to  do  in  getting  it  ready,  and  Susan  Nip. 
per  worked  away  at  her  side,  all  day,  with  the  con. 
centrated  zeal  of  fifly  sempstresses.  The  wonder- 
ful contributions  Captain  Cutlle  would  have  made 
to  this  branch  of  the  outfit,  if  he  had  been  per. 
mitted — as  pink  parasols,  tinted  silk  stockings,  blue 
shoes,  and  other  articles  no  less  necessary  on  ship- 
board — would  obcupy  some  place  in  the  recital.  He 
was  induced,  however,  by  various  fraudulent  repre- 
sentations,  to  limit  his  contributions  to  a  workbox 
and  dressing-case,  of  each  of  which  he  purchased 
the  very  largest  specimen  that  could  be  got  for 
money.  For  ten  days  or  a  fortnight  afterwards,  he 
generally  sat,  during  the  mater  part  of  the  day, 
gazing  at  these  boxes;  divided'  between  extreme 
^  admiration  of  them,  and  dejected  misgivings  that 
'  -y  were  not  gorgeous  enough,  and  frequently 
Dg  out  into  the  street  to  purchase  some  wild 
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article  that  he  deemed  necessary  to  their  complete- 
ness.  But  his  master  stroke  was,  the  bearing  of 
them  both  ofl^  suddenly,  one  morning,  and  getting 
the  words  Florencx  Gat  engraved  upon  a  brass 
heart  inlaid  over  the  lid  of  each.  After  this,  be 
smoked  four  pipes  successively  in  tlia  little  parloar 
by  himself^  and  was  discovered  chuckling,  at  ths 
expiration  of  as  many  hours. 

Walter  was  busy  and  away  all  day,  but  came 
there  every  morning  early  to  see  Florence,  and  al. 
ways  passed  the  evening  with  her.  Florence  never 
left  her  high  rooms  but  to  steal  down  stairs  (o  vrait 
for  him  when  it  was  his  time  to  come,  or,  sheltered 
by  his  proud,  encircling  arm,  to  bear  him  company 
to  the  door  again,  and  sometimes  peep  into  the 
street  In  the  twilight  they  were  always  together. 
Oh  blessed  time !  Oh  wandering  heart  at  rest! 
Oh  deep,  exhaustless,  mighty,  well  of  love,  in  which 
so  much  was  sunk! 

The  cruel  mark  was  on  her  bosom  yet  It  rose 
against  her  father  with  the  breath  she  drew,  it  hy 
between  her  and  her  lover  when  he  pressed  her  to 
his  heart  But  she  forgot  it  tn  tiie  beating  of 
that  heart  for  her,  and  m  the  beating  of  her  own 
for  him,  all  harsher  music  was  unheard,  all  slera 
unloving  hearts  forgotten.  Fragile  attd  delicate  ithe 
was,  but  with  a  might  of  love  within  her  that  could, 
and  did,  create  a  world  to  fly  to,  and  to  rest  in,  oot 
of  his  one  image. 

How  oAen  did  the  great  house,  and  the  old  dayi, 
come' before  her  in  the  twilight  time,  when  she  «■« 
sheltered  by  the  arm,  so  proud,  so  fond,  and,  creep- 
ing closer  to  him,  shrunk  within  it  at  the  recollec. 
tion !  How  oflen,  from  remembering  the  nifbl 
when  she  went  down  to  that  room  and  met  the 
never  to  be  forgotten  look,  did  she  raise  her  eyes  to 
those  that  watched  her  with  such  loving  eamestneis, 
and  weep  with  happiness  in  such  a  refuge !  Tbe 
more  she  clung  to  it,  the  more  the  dear  dead  cfaiM 
was  in  her  thoughts :  but  as  if  the  last  tinw  she 
had  seen  her  lather,  had  been  when  he  was  sleepag 
and  she  kissed  his  face,  she  always  left  him  BO,aiM 
never,  in  her  fancy,  passed  that  hour. 

**  Walter,  dear,"  said  Florence  one  evening,  when 
it  was  almost  dark.  **  Do  you  know  what  I  bare 
been  thinking  to-day  t" 

**  Thinking  how  the  time  is  flyingon,  and  hoi 
soon  we  Ahall  be  upon  the  sea,  sweet  Florence  T^ 

^  I  don't  mean  that  Walter,  though  I  think  of 
that  too.  I  have  beei^  thinking  what  a  charge  1 
am  to  you." 

**  A  precious,  sacred  charge,  dear  heart !  Why 
1  think  that  sometimes." 

"You  are  laughing,  Walter.  I  know  lhsl*i 
much  more  in  your  thoughts  than  mine.  Bat  1 
mean  a  cost" 

**  A  cost,  my  own  V* 

**  In  money,  dear.  AQ  these  preparations  Ihi 
Susan  and  I  are  so  busy  with — 1  have  been  able  U 
purchase  very  little  for  myself  You  were  pool 
be&re.  But  how  much  poorer  I  shall  make  yon 
Walter!" 

•*  And  how  much  richer,  Florence !" 

Florence  laughed,  and  shook  her  head.  ' 

*« Besides,"  said  Walter,  "long  ago  — befoK  1 
went  to  sea— I  had  a  little  purse  presented  to  ne, 
dearest,  which  had  money  in  it" 

**  Ah !"  returned  Florence  laughing  sorrowfWIy, 
••very  little  i  Very  little.  Waited!  But,yoa««« 
not  think,"  and  here  she  laid  her  light  hand  e*  hfa 
shoulder,  and  looked  into  hia  Ikce^'^thsl  I  wt^ 
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to  be  tbit  harden  on  yotu  No,  dear  love,  I  «ni 
{lad  of  it.  I  am  happy  in  it  I  would  o*t  faaye  it 
otherwise,  for  all  the  world  !** 
"Nor  I,  indeed,  dear  Florence." 
"Ave!  But  Waller,  yon  can  never  feel  it  to  I 
do.  I  am  so  proud  of  you !  It  makes  my  heart 
iwell  with  such  delight  to  know  that  those  who 
speak  of  you  must  say  you  married  a  poor  disowned 
rirl,  who  had  taken  shelter  here ;  who  had  no  other 
Eome,no  other  friends ;  wlio  had  nothings —nothing! 
Oh  Walter,  if  I  could  have  brought  you  millions,  I 
nerer  could  have  been  so  happy  for  your  sake,  as 
Itrn!^ 

**  And  you  dear  Florence  ?  are  yoU  nothing  7**  he 
retorned. 

"  No,  nothing,  Walter.  Nothing  but  your  wife." 
The  light  hand  stole  about  his  neck,  and  the  voice 
ctme  nearer — nearer.  **  I  am  nothing  any  more, 
that  is  not  you.  I  have  no  earthly  hope  any  more, 
that  is  not  ^ou.  I  have  nothing  dear  to  me  any 
more,  tliat  is  not  you." 

Oh !  well  might  Mr.  TooU  leave  the  little  com. 
piny  that  evening,  and  twice  go  out  to  correct  bis 
watch  bv  the  Royal  Exchange,  and  once  to  keep 
an  appomtment  with  a  banker  which  he  suddenlv 
remembered,  and  once  to  take  a  little  turn  to  Aid- 
fate  Pump  and  back ! 

But  before  h6  went  upon  these  expeditions,  or  in. 
deed  before  he  came,  and  before  lights  were  brought, 
Walter  said : 

"Florence  lov^,  the  lading  of  our  ship  is  nearly 
finished,  and  probably  on  the  very  day  of  our  mar- 
tiage  she  will  drop  down  the  river.  Shall  we  go 
away  that  morning,  and  stay  in  Kent  until  We  go 
00  board  at  Gravesend  within  a  week  1" 
**  If  you  please,  Walter.    I  shall  be  happy  any. 

where.     But ." 

•Yes,  my  life?" 

*  You  know,"  said  Florence, "  that  we  shall  have 
no  marriage  party,. and  that  nobody  will  distinguish 
Of  by  our  dress  from  other  people.  As  we  leave 
the  same  day,  will  you — will  you  take  me  some, 
where  that  morning  Walter — early — before  we  go 
to  church  ?*' 

Walter  seemed  to  understand  her,  as  so  true  a 
lover  so  truly  loved  should,  and  confirmed  liia  ready 
promise  with  a  kiss — with  more  than  one  perhaps, 
w  two  or  three,  or  five  or  six ;  and  in  the  grave, 
ttlm,  peaceful  evening,  Florence  was  very  happy. 
Then  'into  the  quiet  room  came  Susan  Nipper 
•nd  this  candles;  shortly  afterwards,  the  tea,  the 
Captain,  and  the  excursive  Mr.  Toots,  who,  as  above 
neotioned,  was  freqaently  on  the  move  afterwards, 
*Dd  passed  but  a  restless  evening.  This,  however. 
Was  not  his  habit:  for  he  generally  ^ot  on  very 
Well,  by  dint  of  pltfying  at  cribbage  with  the  Cap. 
tarn  nnder  the  advice  and  guidance  of  Miss  Nipper, 
and  distracting  his  mind  with  the  calcuiations  inci. 
deotal  to  the  game;  which  he  found  to  be  a  very 
tffectual  means  of  utterly  confounding  himself. 

The  Captain's  visage  on  these  occasions  present- 
ed  one  of  the  finest  examples  of  combination  and 
•Qcoessioa  of  expression  ever  observed.  His  in. 
siactive  delicacy  and  his  chivalrous  feeling  towards 
f  lorenoe,  taught  him  that  it  was  not  a  time  fbr  any 
htkUtmiB  joUity,  or  violent  displ^  of  satisfaction. 
Cntain  floating  reminiscences  of  Lovely  Peg,  on 
ife  other  hand,  were  constantly  struggling  for  a 
vent,  and  orging  the  Captain  to  commit  himself  by 
ioinie  irreparable  demonstration.  Anon,  his  admi. 
ntiAM    *%f    FInirfmAfi    And    Walter  .^  wnll.mfttr.hnl 


truly,  and  ffall  of  moe  and  interest  in  their  youth, 
'  and  love,  and  good  looks,  as  they  sat  apart — woald 
take  such  complete  poeseseion  of  him,  that  he 
would  lay  down  his  cards,  and  beam  upon  them, 
dabbing  his  head  all  over  with  his  poeket-handker- 
chief;  until  warned,  perhaps,  by  the  sudden  rush- 
ing fbfth  of  Mr.  Toots,  that  he  had  unconsciously 
been  very  instrumental  indeed,  in  making  that 
gentleman  miserable.  This  reflection  would  make 
the  Captain  profoundly  melanoholy,  until  the  re. 
turn  of  Mr.  Toots ;  when  he  would  fall  to  his  cards 
again,  with  many  side  winks  and  nods,  and  polite 
waves  of  his  hook  at  MIse  Nipper,  importing  that 
he  wasn't  going  to  do  so  any  more.  The  state 
that  ensued  on  this,  was,  perhaps,  his  best;  for 
then,  endeavouring  to  discharge  all  expression  from 
his  face,  he  would  sit  staring  round  the  room,  with 
all  these  expressions  conveyed  into  it  at  once,  and 
each  wrestling  with  the  other.  Delighted  admira- 
tion  of  Florence  and  Walter  always  overthrew  the 
rest,  and  remained  victorious  and  undisguised, 
unless  Mr.  Toots  made  another  rush  into  the  air, 
and  then  the  Captain  would  sit,  like  a  remorBeftil 
culprit,  until  he  came  back  again,  occasionally 
calling  upon  himself,  in  a  low  reproachftil  voice,  to 
**  Stand  by !"  or  growling  some  remonstrance  to 
"Ed'ard  Cuttle  my  lad,"  on  the  want  of  oautioH 
observable  in  his  behaviour. 

One  of  Mr.  Toots's  hardest  trials,  however,  was 
of  his  oWn  seeking.  On  the  approach  of  the  Sun- 
day  which  was  to  witness  the  last  of  those  askings 
in  church  of  whioli  the  Captoin  had  spoken,  Mr. 
Toots  thus  stated  his  feelings  to  Susan  Nipper. 

**  Susan,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  **  I  am  drawn  towards 
the  building.  The  words  whieh  cut  me  off  from 
Miss  Dombey  for  ever,  will  strike  upon  my  ears 
like  a  knell  you  know,  but  upon  my  word  and 
honour,  I  feel  that  I  must  hear  them.  Therefore," 
said  Mr.  Toots,  '*  will  you  accompany  me  termor, 
row,  to  the  sacred  edifice  ?" 

Miss  Nipper  expressed  her  readiness  to  do 
so,  if  that  would  be  any  satislaction  to  Mr. 
Toots,  but  besought  him  to  abandon  his  idea 
of  going. 

•»  Susan,"  returned  Mr.  Toots,  with  much  solem- 
nity, ••  before  my  whiskers  began  to  be  observed  by 
anybody  but  myself,  I  adored  Miss  Dombey.  While 
yet  a  victim  to  the  thraldom  of  Blimber,  I  adored 
Miss  Dombey.  When  I  cooM  no  longer  be  kept 
out  of  ray  property,  in  a  legal  point  of  view,  and — 
and  accordingly  came  into  it  —  I  adored  Miss 
Dombey.  The  banns  which  consign  her  to  Lieu- 
tenant Walters,  and  me  to-^to  Gloom,  you  know,'* 
said  Mr.  Toots,  afler  hesitating  fbr  a  strong  ex- 
pression,  **  may  be  dreadful,  wiU  be  dreadful ;  but 
I  feel  that  I  shonld  wish  to  hear  them  spoken. 
I  feel  that  I  should  wish  to  know  that  the  ground 
was  certainly  cut  from  under  me, and  that  I  hadn't 
a  hope  to  eherisb,  or  a  —  or  a  leg,  in  short,  to  —  to 
go  upon." 

Susan  Nipper  could  only  commiserate  Mf. 
Toots's  unfbrtunate  condition,  and  agree,  under 
these  circumstances,  to  accompany  him;  which 
she  did  n^xt  morning. 

The  church  Walter  had  chosen  fbr  the  purpose, 
was  a  mouldy  old  ehurch  in  a  yard,  hemmed  in  by 
a  labyrinth  of  back  streeU  and  courts,  with  a  little 
burying.ground  round  it,  and  itself  buried  in  a 
kind  of  vault,  formed  by  the  neighbouring  houses, 
and  paved  with  echoing  stones.  It  was  a  great 
dim.  shabfav  nils,  with  hiirh  Aid  Aaken  haw*,  n  mnn«v 
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which  about  a  score  of  ^oplelost  themaeWes  every 
Sunday;  while  the  clergyman^s  voice  drowsiJy 
rebounded  Uiroajjrh  the  emptiness,  und  the  organ 
rumbled  and  rolled  as  if  the  church  had  got  the 
colic,  for  want  of  a  congregation  to  keep  the  wind 
and  dump  out.  But  so  fur  was  this  city  church 
from  languishing  ibr  the  company  of  other  churches, 
that  spires  were  clustered  round  it,  as  the  masts  of 
shipping  cluster  on  the  river.  '  It  would^  have  been 
hard  to  count  them  from  its  steeple-top)  they  were 
so  many.  In  almast  every  yard  and  blind-place 
near,  there  was-a  churcli.  The  confusion  of  bells 
when  Susan  and  Mr.  Toots  betook  tliemselves  to. 
wards  it  on  the  Sunday  morning,  was  deafening. 
There  were  twenty  churches  close  together,  cla. 
mouriug  for  people  to  come  in. 

The  two  stray  sheep  in  question  were  penned  by 
a  beadle  in  a  conmiodious  pew,  and,  being  early, 
sat  for  some  time  counting  the  congregation,  lis- 
tening  to  the  disappointed  bell  high  up  in  the  tower, 
or  looking  at  a  shabby  little  old  man  in  the  porch 
behind  the  screen,  who  was  ringing  the  same,  like 
the  BoU  in  Cock  Robin,  with  his  foot  in  a  stirrup. 
Mr.  Toots,  after  a  lengthened  survey  of  the  large 
books  on  the  reading-desk,  whispered  Miss  Nipper 
that  he  wondered  where  the  banns  were  kept,  but 
that  young  lady  merely  shook  her  head  and 
frowned ;  repelling  for  the  time  all  approaches  of  a 
temporal  nature. 

Mr.  Toots,  however,  appearing  unable  to  keep 
his  thoughts  from  the  banns,  was  evidently  looking 
oat  for  them  during  the  whole  preliminary  portion 
of  the  service.  As  tho  time  for  reading  tliem  ap- 
proached, the  poor  yr  jng  gentleman  manifested 
great  anxiety  and  t  epidation,  which  wi^  not 
diminished  by  the  unexpected  apparition  of  the 
Captain  in  the  front  row  of  the  gallery.  When  the 
clerk  handed  up  a  list  to  the  clergyman,  Mr.  Toots, 
being  then  seated,  held  on  by  the  seat  of  the  pew  ; 
but  when  the  names  of  Waller  Gay  and  Florence 
Dombey  were  read  aloud  as  being  in  the  third  and 
last  stage  of  that  association,  he  was  so  entirely 
conquered  by  his  feelings  as  to  rush  from  the 
church  without  his  hat,  followed  by  the  beadle  and 
pew-opener,  and  two  gentlemen  of  the  medical  pro- 
fession, who  happened  to  be  present ;  of  whom  the 
first-named  presently  returneid  for  that  article,  in- 
forming Miss  Nipper  in  a  whisper  tliatshe  was  not 
to  make  herself  uneasy  about  the  gentleman,  as 
the  gentleman  said  his  indisposition  was  of  no  con- 
sequence. 

Miss  Nipper,  feeling  that  the  eyes  of  that  integral 
portion  of  Kurope  wliich  lost  itself  weekly  among 
the  high-backed  pews,  were  upon  her,  would  have 
been  sufficiently  embarrassed  by  this  incident, 
though  it  had  terminated  here ;  the  more  so,  as  tlia 
Captain  in  the  front  row  of  the  gallery,  was  in  a 
state  of  unmitigated  consciousness  which  could 
hardly  fail  to  express  to  the  congregation  that  he 
had  some  mysterious  connexion  with  it  But  tlie 
extreme  restlessness  of  Mr.  Toots  painfully  in- 
creased and  protracted  the  delicacy  of  her  situation. 
That  young  gentleman,  incapable,  in  his  state  of 
mind,  of  remaining  alone  m  the  churchyard,  a 
prey  to  solitary  meditation,  and  also  desirous,  no 
doubt,  of  testifying  his  respect  for  the  offices  he 
had  in  some  measure  interrupted,  suddenly  re- 
turned— not  coming  back  to  tlie  pew,  but  stationing 
himself  on  a  free  seat  in  the  aisle,  between  two 
elderly  females  who  were  in  the  habit  of  receiving 
>  their  portion  of  a  weekly  dole  of  bread  Uien  set 


forth  on  a  shelf  in  the  porch.  In  this  conjuncticn 
Mr.  Toots  remained,  greatly  disturbing  the  coo. 
gregation,  who  felt  it  impossible  to  avoid  looking 
at  him,  until  his  feelings  overcame  him  again,  when 
he  departed  silently  and  suddenly.  Not  ventur* 
ing  to  trust  himself  in  the  church  any  more,  and 
yet  wishing  to  have  some  social  participation  in 
what  was  going  on  there,  Mr.  Toots  was,  after 
this,  seen  from  time  to  time,  looking  in,  with  a  lorn 
aspect,  at  one  or  other  of  the  windows;  and  ai 
there  were  several  windows  accessible  to  him  frotn 
without,  and  as  his  restlessness  was  very  f^reat,  it 
not  only  became  difficult  to  conceive  at  which  wiiv. 
dow  he  would  appear  next,  but  likewise  became 
necessary,  as  it  were,  for  the  whole  congregation  to 
speculate  upon  the  chances  of  tho  different  win- 
dows,  during  the  comparative  leisure  afforded  them 
by  the  sermon.  Mr.  Toots's  movements  in  the 
churchyard  were  so  eccentric,  tliat  he  seemed  gene* 
rally  to  defeat  all  calculation,  and  to  appear,  like 
the  conjuror*s  figure,  where  he  was  least  exj>ected; 
and  the  efifect  of  these  mysterious  presentationa 
was  much  increased  by  its  being  being  difficult  to 
him  to  see  in,  and  easy  to  everybody  else  to  see 
out :  which  occasioned  his  remaining,  every  time, 
bnger  tlian  might  have  been  expected,  with  his 
face  close  to  the  glass,  until  he  all  at  once  became 
aware  that  all  eyes  were  upon  him,  and  vanished. 

These  proceedings  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Tools,  tnd 
the  strong  individual  consciousness  of  them  thai 
was  exhibited  by  the  Captain,  rendered  Mis 
Nipper's  position  so  responsible  a  one,  that  shi 
was  mightily  relieved  by  the  conclusion  of  the  ser- 
vice; and  was  hardly  so  affable  to  Mr.  Toots  u 
usual,  when  he  informed  her  and  the  Captain,  ofl 
the  way  back,  that  now  be  was  sure  be  liad  ik 
hope,  you  know,  he  felt  more  comfortable— »1 
least  not  exactly  more  comfortable,  but  more  con 
fortably  and  completely  miserable. 

Swiflly  now,  indeed,  the  time  flew  by,  until  i 
was  the  evening  before  the  day  appointed  for  ibi 
marriage.  They  were  all  assembled  in  the  opp^ 
room  at  the  Midshipman's,  and  had  no  fear  of  in 
terruption  ;  for  there  were  no  lodgers  in  the  ham 
now,  and  the  Midshipman  had  it  all  to  himsel 
They  were  grave  and  quiet  in  the  prospect  of  t< 
morrow,  but  moderately  cheerful  too.  FIotbdc 
with  Walter  close  benide  her,  was  finishing  a  littl 
piece  of  work  intended  as  a  parting  gift  to  the  Cs] 
tain.  The  Captain  was  playing  cribbage  with  M 
Toots.  Mr.  Toots  was  taking  couoscl  as  to  b 
hand,  of  Susan  Nipper.  Miss  Nipper  was  gino 
it,  with  all  due  secrecy  and  circumspection.  Di 
genes  was  listening,  and  occasionally  breaking  oi 
mto  a  gruff,  half.smothered  fragment  of  a  bark,  < 
which  he  aflerwards  seemed  half-asbamed,  as  : 
he  doubted  having  any  reason  for  it. 

"Steady,  steady  r  said  the  Captain  to  DiogciM 
**  what  *B  amiss  with  you  7  You  don*t  seem  ea 
in  your  mind  to-night,  my  boy  !** 

Diogenes  wagged  his  tail,  but  pricked  up  I 
ears,  immediately  aflerwards,  and  gave  utterance 
another  fragment  of  a  bark ;  for  which  he  apologii* 
to  the  Captain,  by  again  wagging  his  tail. 

**  It  *s  my  opinion,  Di,**  said  the  Captain,  lookii 
thoughtfully  at  his  cards,  and  stroking  hit  ch 
with  his  hook,  **  as  you  have  your  doubts  of  Ml 
Richards ;  but  if  you  *re  the  aninaal  I  take  tou 
be,  you  *11  think  better  o*  that ;  for  her  looks  u  li 
commission.  Now,  Brother  :**  to  BIr.  Tools :  ** 
so  be  as  you*re  ready,  heave  ahead.*' 
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Tbe  Captain  spoke  with  all  compotnre  and  atten: 
Uon  to  the  game,  but  suddenly  bis  cards  dropped 
out  of  his  hand,  bis  mouth  and  ey99  opened  wide, 
his  legs  drew  themselves  up  and  stuck  out  in  front 
of  1))8  chair,  and  be  sat  staring  at  tbe  door  with 
blank  amaicment.  Looking  round  upon  the  com- 
pan?,  and  seeing  that  none  of  them  observed  bim 
or  the  cause  of  bis  astonishment,  the  Captain  re. 
covered  himself  with  a  great  ga^p,  struck  the  table 
a  tremendous  blow,  cried  in  a  stentorian  roar,  **  Sol 
Gills  ahoy  1"  and  tumbled  into  the  arms  of  a 
wc&ther.beaten  pea-coat  that  bad  come  with  PoUy 
into  the  room. 

In  another  moment,  Walter  was  in  the  arms  of 
(he  weather-beaten  pea>coat.  In  another  moment, 
Florence  was  in  tlie  arms  of  the  weather-beaten 
pea-coat  In  another  moment,  Captain  Cuttle  had 
embraced  Mrs.  Richards  and  Miss  Nipper,  and  was 
violently  shaking  hands  with  Mr.  Toots,  exclaim- 
iug,  as  he  waved  his  hook  above  his  head,  **  Hoo- 
roar,  my  lad,  hooroar!"  To  which  Mr.  Toots, 
wholly  at  a  loss  to  account  for  these  proceedings, 
i«p)icd  with  great  politeness,  *'  Certainly,  Captain 
Gills,  whatever  you  think  proper  !** 

The  weather-beaten  pea-coat,  and  a  na  less 
Weather-beaten  cap  and  comforter  belonging  to  it, 
tamed  from  the  Captain  and  fi-om  Florence  back  to 
Walter,  and  sounds  came  from  the  weather-beaten 
pes-coat,  cap,  and  comforter,  aa  of  an  old  man  sob- 
bing  underneath  them ;  while  tbe  shaggy  sleeves 
cUsped  Walter  tight.  During  this  pause,  there 
Was  an  universal  silence,  and  &e  Captain  polished 
his  nose  with  great  diligence.  But  when  the  pea- 
coat,  cap,  and  comforter  lifted  themselves  up  again, 
norence  gently  moved  towards  them ;  and  she  and 
Walter  taking  tbem  off,  disclosed  the  old  Instru- 
ment Maker,  a  little  thinner  and  more  careworn 
than  of  old,  in  his  old  Welsh  wig  and  his  old  coffee- 
coloured  coat  and  basket  battons,  with  bis  old  in- 
&liibte  chronometer  ticking  away  in  his  pocket 

"Chock  full  o'  science,"  said  the  radiant  Cap- 
tain, **  as  ever  he  was !  Sol  Gills,  Sol  Gills,  what 
have  you  been  up  to,  for  this  many  a  long  day,  my 
ODld  boy  ?" 

■"I'm  half  blind,  Ned,"  said  the  old  man,  •*and 
ihnost  deaf  and  dumb  with  joy."  * 

*'His  wery  woice,"  said  the  Captain,  looking 
loand  with  an  exultation  to  which  even  bis  face 
could  hardly  render  justice-^ "his  wery  woice  as 
chock  full  o'  science  as  ever  it  was !  Sol  Gills,  lay 
to,  my  lad,  upon  your  own  wines  and  fig-trees,  like 
a  taut  ould  patriark  as  you  are,  and  overhaul  them 
there  adwentures  o*  yourn,  in  your  own  formilior 
Woice.  *Ti6  the  woice,"  said  the  Captain,  impres- 
■irely,  and  announcing  a  quotation  with  bis  hook, 
*'of  the  sluggard,  I  heerd  him  com-plain,  you  have 
woke  rne  too  soon,  I  must  slumber  again.  Scatter 
hU  ene-mies,  and  make  *em  fall  !'* 

The  Captain  sat  down  with  the  air  of  a  man  who 
had  happily  expressed  the  feeling  of  everybody  pre- 
ient,  and  immediately  rose  again  to  present  Mr. 
Toots,  who  was  much  disconcerted  by  the  arrival 
of  anybody,  appearing  to  prefer  a  claim  to  the  name 

«^.  iiillB, 

**Althoi]^h,"  summered  Mr.  Toots^"!  had  not 
the  pleasote  of  your  acquaintanoe.  Sir,  before  yoa 
were — ^you  were — ^' 

**  Lost  to  sigf 
Captain,  in  a  low  voice. 

**  Exaetly  90.CapUin  Gills !"  assented  Mr.  Toots. 
"Although  I  bad  not  the  pleasure  of  your  aoquaint- 


**  Lost  to  sight,  to  memory  dear,"  suggested  tbe 


anee,  Mr.  -*  Mr.  Sols,**  said  Toots,  hitting  on  th 
name  in  tbe  inspiration  of  a  bright  idea,  "  beft 
that  happened,  I  have  the  greatest  pleasure,  I  i 
snre  yon,  in — you  know,inlLnowingyou.  I  hope 
said  Mr.  Toots,  **•  that  you  *re  as  well  as  can  be  e 
pected.'*  ^ 

With  these  courteous  words,  Mr.  Toots  satdov 
blushing  and  chuckling. 

The  old  Instrument  Maker,  seated  in  a  corn 
between  Walter  and  Florence,  and  nodding  at  Poll 
who  was  looking  on,  all  smiles  and  delight,  answ< 
ed  the  Captain  thus : 

•*Ned  Cuttle,  my  dear  boy,  although  I  ha 
heard  something  of  tbe  changes  of  events  hei 
from  my  pleasant  friend  there  —  what  a  pleasa 
iace  she  has  to  be  sure,  to  welcome  a  wandei 
home  !'*  said  the  old  man,  breaking  off,  and  rubbii 
hb  hands  in  his  old  dreamy  way. 

•«  Hear  him  !"  cried  the  Captain  gravely.  "  *1 
woman  as  seduces  all  mankind.  For  which,"  asi 
to  Mr.  Toots,  ** you'll  overhaul  your  Adam  a: 
Eve,  brother." 

"  I  shall  make  a  point  of  doing  so,  Capta 
GilU,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 

"Although  I  have  heard  something  of  the  chang 
of  events,  from  her,"  resumed  the  Instrume 
Maker,  taking  bis  old  spectacles  from  bis  pock 
and  putting  them  on  his  forehead  in  bis  old  ma 
ner,  "  they  are  so  great  and  unexpected,  and  I  o 
so  overpowered  by  tbe  eight  of  o(ty  dear  boy,  a: 
by  the" — glancing  «t  the  downcast  eyes  of  Floren< 
and  not  attempting  to  6nish  tbe  sentence—"  thai 
— I  canH  sB3r  much  to-night  But  my  dear  N 
Cuttle,  why  didn't  you  write  ?'* 

The  astonishment  depicted  in  the  Captain's  f< 
tures  positively  frightened  Mr.  Toots,  whose  e) 
were  quite  fixed  by  it,  so  that  he  could  not  wii 
draw  them  fi'om  his  face. 

"Write!"  echoed  the  Captain.  "Write,  i 
Gills !" 

"Aye^"  said  the  old  man,  "  either  to  Barbados, 
Jamaica,  or  Demerara.    That  was  what  I  aske< 

"  What  you  asked,  Sol  Gills !"  repeated  the  Ci 
tain. 

"Aye,"  said  the  old  man.  "  Don't  you  knc 
Ned  7  Sure  you  have  not  forgotten  7  Every  tii 
I  wrote  to  you." 

The  Captoin  took  off  his  glazed  hat,  hnng  it 
his  hook,  and  smoothing  his  hair  £rom  behind  wi 
his  band,  sat  gazing  at  the  group  around  him ; 
perfect  image  of  wondering  resignation. 

"  You  don't  appear  to  understand  me,  Ned !"  < 
served  old  Sol. 

"  Sol  Gills,"  rstnrned  the  Captain,  afler  atari 
at  him  and  the  rest  for  a  long  time,  without  spei 
/Dg,  "  I  'm  gone  about  and  adrift  Pay  out  a  w< 
or  two  respecting  them  adwenturs,  wiU  you !  Ca 
I  bring  up,  nohows  7  noltows  7"  said  the  Capt 
ruminating,  and  staring  all  around. 

••You  know,  Ned,"  said  Sol  Gills,  "why  I  1 
here.     Did  you  open  my  packet,  Ned  7" 

"Why,  aye,  aye,"  said  the  Captain.  "To 
•are,  I  opened  the  packet" 

"And  read  it  7"  said  the  old  man. 

"And  read  it,"  answered  the  Captain,  eyci 
him  attentively,  and  proceeding  to  quote  it  fr 
memory.  " '  My  dear  Ned  Cuttle,  when  I  left  bo 
fbr  the  West  Indies  in  forlorn  search  of  tntelligei 
of  my  dear—*  There  he  sits!  There's  WaP] 
•aid  the  Captain,  as  if  he  were  relieved  by  getti 
hold  of  aaytfaing  that  was  real  and  indifpatable 
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**  Well,  Ned.  Now  attend  a  moment  ***  said  the 
old  man.  **  When  I  wrote  first  —  that  was  from 
Barbados  —  I  said  that  though  you  would  receive 
that  letter  lon^r  before  the  year  was  out,  I  should 
be  glad  if  jon  would  open  the  packet,  as  it  explained 
the  reason  of  my  going  away.  Very  good,  Ned. 
When  I  wrote  the  second,  third,  and  perhaps  the 
fourth  times  —  that  was  from  Jamaica  —  I  said  I 
was  in  just  the  sam«  state,  couldn't  rest,  and 
couIdnH  come  away  firom  that  part  of  the  world, 
without  knowing  that  my  boy  was  lost  or  saved. 
When  I  wrote  next — that,  I  think,  was  from  Desi- 
erara,  wasn't  it  ?" 

**That  he  thinks  was  from  Domerara,  warnH  it?** 
said  the  Captain,  looking  hopelessly  round. 

•*>.I  said,"  proceeded  old  Sol,  *"  that  still  there 
was  no  certain  information  gt)t  yet  That  I  fbund 
many  captains  and  others,  in  that  part  of  the  world, 
who  had  known  me  for  years,  and  who  assisted 
me  with  a  passage  here  and  there,  and  for  whom  I 
was  able,  now  and  then,  to  do  a  little  in  return,  in 
my  own  crafl.  That  every  one  was  sorry  for  me, 
and  seemed  to  take  a  sort  of  interest  in  my  wan- 
derings ;  and  that  I  began  to  think  it  would  be  my 
fate  to  cruise  about  in  search  of  tidings  of  my  boy, 
until  I  died." 

**  Began  to  think  as  how  he  was  a  scientific  fly. 
ing  Dutchman  !"  said  the  Captain,  as  befbre,  and 
with  great  seriousness. 

**  But  when  the  news  came  one  day,  Ned, — that 
was  to  Barbados,  after  I  got  back  there,  —  that  a 
China  trader  horae'ard  bound  had  been  spoke,  Chat 
had  my  boy  aboard,  then,  Ned,  I  took  passacns  in 
the  next  ship  and  came  horns;  and  arrived  at  home 
to-night  to  find  it  true,  thank  God  !**  said  the  old 
man,  devoatly. 

The  Captain,  after  bowing  his  head  with  great 
reverence,  stared  all  round  the  circle,  beginning 
with  Mr.  Toots,  and  ending  with  the  Instrument 
Maker :  then  gravely  said  : 

**  Sol  Gills  •  The  observation  as  T  *m  a^ing  to 
make  is  calcMated  to  blow  every  stitch  of  sail  as 
you  can  carry,  clean  out  of  the  bolt-ropee,  and  bring 
you  on  your  beam  ends  with  a  lurch.  Not  one  of 
them  letters  was  ever  delivered  to  £d*ard  Cuttle. 
Not  one  o'  them  letters,"  repeated  the  Captain,  to 
make  his  declaration  the  more  solemn  and  impres- 
sive, **  was  ever  delivered  unto  fkl'ard  Cuttle,  Mar- 
Iner,  of  England,  as  lives  at  home  at  ease,  and  doth 
improve  each  shining  hour !" 

'*  And  posted  by  my  own  band !  And  directed 
by  my  own  hand,  Number  nine  Brig  Place !"  ex- 
claimed  Old  Sol. 

The  colour  all  went  out  of  the  Captain's  fkce, 
and  all  came  back  again  in  a  glow. 

**  What  do  you  mean,  Sol  Gills,  my  fViend,  by 
Number  nine  Brig  Place  7"  inquired  the  Captain, 

**  Mean  7  Tour  lodgings,  Ned,"  returned  the  old 
man.  **  Mrs.  what  's-her-name !  I  shall  forget  my 
o^n  name  next,  but  I  am  behind  the  present  time, 
—  I  always  was,  yon  recollect — and  very  much 
confused.    Mrs.  — ^" 

**  Sol  Gills  !"  said  the  Captahi,  as  if  he  were  pot. 
ting  the  most  improbable  case  in  the  world,  **  it 
ain't  the  name  of  Mae  Stinger  as  you  *re  a  trying 
to  remember  7" 

^  Of  course  it  is !"  exclaimed  the  Initroment 
Maker.    «•  To  be  sure  Ned.    Mrs.  Mae  Stinger  !** 

Captain  Cuttle,  whose  eyes  were  now  at  wide 

--*-n  as  they  could  be,  and  the  knobs  upon  whose 

waf«  perfbctly  lorainooi,  gave  a  kmg  •hrill 


whistle  of  a  most  melancholy  sound,  and  stood 
gazing  at  everybody  in  a  state  of  speechlessness. 

**  Overhaul  V^at  there  again,  Sol  Gills,  will  yoa 
be  so  kind  7"  be  said  at  last 

"  All  these  letters,"  returned  Uncle  Sol,  beating 
time  with  the  fore-finger  of  hi?  right  hand  upon  the 
palm  of  his  left,  with  a  steadiness  and  distinetnen 
that  might  have  done  honour,  even  to  the  infallible 
chronometer  in  his»pocket,  •*  I  posted  with  my  own 
hand,  and  directed  with  my  own  hand,  to  Captain 
Cuttle,  at  Mrs.  Mao  Stinger's,  Numl>er  nine  Brig 
Place." 

The  Captain  took  his  glazed  hat  off  his  hook, 
looked  into  it,  put  it  on,  and  sat  down. 

**Why,  friends  all,"  said  the  Captain,  starinr 
round  in  the  last  state  of  discomfiture,  **  I  cut  and 
run  from  there !" 

**  And  no  one  knew  where  you  were  gone.  Cap* 
tain  Cuttle  7"  cried  Walter,  hastily. 

**  Bless  your  heart,  Wal'r,"  said  the  Captain, 
shaking  his  head,  **  she  M  never  have  aUuwed  o* 
my  coming  to  take  charge  o'  this  here  property. 
Nothing  could  be  done  but  cut  and  run.  Lord 
love  you,  Wal'r !"  said  the  Captain,  "  you  "ve  only 
seen  her  in  a  calm  !  But  see  her  when  her  angry 
passions  rise — and  make  a  note  on !" 

"  f  d  give  it  her !"  remarked  tlie  Nipper,  softly. 

"Would  you,  do  Tou  think,  my  dear 7'*  returned 
the  Captain,  with  feeble  admiration.  **  Well,  my 
dear,  it  does  you  credit  But  there  ain't  no  wild 
animal  I  wouldn't  sooner  face  myself.  I  only  got 
my  chest  away  by  means  of  a  friend  as  nobody's 
a  match  for.  It  was  no  good  sending  any  letter 
there.  8ht  wouldn't  take  in  any  letter,  blees  you," 
said  the  Captain,  ''under  them  circumstarnces  1 
Why,  you  could  hardly  make  it  worth  a  manli 
while  to  be  the  postman  !" 

'*Then  it's  pretty  clear,  Captain  Cuttle,  that  al 
of  us,  and  yoU  and  Uncle  Sol  especially,"  said 
Walter,  "may  thank  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger  for  ne 
small  anxiety." 

The  general  obligation  in  this  wise  to  the  deter- 
mined relict  of  Uie  late  Mr.  Mac  Stinger,  was  so 
apparent,  that  the  Captain  did  not  contest  the 
point ;  but  being  in  some  measure  ashamed  of  his 
polition,  though  nobody  dwelt  upon  the  subject, 
and  Walter  especially  avoided  it,  rememliering  the 
last  conversation  he  and  the  Captain  had  held  to- 
gether respecting  it,  he  remained  under  a  cloud  fbi 
nearly  five  minutes  —  an  extraordinary  period  fbi 
him — when  that  sun,  his  face,  broke  out  once  more, 
shining  on  all  beholders  with  extraordinary  bri!* 
liancy ;  and  he  fell  into  a  fit  of  shaking  handis  witi 
everybody  over  and  over  again. 

At  an  early  hour,  but  not  before  Uncle  Sol  nxti 
Walter  had  questioned  each  other  at  some  lengll 
about  their  voyages  and  dangers,  they  all,  exoep 
Walter,  vacated  Florence's  room,  and  went  dowi 
to  the  parlour.  Here  thcv  were  soon  aHerwardi 
joined  by  Walter,  who  told  them  Florence  was  i 
little  sorrowful  and  heavy-hearted,  and  had  gone  V 
bed.  Though  they  could  not  have  diatorM  bei 
with  their  voices  down  there,  they  all  spoke  in  i 
whisper  after  this :  and  each,  in  his  dilTerent  waj 
fblt  very  lovingly  and  gently  towards  Walter's  fti 
young  bride ;  and  a  long  explanation  there  was  ol 
everything  relating  to  her,  for  the  satisfaction  e( 
Uncio  Sol ;  and  very  sensible  Mr.  Toots  was  ef  tb 
delicacy  with  which  Walter  made  his  name  aiM 
services  important,  and  bis  presence  iieeassaiytf 
their  tittle  coonoiL 
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"Mr.  Toots,"  said  Walter,  on  partinff  with  him 
at  the  hoase  door.  **•  We  shall  see  each  other  to- 
morrow  momingfT** 

**  Lieutenant  Walters,**  returned  Mr.  Toots,  ^rasp- 
bg  his  hand  fervently,  **  I  shall  certainly  be  pre- 
lent.** 

**Tbi8  is  the  last  night  we  shall  meet  for  a  long 
time— the  last  night  we  may  ever  meet,**  said  Wal- 
ter.  **  Soch  a  noble  heart  as  yonrs,  must  feel,  I 
think,  when  another  heart  is  Sound  to  it  I  hope 
you  know  that  I  am  very  fratefol  to  you  7** 

**  WaHors,'*  replied  Mr.  Toots,  quite  tonched,  *«  I 
should  be  glad  to  feel  that  you  had  reason  to  be  so.** 

*"  Florence,**  said  Walter,  **  on  this  last  night  of 
her  bearing  her  own  name,  has  made  me  promise 
^it  was  only  just  now,  when  you  U(i  us  together 
--that  I  would  tell  you,  with  her  dear  love — ** 

Mr.  Toots  laid  his  hand  upon  the  doorpost,  and 
htf  eyes  upon  his  hand. 

— ** with  her  dear  love,**  said  Walter,  •'that  she 
can  never  have  a  friend  whom  she  will  vahie  shove 
you.  That  the  recollection  of  your  true  considera- 
tion for  her  always,  can  never  be  forgotten  by  her. 
That  she  remembers  you  in  her  prayers  to-night, 
and  hopes  that  vou  will  think  of  her  when  she  is 
6r  away.    Shall  I  say  anything  for  you  7*' 

''Say,  Walters,**  replied  Mr.  Toote  indistinctly, 
**that  I  shall  think  of  her  every  day,  but  never 
without  feeKng  happy  to  know  that  she  is  married 
to  the  man  she  loves,  and  who  loves  her.  Say,  if 
Ton  please,  that  I  am  sure  her  husband  deserves 
her  —  even  her!  —  and  that  I  am  glad  of  her 
ehoioe.** 

Mr.  Toots  got  more  distinct  as  he  came  to  tfaeee 
last  words,  and  raising  his  eyes  from  the  doorpost 
said  them  stoutly.  He  then  shook  Walter*s  hand 
again  with  a  fervour  that  Walter  was  not  sbw  to 
return,  and  started  homeward. 

Mr.  Toots  was  aocompanied  by  the  Chicken, 
whom  he  had  of  late  brought  with  him  every 
evening,  and  lefl  in  the  shop,  with  an  idea  that  un- 
ibreeeen  circumstances  might  arise  from  without, 
io  which  the  prowess  of  that  distinguished  charscter 
would  be  of  service  to  the  Midshipman.  The 
Chicken  did  not  appear  to  be  in  a  parlioularly  good 
bomour,  on  this  occasion.  Either  the  gas-lamps 
were  treacherous,  or  he  cocked  his  eye  in  a  hideous 
manner,  and  likewise  distorted  his  nose,  when  Mr. 
Toots,  erossing  the  road,  looked  back  over  his 
shoulder  at  the  room  where  Florence  slept  On  the 
road  home,  he  was  more  demonstrative  of  aggrcs. 
sive  intentions  against  the  other  foot  psssengers, 
than  comported  with  a  professor  of  the  peaceful  art 
of  selfldefence.  Arrived  at  home,  instead  of  leaving 
Mr.  Toots  in  his  apartments  when  he  had  escorted 
him  thither,  he  remained  before  him  weighing  his 
white  bat  io  Irath  hands  by  the  brim,  and  twitching 
his  head  and  nose  (both  of  which  had  been  many 
times  broken,  and  but  indifferently  repaired),  with 
an  air  of  decided  disrespect. 

His  patron  being  mueh  engaged  with  his  own 
thoBghts,  did  not  observe  this  lor  some  time,  nor 
indeed  nnltl  the  Chicken,  determined  not  to  be 
overiooked,  had  made  divers  clicking  sounds  with 
his  tongoe  and  teeth,  to  attract  attentioa. 


•*  Now  Master,**  said  the  Chicken,  doggedly,  wh< 
he,  at  length,  caught  Mr.  Toots*s  eye,  ^  I  want 
know  whether  this  here  gammon  is  to  finish  it, 
whether  you're  a  going  in  to  win  ?'* 

**  Chicken,**  returned  Mr.  Toots,  **  explain  you 
self.'* 

'*  Why,  then,  here*8  all  about  it.  Master,**  sa 
the  Chicken.    **I  ain*t  a  cove  to  chuck  a  wo 
away.    Here*s  wot  it  is.    Are  any  on  *em  io 
doubled  up  7** 

When  the  Chicken  put  this  question  he  dropp< 
his  hatf.jnade  a  dodge^and  a  feint  with  his  U 
hand,  hit  a  supposed  enemy  a  violent  blow  wi 
his  right,  shook  his  head  smartly,  and  recover 
himself. 

■'Come,  Master,**  said  the  Chicken.  *' Is  it  to 
gammon  or  pluck  7    Which  7** 

*'Chicken,*'  returned  Mr.  Toots,  **  your  ezprc 
sions  are  coarse,  and  your  meaning  is  obscure.*' 

**  Why,  then,  I  tell  you  what.  Master,**  said  t 
Chicken.    **  This  is  where  it  b.    It*s  mean.*' 

*«  What  is  mean.  Chicken  ?**  asked  Mr.  Toots. 

**  it  is,**  said  the  Chicken,  with  a  frightful  cc 
rugation  of  his  broken  nose.  **  There !  No 
Master!  Wot!  Wen  you  could  go  and  blow  i 
this  here  match  to  the  stiff  *un ;"  by  which  depi 
ciatory  appellation  it  baa  been  since  supposed  th 
the  Game  One  intended  to  signify  Mr.  Qombe 
**  and  when  you  could  knock  the  winner  and  all  t 
kit  of  *cm  dead  out  o*  wind  and  time,  are  you  § 
ing  to  give  in  7  To  give  in  V  said  the  Chickc 
with  contemptuous  emphasis.    **  Wy,  its  mean  V 

•'Chicken,*'  said  Mr.  Toots,  severely,  •*you' 
a  perfect  Vulture!  Your  sentiments  are  ati 
cious.** 

••  My  sentiments  is  Game  and  Fancy,  Mastei 
letnmed  the  Chicken.  ••That's  wot  my  sentimei 
is.  I  can't  abear  a  meanness.  I'm  afore  t 
public,  I*m  to  be  heerd  on  at  the  bar  of  the  Lit 
Helsphant,  and  no  Gov'ner  o*  mine  mU9ln*t  go  ai 
do  wot*s  mean.  Wy,  it's  mean,*' said  the  Cbick< 
with  increased  expression.  ••That*s  where  it 
It's  mean.** 

••Chicken!**  said  Mr.  Toots,  **you  disgt 
me.'* 

••  Master,**  returned  the  Clucken,  putting  on  1 
hat,  ••  there 's  a  pair  on  us,  then.  Come !  Here 
a  offer !  You've  spoke  to  me  more  than  once*t 
twice't  about  the  public  line.  Never  mind !  Gi 
me  a  fi'typonnote  to-morrow,  and  let  me  go." 

••Chicken,*'  returned  Mr.  TooU,  "  after  the  o 
ous  sentiments  you  have  expressed,  I  shall  be  gl 
to  part  on  such  terms.*' 

••  Done,  then !"  said  the  Chicken.  •*  It  *s  a  bi 
gain.  This  here  conduct  o*  yourn^won't  suit  i 
book.  Master.  Wy,  it 's  mean,"  said  the  Chicke 
who  seemed  equajly  unable  to  get  beyond  t) 
point,  and  to  stop  short  of  it  •'That's  where  it 
it 's  mdan !" 

So  Mr.  Toots  vid  the  Chicken  agreed  to  part 
this  incompatibUity  of  moral  perception  ;  and  IV 
Toots  lying  down  to  sleep,  dreamed  happily  of  F 
rence,  who  had  thought  of  him  as  her  friend  up 
the  last  night  of  her  mau^n  life,  and  sent  him  1 
dear  love. 
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CHAPTER  LVII. 

ANOTHER  WEDDING. 


Mr.  Sownds  the  Beadle,  and  Mrs.  Miff  tlie  pew- 
opener,  are  earlj  at  their  posts  in  the  fine  church 
where  Mr.  Dombey  was  married.  A  ycUow-faccd 
old  gentleman  from  India,  is  going  to  take  unto 
him^f  a  young  wife  this  morning,  and  six  car- 
riages  fall  of  company  are  expected,  and  Mrs.  Miff 
has  been  informed  that  the  yellow.faced  old  gentle, 
man  could  pave  tlic  road  to  church  with  diamonds 
and  hardly  miss  them.  The  nuptial  benediction  is 
to  be  a  superior  one,  proceeding  from  a  rery  reter- 
end,  a  dean,  and  the  lady  is  to  be  given  away,  as 
an  extraordinary  present,  by  mmebody  who  comes 
express  from  the  Horse  Guards. 

Mrs.  Miff  is  more  intolerant  of  common  people 
this  morning,  than  she  generally  is ;  and  she  has 
always  strong  opinions  on  that  subject,  for  it  is  as> 
sociated  with  free  sittings.  >Mr8.  Miff  is  not  a 
student  of  political  economy  (she  thinks  the  science 
is  connected  with  dissenters;  "Baptists  or  Wes- 
loyans,  or  some  o*  them,**  she  says),  but  she  can 
never  understand  what  business  yoor  common  folks 
hare  to  be  married.  **  Drat  'em,'*  says  Mrs.  Miff, 
**  you  read  the  same  things  over  *em,  and  instead 
of  sovereigns  get  sixpences  !'* 

Mr.  Sownds  the  beadle  is  more  liberal  than  Mrs. 
Miffx-but  then  he  is  not  a  pew^opencr.  **  It  must 
be  done,  Ma'am,"  he  says.  **  We  must  marry  'em. 
We  must  have  our  national  schools  to  walk  at  the 
head  of,  and  we  must  have  our  standing  armies. 
We  must  marry  'em,  Ma*&m,"  says  Mr.  Sownds, 
**  and  keep  the  country  goinff." 

Mr.  Sownds  is  sitting  on  the  steps  and  Mrs.  Miff 
is  dusting  in  the  church,  when  a  ^oung  couple, 
plainly  dressed,  come  in.  The  mortified  bonnet  of 
Mrs.  Miff  is  sharply  turned  towards  tliem,  for  she 
espies  in  this  early  visit  indications  of  a  runaway 
match.  But  they  don't  want  to  be  married  — 
"  Only,"  says  the  gentleman,  **  to  walk  round  the 
churcb."  And  as  he  slips  a  genteel  compliment 
into  the  palm  of  Mrs.  Miff,  her  vinegary  face  re- 
laxes, and  her  mortified  bonnet  and  her  spare  dry 
figure  dip  and  crackle. 

Mrs.  Miff  resumes  her  dusting  and  plumps  up 
her  cushions — for  the  yellow.faced  old  gentkman 
is  reported  to  have  tender  knees — but  keeps  her 
glazed,  pew.opcning  eye  on  the  young  couple  who 
are  walking  round  the  cliurch.  **  Ahem,"  coughs 
Mrs.  Miff,  wly>6e  cough  is  dryer  than  the  bay  in 
any  hassock  in  her  charge,  **  you*]|  come  to  us  one 
of  these  mornings,  my  dears,  unless  I'm  much 
mistaken !" 

I'hey  are  looking  at  a  tablet  on  the  wail,  erected 
to  the  ntemory  of  some  one  dead.  They  are  a  long 
way  off  from  Mm.  Miff,  but  Mrs.  Miff  can  see  with 
half  an  eye  bow  she  is  leaning  on  his  arm,  and  how 
his  head  Is  bent  down  over  her.  **Well,  well," 
•ays  Mrs.  Miff,  '*  you  might  do  worse.  For  you  Ve 
a  tidy  pair  !*' 

There  is  nothing  personal  in  Mra  Miff's  remark. 
She  merely  speaks  of  stock  in  trade.  She  is  hardly 
more  curious  in  couples  than  in  coffins.  She  is 
such  a  spare,  i^traight,  dry  old  lady — such  a  pew 
ni  a  woman — that  you  should  find  as  many  indivi. 
sympathies  in  a  chip.  Mr.  Sownds, now,  who 
liy,  and  has  scarlet  in  his  coat,  is  of  a  different 


temperament  He  says,  as  they  stand  apon  the 
steps  watching  the  voung  couple  away,  tftat  she  has 
a  pretty  figure,  hasn't  she,  and  as  well  as  he  could 
see  (for  she  held  her  hand  down  coming  out),  an 
uncomnoon  pretty,  face.  **  Altc^ether,  Mrs.  Miff," 
says  Mr.  Sownds  with  a  relish,  "she  is  what  yoa 
may  call  a  rosebud." 

Mrs.  Miff  assents  with  a  spare  nod  of  her  morti. 
fied  bonnet ;  but  approves  of  this  so  little,  that  she 
inwardly  resolves  she  wouldn't  be  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Sownds  for  any  money  he  could  give  her,  Beadle  as 
he  is. 

And  wliat  arc  the  young  couple  saying  as  they 
leave  tlie  church,  and  go  out  at  the  gale  ? 

"  Dear  Walter,  thank  you !  I  can  go  away  now, 
happy." 

"And  when  we  come  back,  Florence,  we  will 
come  and  see  his'  grave  again." 

Florence  lifls  her  eycs«  so  bright  with  tears,  to 
his  kind  fkce :  and  clasps  her  disengaged  band  on 
that  other  modest  little  hand  which  clasps  his  arm. 

**  It  is  very  early,  Walter,  and  the  streets  are  al- 
most empty  yet    Let  us  walk." 

"  But  yoa  will  be  so  tired,  my  love.", 

"  Oh  no .'  I  was  very  tired  the  first  time  that 
we  ever  walked  together,  but  I  shall  not  be  ^  to- 
day." 

And  thas-<-not  much  changed — she,  as  innooest 
and  earnest-hcarted — he,  as  frank,  as  hopeful,  and 
more  proud  of  her — Florence  and  Walter,  on  their 
bridal  morning,  walk  through  the  streets  together. 

Not  even  in  that  childish  walk  of  long  ago,  were 
they  so  far  removed  from  all  Ute  world  about  then 
as  to-day.  The  childish  feet  of  long  ago,  did  not 
tread  such  enchanted  gi-ound  as  theirs  do  now. 
The  confidence  and  love  of  children  may  be  given 
many  times,  and  will  spring  up  in  many  places*, 
but  the  woman's  heart  of  Florence,  with  its  ondi: 
vided  treasure,  can  be  yielded  only  onoe,  and  under 
slight  or  change,  can  only  droop  and  die. 

They  take  the  streets  that  are  the  qaietest,  and 
do  not  go  near  that  in  which  her  old  home  stands. 
It  is  a  fair,  warm  summer  morning,  and  the  sou 
shines  on  them,  as  they  walk  towards  tJie  darkeniog 
mist  that  overspreads  the  city.  Riches  are  unco- 
vering in  shops ;  jewels,  gold,  and  silver,  flash  in 
the  goldsmith's  sunny  windows ;  and  great  houses 
cast  a  stately  shade  upon  them  as  they  passu  But 
through  the  light,  and  through  the  shacie,  they  go 
on  lovingly  together,  lost  to  everythingr  around; 
thinking  of  no  other  riches,  and  no  prouder  home, 
than  they  have  now  in  one  another. 

Gradually  they  come  into  the  darker,  narrower 
streets,  where  the  sun,  now  yelbw,  and  now  red,  i« 
seen  through  the  mist,  only  at  street  corners,  and 
in  small  open  spaces  where  tliere  is  a  tree,  or  one 
of  the  innumerable  churdies,  or  a  paved  way  and 
a  flight  of  steps,  or  a  curious  little  patch  of  gardes, 
or  a  borying-ground,  where  the  few  tombs  an^ 
tomb-stones  are  almost  black.  Lovingly  and  trust 
fully,  through  all  the  narrow  yards  aiMl  mllcya  an^ 
the  shady  streets,  Florence  goes,  clinging  to  hu 
arm,  to  be  his  wife. 

Her  heart  beats  quicker  now,  for  Walter  telk 
her  that  their  church  is  very  near.     TheT  pas' 
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t  few  yrcat  tacks  of  warebonses,  with  wag^gona  at 
the  doora,  and  buay  carmen  stopping  up  the  way — 
bat  Florence  does  not  see  or  bear  them  —  and  then 
the  air  is  qaiet,  and  the  day  is  darkened,  and  she  is 
tremblin^^  in  a  church  which  has  a  strange  smell 
like  a  cellar. 

The  shabby  little  old  man,  ringer  of  the  disap. 
pointed  bell,  is  standing  in  the  porch,  and  has  put 
his  hat  in  the  font  —  for  he  is  quite  at  home  there, 
beingf  sexton.  He  ushers  them  into  an  old,  brown, 
lianeiled,  dusty  vestry,  like  a  corner-cupboard  with 
the  shelves  taken  out ;  where  the  wormy  registers 
diSbse  a  smell  Kke  faded  snuff,  which  has  set  the 
teariu]  Nipper  sneezing. 

Toothful,  and  how  beautiful,  the  young  bride 
looks,  in  this  old  dusty  place,  with  no  kindred  ob- 
ject  ncnr  her  but  her  husband.  There  is  a  dusty 
old  clerk,  who  keeps  a  sort  of  evaporated  news  shop 
nnderneath  an  archway  opposite,  behind  a  perfeqt 
fortification  of  posts.  There  is  a  dusty  old  pew- 
opener  who  only  keeps  herself,  and  finds  that  quite 
eiMu^h  to  do.  There  is  a  dusty  old  beadle  (these 
tie  Mr.  Toots's  beadle  and  pcw.opener  of  last  Sun- 
day}, who  has  something  to  do  with  a  WorshipfiU 
Company  who  have  got  a  Hall  in  the  next  yard, 
with  a  stained  glass  window  in  it  that  no  mortal 
wer  saw.  There  are  dusty  wooden  ledges  and  cor- 
aices  poked  m  and  out  over  the  altar,  and  over  the 
pcreen  and  round  the  gallery,  and  oyer  the  inscrip- 
tion  about  what  the  Master  and  Wardens  pf  the 
Worshipful  Company  did  in  one  thousand  six  bun- 
died  and  ninety- four.  There  are  dusty  old  sound- 
ing.boarda  aver  the  pulpit  and  reading-desk,  look- 
ing Hke  lids  to  be  let  down  on  the  officiating 
ministers  in  case  of  their  giving  offence.  There  is 
«Tery  possible  provision  for  the  accommodation  of 
^ttit,  except  in  the  churchyard,  where  the  facilities 
io  that  respect  are  very  limited. 

The  Captain,  Uncle  Sol,  end  Mr.  Toots,  are 
eome ;  the  clergyman  is  putting  on  his  surplice  in 
the  vestry,  while  the  clerk  walk«  round  him,  blow, 
ing  the  dust  off  it ;  and  the  bride  and  bridegroom 
stand  before  the  altar.  There  is  no  bridesmaid, 
■nIesB  Susan  Nipper  is  one;  and  no  better  father 
than  Captain  Cnttle.  A  man  with  a  wooden  leg, 
ehewing  a  fiiint  apple  and  carrying  a  blue  bag  in 
his  band,  looks  in  to  see  what  is  going  on ;  but  find- 
ing  it  nothing  entertaining,  stumps  off  again,  and 
pegs  his  way  among  the  echoes  out  of  doors. 

No  gracious  ray  of  light  is  seen  to  fall  on  Fio- 
renoe,  kneeling  at  the  altar  with  her  timid  head 
bowed  down.  Tho  morning  luminary  is  biiilt  out, 
and  don*t  ahine  there*  There  is  a  meagre  tree  out. 
side,  where  the  sparrows  are  chirping  a  little ;  and 
there  ia  a  Mackbhrd  in  an  eyelet-hole  of  sun  in  a 
dyer's  garret,  over  against  the  window,  who  whis- 
ties  londly  whilst  the  service  is  performing;  and 
there  is  the  man  with  the  wooden  leg  stumping 
away.  The  amens  of  tho  dusty  clerk  appear,  like 
MaclieiVs,  to  etiek  in  his  throat  a  little ;  but  Cap- 
tain  Cattle  helps  him  out,  and  does  it  with  so  much 
good-will  that  he  interpolates  three  entirely  new 
responses  to  that  word,  nevet  introduced  into  tho 
senriee  befbiv. 

The/  are  married,  and  have  signed  their  names 
in  one  of  the  old  sneezy  registers,  and  the  clergy- 
man*0  surplice  is  restored  to  the  dust,  and  the 
elergynaan  is  gone  home.  In  a  dark  comer  of  the 
dark  ch«r£b,  Florence  has  tamed  to  Susan  Nipper, 
and  is  weeping  in  her  arms.  Mr.  Toots's  eyes  are 
red.    The  Captain  lubricates  his  nose.    Uncle  Sol 
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•*  God  bless  you,  Susan ,  dearest  Susan  I  If  you 
ever  can  bear  witness  to  the  love  I  have  for  Walter, 
and  the  reason  that  I  have  to  love  him^  do  it  for  his 
sake.    Good  bye !    Good  bye  !** 

They  have  thought  it  better  not  to  go  back  to  the 
Midshipman,  but  to  part  so ;  a  coach  is  waiting  for 
them,  near  at  hand. 

Miss  Nipper  cannot  speak;  she  only  sobs  and 
chokes,  and  hugs  her  mistress.  Mr.  Toots  ad- 
vances, urges  her  to  cheer  up,  and  takes  charge  of 
her.  Florence  gives  him  her  hand — gives  him,  in 
the  fulness  of  her  heart,  her  lips — kisses  Uncle  Sol, 
and  Captain  Cuttle,  and  is  borne  away  by  her 
young  husband. 

But  Susan  cannot  bear  that  Florence  should  go 
away  with  a  mournful  recollection  of  her.  She  had 
meant  to  be  so  different,  that  she  reproaches  herself 
bitterly.  Intent  on  making  one  last  effort  to  re- 
deem  her  character,  she  breaks  from  Mr.  Toots  and 
runs  awny  to  find  the  coach,  and  show  a  parting 
smile.  The  Captain,  divining  her  object,  sets  ofT 
afler  her;  for  he  feels  it  his  duty  also,  to  dismiss 
thorn  with  a  cheer,  if  possible.  Uncle  Sol  and  Mr. 
Toots  are  left  behind  together,  outside  the  church, 
to  wait  for  them. 

The  coach  is  gone,  but  the  street  is  steep,  and 
narrow,  and  blocked  up,  and  Susan  can  see  it  at  a 
stand-still  in  the  distance,  she  is  sure.  Captain 
Cottle  follows  her  as  she  flies  down  the  hill,  and 
waves  his  glazed  hat  as  a  general  signal,  which 
may  attract  the  right  coach  and  may  not 

Susan  outstrips  the  Captain,  and  comes  up  with 
it  She  looks  in  at  the  window,  sees  Walter,  with 
the  gentle  face  beside  him,  and  claps  her  hands  and 
screams : 

"  Miss  Floy,  my  darling !  look  at  me !  We  are 
all  so  happy  now,  dear !  One  more  good  bye,  my 
precious,  one  more  !** 

How  Susan  does  it,  she  don't  know,  but  she 
reaehes  to  the  window,  kisses  her,  and  has  her 
arms  about  her  neck,  in  a  moment 

**  We  arc  all  so  —  so  happy  now,  my  dear  Miss 
Floy !"  says  Susan,  with  a  suspicious  catching  in 
her  breath.  •*  You,  you  wonH  be  angry  with  me, 
now.    Now  trill  *y on  ?" 

••Angry,  Susan!" 

"No,  no;  I  am  sure  you  won't,  I  say  you  won't 
my  pet,  my  dearest .'"  exclaims  Susan ;  "and  here 's 
the  Captain,  too  —  your  friend  the  Captain,  you 
know — to  say  good  bye  once  more  I" 

"  Hooroar,  my  Heart's  Delight !"  vociferates  the 
Captain,  with  a  countenance  of  strong  emotion. 
"  Hooroar,  Wal'r  my  lad  !     Hooroar !     Hooroar !" 

What  with  the  young  husband  at  one  window, 
and  tho  young  wife  at  the  other;  the  Captain  hang, 
ing  on  at  this  door,  ond  Susan  Nipper  holding  fest 
by  that ;  the  coach  obliged  to  go  on  whether  it  will 
or  no,  and  all  the  other  carts  and  coaches  turbulent 
because  it  hesitates ;  there  never  wan  so  much  con- 
fusion  on  four  wheels.  But  Susan  Nipper  gallantly 
maintains  her  point  She  keeps  a  smiling  face 
upon  her  mistress,  smiling  through  her  tears,  until 
the  last  Even  when  she  is  led  behind,  the  Cap- 
tain  continues  to  appear  and  disappear  at  the  door, 
erying,  "  Hooroar  my  lad !  Hooroar  my  Heart's 
Delight !"  with  his  shirt  collar  in  a  violent  state  of 
a^tation,  until  it  is  hopeless  to  attempt  to  keep  up 
with  the  coach  any  longer.  Finally,  when  the 
coach  is  gone,  Susan  Nipper,  being  rejoined  by  tho 
Captain,  fiills  into  a  state  of  insensibility,  and  is 
taken  into  a  baker's  shop  to  recover. 
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ings,  until  Captain  Cattle  and  Susan  come  back. 
Neither  being  at  all  desirous  to  speak|  or  to  be 
spoken  to,  they  are  excellent  company,  and  quite 
Fatidficd.  When  tbey  all  arrive  again  at  the  little 
Mid:(hipman,  and  sit  down  to  breakfast,  nobody 
can  touch  a  morseL  Captain  Cuttle  makes  a  feunt 
of  being  voracious  about  toast,  but  gives  it  up  as  a 
swindle.  Mr.  Toots  says,  after  breakfast,  he  will 
come  back  in  the  evening;  and  goes  wandering 
about  tlie  town  all  day,  with  a  vague  sensation 
upon  him  as  if  be  hadn't  been  to  bed  for  a  fort- 
night 

There  is  a  strange  charm  in  the  house,  and  in 
the  room,  in  which  they  have  been  used  to  be 
together,  and  out  of  which  so  much  is  gone.  It 
aggravates,  and  yet  it  soothes,  the  sorrow  of  the 
separation.  Mr.  Toots  tells  Susan  Nipper  when  he 
comes  at  night,  that  he  hasn't  been  so  wretched  all 
day  long,  and  yet  he  likes  it  He  confides  in 
Susan  Nipper,  being  alone  with  her,  and  tells  her 
what  his  feelings  were  when  she  gave  him  Uiat 
candid  opinion  as  to  the  probability  of  Miss  Dom- 
bey's  ever  loving  him.  In  the  vem  of  confidence 
engendered  bv  these  common  recollections,  and 
their  tears,  Mr.  Toots  proposes  that  they  shall  ^o 
out  togetlier,  and  buy  something  for  supper.  Miss 
Nipper  assenting,  they  buy  a  good  many  little 
things ;  and,  with  the  aid  of  Mrs.  Richards,  set  the 
supper  out  quite  showily  before  the  Captain  and 
Old  Sol  came  home. 

The  Captain  and  Old  Sol  have  been  on  board 
the  ship,  and  have  established  Di  there,  and  have 
seen  tiie  chests  put  aboard.  They  have  much  to 
tell  about  the  popularity  of  Walter,  and  the  com- 
forts he  will  have  about  him,  and  the  quiet  way  in 
wiiich  it  seems  he  has  been  working  early  and  late, 
to  make  his  cabin  what  the  Captuin  calls  **  a  pic 
ter/*  to  surprise  his  liitle  wife.  **A  admirars  cabin, 
mind  you,"  says  the  Captain,  "  ain't  more  trim." 

But  one  of  the  Captuin's  diief  delights  is,  that 
he  knows  the  big  watcli,  and  the  sugar-tongs,  and 
tea-spoons,  are  on,  board  ;  and  again  and  again  he 
murmurs  to  himself,  "  Ed'ard  Cuttle,  my  iad,  vou 
never  shaped  a  better  course  in  your  life,  than 
when  you  made  that  there  Utile  property  over 
jintly.  Foil  see  how  the  land  bore,  Ed'ard,"  says 
the  Captain,  **and  it  does  you  credit,  my  lad." 

The  old  Instrument  Maker  is  more  distraught 
and  misty  than  he  used  to  be,  and  takes  the  mar. 
riage  ak>d  the  parting  very  much  to  heart  But  he 
is  grch^ly  comforted  by  having  his  old  ally,  Ned 
CutcU\  at  his  side ;  and  he  sits  down  to  supper  with 
a  grutc/ul  and  contented  face. 

**  My  boy  has  been  preserved  and  thrives,"  says 
old  Sol  G.lls,  rubbing  his  hands.  *'  What  right 
have  1  lo  be  otherwise  than  thankful  and  happy  1" 

The  Captuin,  who  has  not  yet  taken  his  seat  at 
the  table,  hut  who  has  been  fidgetting  about  for 
some  time,  and  now  stands  hesitating  in  his  pUce, 
looks  doubtfully  at  Mt,  Gills,  and  says : 

''  Sol !  There 's  the  last  bottle  of  the  old  Madeira 
down  below.  Would  yon  wish  to  have  it  up  to- 
night, my  boy,  and  drink  to  Wal'r  and  his 
^fe?" 

fhe  Instrument  Maker,  looking  wi«tfiillj  9i  the 


Captain,  puts  his  hand  into  the  breast-pocket  of  hi 
cofiee-coloured  coat  brings  forth  his  pocketbool 
and  takes  a  letter  out 

"  To  Mr.  Dombey,"  says  the  old  man.  "  Froi 
Walter.  To  be  sent  in  three  weeks'  time.  1' 
read  it" 

^  *Sir.  I  am  married  to  your  daughter.  She  i 
gone  with  me  upon  a  distant  voyage.  To  be  d 
voted  to  her  is  to  have  no  claim  on  her  or  you,  bi 
God  knows  that  I  am. 

*^  *  Why,  loving  her  beyond  all  earthly  things, 
have  yet,  without  remorse,  united  her  to  the  uncc. 
tainties  and  dangers  of  my  life,  I  will  not  say  I 
you.    Tou  know  why,  and  you  are  her  father. 

***Do  not  reproach  her.  She  has  never  n 
proached  you. 

"  *  I  do  not  think  or  hope  that  you  will  ever  fa 
give  me.  There  is  nothing  I  expect  less.  But  i 
an  hour  should  come  when  it  will  comfort  you  I 
believe  that  Florence  has  some  one  ever  near  he 
the  great  charge  of  whose  life  is  to  cancel  her  r 
membrance  of  past  sorrow,  I  solemnly  assure  yoi 
you  may,  in  that  hour,  rest  in  tliat  belieC' " 

Solomon  puts  back  the  letter  carefully  in  h 
pocket-book,  and  puts  back  his  pocket-book  in  h 
coat 

*"  We  won't  drink  the  last  bottle  of  the  old  Mi 
deira  yet,  Ned,"  says  the  old  man,  thooghtfull 
"Not  yet" 

"Not  yet"  assents  the  Captain.  "No.  N 
yet" 

Susan  and  Mr.  Toots  are  of  the  same  opioio 
After  a  silence  thev  all  sit  down  to  sopper,  as 
drink  to  the  young  husband  and  wife  in  somethin 
else ;  and  the  last  bottle  of  the  old  Madeira  still  r 
mains  among  its  dust  and  cobwebs,  undisturbed. 

A  few  days  have  elapsed,  and  a  atately  ship 
out  at  sea,  spreading  its  white  wings  to  the  fk^M 
ing  wind. 

Upon  the  deck,  image  to  the  roughest  man  < 
board  of  something  that  ia  graceful,  beautiful,  ai 
harmless  — >  something  that  it  is  good  and  pleasa 
to  have  there,  and  that  should  make  the  voyai 
prosperous — is  Florence.  It  is  night,  and  she  m 
Walter  sit  alone,  watching  the  solemn  paih 
light  upon  the  sea  between  them  and  the  mooo. 

At  length  she  cannot  see  it  plainly,  for  the  lei 
that  fill  her  eyes ;  and  then  she  lays  her  head  doi 
on  his  breast,  and  puts  her  arms  around  his  Be< 
saying, "  Oh  Walter,  dearest  love,  I  am  so  happy 

Her  husband  holds  her  to  his  heart,  and  tli 
are  very  quiet,  and  the    stately   ship    goes 
serenely. 

"As  I  hear  the  sea,"  says  Florenee,  ^and 
watching  it  it  brings  so  many  days  into  my  mi 
It  makes  me  think  so  much—- — b" 

"  Of  Paul,  my  love.    I  know  it  does." 

Of  Paul  and  Walter.  And  the  yoipes  in 
waves  are  always  whispering  to  Florenee,  in  tli 
ceaseless  murmuring,  of  loye— of  love,  et«mal  i 
illimitable,  not  bounded  b^  the  confines  of  t 
world,  or  by  the  end  of  time,  but  xanfiof  si 
beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  sky,  to  the  iayiai 
ooontry  &r  away  I 
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Tu  Ma  liad  ebbsd  a&d  flowed,  dnoogh  a  wfac^ 
year.  Tbroogh  a  whola  year,  the  winds  and  douda 
hid  eome  and  gone<;  tlia  eeaseleas  work  of  time  had 
been  perfonnod,  iu  stonn  and  aanshiiie.  Thnragh  a 
▼bole  year  the  tides  of  human  dianoe  and  olidngb 
hed  9ec  in  their  alloNed  eoursea.  ThMugfar  a  whole : 
jwr,  tbe  iaipoKis  Hodeeof  Doonbey  and&m  had  Ibtigfat 
a  fight  for  Ufe,  a^atai^t  cnM  dooidenis,  doubtful  Mr 
016111%  anstiooeflsfal  rehturdl  an^opitioite  timeB^and 
mart  of  all,feigRiosl  thb  infatabtioD  of  ila  head)  who 
vonld  not  contract  tto  eniefcpritee  hy  a  hanr'e  breadth, 
aad  weald  nol  liirten  lb  &  word  ef  wifraibg  thai  the 
Aiphdfiiained  so  bead  hgautot  the  storni,  was  Weaky 
end  eooid  tiM  bearit^ 

The  jear.ifad  emfandtfaegieat  Hoaeft was dMni; 

One  summer  afternoon ;  a  year,  Wanfuig'aosBe  bdd 
dayi^  aft^  tiie  mattiage  iii  the  City  diurfob;;  there 
^9v  a  buoBt  and  whi9|>eT  upon  'ChangB  af-agisai 
fidhirei  A  eertam  oold  {^nmd  knan^  Mrell  kaowD  ihece, 
na  aot  thene,  hor  wad  he  repfearnted  thi^re*  Nett' 
<hjr  it  was  noised  abroad  that  Dombey  and  Son  had 
4i9ped,aDdt  text  idght  the^  -was'  a  hst  ^f  Bankrhfjts 
pib^hed,  headed  faf  ifaatname. 

The  wotid  was  ybry  busy  now,  in  eodtb,  aad  had  a 
M  10  say.  h  was  an  IntUnentlf  credulous^  and  -  a 
nnich  ill  used  world.  It  whs  a  worM-  iii  wfakah:  there 
"tm  He  other  eort<jf  bankruptcy  whatever.  There 
were  no  eonspioobus  people  in  it*  trading  jjitt'atid  wider 
00  ronen  banks  of  religioo,  patriotism,  virme,  honour. 
Thete  wae  do'  hmdum'wdnil  inentSeniug  of  mi*« 
piper  in  ciictilBtion,.  on  whidt  anybody  lived  ptetty 
baadsomely,  promising  to  pay  great  sums  of  goodness 
with  no  efiet*s*  There  Vere  no  shdrt  odmtngs  any- 
vhere,  in  anything^xit  menby.  -  7he  '#o»ld  was'  very 
aegry  indeed)'  and  like  peopte'eapaoianyf  wbe,  in  4i 
«ene  world,  might  have  bteen  foppeeed  avbd  banikK 
npt traders  themselves  inshows  and^pibtenoee^^ere 
observed  to  be  mightily  indicant;  '  .  •' 
'  Herb  wad*  a  neikrloduoement  (6;  disiipaiaon,  pire- 
itoted  to  that  sport  of  cirbuinstanoes;  Mr;  P^xbh  the 
liesidngeti  It.wae  apparemly  the  ihte  of  Mr.  Peioh 
(0  be  always  waking  up,  and  findisig  bknseftf  IhinasiSv 
Be  hadL  botyestetddyfas  one  might  say,'Siittsided  imo 
prirate  life  from  the  celebrity  of  tbe  etopement  and 
ite  events  that  followed  it;  and  ndw'he  was  made 
a  more  important  man  than  ever,  by  the  baakruptcy. 
Gidiog^irom  his  brdcket'  iii  tfae'onter  offiee  when^  lie 
tot  sftt,  watchifag-  die  striinge  faces  of  aoeoontams 
and  others,  who  quickly  superseded  neatly  all  the 
old  clerks,  Mx.  Perch  had  but  to  show  hihisalf  in  the 
Biaft^tsade,  olr^'al  flnfliest,  in  the  bar  of  the  Kifng's 
Annsi  to  be  dsked  a  maltitnde  oC  ^beetidBs,  almost 
Bsnain  tb  indnde  that  interesting  qaestioii,  whait 
*oald  be  take  to  drink?  Then  would  Mr.  Fetch 
kaoant  npon  the  lioura  of  acute  uikeasiaese  he  and 
Mrs.  Perch  had  suffered  out  at  Ball's  Pond,  when 
hey  first  saepeidtBd  ^things  v^  ^'ing  wrong." 
fhen  would  Mr.  Perch  relate  to  gaping  listetiers,  in 
flow  toiee,  is  if  the  corpse  of  the  deceased  Hdufte 
rere  lying  imburted  in  the  nexr  room,  hotir  Mrs. 
^^uAk had  first  cohia  to  sarmise  tha|  thingiUMW  gbing 
noBg,  by  heariog  hdm  (Perch)  moaning  in 'his  sleep, 
'tweire  dnd  ninepence  in  the  poun(t,  twelve  aikl 


ninepeoce  in  tbe  pound  I"  Which  act  of  somnamb 
lisih  he  supposed  to  have  originated  in  the  tmpn 
sion  saade  upon  him  by  Uie  chbnge  in  Mr.  Dombej 
face.  Then  woold  b^  inform  them  how  he  had  ock 
said,  "  Might  I  make  so  bold  as  ask,  sir,  ate  you  u 
happy  in  your  mind?"  and  how  ^Ir.  Domhey  hi 
replied,  **  My  faithful  Perch — ^but  no,  it  cannot  be 
and  with  that  had  struck  hi#  hand  npon  hiil'forehea 
and  8a)d)  **  Leave  me,  Perch  V  Then,  in  sboH,  wou 
Mr«  P4^rGh,a  victim  to  his  positk>nj  teii  all  mamec 
lies;  aiSecting  himself  to  tears  by  those  thfu  were 
a  moving  npnurer  and  .really  believing  that  tbe  inv< 
tionsckf  yasterjday,  had,  q»  repetition,  a  sect  of  tru 
about  tbetq  ^Hday 

JVir.  Perch  ftlvKa^  eloi^  tl^ese  oonfeienoes  I 
mfsekly  remarking,  That,  of  course,,  whatever  his  sk 
piciofas  might  hav^  been  (as  if  he  had  ever  hi 
any !},  It  wasn^t  for|^im  to  betray  his  trust — was  i 
Which  semi  meat  (there  never  being  any  creditc 
present)  was  received  as  doing  great  honour  to  1: 
feelings.  Thus,  ho  generally  brought  away  a  soothi 
conscience  and  leA  an  agreeable  impression  behir 
himt  when'  he  returned  to  his  bracket:  again  to  i 
^yatchlng  die  strange  faces  of  the  accountants  at 
others^  making  so  free  with  the  great  mysteries,  tl 
Books  f  or  now  and  then  to  go  on  tiptoe  into  V 
Dombey'a  empty  room,  and  stir  the  flrej  or  to  ta] 
an  airing  at  the  door,  and  have  a  little  mOre  dolet 
chat  with  any  straggte;r  whom  he  knew ;  or  to  pro] 
tiate,  with  various  small  attentions,  the  bead  accoui 
ant:  from  whom  Mr.  Perch  had  expectations  of 
messengership  in  a  Fire-Otftce,  when  the  affairs 
the  Itouse  should  be  wound  up. 

'  To  Major  Bagstocfc,  the  bankruptcy  was  quite 
calamity.  The  Major  yras  npt  a  sympatlietic  ch 
racier— his  attention  being  wholly  concentrated  on 
B.— nor  was  He"  a  rtian  subject  to  lively  emotioi 
!  except  in  th^  pftryiilcal  reganls  of  gasping  aod  chc 
ing.  Bht  he  had  so  paraded  his  friend  Dombey 
the  clttb';  had  so  flourished  him  at  the  heads  of  tl 
irifembers  in  genera),  and  so  put  them  down  by  oo 
tltiual  Insertion  of  his  riches;  that  the  club,  being  I 
•human,  was  delighted  t<i  retort  upon  the  Major,  1 
asking  nim,  with  a  show  of  great  concern,  wheth 
this  tremelndouff  smash  had  been  at  all  expected,  ai 
how  his  ftibrtd  Bohibey  Tjore  it.  To  such  quesiioi 
the  M^jor,,  waxing  very  purple,  would  reply  that 
was  a  bad  world,  Sir,  altogether ;  that  Joey  knew 
thing  or  two,  but  had  been  done.  Sir,  done  like  an  i 
fatit;  that  if  you  had  foretold  this,  Sir,  to  J.  Bagstoc 
when  he  went  abroad  with  Dombey  and  was  chasii 
that  vagabond  up  and  down  France,  J.  Bagstock  wou 
havte  pooh  pobh*d  you — would  have  pooh-pooh*d  yc 
Sir,  by  the  Lordf  That  Joe  had  been  deceived/S 
taken  in,  hoodwinked,  blindfolded,  but -was  bro 
awake  again  and  staring^  insomnch,  Sir,  that  if  Jo< 
ihth^r  wei«  M  rfiie  up  /rom  the  grkve  to-morrow, 
woaldn't^oruit  th«  <Hd  blade  with  a  penny  pieee,  \ 
would  tell  him  that  his  son  Josh  was  too  old  a  a 
cUer  to  be  dotie  again,  Sir.  That  he  v^s  t,  suspioio 
ctUbbedj  orankyj  lised-up,  J.  R  Infidel,  Si^ ;  and  t) 
if  it  wertf  oonsilteiftt  wirtk  the  dignity  of  a  tough  a 
ixmi^h  okt  Mkjof,  ts4  &o  old  sahool,  Who  had  had  1 
2v 
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lonouT  of  being  personally  known  to,  and  commended 
y,  their  late  Royal  Highnesses  the  Dukes  of  Kent 
ind  York,  to  retire  to  a  tub  and  live  in  it,  by  Gad  1 
ar,  heM  have  a  tub  in  Pall  Mall  to-morrow,  to  show 
lis  contempt  for  mankind  1 

Of  all  this,  and  many  variations  of  the  same  tuhei 
he  Major  would  deliver  himself  with  so  many  apo- 
>lectio  symptoms,  such  rollings  of  his  head,  and  such 
riolent  growls  of  ill  ukige  and  resentment,  that  the 
ronnger  members  of  the  club  surmised  he  had  invested 
noney  in  his  friend  Dombey's  house,  and  lost  it; 
hough  the  older  soldiers  and  deeper  dogs,  who  knew 
Foe  better,  wouldn't  hear  of  such  a  thing.  The  un- 
brtunate  Native,  expressing  no  opinion,  sufiered dread- 
'uUy;  not  merely  in  his  moml  feelings,  which  were 
egiilaTly  fusilladed  by  the  Major  every  hour  in  the 
hiy,  and  riddled  through  and  through,  but  in  his  sen- 
itiveoess  to  bodily  knocks  and  bumps,  which  was 
lept  contlnnally  on  the  strefoh.  For  six  entire  weeks 
ider  the  bankruptcy,  this  miserable  foreigner  lived  in  a 
Biny  season  of  boo^ jacks  and  brushes. 

Mrs.  Chick  had  three  ideas  ux>on  the  subject  of  the 
errible  reverse.  The  first  was  that  she  could  not 
mderstand  it  The  second,  thatler  brother  had  not 
nade  an  effort  The  third,  that  if  she  had  been  invited 
o  dinner  on  the  day  of  that  first  party,  it  never  would 
lave  happened ;  and  that  she  had  said  so,  at  the  time. 
Nobody's  opinion  stayed  the  misfortune,  lightened 
t,  or  m^e  it  heavier.  It  was  understood  that  the 
if&irs  of  the  House  were  to  be  wound  up  as  they  best 
x)uld  be;  that  Mr.  Dombey  freely  resigned  everything 
le  had,  and  asked  for  no  favour  from  any  one.  That 
my  resumption  of  the  business  was  out  of  the  ques- 
ioii,  as  he  would  listen  to  no  friendly  negotiation  hav- 
ng  that  compromise  in  view ;  that  he  had  relinquished 
svery  post  of  trust  or  distinction  he  had  held,  as  a  man 
■espectcd  among  merchants;  that  he  was  dying,  ac- 
X)rding  to  some ;  that  he  was  going  melancholy  mad, 
iccording  to  others ;  that  he  was  a  broken  man,  accord- 
ig  to  all. 

Tlie  clerks  dispersed  after  holding  a  little  dinner  of 
ndolence  among  themselves,  which  was  enlivened 
comic  singing,  and  went  off  admirably.  Some  took 
ices  abroad,  and  some  engaged  in  other  houses  at 
me;  some  looked  up  relations  in  the  country,  for 
horn  they  suddenly  remembered  they  had  a  par- 
cular  affection,  and  some  advertised  for  employment 
n  tlie  newspapers ;  Mr.  Perch  alone  remained  of  all 
he  late  establishment,  sitting  on  his  bracket  look- 
ing at  the  accountants,  or  startij^g  off  it,  to  propitiate 
:he  head  accountant,  who  was  to  get  him  into  the 
Fire  Office.   The  Counting  House  soon  got  to  be  dirty 
md  .neglected.    The  principal  slipper  and  dogs'  col- 
lar seller,  at  the  corner  of  the  court,  would  have  doubted 
he  .propriety  of  tlirowing  up  his  forefinger  to  the 
yc'im  of  his  hat,  any  more,  if  Mr.  Dombey  bad  ap- 
geared  there  now;  and  the  ticket  porter,  with  his 
lands  under  his  white  apron,  moralized  good  sound 
norality  about  ambition,  which  (he  observed)  was 
lot,  in  his  opinion,  made  to  rhyme  to  perdition,  for 
lothing. 

Mr.  Morfin  the  bazel-eyad  bachelor,  with  the  hair 
md  whiskers  sprinkled  with  grey,  was  perhaps  the 
mly  person  widiin  the  atmosphere  of  the  lAMise*— its 
ifiad,  of  course,  excepted — who  was  heartily  and 
loeply  affected  by  the  disaster  that  had  befallen  it 
ff  e  had  treated  Mr.  Dombey  with  due  respect  and  de- 
kmce  through  many  years,  but  he  had  never  dit* 


guised  his  natural  character,  or  meanly  truckled  to 
him,  or  pampered  hit  master  passion  for  the  advance* 
ment  of  his  own  purposes.  He  had,  therefore,  no  self* 
disrespect  to  avenge ;  no  bng  tightened  springs  to  re- 
lease with  a  qtiick  recoiL  He  worked  early  and  lata 
to  unravel  whatever  was  complicated  or  difficult  in 
the  reeoidsof  the  transaction  of  the  boose ;  was  always 
in  attendance  to  explain  whatever  required  explana- 
tfcni ;  sat  in  his  okl  room  sometimes  very  late  at  night, 
studying  points  fay  hiamastery  of  whfch  heeould  tpare 
Mr.  Dombey  the  pain  of  being  personally  referred  ia; 
and  then  would  go  home  to  IsKngton,  and  calm  hii 
mind  by  producing  the  most  dismal  and  (bilora  sounds 
oat  of  hia  viokxioello  before  going  to  bed. 

He  waa  solacing  himaelf  with  ihia  melodious  gram- 
bler  one  evening^  and,  having  been  mndi  dieted 
by  the  preoeadittgs  of  the  day,  waa  soaping  einiioIa< 
tion  out  of  ita  decrpeat  notes,  when  Itis  taondlady  (who 
waa  fortanataly  deaf;  and  had  no  odier  oonsooaaMfl 
of  these  performances  than  a  aenaotion  of  something 
rambling  in  bar  bonaa)  anootmeed  a  lady. 

**  In  swuming,"  aha  aaid. 

The  viokmoello  stopped  immediataly:  andthepe^ 
former,  laying  it  on  a  sofii  with  glneat  tendanefl  and 
care,  made  a  sign  .that  the  lady  waa  to  coma  in.  Hf 
foUowed  dinctly,  and  met  Haniet  Gaikar  on  tiM 
stair.. 

"AlonaT'  he  said,  **and  John  hero,  thia  moraingi 
Is  there  anything  the  matter,  my  dear  f  But  no^"  be 
added,  "your  fiwe  telto  quite  another  atory.** 

"lamaftaiditisa  aalflah  ravaittrioa  that  jon  sec 
there,  then,*'  ahe  anawered. 

« It  is  a  very  pleaaant  one,'*  aaid  ba ;  «<  and,  if  aeliWJ; 
a  novelty  too^  worth  aeeing  in  yon.  Batl  donHbelien 
that" 

Ha  had  plaoed  a  ehairforher  by  ttm  time, andsal 
down  oppoaite;  the  violonoello  lying  anngly  on  ib( 
sofii  between  them. 

Ton  wiU  not  be  anrpriaed  at  my  conning  akias,  a 
at  John'anot  having  told  you  I'waacoaBing"^^ 
Haniet,-  ^'aad  yoo  tsifl  believe  that,  when  I  tell  7« 
why  I  have  oome;    May  I  do  ao  now  f* 

**•  Yob  oan  do  noUiing  batter." 

"You  were  not  bnayf 

He  poottted  to  the  violonoello  lying  on  the  soft,  •» 
said,  «I  have  bean  all  da^.    Here's  my  witness, 
have  been  confldbig  all  my  cares  to  it.   I  wiab  1  ^ 
none  but  my  own  to  teU." 

**l8  the  House  at  an  end  f*  aaid  Haniet,  aamenli 

*"  Completely  at  an  end." 

<*  Will  it  never  be  reenmed r  ' 

«Nevto.»  , 

The  bright  expreaaion  of  her  ihoe  waa  nee  ova 
shadowed  as  lur  lipe  silendy  repeated  the  word.  H 
seemed  to  obaerte  thia  with  aome  little  inrohmn^ 
aurprise,  ai>d  said  again :  ! 

**  Never.  Yon  remember  what  I  told  yon.  ItV 
been,  all  akmg,  impossible «>  oonvince  him;  hnpM 
bla  to  reason  with  him;  sometimes,  impoesible  e*nl 
to  approach  him.  The  worst  haa  Inppened ;  ad 
the  Houaa  haa  flUIen,  never  to  be  boilt  up  U 
more."  ' 

**  And  Mr.  Dombey,  ia  he  personaUy  rained  f*    | 

"Ruined." 

»  Will  he  have  no  private  fortune  left  f   Nmhingl 

A  certain  eagemeaa  in  her  voice^  and  aoraetl^ 
that  waa  ahnoat  joyful  in  her  k)olc,  seemed  to  iq 
priae  him  more  and  more;  to  diaappoint  him  axsad 
jar  discordantly  against  hia  own  cmockna.    He  dni 
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led  "wiA  the  lingers  of  ottje  hand  on  (he  table,  look- 
ig  wistfully  at  h«r,  and  shaking  his  bead,  said,  after 
pause : 

"  The  extent  of  Mr.  BomWy's  resoarces  is  not  ae- 
arately  within  ray  kpowledge  /  but  though  they  are 
oiibtless  very  large,  his  obligations  are  enortnous. 
[e  is  a  gentlenmn  of  high  honour  and  integrity.  Any 
MLn  in  his  position  oould,  and  many  a  man  in  his 
osition  would,  have  saved  himself,  by  making  terms 
rbich  would  have  very  slightly,  almost  insensibly, 
ncreeiaed  the  looses  of  those  who  had  dealings  with 
lira,  and  left  him  a  remnant  to  live  upon.  Bat  he 
•  resolved  on  payment  to  the  last  farthhig  oF  his 
Deans.  His  own  words  are,  that  tliey  will  clear,  or 
nearly  clear,  the  House,  and  ^at  no  one  can  lose 
Dueh.  Ah,  Miss  Haniet,  k  woald  do  ns  no  harm  to  re- 
nember  oAener  than  we  do,  that  vices  are  sometimes 
m\f  Tirtues  carried  to  excess !  His  pride  shows  well 
nthis.". 

She  heard  him  with  little  or  no  chffpge  in  her  ex- 
pression, and  with  a  divided  attention  that  showed 
ler  to  be  busy  with  something  in  her  own  Tniqd. 
MThen  he  was  silent,  she  asked  hiai  hurriedly : 

•♦Haveyou  seen  him  lately  1"    ' 

**■  No  one  sees  him.  Wlten  this  crisis  of  hts  afihirs 
renders  it  necessary  ibr  him  to  come  out  of  his  bouse, 
he  comes  out  for  the  occasion,  and  again  goes  hotne, 
ind  shuts  hinisel/up,  and  will  see  no  Okie.  He  lias 
written  me  a  letter,  acknowledging  oar  past  oonnex- 
km  in  higher  terms  tlian  it  deserved,  and  parting 
from  me.  I  am  delicate  of  obtruding  myself  upon 
him  BOW,  never  having  had  much  intercourse  with 
tiim  in  better  times;  but  I  have  tried  to  do  so.  '  I 
have" written,  gone  there,  entreated.    Quite  in  vain.^' 

He  watched  her,  as  in  thd  hope  that  she  would 
testiQr  some  greater  eonoem  than  she  had  yet  shown ; 
and  spoke  gravely  and  feelingly,  as  if  to  impress  her 
tbe  mere;  but  there  was  no  change  in  her. 

» Well,  well,  Miss'Hiirriet,"  he  said,  with  a  dis- 
appointed aijr^  ^  this  is  mot  to  the  purpose.  Tou  have 
not  come  here  to  hear  this.  Some  other  and  plea*> 
Banter  theme  is  in  yotir  mind.  Let  it  be  in  mine, 
too,  and  w»  shall  talk  upon  aaore  eqtial  terms. 
Corner  ^ 

**  No,  it  is  the  same  theme^"  returned  Harriet,  with 
fcank  and  qvick  surprise.  **Ib  it  not  likely  that  it 
Aould  be  ?  Is  it  noi  natural  that  John  and  I  should 
have  been  thinking  and  speaking  very  much  of  late 
of  these  great  changes?  Mr.  Dombey,  wliom  he 
served  so  many  years,  you  know  upon  what  terms, 
leduoed,  as  3!iou  dsscribe ;  and  we  quitenjich !" 

Good,  true  face,  as  that  fiiceof  her's  was,  and  plea* 
■ant  as  it  had  been  to  him,  Mje.  Morfln,  the  hftzel- 
eyed  bachelor,  siooe  the  fiist  time  he  had  ever  looked 
apon  it,  it  pleased  him  lees  at  that  moment,  lighted 
with  a  ray  of  elultatioti,  than  it  had  e<rer  pleased  him 
beibre.^ 

"I  need  not  remind  you,"  said  Harriet,  easting 
down  her  eyjn  upon  her  blaoli  dress,  *^  tbYOugh  #hat 
mcfias  our  circumstances  €banged<  You:  have  not 
ibrgotten  that  our  brother  Ja^neS^  Mpan  that  dread* 
ful  day,  left  no  will,  no  relatiQns  but  ourselves.*' 

The  fiioei  was  pleasailter  to  hito  now,  though  it 
was  pale  and  melancholy,  than  it  had  been  -a  moment 
since     He  seemed  to^rsathcT  more  clieeHly. 

^'Ton  know,"  she  said,  ^'oor  history,  the  himo^  of 
both  my  brothevs,  in  connection  with  the  unfOrtutoate, 
unhappy  gentleman,  of  whem  yon  haiM  «p<dcen  so 
thily.    You  know  how  fyw  our  wanes' are,  John's 


and  niine,  and  whfat  little  use  we  hAve  for  mont 
after  the.  life  we  have  led  together  ibr  so  roaj 
years;  and  now  that  he  is  earning  an  income  that 
ample  fbr  ns,  through  your  kindness.  You  are  r 
unprepared  to  hear  what  fkvour  I  have  come  to  a 
of  you?" 

*  I  hardly  know,  I  was  a  minute  ago.  Now, 
think,  I  am  not.'* 

"Of  my  dead  brother  I  say  nothing.  If  the  dej 
know  what  we  do ;  but  you  understand  me.  Of  n 
living  brother  I  could  say  much ;  but  what  need  I  s( 
more,  than  that  this  act  of  duty,  in  which  I  ha 
come  to  ask  your  indispensable  assistance,  is  his  ow 
and  diat  he  cannot  rest  until  it  is  performed!*' 

She  raised  her  eyes  again ;  add  the  light  of  exuli 
tion  in  her  face  began  to  appear  beautiftil,  in  the  c 
servant  eyss  that  watched  her. 

•*  Dear  sir,"  she  >yent  on  to  say,  « it  must  be  do: 
very  quietly  and  secretly.  Your  experience  ai 
knowledge  will  point  out  a  way  of  doing  it  Bf 
Dombey  may,  perhaps,  be  led  to  believe  that  it 
something  saved,  unexpectedly,  from  the  wreck 
his  fortunes ;  dt  that  it  is  a  voluntary  tribute  to  I 
honoumble  and  upright  character,  from  some  of  the 
witli  whom  he  has  had  great  dealings;  or  tliat  it 
some  old  lost  debt  repaid.-  There  must  be  ma] 
ways  of  doing  it.  I  know  you  will  choose  the  be 
The  favour  I  have  come  to  ask  is,  that  you  xwU  do 
fbr  us  in  your  own  kind,  generous,  considerate  ma 
ner.  That  you  will  never  speak  of  it  to  John,  who 
chief  happiness  in  this  act  of  restitution  is  to  do 
secretly,  unknown,  and  unapproved  of;  that  only 
very  small  part  of  the  inheritance  may  be  reserved 
US,  until  Mr.  Dombey  shall  have  possessed  tlie  in 
rest  of  the  rest  fbr  the  remainder  of  his  life;  that  y( 
will  keep  our  seciW  fhithfiilly ;  but  that  I  am  su 
you  will;  and  that,  from  this  time,  it  may  seldom  1 
wh»pet>ed,  even  between  you  and  me,  but  may  li 
in  my  thoughts  only  as  a  new  reason  for  thankf 
ness  to  Heaven,  and  joy  and  pride  in  my  brother.'* 

Such  a  look  of  exultation  there  may  be  on  ange 
fhces,  when  the  one  repentant  sinner  enters  Heave 
among  ninety  nine  just  men.  It  was  not  dimmed 
tarnished  by  the  joyfbl  tears  that  filled  her  eyes,  I 
was  the  brighter  for  them. 

•*  My  dear  Harriet,"  said  Mr.  Morfln,  after  a  silenc 
"1  was  not  prepared  for  this.    Do  I  understand  y 
that  yon  wish  to  make  your  own  part  in  the  inhei 
ance  available  for  your  good  purpose,  as  well 
John's  1" 

**  Oh  yes,"  she  returned.  "When  we  have  shar 
everything  together  for  %o  long  a  time,  and  have  fa 
no  care,  hope,  or  purpose  apart,  could  I  bear  to 
excluded  from  my  share  in  this  ?  May  I  not  urge 
claim  to  be  my  brother's  partner  and  companion 
the  last?*' 

**  Heaven  fbrbid  that  I  should  dispute  tti*  he 
plied. 

"We  may  rely  on  your  friendly  helpi"  she  sa 
**  r  knew  we  might !'' 

••I  should  be  a  worse  man  than, — ^than  I  hop( 
am,  or  would  willingly  believe  myself,  if  I  could  i 
give  you  that  assurance  froni  my  heart  and  so 
You  may,  implicitly.  Upon  my  honour,  I  will  ke 
your  secret.  And  if  it  should  be  found  that  I 
Dorrfbey  is  so  reduced  as  I  fear  he  will  be,  acting 
a  determination  that  there  seems  to  be  no  means 
infliM^cing,  I  i^t^ill  assist  you  to  accomplish  the  desij 
on  which  you  and  John  are  jointly  resolved." 
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She  gave  him  her  hand,  and  thaJiked  him  with  a 
irdial,  happy  face. 

" Harriet,"  he  said,  detaining  it  ia  hk  "To  speak 
you  of  the  worth  of  any  sacrifico  that  you  can 
ake  now — above  all,  of  any  sacrifice  of  mere  money 
-would  be  idle  and  presumptuous.  To  put  beibre 
>u  any  appeal  to  reconsider  your  purpose  or  to  set 
irrow  limits  to  it,  would  be,  I  feel,  not  less  so.  I. 
ive  no  rig^t  to  mar  the  great  end  of  a  great  history, 
r  any  obtrusion  of  my  own  weak  self.  I  have  every 
ghl  to  bend  my  bead  befbre  what  you  confide  to 
e,  'satisfied  that  it  comes  iVom  a  higher  and  better 
lurce  of  inspiration  than  my  poor  worldly  knowledge, 
will  say  only  this,'!  am  your  faithful  steward;,  and 
would  rather  be  so|  and  your  chosen  friend,  than  1 
oufd  be  anybody  in  the  world,  except  yourself.'* 
She  tliauked  him  again)  cordially,  and  wished  him 
K)d  night 
"  Are  you  going  home  ?"  he  said.   "  Let  me  go  with 

)U." 

"  Not  tonight.  I^am  not  going  home  now  j  I  have 
visit  to  make  alone.    Will  you  come  to-morrow  1" 

"  Well,  well,"  said  he,  "  I'U  come  to-moirow.  In 
le  meantime,  I'll  think  ot  this,  and  how  w«  can 
»t  prope^.  And  perhaps  you'll  think  of  it,  dear 
arriet,  and — imd — think  of  me  a  little  in  connec- 
3n  with  it."  , 

He  handed  her  down  to  a  coach  she  hod  in  wai&> 
ig  at  the  door;  and  if  his  landlady  liad  not  been 
2ai\  slie  would  have  heard  him  muttering  as  he  went 
ick  up  stairs,  when  the  coach  had  driven  ofi^  that  we 
ere  creatures  of  habit,  and  it  was,  a  sorrowful  habit 
I  be  an  old  bachelor.  ^ 

'the  violoncello  lying  on  the  sofa  between  tlie  two 
lairs,  he  took  it  up,  without  putting  away  the  vacant; 
lair,  and  sat  droning  on  it,  and  slowly  shaking  his 
Q&d  at  the  vacant  chair,  for  a  long,  long  time.  The 
Kpression  he  communicated  to  the  instrument  at 
rst,  though  monstrously  pathetio  and  bland,  was  no- 
ting to  tlie  expression  he  communicated  to^his  own 
ice,  and  bestowed  upon  the  empty  chair :  wbaph 
as  so  sincere,  (luit  he  was  obliged  to  have  i^cqyjLTso  to 
aptaiil  Cuttle's  rei^iedy  more  than  onee,  and,  to  rub 
is;  face  with  his  sleeve.  By  degreeSf^iowever,  the 
loloncello,  in  unison  with  his  own  (Jrama  of  mukdt 
iided- melodiously  into  the  Harmonioas  Blackamith, 
'hiohhe  ployed  over  and  over  again,  until  h^s  rud()y- 
[)d  serene  face  gleamed  like  true  metal  on  tbjB.«nvii 
r  a  veritable  blacksmith.  In  fine,  the  violoncello 
\vX  the  empty  chair  were  the  companions  oC  his 
icheiorhood  until  n^rly  -midnight,*  and  when  he 
ok  his  supper,  the  violoncello  set  up  on  end  in  the 
>fa  corner,  big  with  the  latent  harmony  of  a  wliole 
sundry  full  of  harmonious  blacksmiths,  seemed  to  ogle 
ic  empty  chair  out  of  its  crooked  eyes,  with  unnMei- 
^le  intelligence. 

,Wheit  HaHiet  left- the  Ipuse^  the  driver  of  ber 
ired  coach,  taking  a  course  that  was  evidently  no 
ew  oae  to  him,  went  in  and  out  by  by»>ways, 
irough  that  part  of  the  suburbe,  until  he  arrived  ^l 
nne  open  groundf  where  theire  ^ere  a  few  quiet  iit- 
e  old  houses  standing  among  gardens.  At  the  gar- 
en-gate  of  one  of  these  he  stopped,  and  Harriet 
ighted. 

Her  gentle  ringing  at  the  bell  was  responded  toby 
dolorous-looking  woman,  of  light  oof|ipiezion,  yfj^th 
lised  eyebrows,  and  head  drooping  on,  one  sidei  who 
irtsciyed  ut  sight  of  her,  and  conducted  her  across 
le  garden  to  the  bouse. 


'*  How- is  yoiur  patient,  nurse^  to-night  T"  said  Hairiel. 

"  In  a  poor  wtty.  Miss,  I  am  afraid.  Oh  how  she 
do  remind  me,  sometimes,  of  my  uncle's  Betsey 
Janel"  returned  the  woman  of  the  light  oompleiioa, 
in  a  sort  of  doleful  rapture. 

"  Id  what  respect?"  asked  Harriet* 

^  Miss,  in  all  respects,"  replied  the  other,  "except 
that  she's  grown  up,  and  Betsey  Jane;  when  atdeath's 
door,  was  but  a  child." 

"  But  you  have  told  me  she  recovered,"  observttt 
Harriet  mildly ;  **  so  there  is  the  more  reason  for 
hope,  Mrs.  Wickara." 

^  Ah,  Miss,  hope  is  an  azcellent  thing  fbr  socb.  as 
has  the  spirits  to  bear  it  P  said  Mrs.  WickatH)  sbakiqg 
her  head.  "  My  owa  spirits  is  not  equal  to  it,  but  1 
don't  owe  it  any  grudgeu  I  envys .  them  that  is  so 
blest!" 

"  You  should  tfy  to  be  more  phoerfuli"  remarked 
Harriet 

''  Thank  you,  Miai^  I'm  »ure^>^  aakl  Mra.  Wiekam, 
grimly*  "  If  I  was  so  inclined,  the  loDelioess  of  tbifr 
8ituaIioa-^yo^'^  e^use  my  speaking  to  Ire^^woald 
put  it  o^t  of  my  power,  in  foar-and-tweBty  hours; 
but  I  anl  at  all.  I'd  rather,  tm*  The  littie  spirits 
that  I  ever  had,  I  was  bereated  of  at  Bogbton  iome 
few  years  ago^  and  I  think  {  foeV  m/salf  the  bsilN> 
for.it.''     . 

in  tiiith,  this  was  the  very  Mj^  Wiokam  who  bad 
supersedfKl  Mrs.  Riohaids'as  the  nurse, of  Uttlo  Pttuli 
and*  who  cohaidered  herself  .to  have  gained  the  kwi 
in  qi^estion,  under  tbe  rof>f  of  the  aniia&le  Pipchin. 
Tbe.  excellent  and  thou^tful  old  feystem,  hallowed 
by  long  prescription,  whi(ii  hAs .  usually  picked  out 
from  the  rest  of  mankind  the  noai  dreary  antf  wor 
comfortable  peoptoj  that  oould  po^bly  bo  laid  bsld 
of,  to  act  as  instrnctprs  of  youth,  flnger-poels  to  the 
virtues,  matrons,  jBomtoi9»  attendants  oo  siok-beds 
and  the  like,  had'  efltablished  Mifc  Wiektm  ia  Tcry 
gpod  buerioess  ^s -a  nprse,  i^nd.  had  led  to  her  sefioi» 
(qualities  )>cipg  p^itiouUzly  cooiPi^iided-by  anadnuring 
apd  numorous  oonof^yion. 

Mrp.  Wwkam*  with  jbov  oyebrow«ektv«le»Uw»i^ 
liead  on  onejid^  Ughtod  the.wqy  tip  $Caiiato  acfeaa, 
neat,  chamLer,  opening  on  another  chamber  cUrUi 
lighted,  whK0  theni  w«s  «  bbd.  In  the  firM  Rwo, 
an  okk  M^omfifi  sal  moohanicaily  staring  Cut  at  tbe  ifptn 
wiodowv  on  the  darkness.  In.  the  seo^d,  atretdNd 
upon  tho  .bedf.lay  tho  shadow. iof  a  lltfutoe.  thai  haid 
spurned  the  wind  aod.  giin,  one  wintry  night ;  bald  I) 
to  be  reoofpised  now,  but  1^  the  long  fafawk  kair  thai 
showed:  so  very  blocW  Ugainsf  Iho  oolodess  laoe,  ane 
all  the  white  ^tigs  about  it, 
.  Ok,  the  stvpng  .eyoft,  ai¥l  the  weaklmmo!  TJm 
eyes  thM  turned  so  eagedy  and;  brighlljr  to  Um  doa 
when  Harriot  oamola ;  tho  fiseblo  head  tfaaf  eookl  o^ 
raiso  itself,  and-  iiicrv«d  so  tk^wlytaatid  uponiia  piltow 

*^  Alice  T'  said  the  visitor's  mild  voice,  "  am  1  laa 
to-night?'*         :.    * 

'*  Von  always  seem  Iftte^  but  are  alwagm  eaxljy." 

Haniet  bad  set  down  hy  the  bedside  novyand  pn 
hsfi  hand  upon  the  thin  Uemd  lying  thore. 

""You  are  bettor?'' 

Mrs.  Wickam,  sinnding  at  tho  Apt  of  tho  bed,  Bk 
a  disoonsolato  speoint,  most  didoidodljr  and  fovafc^ 
shook  her  head  to  negative  this  pcaitioo. 

"U  .matters,  very  little!"  saki  Alkse,  with  «  fiui 
sm'M,  ^  Better  at  wofse  unifty,  ia  bm  a  daijr*a  didai 
ence^—perhaps  not  so  nuich»" 

Via,  .Wickaoik.asi  it  soriDoa  dianoMr,.  espraaa 


dOJftt£V  AND  BOK. 


13( 


kr  tppioival  witli  a  gvoan ;  and  having  ma^e  some 
4«ld  date  at  the  bottom  of  the  bed-olothes,  as  fteiiiig 
fx  fh»  patient^a  it*et  and  azpecting  to  find'  them 
stony,  went  clinking  among  the  medicine  tiotttes' on 
Ike  ttble,  as  who  should  ftajr,  **  while  we  are  here,  let 
urapsat  tbe  mixtitfe  as  before." 

"Nbj**  said  Alice,  whispering  to  her  visitor,  "avil 
oomies,  knd  remorse,  travel,  want,  and  weather, 
•iwm  within  and  storm  without,  have  worn  my  liife 
awsy^    h  will  not  last  mach  longer." 

She  drew  the  hand  trp  as  she  spok^,  and  hid  her 
fiMB  agatest  it     .        ' 

'^Ifie  here,  sometimes^  thinlcing  I  should  like  to  live 
mttil  {  had  had  a  little  time  to  show  you  how  grate- 
fill  I  oaald  be  t  It  is  a  weakn^s,  tod  soon  passes. 
Better  for  you  as  it  is. '  Better  fortti^  P 

How  ^ifl^rcnther  hold 'upon  the  hand,  to  what  it 
bad  heen  when  she  took  it  by  the  fireside  on  the 
blsak  wintsr '  avaning !  Soom,  rkge,  defiance,  reek- 
kssness,  look  heral<   This  is  the  end.  . 

Mfa  Wiokam  hairing  clinked  stHflcientIf  nrtiong 
the  bottles,  now  prodoeed  the  mixfuEC.  Mts.  Wickam 
baked  hard  at  faea'  patient  in  the  act  ^  ditaking, 
iHMrad  her  mout^  Up  tight,  her  ey^browi»  also^  and 
ikook  her  head,  expressing  that  tortures  shouldn't 
taaka  faeraaj  it  itras  a  hopeless  ease.  Mrs.  Wiokam 
tbca  ^rinklad  a-H^  cooling  s^ifi"  about  (he  room, 
with  the  air  of  a  female  grave-digger.  Who  was 
•iiswtD^4shes  on  ashes,  •AAA  Ort  dfasv'-'for  she  was  a 
Arioos  ehara(Stet^ aud  withdnftw  ib  partake  of  6et^ 
tain  fimeial  baked  meats  down  stairs.  '    '  • 

"How  long  is  it?"  asked  Alice,  "since  I  went  te 
yoa  and  loid  yoa  what  I  had  done,  and  when  you 
^»ere  advised  It  was  too  late  for  any  one  to  fbllow  V* 
*  It  is  a  yeair  and  more,"  said  -Hafriet. 
•A  year  and  more,"  said  Alice,  thoughtfully  intent 
upon  her  face.    "Months  upon  montlis  sinoe  yeu 
brtjoghtme  here!" 
Harriet  answered  "  Yes."  . !  "  ^       ' 

"Broaght  me  here,  by  force  of  gentleness  and  kind- 
nesg.  Me!"  said  Alice,  shrinking  with  her  face  be- 
hind the  hand,  '*and  made  me  human  by  woman's 
looks  and  words,  and  angel'^  deeds!'* 

Barriet  bending  oyer  her^coniposed  and  soothed 
hcL  Bye  and  bye,  Alice  lying  as  before,  with,  tlie 
haod  against  her  ihce,  asked  to  hav^  her  moiher 
callad. 

Haniet  called  to  her  more  thanonciQ^  b^^  thQ'old 
woman  was  so  absorbed  looking  out  at  .the  open 
window  on  the  daikaess,  that  she  did  not  hear.  I^ 
was  not  until  Harriet  went  to  her  and  touched  her, 
te  sbft  roae  up,  and  canie. 

"Mother,"  said  Alice,  taking  the  hand  again,  an4 
fixing  her  histioos  ejes  lovingly  upon  her  visitor, 
while  she  merely  addressed  a  motion  o^  her  fingec 
k>  the  old  woman^  ">  tell  her  whax  you  kjoo.w." 
*  To-night,  my  deary  r 

"Aye,  mother,"  answered  Alice,  faintly  and  so* 
temnly,  "  to-night!'' 

The  old  woman,  whose  wits  appeared  disordered 
bf  alarm,  remorse,  or  grief^  came  creeping  alorui;  the 
ade  of  the  bed,  opposite  to  that  on  which  Harriet 
■t;  and  kneeling  down,  so  as  to  bring,  her  withered 
bee  i^pon  a  level  with  the  coverlet,  and  stretching 
at  her  band,  so  as  to  tooch  hejp  daugfa|er's  arm, 


<*My  handsome  gal-—" 

Heaven,  what  a  cry  was  that, « with  which  she 
2d 


sverpped  there,  gazing  at  the  poor  fomi  lying  on  tl 
bed! 

"Changed,  long  ago,  mother!  Withered,  loi 
ago,"  said  Alice,  without  looking  at  her.  '*Doi 
grieve  for  that  noW." 

—  *  My  da-nghter,"- faltered  the  old  woman,  "n 
gal  who  '11  Sbon  get  better,  and  shame  'em  all  wi 
her  gjood  looks." 

Alice  smiled  Trioumfnlly  at  Harriet,  and  fondl( 
her  hand  a  little  closer,  but  said  nothing. 

'*Who"n  soon  get  better,  I  say,"  repeated  the  t 
woman,  menacing  the  vacant  air  with  her  shrivel^ 
fist,  *and  wholl  shame  *em  all  with  her  good  looks 
*e  will.  I  say  she  will !  slio  Aall  !»*-"  as  if  si 
were  in  passionate  contention  with  some  unseen  o 
pOnent  at  the  bedside,  who  contradicted  her— -"ti 
danghter  has  been  turned  away  from,  and  cast  o 
but  she  could  boast  relationship  to  proud  folks  too, 
A^choSe.  Ah!  To  prood  folks !  There*s  relatic 
ship  without  your  ctergy  and  your  wedding  rings- 
they  may  make  If,  but  they  can't  break  it-^and  n 
dffo^liter^s  well  related.  Show  me  Mrs.  Dombc 
and  rn  show  yon  my  Alice's  first  eonsin." 
'  Harriet  glanced  from  the  old  wOman  to  the  Instro 
eyes  intent  upon  her  face,  ahd  derived  corroboratii 
tVomthem.    '  • 

*  What!"  cried  the  old  woman,  her  nodding  hei 
bridling  i*1th  a  ghastly  vanity ;  •»  Though  I  am  o 
knd  ugly  noU^,— -much  oMer  by  life  and  habit  thi 
years  thoirgh,— I  was  once  as  young  as  any.  A' 
as'pretty  too,  as  many!  I  was  a  fresh  country  wen< 
In  ftiy  titne,  darling,"  stretching  out  her  arm  to  Hj 
riet,  across  the  bed,  "■  and  looked  it,  too.  Down  in  n 
eonntty,  Mrs.  Dombey's  &ther  and  his  brother  we 
the  gayest  gentlemen-and  the  best  liked  that  come 
visiting  from  London — they  have  long  been  dea 
tliough !-  Lord,  Lord,  tliis  long  while !  The  brothc 
who  was  my  Ally's  father,  longest  of  the  two." ' 
'  She-  raised  her  head  a  little,  and  peered  at  h 
dadghter*s  face ;  as  if  from  the  remembrance  of  h 
own  youth,  she  had  flown  to  the  remembrance  of  h 
child's.  Then,  suddenly,  she  laid  her  face  down  ( 
the  bed,  and  shut  her  head  up  in  her  hands  ai 
arma 

''They  were  as  like,"  said  the  old  woman,  widio 
looking  up,  **as  yoA  could  see  two  brothers,  so  nei 
an  age-^there  wasn't  much  more  than  a  year  betwec 
them,  as  I  reooUeot — and  if  you  could  have  seen  n 
gal,  as'  I  have  seen  her  once,  side  by  side  with  tl 
other's  danghter,  yon'd  have  seen,  for  all  the  difie 
ence  of  dress  and  life,  that  they  were  like  each  othe 
Oh!  is  the  likeness  gone,  and  is  it  my  gal^only  n 
jgal«>-that^  to  change  So!" 

'*^We  shall  all  cliange,  mother,  in  bar  turn,"  sa 
Alice 

*»  Turn  F*  cried  the  old  woman,  "  bnt  why  not  hei 
B,k '  sdort  as  my  gal's !  The  mother  must  hai 
ehanged^^she  looked  as  ofd  as  me,  and  full  i 
wrinkled  through  her  paint — ^but  she  was  handsom 
What  have  /  done,  1,  what  have  /  done  worse  the 
her,  tliat  only  my  gal  is  to  lie  there  fading!" 

With  another  of  those  wild  cries,  she  went  ru 
ning  out  into  the  room  from  which  she  had  oom< 
but  immediately,  in  her  uncertain  mood,  returne 
and  creeping  up  to  Harriet,  said : 

«  That's  what  Alice  bade  rae  tell  you,  deary.  Thai 
all.  I  found  it  out  when  I  began  to  ask  who  she  wt 
and  all  about  her,  away  in  Warwickshire  there,  oi 
snMmer  time.    Such  relations  was  no  g6od  to  m 
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I.  They  wouldu't  have  owned  me,  and  had  no- 
g  to  give  me.  I  should  have  asked  'em,  maybe, 
I  little  money,  afterwards,  if  it  hadn't  been  for  my 
^e^  she'd  a'modt  have  killed  me,  if  I  had,  I  diink. 
was  as  proud  as  t'other  in  her  way,"  said  the  old 
nan,  toucliing  the.  face  of  her  daughter  fearfully, 
withdrawing  her  hand,  "for  all  she's  so  quiet 
' ;  but  she'll  shame  'em  with  her  good  looks,  yet 

ha !  iS^7Z  shame  'em,  will  my  handsome  daugh- 

'I 

[er  laugh,  as  she  retreated,  was  worse  than  her 
;  worse  than  the  bui-st  of  imbecile  lamentation  in 
oh  it  ended ;  worse  than  the  doling  air  with  which 
sat  down  in  hei  old  seat,  and  stared  out  at  the 
laess. 

'he  eyea  of  Alice  had  all  this  time  been  fixed  on 
riet,  whose  hand  she  had  never  released.  She 
now: 

I  have  felt,  lying  here,  that  I  should  like  yon  to 
w  tl)i5.  It  might  explain,  I  have  thought,  some- 
g  that  used  to  help  to  harden  me.  I  had  heaxd 
nucb,  in  my  wrong-doing,  of  my  neglected  duty, 
I  took  up  with  the  belief  that  duty  had  not  been 
Q  to  me,  and  that  as  the  seed  was  sown,  the  har- 
:  grew.  I  somehow  made  it  oat  that  when  ladies 
bad  homes  and  mothers,  they  went  wrong  in  their 
r,  too ;  but  tliat  their  way  was  not  so  foal  a  one  as 
e,  and  they  had  need  to  blees  God  for  it.  That  is 
past  It  is  like  a  d^eam,  now,  which  I  oannot 
e  remember  or  understand.  It.  has  been  more 
more  like  a  dream  every  day,  since  you  began  to 
lere,  and  to  read  to  me.  I  only  t^U  it  yea,  as  J 
recollect  it  Will  you  read  to  me  a  little  more?" 
[arriet  was  withdrawing  her  hand  to  open  the 
£,  when  Alice  retained  it  for  a  moment 


**  Yon  will  not  forget  my  mother?  I  Ibigive  kar, 
if  I  have  any  cause.  I  know  that  she  ibiiiives  me, 
and  is  sorry  in  her  heart    You  will  not  foiget  her?" 

"Never,  Alice!" 

"A  ni^qient  yet  Lay  n>y  head  so,  dear,  that  mm 
you  read,  I  may  see  the  woriU  ii^  your  kind  finee." 

Harriet  compU^  and  read*»read  the  eternalbook 
for  all  the  weary,  and  the  heavy-laden;  for  4dl  the 
wretched,  fallen,  and  neglected  of  this  eartb-*^read 
the  blessed  history,  in  which  the  blind,  lamie,  palsied 
beggar,  the  criminal,  the  woman  staini&d  with  shame, 
the  shunned  of  all  our  dainty  clay,  h^se^ch a  por- 
tion, that  no.  human  pride,  indifferenoe,  or  sc^bistry 
through  all  the  ages  that  this  world  shall  laBt,  can 
take  away>  or  by  the  thousandth  atom  of  a  gnin  re- 
duce— read  iho  ministry  of  Him,  who,  through  tbo 
roood  of  human  life,  and  all  iu  hopes  and  griefs, 
from  birth  to  death,  from  in&ncy  to  age,  had  sweat 
compassion  for,  and  interest  in,  its  Qvery  scene  and 
stage,  its  eveiy  sufieririg  and  9orro\v. 

"I  shall  come,"  said  Harriet)  when  she  shut  the 
book,  **  very  early  in  the  morniiig," 

The  lustrous  eyes,  yet  fixed  upop  her  &oe,  cloeed 
for  a  moment,  than  opened;  and  Alice  kissed)  and 
blest  hei. 

The  same  eyes  followed  her  to  the  door^  and  in 
their  light,  igad  on  the  tranquil  iaoe,  there  was  a  smile 
when  it  was  closed^ 

They  never  turned  away.  She  laid  her  hand  upon 
l^er  breast,  murmi^ring  the  sacred  name  that  had  been 
read  to  her;  and  life  passed  from  her  Ihce,  like  light 
zenK>ved. 

I^othing  lay  there,  any  longer,  bat  the  ruin  ef  the 
mortal  house  on  which  the  rain  had  beaten,  and  the 
black  hair  that  had  fluttered  in  the  wintry  wind. 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

RETRIBlh'ION. 


HAiTGES  have  come  again  upon  the  great  house  in 
long  dull  streef,  once  the  scene  of  Fk>rence's  child- 
I  and  loneliness.  It  is  a  great  bouse  still,  proof 
nst  wind  and  weather,  without  breaches  in  the 
',  or  shattered  windows,  or  dilapidated  walls  j^but 

a  ruin  none  the  less,  and  the  rats  fly  from  it 
Ir.  Towlinson  and  company  are,  at  first,  incredu^t 
I  in  respect  of  the  shapeless  rumours  that  they 
r.  Cook  says  our  people's  credit  ain't  so  easy  shooh 
[hat  comes  to,  thank  God;  and  Mr.  Towlinson 
ects  to  hear  it  reported  next,  that  the  Bonk  of 
rland's  a  going  to  break,  or  the  jewels  in  the 
vrer  to  bQ  sold  up.    But,' next  come  the  Gaeette, 

Mr.  Perch;  and  Mr.  Perch  brings  Mrs.  Perch  to 
,  it  over  in  the  kitchen,  and  to  spend  a  pleasant 
ning. 

Ls  soon  as  Uiere  is  no  doubt  about  it,  Mr.  Towlin- 
s  main  anxiety  is  that  the  failure  shoold  be  a 
1  round  one—not  less  tlian  a  hundred  thousand 
nd.  Mr.  Perch  don't  think  himself  that  a  hundred 
isand  pound  will  nearly  cover  it  The  women, 
by  Mrs.  Perch  and  Cook,oflen  repeat  "a  hun-dred 
i-sand  pound!'*  with  awful  satisfaction ^-^as  if 
dUng  the  words  were  like  handling  the  money ; 
the  housemaid,  who  has  her  eye  on  Mr.  Towlin- 
Jl^i^hes  she  liad  only  a  hundredth  part  of  the  sum 


to  bestow  on  the  man  of  her  choice.  Mr.  Towlinson, 
still  mindftil  6f  his  old  wrong,  opines  that  a  foreigner 
would  hardly  know  what  to  do  with  so  much  money, 
unless  he  spent  it  on  his  whiskers;  which  bitter  sar- 
casm causes  the  housemaid  to  withdraw  in  tears. 

But  not  to  remMn  long  absent;  for  Cook,  who  has 
the  reputation  of  being  extremely  good-hearted,  says, 
whatever  they  do,  let  'em  stand  by  one  another  now, 
Towlinson,  for  there's  nd  telling  how  soon  they  may 
be  divided.  They  have  been  in  that  house  (says 
Cook)  through  a  fliheral,  a  wedding,  and  a  running- 
away ;  and  let  it  not  be  said  that  they  couldn't  agree 
among  thertiselves  at  such  a  time  as  the  present 
Mrs.  Pen^h  is  immensely  affected  by  this  moving  ad- 
dress, and  openly  remarks  that  Cook  is  an  angel. 
M^.  Towlinson  replies  to  Cook,  far  be  it  iVom  him  to 
stand  in  the  way  of  that  good  feeling  which  he  qpuld 
wish  to  see;  and  adjourning  in  quest  of  the  faobse- 
maid,  and  presently  returning  with  that  young  lady 
on  his  arm,  informs  the  kitchen  that  foreigners  is  only 
his  fun,  and  that  him  and  Anne  have  now  resolved 
io  take  one  another  for  better  for  worse,  and  to  settle 
in  Oxford  Market  in  the  general  green  grocery  and 
herb  and  leech  line,  where  your  kind  favours  is  par- 
ticularly requested.  This  announcement  is  received 
with  aoclamatioy;  and  Mrs,  Perch,  projectiag  her 
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»ul  into  futurity,  says,  "girls,"  in  Cook's  ear,  in  a 
solemn  whisper. 

Misfortune  in  the  family  without  feaAting,  in  these 
lower  regions,  couldn't  lie.  Therefore  Cook  tosses 
up  a  hot  dish  or  two  for  supper,  and  Mr.  Towlinson 
compounda  a  lobster  salad  to  be  devoted  to  the  same 
hospitable  purpose.  Even  Mrs.  Pipchin,  agitated  by 
the  occasion,  rings  her  bell,  and  sends  down  word 
that  she  requests  to  have  that  little  bit  of  sweetbread 
that  was  leh,  warmed  up  for  her  supper,  and  sent  to 
her  on  a  tray  with  about  a  quarter  of  a  tumbler-fuU 
of  mulled  sherry ;  Ibr  she  feels  poorly. 

There  ia  a  little  talk  about  Mr.  Dombey,  but  very 
little.  It  is  chiefly  speculation  as  to  how  long  he  has 
koown  that  thia  was  going  to  happen.  Cook  4iays 
shrewdly,  **  Oh  a  long  time,  bless  you  1  Take  your 
oath  of  that"  And  reference  being  made  to  Mr« 
Peich,  he  confirms  her  vi^w  of  the  ca^.  Somebody 
wonders  what  he'l}  do,  and  whether  he^U  go  out  in 
any  situation.  Mr.  Towlinson  thinks  not,  and  hints 
at  a  refuge  in  one  of  them  gen-teel  almshouses  of 
the  better  kind.  <«Ah!  Where  heUl  have  his  little 
puden,  you  know»"  says  Cook,  plaintively,  "and 
liring  up  sweet-peas  in  ijie  spring."  *•  Exactly  so," 
lays  Mr.  Towlinson,  "  and  be  one  of  the  Brethren  of 
something  or  another."  '*  We  are  all  brethren,"  says 
Mrs.  Perch,  in  a  pau^  of  her  drink.  "Except  the 
listers,"  says  "Mjt.  Perch.  "How  are  the  mighty 
frUenP  xemaxks  Cook.  "Pride  shall  have  a  fall, 
tod  it  always  was  and  will  be  so  I"  observes  the 
housemaid. 

It  is  wonderful  how  good  they  feel,  in  making 
these  reflections;  and  what  a  Christian  unanimity 
tbejr  are  sensible  of,  in  bearing  the  common  shock 
vidi  resignation.  There  is  only  one  interruption  to 
this  excellent  state  of  mind,  which  is  occasioned  by  a 
young  kitchenmaid  of  inferior  rank — in  black  stock- 
inp — who,  having  sat  with  her  mouth  open  for  a 
long  time,  unexpectedly  discharges  fh}m  it  words  to 
this  effect,  "Suppose  the  wages  shouldn't  be  paid!" 
The  company.sit  for  a  moment  speechless;  but  Cook, 
recovering  first,  turns  upon  the  young  woman,  and 
Bequests  to  know  how  sh^  dares  insult  the  lamily, 
whose  bread  she  eats,  by  such  a  dishonest  supposition, 
and  whether  she  thinks  that  anybody,  with  a  scrap 
of  honour  leA,  could  deprive  poor  servants  of  their 
pittance  ?  "  Because  if  that  is  your  religious  feelings, 
ilaxy  Daws,"  says  Cook,  warmly,  "  I  don't  know , 
where  you  mean  to  go  to." 

Mr.  Towlinson  don't  know  either  j  nor  anybody  j 
and  the  young  kitchenmaid,  appearing  not  to  know 
exactly,  herself,  and  scouted  by  the  general  voice,  is 
eorereid  with  confusion,  as  with  a  garment 

After  a  few  days,  strange  people  begin  to  call  at 
the  house,  and  to  make  appointments  with  one  ano- 
ther in  the  dining-room,  as  if  they  lived  there.  Espe- 
cially, there  is  a  gentleman,  of  a  Mosaic  Arabian  cast 
of  countenance,  with  a  very  massive  watch-guard, 
who  whistles  in  the  drawing-room,  and,  while  he  is 
waiting  for  the  other  gentleman,  who  always  has 
pen  and  ink  in  his  pocket,  asks  Mr.  Towlinson  (by 
the  easy  name  of  '*  Old  Cock,")  if  he  happens  to  know 
what  the  figure  of  them  crimson  and  gold  hangings 
might  have  been,  when  new  bought  The  callers 
and  appointments  in  the  dining-room  become  more 
numerous  every  day,  and  every  gentleman  seems  to 
have  pen  and  ink  in  his  pocket,  and  to>have  some  occa- 
sion to  use  it  At  last  it  is  said  that  there  is  going  to  - 
be  a  Sale;  and  then  more  people  arrivoi  with  pen 


and  ink  in  their  pockets,  commanding  a  detachme 
of  men  with  carpet  caps,  who  immediately  begin 
pull  up  the  carpets,  and  knock  tlie  furniture  aboi 
and  to  print  off  thousands  of  impressions  of  th( 
shoes  upon  the  hall  and  staircase 

The  council  down  stairs  are  in  full  conclave  i 
this  time,  and,  having  nothing  to  do,  perform  perfe 
feats  oi"  eating.  At  length  they  are  one  day  sui 
moned  in  a  body  to  Mrs.  Pipchin's  room,  and  thi 
addressed  by  the  fair  Peruvian: 

"  Your  master's  in  diificulties,"  said  Mrs.  Pipchi 
tartly.     «  You  know  that,  I  suppose?" 

^I^.  Towlinson,  as  spokesman,  admits  a  gener 
knowledge  of  the  fact 

"And  you're  all  on  the  lookout  for  yourselves, 
warrant  you,"  says  Mrs.  Pipchin,  shaking  her  hei 
at  them. 

A  shrill  voice  from  the  rear  exclaims,  "  No  ma 
than  yourself  1" 

"  That's  your  opinion,  Mrs.  Impudence,  is  it?"  sa; 
the  ireful  Pipchin,  looking  with  a  fiery  eye  over  tl 
intermediate  heads. 

"Yes, Mrs. Pipchin,  it  is,"  replies  Cook,advanci« 
"  And  what  then,  pray  V] 

"  Why,  then  you  may  go  as  soon  as  you  like,"  sa; 
Mrs.  Pipchin.  "The  sooner,  the  better;  and  I  hoj 
I  shall  never  see  your  face  again." 

With  this  the  douRhty  Pipchin  produces  a  canva 
bag;  and  tells  her  wages  out  to  that  day,  and  a  mon 
beyond  it ;  and  clutches  the  money  tight,  until  a  i 
ceipt  for  the  same  is  duly  signed,  to  the  last  up-strok 
when  she  grudgingly  lets  it  go.  This  form  of  pr 
ceeding  Mrs.  Pipchin  repeats  with  every  member 
the  household,  until  all  are  paid. 

"  Now  those  tliat  choose,  can  go  about  their  bui 
ness,"  says  Mrs.  Pipchin,  "  and  those  that  choose  ci 
stay  here  on  board  wages  for  a  week  or  so,  and  mal 
themselves  useful.  Except,"  says  the  inflammab 
Pipchin,  "  that  slut  of  a  cook,  who'll  go  immediately 

^' That,"  says  Cook,  "she  certainly  will!  I  wi: 
you  good-day,  Mr*.  Pipchin,  and  sincerely  wish 
could  compliment  you  on  the  sweetness  of  your  a 
pearancel" 

"  Get  along  with  you,"  says  Mrs.  Pipchin,  stampii 
her  loot 

Cook  sails  off  with  an  air  of  beneficent  dignit 
highly  exas))erating  to  Mrs.  Pipchin,  and  is  short 
joined  below  stairs  by  the  rest  of  the  confederation 

Mr.  Towlinson  then  says,  that,  in  the  first  piac 
he  would  beg  to  propose  a  little  snack  of  somethii 
to  cat;  and  over  tliat  snack  would  desire  to  offer 
suggestion  which  he  tliinks  will  meet  the  position 
whicli  they  find  themselves.  The  refreshment  b 
ing  produced,  and  vecy  heartily  partaken  of,  ^ 
Towlinson's  suggestion  is,  in  effect,  that  Cook  is  g 
ing,  and  that  if  we  are  not  true  to  ourselves,  noboc 
will  be  true  to  us.  That  they  have  lived  in  tli 
houise  a  long  tune,  and  exerted  themselves  ve: 
much  to  be  sociable  together.  (At  this.  Cook  sa} 
with  emotion,  "  Hear,  hear !"  and  Mrs.  Perch,  who 
tliere  again,  and  full  to  the  throat,  shpds  tears.)  Ai 
that  he  thinks,  at  the  present  time,  the  feeling  oug 
to  be,  "  Go  one,  go  all !"  The  housemaid  is  mu( 
affected  by  this  generous  sentiment,  and  warm 
seconds  it  Cook  says  she  feels  it's  right,  and  on 
hopes  it's  not  done  as  a  compliment  to  her,  but  fro 
a  sen^  of  duty.  Mr.  Towlinson  replies,  from  a  sen 
of  duty ;  and  that  now  he  is  driven  to  express  I 
opinions,  he  will  openly  say,  that  he  does  not  thii 
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rer-respectable  to  remain  in  a  house  where  Sales 
Siich-llke  are  carrying  forwards.  The  housemaid 
lire  of  it;  and  relates,  in  confirmation,  that  a 
ri^e  man,  in  a  carpet  cap,  offered,  this  veij  morn- 
to  kiss  her  on  the  stairs.  .  Hereupon,  ^lr.  Tow- 
m  is  starting  from  his  chair,  to  seek  and  "  smash" 
ofFonder;  when  he  is  laid  hold  on  by  the  ladies, 
J  beseech  him  to  calm  himself,  and  to  reflect  that 
oasier  and  wiser  to  leave  the  scene  of  such  in- 
ticies  at  once.  Mrs.  Perch,  presenting  the  case 
I  new  light,  even  shows  that  delic4icy  towards 
Dombey,  shut  up  in  his  own  rooms,  imperatively 
lanJs  precipitate  retreat     "For  what,"  says  the 

I  woman,  "  must  his  feelings  be,  if  he  was  to 
1 1*  upon  any  of  the  poor  servants  that  he  once  de- 
ed into  thinking  him  immensely  rich!"  Cook  is 
[ruck  by  this  moral  consideration,  that  Mrs.  Perch 
'roves  it  with  several  pious  axioms,  original  and 

'ted.     It  becomes  a  clear  case  that  they  must  all 

Boxes  are  packed,  qabs  fetched,  and  at  dusk 

:  evening  there  is  not  one  member  of  the  parxy 

'he  house  stands,  large  and  weatherproof,  in  the 
l^  e!u11  street;  but  it  is  a  ruin,  and  the  lats  fly 

II  it.  t 

'be  men  in  tjie  carpet  caps  go  on  tumbling  the 
liture  alK>ut;  and  the  gentlemen  with  the  pens 

itik  make  out  inventories  of  it,  and  sit  upon 
?eR  of  furniture  never  made  to  be  sat  upon,  and 
brcatl  and  cheese  from  the  public-house  on  other 
?es  of  furnimre  never  made  to  be  eaten  on,  and 
II  to  have  a  delight  in  appropriating  precious arli* 

to  strange  uses.  Chaotic  combinations  of  furni- 
'  Rl30  take  place.  Maitrasses  and  bedding  appear 
he  dining-room  ;  the  glass  and  china  get  iiito  the 
>crvatory;  the  great  dinner  service  is  set  out  in 
pit  on  the  long  divan  in  the  latge  drawing  room; 

the  stair- wires,  made  into  fasces,  decorate  the 
rble  chimney  pieces.  Finally,  a  rug,  with  a  printed 

upon  it,  is  hung  out  from  the  balcony;  and  a 
ilnr  appendage  graces  either  side  of  the  hall  door, 
"hen,  all  day  long,  tliere  is  a  retinue  of  mouldy 
;  nnd  chaise  carts  in  tlie  street;  and  herds  of 
bby  vampires,  Jew  and  Christian,  overrun  the 
I  tie,  sounding  the  plate-glass  mirrors  with  their 
lekles,  striking  discordant  octaves  on  the  Grand 
no,  drav^ring  wet  forefingers  over  tlie  pictures, 
t  si  ling  on  the  blades  of  tli©  best  dinner-knives, 

!  ing  the  squabs  of  chairs  and  sofas  with  their 
y  lists,  touzling  the  feather-beds,  opening  and 
iiirtg  all  the  drawers,  balancing  the  silver  spoons 
:  ibrks,  looking  into  the  very  threads  of  the  drape- 
and  linen,  nnd  disparaging  everything.  There 
<ot  a  secret  place  in  the  whole  house.  Fluffy  and 
fTy  strangers  stare  into  the  kitchen  range  as  cu- 
:sly  as  into  the  attic  clothes-press  Stout  men 
]i  napless  hats  on,  look  out  of  the  bed  room  win- 
I  ?.  and  cut  jokes  with  friends  in  the  street  Quiet, 
ulating  spirits,  whhdraw  into  the  dressing-rooms 
li  catalogues,  and  make  marginal  notes  thereon, 
h  stumps  of  pencils.  Two  brokers  invade  the 
y  fire-escape,  and  take  a  panoramic  survey  of  the 
i^hbourhood  fVom  the  top  of  the  house.  The 
irm  and  buzz,  and  going  up  and  down,  endure  for 
a.  The  Capital  Modern  Household  Furniture, 
,  is  on  view. 

L'hen  there  is  a  palisade  of  tables  made  in  the 
t  drawing-room;  and  on  the  capital,  French  po- 
et!, extending,  telescopic  range  of  Spanish  ma- 


hogany diningp  tables  with  turned  legs,  the  pulpit  of 
the  auctioneer  is  erectetl;  and  the  herds  of  shabby 
vampires,  Jew  and  Christian,  the  strangers  fluffy  and 
snuffy,  Emd  the  stout  men  with  the  napless  bats,  con- 
gregate about  it,  and  sit  upon  everything  -virithin 
reach,  mantel-pieces  included,  and  begin  to  bid.  Hot, 
humming,  and  dusty,  are  the  rooms  all  day ;  ami, 
high  above  the  heat,  hum,  and  dust,  the  head  and 
shoulders,  voice  and  hammer,  of  the  auctioneer,  are 
ever  at  work.  The  men  itl  the  carpet  caps  get  flus- 
tered and  vicious  with  tumbling  the  lots  about,  and 
still  the  lots  are  going,  going,  gone ;  still  coming^on. 
Soinetimes  there  is  joking  and  a  general  roar.  This 
lasts  all  day  and  thrcJe  days  following.  The  Capital 
Modern  Household  Furniture,  &c.,  is  on  sale. 

Then  the,  mouldy  gigs  and  ch^ise-caris  re-appear; 
and  with  them  come  spring- van?  and  wagons,  and 
an  army  of  porters  with  knots.  All  day  long,  the 
men  witl>  carpet-caps  are  scteWing  at  screw-drivers 
find  bed-winches,  or  staggering  by  tjfie  dozen  together 
on  the  staircase,  under  heavy  burdens,  or  upheaving 
perfect  rocks  of  Spanish  mahogany,  best  rose\irood, 
or  plate-glass,  into  tlie  gigs  and  chaise-carts,  vans  aud 
wagons.  All  aorta  of  vehicles  of  burden  are  in  at- 
tendance, 'from  a  tilted  Wagon  to  a  wheelbttrrovir. 
Poor  Paul's  Utile  bedstead  is  carried  off  in  a  donkey- 
tandem.  For  nearly  a  whole  week,  tlie  Capital  Mjy- 
dern  Household  Furniture,  &c.,  is  in  course  of  re- 
moval. 

At  last  it  is  all  gope.  Nothing  is  lefl  abont  the 
house  but  scattered  leaved  of  catalogues,  littered 
scraps  of  straw  and  hay,  and  a  battery  of  pewtei 
pots  behind!  the  hall-door.  The  men  with  the  car- 
pet-caps gather  up  their  screw-drivers  and  bed- 
winches  into  bags,  shoulder  them,  and  walk  offi  One 
of  the  pen  and  ink  gentlemen  goes  over  ilie  house  ai 
a  last  attention;  sticking  up  bills  in  the  windows  re- 
specting the  lease  of  this  desirable  family  mansion, 
and  shutting  the  shutters.  At  length  he  follows  the 
men  with  the  carpet-caps.  None  of  the  invaders  re- 
main.    The  house  is  a  ruin,  and  the  mts  fly  frotn  it 

Mrs.  Pipchin's  apartments,  together  with  those 
locked  rooms  on  the  ground-floor  Where  the  "windou- 
blinds  are  drawn  down  close,  have  been  spared  the 
general  devastation.  Mrs,  Pipchin  has  remained 
austere  and  stony  during  the  proceedings,  ia  hei 
own  room ;  or  has  occasionally  looked  in  at  the  sale 
to  see  what  the  goods  are  fetcliing,  and  to  bid  for  etu 
particular  eflsy  ehair.  Mrs.  Pipchin  has  been  th4 
highest  bidder  for  the  easy  chair,  and  slu  upon  hej 
property  when  Mrs.  Chick  comes  to  see  her. 

"How;  is  my  brother,  Mrs,  Pipchin ?''  says  ^ra 
Chick. 

"  I  don*t  know  any  more  than  the  deuce,'*  says  Mrs 
Pipchin.  *  He  never  does  me  the  honour  to  speak,  n 
me.  He  has  his  meat  and  drink  put  in  the  n ex 
room  to  his  own ;  and  what  he  takes,  he  comes  ou 
and  taked  when  there's  nobody  there.  It's  no  nav 
asking  me.  I  know  no  more  about  him  than  thi 
man  in  the  south  who  burnt  his  mouth  by  eating  cx>l< 
plum  porridge.  . 

This  the  acrimonious  Pipchin  says  with  a  flounce 

"But  good  gracious  me!"  cries  Mrs.  Chick  blandly 
•*How  long  is  this  to  last?  If  my  brother  will  no 
make  an  effort,  Mrs.  Pipchin,  what  is  to  become  o 
him  ?  I  am  sure  I  should  have  thought  he  had  seei 
enough  of  the  consequences  of  not  making  an  effort 
by  this  time,  to*  be  warned  against  that  fatal  error.*' 

"Hoity  toity!"  says  Mrs.  Pipchin,  rubbing  her  nofie 
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here*i  a  great  fhss,  I  tliirilc/aboat  It    It'a^at  so 
erful  a  case.    People  have  had  misfortimes  be- 
ow,  and  been  obliged  to  part  "with  theif  ftmii- 
l^m  sore /have!" 

y  brother,"  pursues  Mrs.  Chick,  piofixindl^,  •*  is 
iuliar — so  strange  a  man.    He  is  the  most  pe« 
man  /  ever  saw.     Would  any  one  believe  that 
lie  received  news  of  the  marria^  and  emi* 
n  of  that  unnatural  child— 4ft'8  a  comfort  to  me, 
to  remember  that  I  always  said  there  was  some- 
extraordinary  about  that  child :   but  nobody 
I   me— would  anybody  believe,  I  say,  that  he 
1   then  turn  round  upon  me,  and  say  he  had 
sed,  fiom  my  manner,  that  she  had  conw  to  my 
1     Why,  my  gnu^ous!    And  would  anybody 
re  that  when  I  merely  say  to  hiro»  *  Paul,  I  nay 
ly  Ibolish,  and  1  have  no  doubt  I  am,fant  I  can.* 
[ulerstaad  bow  your  afiaks  can  have  0ot  into 
late/  he  should  actnally  fly  at  me,  and  request 
wiH  come  to  see  him  no  more  until  he  asks 
Why,  my  goodneesP 

h i"  3ay8  Mrs.  Pipohin.  ** Ite  a  pity  he  hadn't 
e  mate  lo  do  with  mines.  They'd  have  tried 
mper  for  him.H 

,  nd  what,"  resumes  Mr&  Chick,  qi^te.  vegaidless 
[n.  Plpchin's  observat^^s,  ** is  it  to  end  in? 
s  what  I  want  to  know.  What  does  my  brother 
I  to  do?  He  must  do  something.  It*s  of  no  use 
ining  shut  up  in  his  owp  rooms.  Business  won't 
to  him.  No.  H^  inifst  go  to  it.  Then  why 
he  go  1  He  knows  where  to.  go,  I  supposct  hav- 
eeu  a  man  of  businf^  all  his  Life.  Vpry  good. 
I  why  not  go  there  ?" 

3.  Chick,  after  forging  this  powerful  chain  of 
ning,  remains  silent  for  a,  minute  to  ad/nire  it. 
iesidee,"  says  the  discreet  lady,  with  an  argn- 
ative  air,  "who  ever  heard  of  surh  obstinacy  as 
aying  shut  up  here  through  all  these  dreadful 
reeablcs?  It*s  not  as  if  there  was  no  place  for 
to  go  to.  Of  course  he  could  have  come  to  our 
}.  He  knows  he  is  at  home  there,  I  suppose? 
7hick  has  perfectly  bored  about  it,- and  1  said 
my  own  lips,  *Why  nurely,  Paul,  you  don't 
ine  that  because  your  aflairs  have  got  into  this 
you  are  the  less  at  home  to  such  near  relatives 
rselves?  You  don't  imagine  that  we  are  like 
isx  of  the  world?*  But  no;  here  he  stays  all 
gh,  and  here  he  is.  Why,  good  gracious  me, 
Me.  the  house  was  to  be  leil  what  would  he  do 
?  He  oouldn^  remain  here^  Aen.  If  he  at- 
ted  to  do  sOf  there  would  be  an  effeetment,  an 
1  Ibr  Doe,  and  all  sorts  of  things ;  and  then  he 
go.  Then  why  net  go  at  first  instead  of  at  last? 
that  brings  me  back  to  what  I  said  just  now,  and 
orally  ask  what  is  to  be  the  end  of  it  ?" 
know  what's  to  be  the  enA  of  it,  as  fiiT  as  /  jBmi 
med,*'  replies  Mrs.  Pipchin,  **and  that's  enough 
le.  Pm  going  to  lake  wyself  off  in  ajiffy." 
1  a  which,  Mrs.  Pipchio"  says  Mrs.  dbrck. 
n  a  Jifly,"  retorts  Mrs.  Pipchin,  sharply.' 
ih,  well!  really  I  can't  blame  you,  Mrs.  Pip- 
"  says  Mrs.  Chick,  with  frankness. 
I  wonid  be  pretty  much  the  same  to  me,  if  you 
,"  replies  the  sardonic  Kpchin.  «At  any  rate 
;oing.  I  can't  stop  here.  I  should  be  dead  in  a 
I  had  to  cook  my  own  pork  chop  yesterday, 
?m  n6i  used  to  it  My  oonsdtution  will  be  giv^ 
ray  next  '  Besides  I  had  a  very  fair  connection 
ightoi)  when  I  came  here^Httle  Pieuikey's  folks 
2o 


alMiewero  worth  a  i 
and  I  can't  «flbrd  to  tfaj 
niy  nveoe^  ata^  she  ex_ 

**Have  ytu  spoken  ' 
Chick.       ' 

•*Oh,  yes,  it's  very  easy  to  say  spedc  to  him,"  re- 
torts Mrs.  Pipchin.  "  How  is  it  done  1  I  called  oat 
to  him,  yesterday,  that  I  wa»  no  use  hera,  and  that  he 
bad  better  let  me  send  for  Mrs.  RichaRfs.  He  grunted 
something-  or  other  that  tnednt  yes,  and  I  sent  Grunt, 
indeed  I  If  he  had  been  Mr.  Pipohin,  he'd  have 
some  reason  to  grunt  Yah!  I've  no  patience  with 
it!"  ^  •         • 

Here  this  exemplaty  female,  who  bad  pnmped  up 
so  nmoh  ibNituUe  aiid  virtue  from  the  depth  of  the 
Peruvian  mines,  rises  from  her  cushioned  property  to 
see  Mrs.  Chick  to  the  door.  Mrs.  Chick,  deploring  to 
the  last,  the  peculiar  chavaeier  of  her  brother,  tKnA0>' 
tesely  retilMe,  much  ocdapled  with  her  own  sagaoity 
and  eleamesa  of  head. 

**  In  the  dusk  of  the^  evening,  Mr.  Toodle^  being  off 
duty,  arrives  wi&  Polly  and  a  box,  and  leaves  them, 
with  a  sounding  kiss^  in  the  hall  of  the  empty  house, 
the  retired  chandler  of  whioh  afiects  Mr.  To6die'i 
spirits 'strongly.  ' 

•*I  tell  yoi^  what,  Polly,  my  dear,"  sfeys  Mr.  Toodle, 
**  Being  now,  aYi  ingein  drivev,  and  well  to  do  in  the 
wtlrld,  I  shonldn't  alk)^-  of  your  doming  here,  to  be 
madd  dullUike,  if  it- wam't  for  favorspast  But  fa- 
vors past,  Polly,  is  never  to  be  forgot,  lb  them  which 
ift  in  adversity,  besides,  yotlr  (aee  is  a  cord'l.  So  let's 
have  another  kiss  on  it,  hny  dear.  You  wish  no 
better  than  to  do  a  right  act,  I  know ,  and  my  views 
is,ihet  it's  right  and  dutiftil  to  do  this.  Good  night 
Polly!** 

Mrs.  Pipdhin  by  this  time  looms  dark  in  her  black 
bombazeen  skirts,  black  botinet,  and  shawl;  and  has 
her  personal  property  peeked  up ;  and  has  her  chair 
(late  a  fkvourite  chair  of  Mr.  Bombe/s,  and  the  dead- 
bargain  of  the  sate)  ready  near  the  street  door;  and 
is  only  waiting  for  a  fly  van,  going  to  night  to  Brighton 
on  private  service,  whwh  is  to  call  for  her,  by  private 
oontraot,  and  convey  her  home. 

Presently  it  oomes.  Mrs.  Pipchin's  wardrobe  being 
halided  iik,  and  stored  away,  Mrs.  Pipchin's  chair  is 
next  handed  in,  and  placed  in  a  convenh?nt  corner 
among  eertain  trusses  of  hay;  it  being  tfie  intention 
of  the  amiable  woman  to  occupy  the  chair  during  her 
journey.  Mrs.  Pipchin  ,  herself  is  next  handed  in, 
and  gyimly  takes  'Wer  seat  There  is  a  snaky  gleam 
in  her  hard  gray  eye.  as  of  anticipated  rounds  of  bu^ 
teilBd  toiMt,  reliiys  of  hot  chops,  worrying*  and  quel- 
littgs  of  yonrig  children,  ^arp  snJppings  at  poor 
Berry,  ieind  alt  ■  the  other"  delights  of  her  Ogress's 
eastle.  Mrs.  Pipc^m  afiyiost  laughs  as  the  Fly  Van 
drives  olF,  and  she  composes  her  black  bomlnzcen 
skirts,  and  settles  herself  arixong  the  cushions  of  her 
easy  ohair. 

Th^  house  is  snch  a  ruin  that  the  rats  have  fle(} 
slnd  there  is  not  one  left.    . 

But  Polly,  though  alone  in  the  deserted  mansion — 
for  (here  is  no  companionship  irt  the  shut-up  rooms 
in  whieh  its  late  master  hides  his  head-^is  not  alone 
long.  It  is  night;  and  she  is  sitting  at  work  in  the 
hohsefeeeper's  room,  trying  to  forget  what  a  lonely 
house  it  is,  and  what  a  history  belongs  to  it ;  when 
there  is  a  knock  at  the  hall  door,  as  loud  sounding  as 
any  knOck  can  be,  striking  mto  such  an  empty  place. 
Opening  it,  she  returns  across  the  echoing  hall,  ao- 
26* 
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companied  by  a  female  fignrb  in  a  olose  bJack  boonet 
It  18  Mies  Tox,  and  Miss  Tox'a  eyes  are  red.      ' 

"  Oh,  Polly,"  says  Miss  Tox, "  when  I  looked  in  to 
have  a  little  lesson  widi  the  children  just  n'ow,  I  got 
the  message  that  you  left  for  roe;  and  as  soon  as'I 
could  recover  my  spirits  at  all,  I  came  on  aAer  you. 
Is  there  no  ond  here  but  you?" 

"  Ah !  not  a  soul,"  says  Polly. 

«  Have  you  seen  him?"  whispers  Miss  Tox. 

*' Bless  you,"  returns  Polly,  **no;  be  has  not  been 
seen  this  many  a  day.  They  tell  me  he  never  leaves 
his  room."  \ 

"  Is  he  said  to  be 'ill?"  inquires  Miss  Tox. 

« No  ma*am,  not  that  I  know  of,'"  rebtms  Polly, 
«  except  in  his  mind.  He  must  be  very  bad  there^ 
poor  gentleman  1" 

Miss  Tox's  sympathy  is.  suoli  that  she  can  scarcely 
apeak.  She  is  no  chicken,  but  she  has  not  grown 
lough  with  age  and  celibacy.  Her  heart  is  very 
tender,  her  compassion  very,  genuine,  her  homage 
veiv  real.  Beneath  the  locket  with  the  fishy-eye  iii 
it,  Miss  Tox  bears  better  qualities  than  many  a  less 
whimsical  outside;  such  qualities' as  will  outlive,  ty 
many  courses  of  the  sun,  the  best  outsides  and  bright- 
est  husks  that  fall  in  the  harvest  of  the  great  reaper. 

It  is  long  before  Miss  Tox  goes  away,  and  before 
Polly,  with  a  candle  flaring  on  the  blank  stairs,  looks 
af^er  her,  for  company,  down  the  street,  »and  £9eU  unr 
willing  to  go  back  into  the  dreary  house,  and  jar  iu 
emptiness  with  the  heavy  fastenings  of  the  door,  and 
glide  away  to  bed.  Bat  all  this  Polly  does;  and  in 
the  morning  sets  in  one  of  those  darkened  rooms  such 
matters  as  she  has  been  advised  to  prepare,  and  then 
retires  and  enters  them  no  more  until  next  morning 
at  the  same  hour.  There  are  bells  there,  but  they 
never  ring;  and  though  she  can  sometimes  hear  a 
foot-fall  going  to  and  fro,  it  never  comes  out. 

Miss  Tox  returns  early  in  the  day.  It  tlien  begins 
to  be  Miss  Tox's  occupation  to  prepare  little  dain* 
ties — or  what  are  such  to  her-*-to  be  carried  into 
these  rooms  next  morning.  She  derives  so  much 
satisfaction  from  the  pursuit,  that  she  enters  on  it 
regularly  from  that  time ;  and  brings  daily  in  her  liule 
basket,  various  choice  condiments  selected  from  the 
scanty  stores  of  the  deceased  owner  of  the  powdered 
head  and  pigtail  She  likewise  brings,  in  sheets  of 
curl  paper,  morsels  of  -cold  meats,  tongues  of  sheep* 
halves  of  fowls,  for  her  own  dinntf;  and  sharing 
these  collations  with  Polly,  passes  the  greater  part  of 
her  time  in  the  ruined  house  that  the  rats  have  fled 
irom:  hiding,  in  a  fright  at  every  sound,  stealing  in 
and  out  like  a  criminal ;  only  desiring  to  be  true  to 
.the  fallen  object  of  her  admiration,  unknown- to  him, 
unknown  to  all  the  world  but  one  poor  simple  woman. 

The  Major  knows  it  |  but  no  one  is  the  wiser  for 
that,,  though  the  Major  is  much  the  merrier.  The 
Jilajor  in  a  fit  of  curiosity,  has  charged  the  Native  to 
watch  the  house  sometimes,  and  find  out  what  be- 
oomes  of  Dombey.  The  Native  has  reported  Miss 
Tox*s  fidelity,  and  the  major  has  nearly  choked  him- 
self dead  Mith  laughter.  He  is  pernxanentty  bluer 
from  that  hour,  and  constantly  wheezes  to  himselfi 
his  lobster  eyes  starting  out  of  his  head,  "  Danune, 
Sir,  the  woman's  a  born  idiot!'* 

And  the  ruined  man.  How  does  he  pass  the 
hours,  alone? 

"  Let  him  remember  it  in  that  room,  years  to  come!" 
He  did  remember  it.  It  was  heavy  on  his  mind 
now ;  heavier  than  all  the  rest 


^  Let  him- remember  it  in  that  room,  years  tt 
The  rain  that  falls  upon  the  roof,  the  win 
mou^s  outside  the  door^  may  have  forakuowU 
their  melancholy  sound.  Let  him  remembc 
that  room,  years  to  come !" 

He  did  remember  it.  In  the  tiiiserable  n 
thought  of  it ;  in  the  dreary  day,  the  wretched 
the  .ghostly,  memory-haunted  twilight  He 
member  it.  In  agony,  in  sorrow,  in  reroorse 
spair  1  "  Papa!  papa!  Speak  to  me, dear  papa 
heard  the  words  again,  and  saw  the  face.  I 
it  fall  upon  the  trembling  hands,  and  heard  \ 
prolonged  low  cry  go  upward. 

He  was  fallen,  never  to  be  raised  op  ao] 
For  the  night  of  his  worldly  ruin  there  vns 
monrOw's  sun ;  for  the  stain  of  his  dotnesiic 
there  wsis  no  puriftcatwn ;  nothing,  thank  £ 
ooidd  bring  his  dead  child  back  to  life.  £ 
which  he  might  have  made  so  different  in 
Past-^whicfa  .might  have  made  tlie  Psstitsel 
ferent,  though  this  he  hardly  thought  of  aot 
which  was  his  own  work,  that  which  he  c 
easily  have  wrought  into  a  blessing,  and  had  a 
self  so  steadily  for  years  to  form  into  a  cun 
was  the  sharp  grief  of  his  souL 

6hl  He  did  remember  it!  The  rain  that  fe 
the  roof,  the  wind  tliat  mourned  outside  the  di 
night,  had  had  foreknowledge  in  their  meh 
sound.  He  knew,  now,  what  he  had  done.  H 
now,  that  he  had  called  down  that  upon  fa 
which  bowed  it  lower  than  the  heaviest  strok 
tune.  He  knew,  now,  what  it  was  to  be  rejec 
deserted;  now,  when  every  loving  blossom 
withered  in  his  innocent  daughter's  heart  w« 
ing  down  in  ashes  on  him. 

He  thought  of  her,  as  she  had  been  that  nigl 
he  and  his  bride  came  home.  He  thought  d 
she  had  been,  in  all  the  home-eventsof  the  aba 
House.  He  thought,  now,  that  of  all  around  1 
alone  had  never  changed.  His  boy  had  ^ 
dust,  his  proud  wife  had  sunk  into  a  pollui 
tore,  his  flatterer  and  firiend  had  been  tmn 
into  the  worst  of  villains,  his  riches  had  melie 
the  very  walls  that  sheltered  him  looked  on  I 
stranger;  she  alone  had  turned  the  same  mil 
look  upon  him  always.  Yes,  to  die  latest 
last.  She  had  never  changed  to  him— nor 
ever  changed  to  her-^and  she  was  lost 

As,  one  by  one,  they  fell  away  before  hii 
his  baby-hope,  his  wife,  his  friend,  his  fort 
how  the  mist,  through  which  he  bad  seen  her, 
and  showed  him  her  true  self  1  Oh,  how  nni 
than  this  that  he  had  loved  her  as  he  had  bii 
lost  her  as  he  had  his  boy,  and  laid  them 
early  gzav^  together  t 

In  his  pride — for  he  was  proud  jretr— hi 
world  go  from  him  freely.  As  it  fell  away,' 
it  ofl*.  Whether  he  imagined  its  face  as  eJ 
pity  for  him,  or  indifference  to  him,  he  st 
alike.  It  was  in  the  same  degree  to  be  at 
either  aspect  He  had  no  idea  of  any  one  oo 
in  his  misery,  but  the  one  be  had  drive 
What  he  would  have  said  to  her,  or  what  oo 
submitted  to  receive  from  her,  he  never  pi 
himself.  But  he  always  knew  she  would  fa 
true  to  him,  if  he  had  suffered  her.  He  alwi 
she  would  have  loved  him  better  now,  than  at 
time ;  he  wta  as  certain  that  it  was  in  her  i 
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K'as  that  tlkero  waa  a  sky  ilboVe  ]&iin;  aad  h&'tal 
king  so,  in  his  loneliness,  from  hour  to  hoar.    Pay 
r  day  uttered  this  speech ;  night  after  night  aho^red 
this  .knowledge. , 

:  began,  beyond  all  doubt  (however'  slowly  it  ad4 
ced  for  some  time),  in  t^e  Yeceipt  of  her  young 
ban<|'s  letter,  and  thaoeitainty  that  she  was^gone. 
i  yet — so  proud  he  was  in  his.  ruin,  or  ao  leminis- 
t  of  her  only  as  somediing  that  might  have 'been 
but  i^-fis  lost  beyond  radeHiptiou-— thatif  he  eOuld 
e  heard  hor  voioe  in  an  adjoining  room,  he  would 
have  gone  to  her.  If  he  eould  have  seeo  her  in 
street,  and  she  had  done  no  more  than  look  at 
I  as  she  had  been  used  to  look,  he  would  have 
sed  on  with  his  old  cold  unforgiving  face,  and  not 
Iredscd  her,  or  relaxed  it,  though  his  heart  should 
re  broken  soon  ailerwards.  Howjsver  turbulent 
thoughts,  or  harsh  his  anger  had  been,  at  first, 
ceming  her  marriage,  or  lier  husband,  that  was  all 
it  now.  He  ch^Hy  thought  of  what  might  hav» 
tn,  and  what  was  noL  Wpal  was,  was :  all  sum- 
d  up  in  this :  that  she  was  lost,  and  he  bowed 
vu  with  sorrow  and  reoyMrse. 
^nd  now  he  felt  th^  he  had  had  two  childrea 
n  to  him  in  that  house,  and  that  between  him  imd 
!  bare  wide  empty  walls  there  waa  a  tie,  mourn- 
,  but  hard  to  rend  asunder,  oonn«cted  with  a  double 
Jdhood  and  a  double  loss.  He  had  thought  to  leave 
;  house — knowing  he  must  go,  not  knowiug  whither 
ipon  the  crvening  of  ther  day  on  which  this  feelhig 
(t  struck  root  in  his  breast  4  but  he  resolved  to  stay 
>ther  nighty  and  in  the  night  to  ramble  through  the 
>ms  once  more. 
He  came  out  of  his  solitude  wh^  it  waa  the  dead 
night,  and  with  a  candle  in  his  hand  went  softly 
tlie  stairs.  Of  all  tlie  footmarks  there,  making 
un  as  common  as  tlie  common  street,  there  wa$ 
L  one,  he  thought,  but  had  seemed  at  the  time  to 
,  itself  upon  his  brain  while  he  had  kept  oIo9e« 
tening.  He  looked  at  their  number,  and  Uieir 
rry,  and  contention— ^fuot  treading  loot  out,  and  up- 
ird  track  and  downward  jostling  one  another'^and 
}ught,  with  absolute  dread  and  wonder,  how  much 
must  have  suffered  during  that  trial,  and  what  a 
anged  man  he  had  cause  to  be.  He  thought,  be< 
les,  oh  was  there,  somewhere  in  the  world,  a  light 
}tsiep  that  might  have  worn  out  in  ;a  moment  half 
3se  marks! — and  beat  his  head,  and  wept,  as  he 
?nt  up. 

He  aln^st  saw  it,  going  on  before.  He  stopped, 
^kiiig  up  towards  the  skylight  j  and  a  figure,  childish 
elf,  but  carrying  a  chiid»  and  singing  as  it  went, 
smed  to  be  there  again.  Anon,  it  was  the  same 
ure,  alone,  stopping  for  an  instant,  with  suspended 
eath ;  the  bright,  hair  clustering  loosely  round  its 
irful  face  \  and  looking  back  at  him. 
He  wandered  through  Uie  rooms:  lately  so  luxiuri- 
s;  now  so  bareaqd  dismal  and  so  changed,  appa- 
nt^',  even  in'  their  shape  and  size.  The  preas  of 
>tsteps  was  as  thick  here;  and  the  same  oonsidera- 
>n  of  the  suffering  he  had  had,  perplexed  and  ter- 
ied  bins.  He  began  to  fear  that  all  this  intnoacy 
his  brain  would  drive  him  madj  and  that  his 
oughts  already  lost  coherence  as  the  footprints  did, 
id  were  pieced  on  to  one  another,  witli  the  same 
ickless  involutions,  and  varieties  of  indistinct  shapea. 
He  did  not  so  much  as  know  in  which  of  these 
oms  she  had  lived,  when  she  was  alone.  Ife  -was 
M  to  leave  them,  and  gp  wandering  higher  up. 


Ahtfndaoee  )df  anooiatioiitf  i;freto  liere,  oonnected  with 
his  falsa  wifev  his  false  friend  and  servant,  his  falsa 
grounds  of  pride ;  but  he  put  them  all.by  iiow,aad  only 
recalled,  miserably,  weakly,. fondly,  his  two  children. 

Everywhere,  the  footsteps!  They  had  had  no  re- 
spect for  the  old  room  high  up,  where  the  little  bed 
had  been ;  he  could  hardly  find  a  clear  space  there, 
to  throw  himself  down,  On  the  ^oor,  against  the  wall, 
poor  broken  man,  and  let  his  tears  flow  as  they  would. 
He  had  shed  so  many  tears  here,  long  ago,  that  he 
was  tess  ashamed  of  h^s  weakness  in  this' place  than 
in  any,  other — ^perhaps,  with  that  consciousness,  had 
made  Excuses  to  himself  for  coming  here.  Here,  with 
stooping  shoulders  and  his  chin  dropped  on  his  breast, 
he  had  come.  Here,  thrown  updn  the  bare  boards, 
in  the  dead  of  night,  he  wept,  alone-— a  proud  man, 
frven  then ;  Wlio,  If  a  hind  hand  could  hhve  been 
stretched  out,  or  a  kind  face  could  have  looked  in, 
woakl  have  risen  up,  and  turned  a.way,  and  gone 
down  to  his  cell. 

When  the  day  brokie^  he  vras  shut  up  in  his  rooms 
again.  He  had  meant  to  go  avray  u>day,  but  clung 
to  this  tie  in  the  house  as  the  last  and  only  thing  left 
to  hkn.  H6>  would  go  to-morrow.  To-morxow  eame. 
He  woaM  go-.toaiorrow.  Every  night,  within  tho 
knowledgefof  no  hawnan  creature,  he  came  forth,  and 
wandettsd  through  the  despoiled  house  like  a  ghost 
Many  a  morning  when  the  day  broke,  his  altered 
face,  drooping  behind  the  dosed  blind  in  his  window, 
imperfectly  transiMurent  to  the  light  as  yet,  pondered 
on  the  kiss  of  his  two  children.  It  was  one  child  no 
more.  He  re-united  them  in  his  thooghts;  and  they 
were  never  asimder.  Oh,  that  he  could  have  united 
them  in  his  past  kyre,  and  in  death,  and  that  one  had 
not  been  to  much  worse  than  dead ! 

Strong  mental  agitation  and  distuitxtnoe  were  no 
novelty  to  him,  ereh  before  his  late  sufferings.  They 
never  are  to  -4rfwtinate  and  sullen  natures;  for  they 
struggle  hard  to  be  such.  Ground  long  undermined, 
will  often  fall  down  in  a  moment  ^  what  was  un- 
dermined here  in  so  many  ways,  weakened  and 
crumbled,  little  by  little,  more  and  m6re,  as  the  hand 
moved  dn  the  dial. 

At  last  he  be^  to  think  he  need  not  go  at  all.  He 
might  yet  give  up  what  his  oredhors  had  spared 
him  (that  they  hcid  not  spared  himr  more,  was  his 
own  act),  and  only  setet  the  tie  between  him  and 
the  ruined  houfe,  by  severing  thatidther  link  ■  ■ 

It  was  then  that  hia  footfall  was  audible  in  the  late 
housekeeper's  room,  as  he  waUwd  to  and  fro ;  but 
not  audible  in  its  true  meaning,  or  it  would  have  had 
an  a|>palling  sound. 

The  world  was  very-  basy  and  restless  about^im*. 
He  became  aware  of  that  agaia  It  was  whispering 
and  habbling^  It  was  never  t^niet  This,  and  the 
intdeacy  and  complication  of  the  footsteps,  harassed 
him  to  deKth<  Objecta  began  to  take  a  blear^  and 
russet  ookmr  in  his  joyeSL  Dombey  and  Son  was  no 
more— his  children  no  more.  This  must  be  thought 
of,  wall,  to-morrow. 

He  though!  of  it  to-morrow ;  and  sifting  thinking 
in  his  <mair,  saw,  in  the  glass,  i%om  time  to  time,  this 
picture : 

A  spectral,  haggard,  wasted  likeness  bf  himself, 
brooded  and  brooded  over  the  empty  Areplaoe.  Now 
it  lif^d  up  its  hfsad,  examining  the  lines  and  hollows 
in  its  &ce;  now  hung  it  down  again,  and  brooded 
afresh. '  Now  it  rose,  and  walked  aboat;  now  passed 
into  the  next  lo^oin,  and  oame  back  with  something 
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ttom  the  drening'tible  in  tti  breast  If dw,  ft  was 
kwking  at  the  bottom  of  thedoet,  and  thimkiag. 

—  Hush!  wbatt 

It  was  thinking,  tbat  ^f  blood'  were  to  trickle  that 
way,  and  to  leak  out  into  the  hall,  it  must  be  a  long 
time  going  so  far.  It  would  move  80  stealthily  and 
&lowIy,  creeping  on,  with  here  a  lazy  Uttl§  pool,  and 
there  a  start,  and  then  another  little  pool,  that  a  des- 
perately wounded  man  could  only  be  discovered 
throug;h  its-  means,  either  dead  or  dying.  Wl^p  it 
had  thought  of  this  a  long  whtie,  it  got  up  again,  and 
walked  to  and  frO  with  its  hand  ia  its  breast  He 
glanced  at  it  occasionally,  very  curious  to  watoh  its 
motions,  and  he  marked  how  \>'icked  an^  murderous 
tliat  hand  looked. 

Now  it  vma  thinl^iog  f#iiD  I  W,hM  wnt  it  thwk* 
iogl 

Whether  they  yroulcl  tread  in  ike  blood  wben  it 
crept  80  far,  and  carry  it  about  the  hojpseaifiOQC  Uioee 
many  prin^a  of  feet,  or  ^yei»(  qui  into  the  atroec  . . 

It  sat  dowp,  with  it*  eyes  tipoo  the  empty  Hreplaoe^ 
«nd  as  it  lost  ixseiC  in  fought,  these  abon^  ^va  the 
room  a  gleai^  of  lights  ^  ray  of  tun,  /  Itinraa  '^^ito 
unmindfol,  and  wt  thiok^ng,  Svdiitoly^  it  )PCee,.with 
a  terrible  face,  ai^d  tbfit  gmUy.kMd  gMeping  what 
was  in  it«  breast.  Then  it  va«  aqreiited  by  a  ory-— - 
a  wiki,  loo^,  piercing,  loving,  rapUiroua  ery«-and  he 
only  saw  his  own  refieotioii  ia  ih^  glaifl,  and  at.  hie 
Ifnees,  his  daughter  I 

Yeff  Hi£  daNglnterl  li;^k  at  berl  Look  here  I 
Down  upon  the. groundt  clinging  t^  him,  o^liog  to. 
him,  folding  her  handsi  pmyklR  ta  htm. 

"Papal  0Qare0t  papval  Panto  mel  Forgive 
me  1  I  have  coine  back  to  aak  foigivenees  on  wTf 
knees.  I  never  can  be  happy  more,  witkont  itl'' 
.  Unchangisd  still,  of  all  die  woxld*  unqbakiged. .  R8t»>: 
ing  the  ffame  face  to  his^  as  on  that  oiiseoable  nighL 
Asking  Ais  forgiveneas  1 

"Dear  papa,  vhl  don't  k)ok  straogelir  on  me!  I 
ijever  meant  to  leave  yQ|y»  I  ne^er  thought  of  it»  be* 
fore  or  aAerwaxda,  I  was  frighMnad  when  I  went 
away,  and  could  not  think.  Papa,  deafi  I  am  ebaoged. 
X  am  p^itant  }  know  toy  fault  ;..I  kA<»W  my  ditoty 
better  now.    Papa,  don't  capt  ma  00*,  ot  I  shall  die  V 

He  isttared  to  hia  ohait.  K^  Alt  h«r  lilraw  hi* 
anna  about  her  Mlckj  be  felt  bev  pal  hary)Wh  round 
his;- ha  felt  her  kiiaei  <m  hts-faoej  ha  feh  berHv^t 
ofaeek  laid  agadmt  bit  own ;  ha  Iblt^-^^,  how  deeply ! 
•4*«ill  that  he  had  done. 

Upon  th^  bfaaaii  tbat  ha  had  bruSaedf  against  the 
heart  that  he  had  almost  brokenj  ihe  laid  hia  faoe, 
now  coveted  with  hJs  baods;  and  said,  sobbing :   *■ 

^'Papa,  love,  1 1^  a  mMher.  I  have  a  ohild  who 
wUl  soMi  aall  Walter  by  tha^name  by  which  t  call 
yoD.  When  ir«was  bom,  and  when  I  knew  hew 
mudi  I  b>ved  it,  I  knew-  what  I  had  done  in  leaving 
yon.  Forgive  ma,  dehr  papa  I  oh  I  aay  God  blees  me, 
and  aiyhttle  ohild!" 

He  would  have  said  it,  if  he  oould.  ffe  would 
have  mised  his  hhnds,  and  betought  hev  ibr  pardon, 
but  ahe  caught  them  in  herowh,  and  pat  them  down, 
hurriedly. 

**  My  litde  ehild  waa  bom  at  Ma,  papa.  I  prayed 
to  God  (and  to  did  Walter  Ibr  me)  ta  spare  me,  that 
I  mic^t  ooma  home.  The  moment  i  oould  land,  I 
cama  back  to  yon.  Never  let  us  be  parted  ahy  more^ 
^apa.    Never  let  ns  be  parted  any  more  V* 

Hia  head,  now  gray,  was  enoiroM  by  her  arm.; 


and  he  groaned  to  think  that  never,  nevar,  had  it  i 
ed  io  before. 

*^  Yon  will  ooma  home  with  ma,  papa,  and  see 
baby.  A  boy,  papa.  His  name  is  Panl.  I  thin 
I  bopa-^he'e  like^** 

Her  tears  stopped  her. 

^*  Dear  papa,  for  the  sake  of  rhy  efitid,  for  the  s 
of  the  name  we  have  given  him,  for  my  sake,  ] 
don  Waher.  Ha  is  so  kind  and  tender  to  me.  I 
so  happy  with  him.  It  was  not  his  fault  that 
were  married.    ItMras  mine.    I  loved  him  so  mui 

She  dung  otoaer  to  him,  nnfore  -endearing,  and  xn 
earnest 

**  He  ia  the  darling  of  my  heart,  papa.  I  wc 
die  Ibr  him.  Ha  wilt  love  andi  Iionour  you  as  I  v 
Wa  will  teach  our  little  child  to  toveand  honour  y 
and  wo  wilt  tell  him,  when  he  can  understand,  i 
you  had  a  eon  of  tbat  name  once,  and  that  he  d 
and  you  were  very  aorry;  but  that  he  is  gone 
Heaven,  where  we  aH  hope  to  ^ae  him,  when  < 
time  ibr  resting  oon^es^  Rise  me,  papa,  as  a  prott 
that  you  wiA  be  reeoncilad  to  Walter«-to  my  deai 
husband — to  the  father  of  the  little  child  who  mu 
me  to  come  back,  papa.  Who  taught  me  to  ce 
baokr 

All  aha  ching  closer  to  him,  in  another  burst 
tearS)  he  kissed  her  on  her  lips,  and,  lifting  up 
ey«s  said*— **  Oh !  my  God,  forgive  me,  for  1  neac 
very  nraohr 

With  that,'  ha  dropped  his  head  again,  lament 
oyer  and  caressing  her,  and  there  was  not  a  sound 
all' the  hoase,  for  a  long,  kmg  time;  tbey  remain: 
clasped  in  one  another's  arins,in  the  glorious  sunsh 
tlmt  had  crept  in  With  Florence. 

Ha  dressed  himself  for  going  out,  widi  a  dot 
submission  to  her  entreaty;  and  walking  witl 
feeble  gait,  and  looking  back,  with  a  tremble,  at 
room  in  which  he  had  been  so  long  rhnt  up,  a 
where  he  had  seen  the  picture  in  the  glass,  pass 
ont  With  her  into  the  hall.  Florence,  hardly  glanc 
round  her,  lest  shedliould  remind  him  freshly  of  ih 
last  imrting'-^for  their  feet  were  on  the  very  stoi 
where  he  had  struck  her  in  his  madness — and  ke 
ing  dote  to  him,  with  her  eyes  upon  his  face,  and 
arm  abeut  her,  led  hhil  oiit  to  a  coach  that  was  wj 
ing  at  the  door,  and  carried  him  away. 

Then,  Miss  Tok  and  Polly  came  out  of  tlieir  c 
caalment,  and  exulted  tearfblly.  And  then  tl 
packed  his  clothes,  and  books,  and  so  fordi,  with  gr 
oare ;  and  oonsigned  them  in  due  course  to  cert 
persons  ^nt  by  Florenee,  in  the  evening,  to  fe 
them.  And  then  diey  took  a  last  cup  of  tea  in  i 
lonely  house. 

"And  to  Dombey  and  Son,  as  I  observed  upor 
certain- sad  oeeasioo,'^ 'said  Miss  Tox,  winding  u; 
host  of  recollections,  "is  Indeed  a  danghter,  Pol 
after  hit:'' 

<*  And  a  good  one,"  exclaimed  Polly. 

**  Your  are  right,''  said  Mrss  Tox ;  and  It^s  a  ere 
to  yon,  Polly,  that  you  were  always  her  ftiend  wl 
she  was  a  little  chHd.  Ton  were  her  friend  Ic 
before  I  was,  Polly,''  said  Miss  Tox;"  •  and  you*« 
good  crtotnre.    Robiii!" 

Miss  Tox  addressed  herself  to  a  bulletheac 
young  man,  who  appeared  to  be  in  but  iudifler 
oiroumstancea,  and  in  depressed  spirits,  and  who  v 
sitting  in  a  remote  comer.  Rising,  he  disck>sed 
view  the  form  and  foatures  of  the  Grinder. 

(* Robin,'*  said  Miss  TqX|  ''I  have  just  observed 
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r  mother^  as  yon  may  have  heard,  that<  she  is  a 
d  creature." 

And  so  she  is,  Miss,*^  quoth  the  Grinder,  with 
le  feeling. 

Very  well  Rohin,**  said  Miss  Toxj  « I  am  glad  to 
r  you  Bay  sa    Now, Robin,  as  I  am. going  togive 
,  a  trial,  at  your  urgent  request,  as  ray  domestic^ 
h  a  view  /to  your  restoration  to  res]pectability,  1 
I  take  this  impressive  occasion  of  remarking  that 
»pe  you  will  never  forget  .that  you  have, and  have 
'ays  liad,  a  good  mother,  and  that  you  will  endeet- 
ir  so  to  conduct  yourself  as  to  be  a  comfort  to  her.'^ 
Upon  my  sonl  I  will,  JVtiss,^'  returned  the  Grinder. 
I  have  come  through  a  good  deal,  and  my  inten- 
19  is  now  as  straight  forward,  Miss,  as  a  covers — " 
I  must  get  you  to  break  yourself  of  that  word, 
3in,  if  you  please,*'  iDt^erposed^Miss  Tox,  politely. 
If  you  please,  Miss,  as  a  chap's—" 
Thankee,  Kobin,  no,"  returned  .Miss  Tax.    **X 
►uld  prefer  individual,*' 
As  a  indiwiddle's,"  said  ihe  Grinder. 
Much  better,"  remarked  Miss  Toz,complaoently; 
^finitely  more  expressive !" 
» — Can  be,"  pursued  Rob.    "  If  I  hadn't  been  and 
made  a  Grinder  on,  Miss  and  mother^  which  was 
lost  unfortunate  clrcumstatxce  ibr  a  young  co^-in*- 
nddle." 

'  Very  good  indeed,"  observed  Miss  Tox,  approv- 
ly. 
' — ^And  if  I  hadn't  been  led  away  by  birds,  and 


then  fiiUeD  into  a  had  servieej"  said  the  Grinder,  "  I 
hope  t  rnight  have  done  better.  Rut  it's  never  too  lata 
for  a—"     » 

**Indi— ^'  suaaested  Miss  Tox. 

^  widdle,"  said  the  Grinder,  **  to  mead ;  and  I  bopQ 
to  mend,  Miss,  with  your  kind  trial;  and  wishing^ 
mother,  my  loVe  to  father,  and  brothers  and  sister^' 
and  ^ying  of  it." 

.  "1  am  very  glad  indeed  to  hear  it,"  observed  Miss 
Tox^  *'AVill  you,  take  a  little  bread  and  butter,  and 
a  Clip  of  tea,  beCbvet  we  go,  Robin?" 

^Thankee,  Miss,"  returned  the  Grinder;  who  imi 
mediately  began  to  use  his  own  personal  grinders  in 
a  most  remarkable  manner,  as  if  he  had  been  on  very 
short  allowance  for  a  considerable  peijpd.    • 

Miss  Tox  being,  in  good  time,  bonneted  anf| 
shawlef!,  and  Polly  too,  Rob  hugged  his  n)otlier,  and 
Ibllbwed  his  new  naistress  away ;  so  much  to  the 
hopeful  admiration  of  Polly,  that  something  in  hei 
eyes  ^lade  luminous-  rings  round  the  gi^s-lamps  as  sb^ 
looked  after  him.  Polly  then  put  out  her  light,  locked 
the  house-door,  delivered  the  key  at  an  treat's  hard 
by,  and  went  home  as  JTast  aa  she  could  go;  rejoicing 
in  theshrili  Relight  that  her  unexpected  arrival  would 
occasion  t^ere.  The  great  house,  dumb  as  to  all  thsR 
had  been  suffered  in  it,  and  the  changes  it  bad  wit< 
nessed,  stood;  frowning  Kke  a  dark  mute  on  the  street) 
baulking  pny  nearer  inquiries  with  the  staring  an- 
nouncement that  the  lease  of  this  desirable  Family 
Mansion,  was  .disposed  of. 
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CHAPTER  LX. 

CHIEFLY  MATRIMONUL. 


Van  grand  half  yearly  festival  liolden  by  !Doctor 
I  Mrs.  BliiT^ber,  on  which  occasion  they  requested 
pleasure  of  ilje  company  of  every  young  gentle* 
n  pursuing  liis  stutlies  in  that  genteel  establish- 
nt,  at  an  early  party,  when  the  hour  was  half-past 
en  6'dlock,  and  when  the  object  was  quadrilles, 
I  duly  taken  plac^, about. this  time;  and  the  young 
itlemen,  with  no  unbecoming  demonstrations  pf 
ity,  had  betaken  themselves,  in  a  state  of  schotastio 
detion,  to  their  own  homes.  Mr.  Skettles  had  re^ 
red  abroad,  x^ermanently  to  grace  the  establishment 
his  Father  Sir  Barhet  Skettles,  whose  popular  man- 
's had  obtained  li^m  a  diplomatic  appointment,  the 
lOurs  of  which  were  discharged  by  himself  and  Lady 
9ttles,  to  the  satisfaction  even  of  their  own  country- 
m  and  country  worhen :  which  was  considered  al- 
ist  miraculous.  Mr.  Tozer,  now  a  young  man  of 
ty  stature^  in  W#llington  boots,  was  so  extremely 
I  of  antiquity,  as  to  be  nearly  on  a  par  with  a  genuine 
dent  R6man  in  his  knowledge  of  English :  a  triumph 
t  aOected  his  good  parents  with  the  tenderest  emo- 
Fis,  and  caused  the  father  and  mother  of  Mr.  Briggs 
hose  learning,  like  ill-arranged  luggage,  was  so 
btfy  packed  that  he  couldn't  get  at  anything  he 
inted)  to  hide  their  dirninished  heads.  The  Truit 
oriously  gathered -from  the  tree  of  knowledge  by 
9  latter  young  gjsntlemao,  in  iaet,had  been  subjected 
SO'mudh  preSftitre,  that  It  had  become  a  kindt>f  in- 


telbctnal  Norfolk  BifHn,  and  had  nothing  of  its  original 
fonn  or  Havour  remaining.  Master  Bitherstone,  noW| 
on  whom  the  forcing  system  had  the  happier  and  not 
uncomjTion  efieo^  of* firing  no  impression  whatever, 
when  the  forcing  apparatus  ceased  to  work,  was  in.  a 
much,  ropre  oomfortable  plight ;  and  being  then  on 
ship-boeVd,  bound  for  Bengal,  found  himself  forgettin^j 
with  suph  admirable  raptdi^,  -that  it'Waa  doubtful 
whether  his  declensions  of  noun-substantives  would 
hoJ«Vont  to.  the  end  of  the  voyage, 

Wlien  Doctor  Blimber,  in  pursuance  of  the  iisuai 
course,  would  have  said  to  tlie  young  gentlemen,  on 
the  morxuag.of  the  party,  "Gentlemen,  we  -will  re« 
sume  oar  studies  on  ihe  twenty-fil^  of  next  month," 
he  departed  from  the  usual  course,  and  said,  **  Gen- 
tlemen, when  our  friend  Cincinnatus  retired  to  hifl 
farm,  he  did  not  presont  to.  the  sena,te-  any  Roman 
whoqi  he- sought  to  nominate  as  hiJs  successor:  But 
there  is  a  Roman  here,"  said  Doetor  Blicbber,.IayiBg 
his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  Mr.  F)reeder,  B.A., 
"  adolettent  iinphM»$  f^amtet  doctus,  gentlemen,  whom 
I,  a  retiring,  Cincinnatus,  wish  to  present  to  my  littls 
senate,  as  their  fhturo  Dictator.  Gentlemen,  we  will 
resum.9  our  studies  on  the  twenty-fifth  of  next  month, 
under  the  auspices  of  Mr.  Freeder,  B.  A."  At  thii 
(which  Doctor  Blimber  bad  previously,  called  upon 
all  the  parents,  and  urbanely  explained),  the  young 
gentlempn  cheered ,  and  Mr*  Toa^,  «n  behalf  of  the 
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Jest,  instantly  presented  the  doctor  with  a  sliver  ink- 
stand, in  a  spcedi  containing  very  little  of  the  mother 
tongue,  but  lifleen  quotations  from  the  X^atin,  and 
seven  from  the  Greek,  which  moved  the  younger  of 
the  young  gentlemen  to  discontent  and  envy:  they 
remarking,  "  Oh,  ah !  It  was  all  very  well  for  old 
Tozer,  but  they  didn't  subscribe  money  for  old  To^ser 
to  "show  oft'  with,  they  supposed;  did  they?  Whut 
business  was  it  of  old  Tozer's  more  than  anybody 
else's?  It  wasn't  his  inkstand.  Why  couldn't  he 
leave  the  boys'  property  klone.1"  and  murmuring 
other  expressions  of  their  dissatisfaction,  which 
seemed  to  find  a  greater  relief  in  calling  him  old 
Tozer,  than  in  any  other  aTallable  vent 

Not  a  word  had  been  said  to  the  yomig  gentlemen, 
nor  a  hint  dropped,  of  anything  like  a  contemplated 
marriage  between  Mr.  Feedfer^  R  A.,  and  the  Ihir 
Cornelia  Blimberi  Dr.  Blimber,  especially,  seemed 
to  take  pains  to  look  as  if  nothing  would  surprise  him 
more ;  but  it  was  perfectly  well  known  to  all  the 
young  gentlemen  nevertheless,  and  when  they  de- 
parted ibr  the  society  of  their'  relations  and  friends, 
they  took  leave  of  Mr.  Feeder  with  awe. 

Mr.  Feeder's  most  romantic  visions  were  fblfilled. 
The  Doctor  had  determined  to  paint  the  house  out- 
side, and  put  it  in  thorough  repair;  and  to  give  up 
the  business,  and  to  give  up  Cornelia.  The  painting 
and  repairing  began  upon  the  very  day  of  the  jroimg 
gentleman's  departfnre,  and  now  behold !  the  wedding 
morning  was  come,  and  Cornelia,  in  a  new  pair  of 
spectacles,  was  waiting  to  be  led  to  the  hymeneal 
altar. 

The  Doctor  with  his  learned  legs,  and  Mrs,  Blim- 
ber in  a  lilac  bonnet,  and  Mr.  Feeder,  B.  A^  with 
his  long  knuckles  and  his  bristly  head  of  hair,  and 
Mr.  Feeder's  brother,  the  Reverend  Alfred  Feeder, 
M.  A.,  who«vas  to  perform  the  ceremony,  were  all 
assembled  in  the  drawing-room,  and  Cornelia  with 
her  orange  flowers  and  bridesmaids  hod  ju«t  come 
down,  and  looked,  as  of  old,  a  iittle  squeezed  in  ap- 
pearance but  very  9harming,  whei^  the  door  opened, 
and  the  Weak^yed  young  man,  in  a  lofid  voice,  m4de 
the  following  proclamation : 

*«  Mm.  AHD  Mb8.  Toots  V* 

Upon  which  there  entered  Mr.  Toots,  grown  ex- 
tremely stout,  and  on  his  arm  a  lady  very  hand- 
somely  and  becomingly  dressed,  with  very  bright 
black  eyes. 

"Mrs.  Blimber," said  Mr.  Toots,  "allow  me  to  pre- 
sent my  wife." 

Mrs.  Blimber  was  delighted  to  receive  her.  Jtfrs. 
Btimber  was  a  Iktle  condescending,  but  extremely 
kind. 

**  And  as  you*ve"  known  me  for  a  long  time,  you 
know,"  sftid  Mr.  Toots,  "  let  me  assure  you  that  she 
is  one  of  the  most  remarkable  women  that  ever 
Bved." 

«  My  dear  !*  remonstttited  Mrs.  Toots. 

"Upon  my  word  and  honour  she  is,"  said  Mr.  Toots. 
•I — ^I  assure  you, Mrs.  Blimber,  she's  a  most  extraor- 
dinary woman:" 

Airs.  Toots  laughed  merrily,  and  Mrs.  Blimber  led 
her  to  Cornelia.  Mr.  Toots  liaving  paid  his  respects 
in  that  direction,  and  having  sainted  his  old  precep- 
tor, who  said,  in  allusion  to  his  conjugal  state, "Well 
Toots,  well  Toots !  So  you  are'  one  of  us,  are  you 
TcJbtit"— retired  with  Mr.  Feeder,  B.  A.,  into  a  win- 
dow. 

Mr.  Feeder;'B.A.,blein^in  great  spirits,  made  a 


spat  at  Mr.  Toots,  and  tapped  him  skillfully  witli 
hack  of  his  hand  on  the  breast-bone. 

"  Well,  old  Biic'k  j  said  Mr.  Feeder  with  a  lai 
"Weill    Here  we  arel    Taken  in. and  done 
Eh?"  .     r 

"Feeder,"  retnmed  Mr.  Toots.    "I  give  yon 
1/  you're  as — as — as  perfectly  blissful  in  a  matri 
nial  life,  as  I  am"  myself,  you'll  have  nothing  to 
sire." 

'  "I  don't  fbrget  my  old  iViends,  you  see,"  said 
Feeder.     "  I  ask  'em  to  my  wedding,  Toots." 

"Feeder,"  replied  Mr.  Tools  gravely,  "the  fac 
that  there  were  several  circumstances  which  ] 
vented  me  fVom  commimicating  with  you  until  a 
my  marriage  had  been  8olemni2cd.  In  the  J 
place  I  had  niade  a  perfect  brute  of  myself  to  ) 
on  the  subject  of  MiSs  Dombey;'  and  I  felt  the 
you  were  asked  to  any  wedding  of  mine,  you  wo 
liaturaliy  expect  that  it  was  wUk  Miss  Domt 
which  involve(^  explanations,  that  updn  my  w" 
and  honour,  at  that  crisis,  would  have  knocked 
completely  over.  In  the  second  place,  our  wedd 
was  strictly  private  j  there  being  nobody  present 
one  fHend  of  myself  and  Mrs.  Toots's,  who  is  a  C 
tain  in— I  don't  exactly  know  in  what,"  said  ! 
Toots,  "  but  it's  of  no  consequence.  I  hope,  Feoi 
that  in  writing  a  .statement  of  what  had  oocnr 
before  Mrs.  Toots  and  myself  went  abroad  upon 
foreign  tour,  I  fully  discharged  the  offices  of  frie 
ship.'' 

"  Toots,  my  boy,"  said  Mr.  Feeder,  shaking  hai 
"  I  was  joking." 

"And  now  Feeder,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "I  should 
glad  to  know  what  you  think  of  my  union." 

"  Capital  1  returned  Mr.  Feeder. 

"  You  think  it's  capital,  do  you,  Feeder  ?"  said  ! 
Tootn  solemnly.  "Then  how  capital  must  it  bt 
Me.  For  you  can  never  know  what  an  extrao; 
nary  woman  that  is." 

Mr.  Feeder  was  willing  to  take  it  for  grani 
But  Mr.  Toots  shook  his  head,  and  wouldn't  heai 
that  being  possible. 

"  You  see,"  said  Mr  Toots,  "  what  /wanted  i 
wife  was — in  short,  was  sense.  Money,  Feedc 
had.    Sense  I — I  had  not,  particularly." 

Mr.  Feeder  murmured,  "  Oh  yes,  you  had,  Too 
But  Mr.  Toots  said : 

"No,  Feeder,  I  had  not.  Why  should  I  disgi 
it?  I  had  not.  I  knew  that  sense  was  There,"  s 
Mr.  Toots,  stretching  out  his  hand  towards  his  w 
*in  perfect  heaps.  I  had  no  relation  to  object  oi 
offended  on  the  score  of  station ;  for  Xhad  no  relati 
I  have  never  had  anybody  belon^g  to  rae  but 
guardian, and  him,  Feeder,!  have  always  oonside 
as  t|  Pirate  and  a  Corsair.  Therefore,  you  kno"v 
was  not  likely,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  that  I  should  t 
hju  opinion." 

«  No,"  said  Mr.  Feeder. 

"Accordingly,"  resumed  Mir.  Toots,"!  acted 
my  own.  Bright  Was  tlie  day  on  which  I  did 
FeederJ  Nobody  but  myself  can  tell  what  the 
pacity  of  that  woman's  mind  is.  If  ever  the  Rij 
of  Women,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing,  are  propc 
attended  to,  it  will  be  through  her  powerful  intell 
— Stwan,  my  dear  I"  said  Mr.  Toots,  looking  abru] 
out  of  the  window  curtains,  "pray  do  not  exert  y< 
s<?lfl" 

"  My  dear,"  said  Mrs,  Toots^ "  I  was  cwly  t 
ing." 
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Qt  nay  lor«,"  said  Mr,  Toote,  ^  pray  do  not  «5ert 
elf.  You  really  must  be  careful  Do  not,  my 
Suflan,  exert  yourseW.  She's  so  easily  excited/* 
Hr.  Toots,  apart  to  Mrs.  BUmber, «  and  then  she 
s  the  medi(»l  m^n  altogether." 
a.  Blimber  was  impressing  on  Mrs.  Toots  the 
Bity  of  caution,  when  Mr.  Feeder  R  A.,  offered 
is  aim,  and  led  her  down  to  the  carriages  diat 

in  waiting  to  go  to  churoh.  Doctor  Blimber 
:ed  Mrs.  Toots.  Mr.  Too(»  esoprted  the  fair 
,  around  whose  lambent  spectacles  two  gauzy 
bridesmaids  fluttered  like  moths.  Mr.  Feeder's 
sr,  Mr.  Alfred  Feeder  M.  A.,  had  already  gone 
.  advance,  to  assvne  bis  official  iUnctions. 
e  ceremony  was  performed  in  an  admirable 
er.  Cornelia,  W4th  her  crisp.  littJe  curls,  **  went 
s  the  Chicken  might  have  said,  with  great  com- 
e;  and  Doctor  Blimber  gpive  her  awayj  like  a 
who  had  quite  made  up  his  mind  to  it.  The 
'  little  bridesmaids  appeared  to  suffer  most 
Blimber  was  affected,  but  gently  so:  and  told 
Eleyerend  Mr.  Alfred  Feeder,  M.  A.,  on  the  way 
,  that  if  she  could  only  have  seen  Cicero  in  his 
ment  at  Tusculum,  she-  would  not  have  had  a 
/now,  ungiatifled. 
ere  was  a  breakibst  afterwards,  limited  to  the 

small  party;  at  which  the  spirits  of  Mr.  Feeder, 
,  were  tremendous,  and  so  conununioated  ^eta- 
B  to  Mn.  Toots>that  Mr.  Toots  was  several  tunes 
i  to  observe,  acaoss  the  table,  *'My  dear  fiosan, 
exert  yonrselfl''  The  best  of  it  waa,  th&t  Mr. 
I  felt  it  inenmbent  on  him  to  make  a  speech; 
in  spite  of  a  whole  code  of  telegraphic  dissua 
from  Mrs.  Toots,  appeared  on  his  legs  for  the 
ime  in  &s  Ufew 

really,**  said  Mr.  Toots,  ''in  this  house,  where 
ever  was  done  to  me  in  the  way  of^af  any 
al  oonfnsion  soroetimes^^whioh  is  of  no  conse- 
ce  and  I  impute  to  nobody — I  was  always  tieatdd 
ne  of  Doctor  Bhmbet's  fiunily,  and  bad  a  desk 
'self  for  a  considerable  period— Kaiib—iioih«-al]DW 
r  friend  Feeder  to 


«.  Toote  suggested  "married.^* 
;  may  not  be  inappropiate  to  the  oecaskm,  or  al* 
ler  uninteresting,"  said  Mr.  Toots  with  a  de- 
d  face,  *'to  observe  that  my  wifb  is  a  most  ex- 
Unary  woman,  and  would  do  this  much  better 
myself— allow  my  friend  Feeder  to  be  married 
>ecinl]y  to—" 

•s.  Toots  suggested,  "to  MissBHmber.**  * 
'o  Mrs^  Feeder,  my  love  I'*  said  Mr.  Toots,  in  a 
led  tone  of  private  discussion :  *'  *  whom  God 
joined,*  yoU  know,  'let  no  man*— don't  you 
'  ?  I  cannot  allow  my  friend.  Feeder,  to  be  mar- 
-especially  to  Mrs.  Feeder — without  proposing 
—their— Toasts;  and  may,'*  said  Mr.  Toots,  fix- 
is  eyes  on  his  wife,  as  if  for  inspiration  in  a  high 
,  "  may  the  torch  of  Hymen  be  the  beacon  of 
ind  may  the  flowers  we  have  this  day  strewed 
sir  path,  be  the— the  banishers  ofrrKjf  gloom  T' 
ctor  Blimber,  who  had  a  taste  for  metaphor,  was 
ed  with  this, and  said,  "Very  good, Toots!  Very 
said,  indeed,  Toots!**  and  nodded  his  head  and 
i  his  hands.  Mr.  Feeder,  made  in  reply,  a  con^ic 
ih  chequered  with  sentiment  Mr.  Alfred 
er,  M  At  was  afterwards  very  happy  on  Doctor 
Mrs.  Blimber;  Mr.  Feeder,  B.  A.,  scarcely  less 
I  the  gauzy  little  bridesoiaids.    Doctor  Blimber 


then,  in  a  sonorous  voicei  delivered  a  few  thoughts 
in  the  pastoral  style,  relative  to  the  rushes  among 
which  it  was  the  intentioa  of  himself  and  Mrs.  Blim- 
ber to  dwell,  and  the  bee  that  would  hum  around 
their  cot  Shortly  af\er  which,  as  the  Doctor's  eyes 
were  twinkling  in  a  remarkable  manner,  and  his  son- 
in-law  had  already  observed  that  time  was  made  for 
slaves,  and  had  inquired  whether  Mrs.  Toots  sang, 
the  discreet  Mrs*.  Blimber  dissolved  the  sitting,  and 
sent  Cornelia  away,  very  cool  and  comfortable,  in  a 
post-chaise,  with  the  man  of  her  heart     »,   -w 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Toots  withdrew  to  the  ^edfo^  (Mrs. 
Toots  had  been  there  before  in  old  times,  under  her 
maiden  name  of  Nipper),  and  there  found  a  letter, 
which  it  took  Mr.  Toots  such  an  enormous  time  to 
read,  that  Mrs.  Toots  was  frightened. 

•*My  dear  Susan,"  said  Mr.  Toots,  « fKght  is, worse 
than  exertion.    Pray  be  calm!*' 

"Who  is  it  fromi*'  asked  Mrs.  Toots. 

«  Why,  my  love,*'  said  Mr.  Toots,  "  it's  from  Cap- 
tain Gills.  Do  not  excite  yourself.  Walters  and  Miss 
Dombcy  are  expected  home  !** 

^  My  dear,**  said  Mrs.  Toots,  raising  herself  quickly 
from  the  sofa,  very  pale,  "  don't  try  to  deceive  me,  for 
it's  no  use,  they're  come  home — I  see  it  plainly  in 
your  face!" 

**SIie*s  a  most  extraordinary  woman!"  exclaimed 
Mr.  Toots,  in  rapturous  admiration.  ^Tou're  per^ 
fectly  right,  my  love,  they  have  come  home.  Miss 
Dombey  has  seen  her  father,  and  they  are  reconciled !" 

**  Reconciled  !'*  cried  Mrs.  Toots,  clapping  her  hands. 

"My  dear,*'  said  Mr.  Toots;  "pray  do  not  exert 
yourseif.  Do  remember  the  medical  man  I  Captain 
Gills  say&^— at  least,  he  don't  say,  but  I  imagine,  (Vom 
what  I  can  make  out,  he  means — ^that  Miss  Dombey 
has  brought  her  unfortunate  fatlier  away  from  his 
old  house,  to  one  where  she  and  Walters  are  living; 
that  he  is  lying  very  ill  there— supposed  to  be  dying ; 
and  that  she  attends  upon  him  night  and  day." 

Mrs.  Toots  began  to  cry  quite  bitterly. 

"  My  dearest  Susan,"  replied  Mr.  Toots, "  do,  do^  if 
you  possibly  can,  remember  the  medical  man!  If 
you  can't,  it's  of  no  consequence — ^but  do  endeavour 
to!" 

His  wife,  with  her  old  manner  suddenly  restored, 
so  pathetically  entreated  him  to  lake  her  to  her  pre- 
cious {let,  her  little  mistress,  her  own  darling,  and  the 
like,rthat  Mr.  Toots,  whose  sympathy  and  admiration 
were  of  the  strongest  kind,  consented  from  his  very 
heart  of  hearts;  and  they  agreed  to  depart  immedi- 
ately, and  present  themselves  in  answer  to  the  Cap- 
rain's  letter. 

Now  some  hidden  sympathies  of  things,  or  some 
coincidences,  bad  that  day  brought  the  Captain  him- 
self (toward  whom  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Toots  were  soon 
journeying),  into  the  flowery  train  of  wedlock ;  not 
as  ^  principal,  but  as  an  accessory.  It  happened  ac- 
cidentally, and  thus : 

•  The  Qiptain,  having  seen  Florence  and  ner  baby 
fbr  a  moment,  to  his  unbounded  content,  and  having 
had  a  long  talk  with  Walter,  turned  out  for  a  walk ; 
feeling  it  necessary  to  have  some  solitary  meditation 
on  the  changes  of  human  affiiirs,  and  to  shake  his 
glazed  hat  profoundly  over  the  fall  of  Mr.  Dombey, 
for  whom  die  generosity  and  simplicity  of  his  nature 
\yere  awakened  in  a  lively  manner.  The  Captain 
would  have  been  very  low,  indeed,  on  the  unhappy 
gentleman's  account,  but  for  the  recollection  of  the 
baby ;  which  afbrded  him  such  intense  satisfaction. 
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whenever  it  Rrose^  that  he  laughed  aloud  as  he  Went 
along  the  street,  and  indeed,  more  than  once,  in  a 
sudden  impulse  of  J07,  threw  up  his  glazed  hat  and 
'  daught  it  again ;  much  to  the  amazement  of  tjie  speo- 
fators.  The  rapid  alternations  of  light  and. shade  to 
which  these  two  conflicting  subjects  of  reflection  ex- 
posed the  Captain,  were  so  very  tiyiog  to  his  spirits, 
that  he  felt  a  long  walk  necessary  to  his'  compbsure ; 
and  as  there  is  a  great  deal  in  the  influence  of.  har- 
monious associations,  he  chose,  fbr  the  scene  of  tliis 
walk^  his  old  nciglibourhood,  down  among  the  mast, 
oar,  and  block  makers,  sliip-biscuit  bakers,  £oal  whip* 
pers,  pitch-kettle's,  sailors,  canals,  docks,  swing-bridges, 
and  other  soothing  objects. 

These  peacefli|  scenes,  and  particularly  .the  region 
of  Limehousa-Hole  and  thereabouts.  Were  so  in(|u- 
eniial  in  calming  the  C&|}tain,that  he  walked  oh  with, 
restored  tranquilli^,  and  was,  in  fdc^  regaling  byn- 
self,  under  his' bredth,  with  the  ballad  of  Lovely?^, 
when,  on  turning  a  coYner,  he  wis  suddenly  irans* 
fixed  and  rendei-ed  i^peechless  biy  a  triumphant  pro- 
cession tl^t  he  beheld  advancing  towards  him. 

This  awful  demonstration  Was  headed  by  that  de- 
termined woman  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  who,  preserving 
a  countenance  of  ihcxorable  Resolution,  and  wearing, 
conspicuously  attached  to  her  obdurate  bosom  a  stu- 
pendous watch  and  append&lgcs,  which  the  Captain 
recognised  at  a  glance  as  the  properlv  Of  Bunsby, 
conducted  under  her  arm  no  othfer  than  thelt  sagacious 
mariner;  he,  with  the  distraught  and  melancholy  yi- 
Mge  of  a  captive  borne  into  a  foreign  land,  moel^Iy 
resigning  himself  to  h*  wilt.  Behind  them  appeared 
the  young  Mac  Stingers,  in  a  body»  exulting.  Behind 
thech,  two  ladies  of  a  terrible  anc!  stedfast  aspect, 
leading  between  them  a ,  short  gentleman  in  a  tall 
hat,  who  likewise  exulted.  In  the  wake,  appeared 
Bonsby's  boy,  bearing  umbrellas.  Tlie  whole  were 
in  good  marching  order;  and  a  dreadful  smartness 
that  pervaded  the  party  would  have  sufficiently  an- 
nounced, if  thfc  intrepid  countenance^  of  the  ladies 
had  be<en  Wanting,  that  it  was  h  procession  of  sacri- 
fice, and  that  the  victim  was  Bunsby. 

The  flrrft  impulse  of  the  Captain  wfts  to  run  away. 
This  also  appeared  to  be  the  first  impulse  of  Bunsby, 
hopeless  as  its  execution  must  have  proved.  Biit  a 
cry  of  recognition  proceeding  from  the  party,  and 
Alexander  Mac  Stinget  running  up  to  tho  Capt£un 
with  open  arms,  the  Captain  struck. 

"  Well,  Cap  en  Cuttle!"  said  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger. 
*'  This  is  indeed  a  meeting !  I  bear  Ao  malice  liowj 
Cap'en  Cuttle ;  you  needn't  fear  that  Tm  going  to  casi| 
any  reflections,  I  hope  to  go  to  the  altar  in  another 
spirit."  Heir^  iirs.  Mac  Stinger  paused,  and  drawing 
herself  up,  and  inflating  her  bosom  with  a  long 
breath,  said,  in  allusion  to  the  victim,  "  My  usband, 
Cap'en  Cuttle  r 

The  abject  Bunsby  looked  neitlier  to  the  right  nor 
to  the  left,  nor  at  his  bride,  nor  at  his  i>iend,  ^ul 
straight  before  him  at  nothing.  Tlie  Captain  putting 
out  his  hand,  Bunsby  put  out  iiis.;  but,  in  khswei  to 
the  Captain^s  greeting,  spake  no  word. 

"Cap'en  Cuttle,"  said.  Mrs.  Mac  Stinger,  **if  you 
would  wish  to  heal  up  past  anim6sitie$,  and  to  see 
the  last  of  your  friend,  my  usband,  as  a  single  person, 
we  should  be  appy  of  your  company  to  chapel. 
Here  is  a  lady  here,"  said  Mrs.  Mao  Stinger,  turning 
round  to  the  more  intrepid  of  the  two,  "  my  brides- 
maid, that  will  be  glad  of  yo^ir  protection,  Cap*en 
Cottle." 


The  shott  gentleman  iti  the  tall  hat,  wbo 
(leared  was  the  husband  of  the  other  lady,  an< 
evidently  exulted  at  the  redaction  of  a  fellow-ci 
to  his  o>4rn  oondition,  gave  place  at  this,  and  re 
the  lady  to  Captain  Cuttle.  The  lady  imme< 
seized  hitn,  and,  observing  that  th^r^  was  no  t 
lose,  gave  the  word,  in  a  sCfong  voice,  to  advu 

The  Captain's  concern  for  his  frieiid,  not  t 
gled,  at  first,  with  some  concern  for  himself- 
sliadowjr  terh)!*  that  he  might  be- married  by  v« 
possessed  hiiti,  until  hiis  knowledge  of  the  i 
came  to  his  relief;  and  remembering  the  legi 
gatkm  of  saying  *»I  will,"  he  felt  himself  pen 
safe  so  idng  as  he  resolved,  Sf  asked  any  qo 
dislinofly  to -teply  *^I  wonH"— thr«w  hlih  into 
fuse  perspimtion ;  and  rendered  him,  for  a  tri 
setMibl^  to  the'  movements  of  ibe  procean 
#biol»  be  RdWlbrmed  a  feature,  aikl  to  the  c 
Mtion  ct  his  fiiir  companion.  But  as  he  beeaii 
ajslcated,  he  learnt  from  diia  My  that  she  ^ 
>li^idbW  of  a  Mr.  Boknm.  who  had  held  an  e: 
ment  in'th^  Ciistora  House;  that  she  was  the  < 
fHend  of  Mh.  Mac  Sdnger,  whom  she  ooDsid 
pattern  for  her  iex-j  that  site  had  oftea  heard 
Captain,  and  now  hoped  he  had  repented  of  h 
lii^ ;  that  she  fruited  Mz.  Bunsby  knew  what  1 
ing  fa^.  hod  0aiaed»  bat  thai  she  feared  men  1 
did  kaow  what  snob  bleningi  Were,  ontil  tbi 
lost  them  ;v  with  mora  to  the  same  parpoaau 

All  this  time;  the  Captaui  eonid  not  bdt  o 
that  Mrt;  Boknoi  kapt  ber  eyies  swadity  on  du 
gitom,  and  thkt  whenever  ibey  came  naaf  a  c 
odier  nairbw  turning  which  appeared  iitnNin 
fii^it,  flhe  was  on  the  alert  to  oat  him  off*  if 
tempted  to  escape.  The  other  lady,  too,  as  1 
her  hasbandf'the  short  gentleman  with  the  ti 
were  plainly  on  guiad,  aooordifig  to  a  piwaot 
plan;  and  (he  wretobad-man  was  so  aecutadh 
Mhn  fitingTTj thnf  anyf nflbtt at  wirpnpisf  s  wa iiai h 
Wat  rendered  fiMile.  Thitmdeediirasa|ipata<i 
mere  pepaiaoe,  who,  exprttaed  tbeit  peroepikai 
fact  by  jeers  and  cries ;  -le  aU  of  w^bieh,  tiM 
Mac  Stinger  was  iafiexibly  fndifiereat,  wJulo  ] 
himself  appeared  in  a  state  of  unoooaoiooaiMBa 

The  Captain  made  many  attempta  to  t^o 
philosopher,  if  only  in  a  monosyUaUe  or  a 
but  always  laiied,  in  opnsequenoe  of  the  vifflk 
the  guard,  and  the  diflicuUy,  at  all  timea  paei 
Bunsby's  c^istimtion,  of  having  his  axxontaan  1 
by  any  outward  and  vitible-  siga  wbatoTetr. 
they  approached  the  chapel,  a  peat  whitei 
edinpe,  recently  engaged  by  the  Itevcreod  Mi 
dech  Howler,  who  had  consented,  on  very 
soUeitation,  to  give  the  world  another  two  ] 
existence,  but  had  informed  his  ibUowers  thi 
it  must  positively  go. 

While  the  Reverend  Melchisedech  -viraa  offi; 
some  exteinporary  orisons,  the  Captain  Ibuod 
portunity  of  growling  in  the  bridegroo(Q*a  ear 

*".  What  cheer,  my  lad,  what  cheer  T* 

To  which  Bunsby  replied,  with  a  fhrmMlfu 
the  Reverend  Melchisedech,  which  nothio^ 
desperate  circumstances  could  have  axcused: 

«D dbad." 

"  Jack  Bonsby,"  whispered  the  C^ptain^  * 
do  thift  here,  o'  your  own  free  will!" 

Mr.  bunsby  answered  "  No." 

«  Whv  do  yiou  do  it,  then,  my  lad?**  inoo) 
Captain,  not  unnatiurally. 
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tionsby,  still Idoking,  and  always  looking' with  ui 
immovable  countenalice,  at  the  opposite  side  of  tlie 
world,  made  no  reply.  v 

**  ^^^y  not  sheer  off  T"  said  the  Captain. 

••  Eh  r*  whispered  Bunsby,  with  a  momentary 
gleam  of  hope. 

•*  Sheer  o^**  said  the  Captain. 

«•  Where  *s  the  jood  T*  retorted  the  forlorn  sage. 
**  She  *d  capter  me  agen.** 

•*  Try  !'•  replied  the  Captain.  *«  Cheer  up !  Come ! 
Now 's  yoar  time.    Sheer  off,  Jack  Bunsby  !'* 

Jack  Bnnsby,  however,  instead  of  profiting  by 
the  adviee,  said  in  a  dolefbl  whisper : 

■*  It  all  began  in  that  there  chest  o*  }[onr*a.  Why 
did  I  ever  oonwoy  her  into  port  that  night  t** 

»  My  lad,"  Altered  the  Captain,  '*I  thought  as 
yoQ  had  eome  over  her ;  not  as  she  had  come  of<er 
jroa.  A  man  as  has  got  such  opinions  as  yoo 
have !" 

Mr.  Bunsby  merely  uttered  a  suppressed  groan. 

^  Come !"  said  the  Captain,  nudging  him  with 
Yam  elbow,  *' now  *s  your  time !  Sheer  off!  1*11 
cover  your  retreat  The  time  *s  a  flying.  Bunsby ! 
It  *s  for  liberty.    Will  joo  once  ?" 

Bansby  was  immovable. 

«^B«nsby  T  wkispered  the  Captain,  **  will  you, 
twice  ?" 

BxuiAij  wouldn't  twicei 

•  Bunsby  T'  urged  the  Captain,  **  It  'a  for  liberty ; 
wiil  you  three  times  ?    Now  or  never  I" 

Bunsby  didn*t  then,  and  didn*t  ever ;  for  Mrs. 
Mac  Stinger  immediately  afterwards  married  him. 

One  of  the  most  frightful  circumstances^  of  the 
ceremony  to  the  Captain,  was  the  deadly  interest 
exhibited  therein  by  Juliana  Mao  Stinger;  and  the 
fttal  concentration  of  her  faculties,  witli  which 
Chat  promising  child,  already  the  image  of  her  pa- 
rent, observed  the  whole  proceedings.  The  Captain 
saw  in  this  a  succession  of  map-traps  stretchhig 
oot  infinitely ;  a  series  of  ages  of  opprefision  and 
-coercion,  through  which  the  seafariiig  line  was 
doomed.  It  was  a  more  memorable  sight  than  the 
uniliDching  steadiness  of  Mrs.  Bokum  ancf  the 
<»iher  lady,  the  exultation  of  the  short  gentleman 
in  the  taU  hat,  or  even  the  fell  inflexibility  of  Mrs. 
Mac  Stinsrer.  The  Master  Mac  Stingers  linder- 
4(i(X)d  littfe  of  what  was  going  on,  and  cared  less; 
being  chiefly  engaged,  during  the  ceremony,  in 
treading  on  one  another's  half  b<H>ta ;  but  the  con- 
trast afforded  by  those  wretched  infanta  only  set 
ofi*  and  adorned  the  precocious  woman  in  Juliana. 
Another  yoar  or  two,  the  Captain  thought,  and  to 
Jodye  where  that  child  was,  would  be  destruction. 

'Fhc  ceremony  was  conduded  by  a  general  spring 
of  the  young  ramily  on  Mr.  Bunsby,  whom  they 
JiAxled  by  the  endearmg  name  of  father,  and  from 
urbom  they  solicited  halfpence.  These  gushes  of 
yllectiop  over,  the  procession  was  about  to  Issue 
iJjrth  again,  when  it  was  delayed  for  some  little 
time  by  an  unexpected  transport  on  the  part  of 
JliXex^wtt  Mac  Stinger.  That  dear  child,  it  seem- 
^tfdy  conneetmg  a  chapel  with  tombstones,  when  it 
^vraa  entered  mr  any  purpose  apart  from  the  ordi- 
-g^MXj  religious  exercises,  could  not  be  persuaded 
l^ut  that  his  mother  was  now  to  be  decently  in- 
terred, and  lost  to  him  ibr  ever.  In  the  axigu'ish 
.«]X  this  conviction  he  screamed  with  astonishing 
^^ce,  and  turned  black  in  the  ftce.  However 
touching  these  marlui  of  a  tender  disposition  were 
,Ao  hie  mother,  it  was  not  in  the  character  of  that 


femarltable  woman  to  permit  her  recognition 
them  to  degenerate  into  weakness.  Thereft 
after  vainly  endeavouring  to  convince  his  reai 
by  shakes,  pokes,  bawlings-out,  and  similar  apj 
cations  to  bis  head,  she  led  him  into  the  air,  i 
tried  another  method;  which  was  manifested 
the  marriage  party  by  a  quick  succession  of  shf 
sounds,  resembling  applause,  and,  subsequently, 
their  seeing  Alexander  in  contact  with  the  cool 
paving-stone  in  the  court,  greatly  flushed,  i 
loudly  lamenting. 

The  procession  being  then  in  a  condition  to  fb 
itself  once  mSre,  and  repair  to  Brig  Place,  wher 
marriage  i^t  was  in  readiness,  returned  as  it  I 
come ;  not  without  the  receipt,  by  Bunsby,  of  ma 
humorous  congratulations  from  the  populace  on 
recently-acquired  happiness.  The  Captain  aeco 
panied  it  as  far  as  the  house-door,  but,  bein?  mt 
uneasy  by  the  gentler  manner  of  Mrs.  Boki 
who,  now  that  she  was  relieved  from  her  engro 
ing  duty — for  the  watchfulness  and  alacrity  of 
ladies  sensibly  diminished  when  the  bride^ro 
was  safely  married  —  had  greater  leisure  to  sh 
an  interest  in  his  behalf,  there  lefl  it  and  the  c 
tive;  faintly  pleading  an  appointment,  and  p 
mising  to  return  presently.  The  Captain  had  i 
other  cause  for  uneasiness,  in  remorsefully  reflc 
ing  that  he  had  been  the  first  means  of  nunsb 
entrapment,  though  certainly  without  intending 
and  Uirou^h  his  unbounded  faith  in  the  resour 
of  that  philosopher. 

To  go  back  to  old  Sol  Gills  at  the  Wooden  M 
shipman*s,  and  not  first  go  round  to  ask  how  i 
Dombey  was  —  albeit  the  house  where  he  lay  i 
out  of  London,  and  away  on  the  )>orders  of  a  fr 
heath-^was  quite  out  of  the  Captain's  course, 
he  got  a  lifl  when  he  was  tired,  and  made  out 
journey  gsily* 

The  bhnds  were  pulled  down,  and  the  house 
quiet,  that  the  Captain  was  almost  afraid  to  knoi 
but  listening  at  the  door,  he  heard  low  voices  wi 
in,  very  near  it,  and,  knocking  wofUjr,  was  admit 
by  Mr.  Toota  Mr.  Toota  and  his  wife  had,  in  fi 
just  arrived  there ;  having  been  at  the  Midal 
man's  to  seek  him,  and  having  there  obtained 
address.  , 

They  were  not  so  recently  arrived,  but  that  A! 
Toota  had  caught  the  baby  from  somebody,  tal 
it  in  her  arms,  and  sat  down  on  the  stairs,  hugg 
and  fondling  it  Florence  was  stooping  down 
side  her ;  and  no  one  could  have  said  which  A! 
Toota  was  hugging  and  fondling  most,  the  mot 
or  the  child,  or  which  was  the  tenderer,  Florei 
of  Mrs.  Toots,  or  Mrs.  Toota  of  her,  or  botli  of 
baby ;  it  was  such  a  little  group  of  love  and  ag 
tion. 

**  And  is  your  Pa  very  ill,  my  darling  dear  H 
Floy  ?**  asked  Susan. 

**  He  is  very,  very  ill,"  said  florenoe.  *•  I 
Susan,  dear,  you  must  not  speak  to  me  as  you  u 
to  speak.  And  what 's  this  7**  said  Florence,  tou 
ing  her  clothes,  in  amazement  **  Your  old  dc 
dear  7 .  Your  old  cap,  curls,  and  all  7" 

Susan  burst  into  tears,  and  showered  kisses 
the  little  hand  that  had  touched  her  so  won< 

^'Mt  dear  Miss  Dombey,*'  said  Mr.  Toots,  si 
pmg  torwardi  *^I'll  explain.  She's  the  most 
traordinary  wonian.  There  are  not  manv  to  e^ 
her!  Sha  has  always  said— she  said  beibre 
dp 
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rere  married,  and  bas  said  to  tl^is  day-rthat  when, 
^er  Tou  came  home,  she  M  come  to  jou  io  no  dress 
at  the  dress  she  used  to  serve  you  in,  for  fear  she 
light  seem  strange  to  you,  and  you  might  like  her 
268.  I  admire  the  dress  myself,"  said  Air.  Toots, 
of  all  things,    I  adore  her  in  it !    My  dear  Miss 


Dombey,  she*]!  be  your  maid  «SgiOi yov  noise,  all 
that  she  ever  was,  and  more.  There  *s  no  change 
in  her.  But  Susan,  my  dear,**  said  Mr.  Toot9,  ?rbo 
had  spoken  with  great  feeling  and  high  admiration, 
"  all  I  ask  is,  that  you  Ml  remember  the  medical 
man,  and  not  exert  yourself  too  much  V* 


CHAPTER  LXI. 


RELENTING. 


■  Florence  had  need  of  help.  Her  father's  need 
>f  it  was  sore,  and  made  the  aid  of  her  old  friei)d 
nvaloablc.  I>eath  stood  at  his  pillow.  A  shade, 
iready,  of  what  he  had  been,  shattered  in  mind, 
ind  perilously  sick  in  body,  he  laid  his  weary  head 
lown  un  the  bed  his  daughter's  hands  prepared  for 
lim,  and  had  never  raised  it  since. 

She  was  always  with  him.  He  knew  her|  gene- 
"ally ;  though,  in  the  wandering  6f  his  brain,  he 
)flen  confused  the  circumstances  under  which  he 
ipoke  to  her.  Thus  he  would  address  her,  some, 
im^s,  as  if  his  boy  were  newly  dead ;  and  would 
ell  her,  that  although  he  had  said  nothing  of  her 
ntoistering  at  the  little  bedside,  yet  he  had  seen  it 
—he  had  seen  it ;  and  then  would  hide  his  face  and 
;ob,  and  put  out  his  worn  hand.  Sometimes  he 
vould  ask  her  for  herself.  "  Where  is  Florence  ?" 
— "  I  am  here.  Papa,  I  am  here.**  **  I  don't  know 
ler!"  he  would  cry.  **We  have  been  parted  so 
ong,  that  I  don*t  know  her  ["  and  then  a  staring 
ii-ead  would  bo  upon  him,  until  she  could  soothe 
lis  perturbation ;  and  recal  the  tears  she  tried  so 
»ard,  at  other  times,  to  dry. 
'He  rambled  through  the  scenes  of  his  old  par. 
(uils — through  many  where  Florence  lost  him  as 
the  listened — sometimes  for  hours.  He  would  re. 
>eat  that  childish  question,  ^  What  is  money  ?**  and 
)onder  on  it,  and  think  about  it,  and  reason  with 
limself^  more  or  less  connectedly,  for  a  good  an. 
wer;  as  if  it  had  never  been  proposed  to  him  until 
hat  moment.  He  would  go  on  with  a  musing  re. 
petition  of  the  title  of  his  old  firm  twenty  thousand 
imee,  and,  at  every  one  of  them,  would  turn  his 
lead  upon  his  pillow.  He  would  count  his  children 
■-one — two^stop,  and  go  back,  and  begin  again 
n  the  same  way. 

But  this  was  when  his  mind  was  in  its  most  dis. 
racted  state.  In  all  the  other  phases  of  its  illness, 
ind  in  thoso  to  which  it  was  most  constant,  it  al. 
vays  turned  on  Florence...  What  he  would  oftenest 
io  was  this :  he  would  recal  t)i%t  nrght  he  had  so 
•ecentfy  remembered,  the  night  on  wliich  she  came 
lown  to  his  room,  and  would  imagine  that  his 
wart  smote  him,  and  that  ho  went  out  after  her, 
ind  up  the  stairs  to  seek  her.  -  Then,  confounding 
hat  time  with  the  later  days  of  the  many  footsteps, 
ic  would  be  omazed  at  their  number,  and  begin  to 
M)unt  them  as  he  followed  her.  ^ere,.of  a  sudden, 
ffas  a  bloody  footstep  going  on  among  the  others ; 
ffld  after  it  there  began  to  be,  at  intervals,  doors 
ftanding  open,  through  which  certain  tcrrtVle  pici. 
tur^s  were  seen,  fn  mirrors,  <if  haggard  men,  con- 
eealing  something  in  their  breasts.    Still,  among 


and  there,  was  the  step  of  Florence.  Still  sbe  was 
going  on  before..  Still  the  restless  mind  went,  fol- 
lowing and  counting,  ever  farther,  ever  higher,  as 
to  the  summit  ojf  a  miglity  tower  that  it  took  years 
to  climb.  ' 

One  day  he  inquired  if  that  were  not  Susan  wbo 
had  spoken  p,  long  while  ago. 

Florence  said  •♦  Ves,  dear  Papaf*  and  asked  him 
would  he  like  to  see  her  7 

He  said  "very  much."  And  Susan,  with  no 
little  trepidation,  showed  herself  at  his  bedside. 

It  seemed  a  great  relief  to  him.  He  begged  her 
not  to  go ;  to  understand  that  he  forgave  her  what 
she  had  said ;  and  that  she  was  to  stay.  Florence 
and  he  were  very  dif&rent  now,  he  said,  and  very 
happy.  Let  her  lo6k  at  this !  He  meant  his  draw- 
ing the  gentle  head  doi^n  to  his  pillow,  and  layiof 
it  beside  him. 

He  remained  like  this  for  days  and  weeks.  At 
length,  lying,  the  faint  feeble  semblance  of  a  intn, 
upon  his  bed,  and  speaking  in  a  voice  so  low  that 
they  could  only  hear  him  fy  listening  very  near  to 
his  lips,  he  became  quiet.  It  was  dimly  pleasant  to 
him  now,  to  lie  there,  with  the  window  open,  lc»k- 
ingoutatthc  summer  sky  and  the  trees:  and,m 
the  evening,  at  the  sunset  To  watch  the  shadows 
of  the  clouds  and  leaves,  and  seem  to  feel  a  sjtnpa- 
thy  with  shadows.  It  was  natural  that  be  sfaooU* 
To  him,  life  and  the  world  were  nothing  else. 

He  began  to  show  that  ho  thought  of  Florence's 
fatigue;  and  oflen* taxed  his  weakness  to  whisper 
to  her,  "  go  and  walk,  my  dearest,  in  the  sweet  air. 
Go  to  your  good  husband !"  One  time  when  Waller 
was  in  his  room,  he  beckoned  him  to  come  near, 
and  to  stoop  down ;  and  pressing-  his  band,  whn- 
pcred  an  assurance  to  him  that  ho  knew  he  cooU 
trust  him  with  his  child  when  he  was  dead. 

It  \;hanced  one  evening,  towards  sunset,  when 
Florence  and  Walter  were  sitting  in  his  room  toge- 
ther, as  he  liked. to  see  them,  that  Florence,  having 
her  baby  in  her  arms,  began  in  a  low  voice  to  sing 
to  the  little  fellow,  and  ^ang  the  old  tune  she  had 
so  oflen  sung  to  the  dead  child.  He  could  not  bear 
it  at  the  time ;  he  held  up  his  trembling  hand,  in- 
ploring  her  to  stop  J  but  next  day  he  asked  *er  to 
repeat  it,  and  to  do  so  oflen  of  an  evening' :  which 
she  did.    He  listening,  with  his  face  turned  away. 

Florence  was  sitting  on  a  certain  time  by  m» 
window,  with  her  work-basket  between  her  and  her 
old  atlendajnt,  who  was  still  her  faSthfulcompaaioo. 
He  had  fiillen  into  a  dose.  It  was  a  beautiful  ev«s- 
ing,  with  two  bouts  of  Kght  to  coihe  jet;  and  the 
tranquillity  and  quiet  made  Florence  very  tlBMigbt- 


DOMBlfy   ANi>  St>^r. 


31 


Vd  tlM  •MMiirikr  whan  the  to  altered  Bgnn  cm  the 

bed  hM  i&fet  preeetated  h«v  lo  her  beatitffQl  mama ; 

when  a  touch  from  Winter  leaBrnj^  en*  I9ie  back  or 

Her  chafar,  made  her  alart.     • 
"My  dear,**  aaid  Walter;  ** there  m  eome  one 

iswn  itaira  who  wiahes  tb  apeak  to  yoa." 
She  ihneied  W«lter  looked  grave,  and  aaked  him 

if  anytldng  had  happened. 
**  No,  no,  my  lo^re  T*  aaid  Walter.    **  I  have  seen 

the  gentleraaa  mytelf,  and  spoken  with  htm.    No« 

thioff  baa  happened.    WiH  you  eome?' 
iSirence  pal  her  arm  through  his ;  and  cdnfidhig 

her  fiitfaer  to  the  black^yed  Mm.  TooU,  Who  sat  aa 

brisk  aad  aoiart  at  her  work  ae  black^od  woman 

caold,  ^^eompanied  her  hueband  down  atairs.     In 

tbe  pleasant  little  parlour  opening  on  the  garden, 

■at  a  gentleman,  nO'ho  roae  to  advanee  towards  her 

VFhea  afae  csme  in,  but  turned  off,  by  reason  of 

mae  peeoUatfi^iB  bk  legs,  and  waa  only  stopped 

by  the  table. 
FluoDee  then  remembered  Cousin  Fbenix,  whom 

ebe  had  not  at  first  recognised  in  the  shade  of  the 

leirea;    Cousin  Poenlx  took  her  band,  and  congra. 

tolated  her  upon  her  marriage. 
**I  eould  have  wii^d,  I  am  sure,**  said  Goufin 

Feenix,  sitting  down  as  Floren^  sat,  **  to  have  had 

aa  earlier  opportvnitv  of  cfi^ing  ray  eongratula. 

lioQs;  bat.  ia  point  of  fket,  so  ma^y  pamful  occur. 

tences  have  happened,  treading,  as  a  man  may  say, 

on  OM  anoAer'a  iieele,  that  1  have  been  in  a  devil  ^ 

ef  a.  slate  myael^  and  perfecUv  unfit  for  every  de.' 

aenption  of  aoeiety.  The  only  desermlion  of  society 

I  have  kepi,  has  been  my  own ;  and  it  certahily  im 

toything  but  flattoring  to  a  man*s  good  opinion  of 

hk  own  resomrcea,  to  know  that,  in  point  of  ^ct, 

he  has  the  capacity  of  boring  himself  to  a  perfectiy 

ttillmited  extenL**  v 

ilosence  dirinedi  from  some  indefinable  eon. 

iMat  and  anxiety  in  this  gentleman's  manner— 

whieh  w&fc  alwnys  a  gentleman^  in  spite  of  the 

haimlesB  lUtle  eccenlrtdties  that  attaohed  to  it— 

•od  £)om  WaHer^s  manner  no  less,  that  eoraetfaing 

inoro  immediately  tending  to  some  object  was  to 

fcUow  this. 
"I  have  been  mentioning  to  my  fViend  Mr.  Gay, 

if  i  may  be  afiewed  to  have  the  honour  of  calling 

^'m  so,"  aaid  Cousin  Fecniz,  **that  I  am  reioiced 
hear  that  my  firiend  Dombey  is  very  decidedly 
Bnding.  I  trust  my  friend  Dombey  wiH  not  allow 
^  QMiM  to  be  tod  mhch  preyed  upon,  by  any  mere 
loM  of  fbrtnne.  I  cannot  say  that  I  have  ever  ex. 
perieneed  atfy  veiy  great  loss  of  fortune  myself: 
never  having  had,  m  point  of  ^Mt,  any  great  amount 
ef  Ibfftnne  to  bae.  But  as  much  as  I  eoold  lose,  I 
have  loet ;  and  I  don*t  find  that  I  particularly  care 
about  it.  I  know  my  friend  Dombey  to  be  a  ^eviU 
hk  hoDoilxable  man ;  and  it 's  calculated  to  console 
my  irieod  Bimibey  very  mueh,  to  know,  that  this 
k  fbe  oaiverial  sentiment  Even  Tommy  Screw. 
lery— man  of  an  estremely  bilioos  habit,  vnth  whom 
ay  friend  Gar  is  probably  acquainted—cannot  say 
a  qrilnUe  in  ifispataition  of  the  iaot** 

Florence  felt,  more  tlian  ever,  that  there  was 
something  to  come;  and' looked  earnestly  Ibr  it. 
80  earnestit',  that  Coushi  Fbenix  answered,  as  if 
Aehad  spoken. 

«*The  lact  is,"  said  CoasiB  Feenl«,  '*that  my 
fttttd  Gay  and  mysilf  have  been  diecussing  the 
pnqprietj  of  entreating  a  favour  at  your  hands ;  and 

tha  I  Aye  the  eonsent  of  bit  inend  Gay— who   ».«...,  ..„.w.. «.»..» .. .. 

has  m*t  »e  in  an  exceedingly  kind  and  open  man.  Ishonld  be  said  beforehand.'* 


as  the  lovely  and  accomplished  daughter  of  m 
friend  Dombey  will  not  retftiire  much  urging;  bi 
I  am  happy  to  know,  that  I  ,am  supported  by  m 
friend  Qay^B  Influence  and  approval.  As  in  ni 
parliamentary  time,  when  a  man  had  a  motion  1 
make  of  any  aort— which  happened  seldom  in  thet 
days,  for  we  were  kept  very  tight  in  hand,  l^ 
Ie«,der8  on  both  sides  being  regular  Martinets,  whic 
WOES  a  deviKsh  good  thing  for  the  rank  and  fife,  lik 
myself,  and  prevented  our  exposing  ourselves  coi 
tinually,  as  a  great  many  of  us  haa  a  feverish  anj 
iety  to  do-^as,  in  my  parliamentary  time,  I  we 
about  to  say,  when  a  man  had  leave  to  let  off  an 
little  private  popgun,  it  was  always  considered 
gi>eat  point  for  him  to  say  that  he  had  the  happ 
ness  of  believing  that  Ms  sentiments  were  not  will 
out  an  echo  fn  the  breast  of  Mr.  Pitt ;  the  pilot,  1 
point  of  fact,  who  had  weathered  the  storm.  Upo 
which,  a  devilish  large  number  of  fellows  imm< 
diately  cheered,  and  ^ut  him  in  spirits.  Thoug 
the  fkct  is  that  these  fellows,  being  under  orders  t 
cheer  most  excessively  whenever  Mr.  Pitt's  nam 
was  mentioned,  became  so  proficient  that  it  alwaj 
woke  'em.  And  they  were  so  entirely  innocent  o 
what  was  going  on,  otherwise,  that  it  used  to  h 
commonly  said  by  Conversation  Brown — four  bottl 
man  at  the  Treasury  Board,  with  whom  the  fhtbe 
of  mv  iMend  Gav  was  probably  aoquainted,  for  J 
was  before  my  fHend  Gay's  time — that  if  a  ms 
had  risen  in  his  place,  and  said  that  he  regrettc 
to  inform  the  house  that  there  was  an  HonourabI 
Member  in  the  last  stage  of  convulsions  in  th 
Lobby,  and  that  the  Honourable  Member's  nam 
was  Pitt,  the  approbation  would  have  been  vocifc 
reus." 

This  postponement  of  the  point,  put  Florence  i 
aflutter;  and  she  looked  from  Cousin  Feenix  t 
Walter,  in  increasing  agitation. 

•My  love,"  said  Walter,  *•  there  ia  nothing  th 
matter." 

**  There  is  nothing  the  matter,  upon  my  honour, 
said  Cousin  Feenix ;  **  and  I  am  deeply  distresse 
at  being  the  means  of  causing  you  a  moment's  un 
easiness.  I  b^  to  assure  vou  that  there  is  nothinj 
the  matter.  The  favour  that  I  have  to  ask  is,  sim 
ply — ^but  it  really  does  seem  so  exceeding  singula] 
that  I  should  be  in  the  last  degree  obliged  to  m 
friend  Gay  if  he  would  have  the  ffoodness  to  brea 
the-^in  point  of  fact,  the  ice,'*  said  Cousin  Feenij 

Walter  thus  appealed  to,  and  appealed  to  no  les 
in  the  look  that  Florence  turned  towards  him,  said 

**  Mv  deareift,  it  la  no  more  than  this.  That  yoi 
will  ride  to  London  with  this  gentleman,  whoii 
yon  know.'* 

••  And  my  friend  Gay,  also— I  beg  your  pardon ! 
interrupted  Cousin  Feenix. 

*'— And  with  me— and  make  a  visit  somt 
•where." 

•To  whom  t"  asked  ploreilce,  looking  from  on 
to  the  other. 

•If  I  might  entreat,"  said  Cousin  Feenix,  **  the 
you  would  not  press  for  an  answer  to  that  questiox 
I  would  ventuie  to  take  the  liberty  of  making  th 
^uest" 

•  Do  you  know,  Walter  ?"  aaid  Florence. 
•Yes." 
•Aiid  think  it  right?" 

•  Yes.  Only  because  I  am  sure  that  you  would 
too.  *  Though  there  may  be  reasons  I  very  wel 
understand,  which  make  it  better  that  nothing  mor< 
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And  rising  quietly,  and  glancing  at  tbom  with  a, 
look  that  was  a  little  alarmed  but  perfectly  confid« 
ing,  left  the  room. 

When  she  came  hack,  ready  to  hear  them  com* 
f>any,  they  were  talking  together,  gravely,  at  the 
wioAow ;  and  Florence  could  not  but  wonder  what 
the  topic  was,  that  had  made  them  so  well  ac« 
quainted  in  so  short  a  time*.  She  did  not  wonder 
at  the  look  ofpride  and  love  with  >rhich  her  hus« 
band  broke  on  aa  she  entered;  ff>r  she  never  paw 
him,  but  that  rested  on  her. 

**  J  will  leave,**  said  Cousin  Feeniz,  **  a  card  fov 
my  friend  Dombey,  sincerely  trusting  that  he  will 
pick  up  health  and  strength  with  every  returning 
hour.  And  I  hope  my  j&iend  Dombey  will  do  me 
the  favour  to  consider  me  a  man  who  haa  a  devilish 
warm  admiration  of  his  character,  ^  in  point  of 
fact,  a  British  merchant  and  a  devilish  upright 
gentleman.  My  place  in  the  country  is  in  a  most 
confounded  state  of  dilapidation,  but  if  my  iriepd 
Dombey  should  require  a  change  of  air,  and  would 
take  up  his  quarters  there,  he  would  find  it  a  re- 
markably healthy  spot  —  as  it  need  be,  for  it*8 
amazingly  dulL  If  my  friend  Dombey  sunera  from 
bodily  weakness,  and  would  allow  me  to  recom- 
mend what  has  frequently  done  myself  good,  as  a 
man  who  has  been  extremely  queer  at  times,  and 
who  lived  pretty  freely  in  the  davs  when  men  lived 
very  freely,  I  should  say,  let  it  be  in  point  of  fact 
the  yolk  of  an  egi[,  beat  up  with  sugar  and  nutmeg, 
in  a  glass  of  sherry,  and  taken  in  the  morning  wiu 
a  slice  of  dry  toast  Jackson,  who  kept  the  bozinff- 
rooms  in  Bond^street — ^man  of  very  tuperiorjuan. 
fications,  with  whose  reputation  my  friend  Gay  is 
no  doubt  acquainted  —  used  to  toention  that  in 
training  for  the  ring  they  substituted  rum  for 
sherry.  I  should  recommend  sherry  in  this  case, 
on  account  of  my  friend  Dombey  being  in  an  in- 
valided condition;  which  might  occasion  rum  to 
fly — in  point  of  fact  to'  his  head — and  throw  Iw 
into  a  devil  of  a  state.'* 

Of  all  this.  Cousin  Feeniz  delivered  himself  with 
an  obviously  nervous  and  discomposed  air.  Then, 
giving  his  arm  to  Florence,  and  puttinfl^  the  strongs 
est  possible  constraint  upon  his  wilful  legs  which 
seemed  determined  to  go  out  into  the  garden,  be 
led  her  to  the  door,  and  handed  h^  into  a  carriage 
that  was  ready  for  her  reception. 

Walter  entered  after  him,  and  they  drove  away. 

Their  ride  was  siz  or  eight  miles  long.  When 
they  drove  through  certain  dull  and  statdy  strqeis, 
lying  westward  in  Loudon,  it  wss  growing  dusk. 
Florence  had,  by  this  time,  put  her  hand  in  Wal- 
ter** ;  and  was  looking  very  earnestly,  and  with 
increasing  agitaUop,  into  every  neyr  street  into 
which  they  turneo. 

When  the  carriage  stopped^  at  las^  before  that 
house  in  Brook-street,  where  her  father's  unhappy 
marriage  had  been  celebrated,  Florence  said, 
"Walter,  what  is  this?  Who  is  here?**  Walter 
cheering  her,  and  not  replying,  she  glance4  up  at 
the  house-front,  and  saw  that  all  the  windows  were 
shut,  as  if  it  were  uninhabited.  Cousin  Feenif 
had  by  this  time  alighted,  and  was  offering  hif 
hand. 

"Are  you  not  coming,  Walter  7*» 

"  N<v  I  will  remain  here^  Don't  trambl*  I  there 
it  nothing  te  fear,  dearest  Florence.** 

"  I  know  that,  Walter,  with  you  so  near.  I  am 
sure  of  that,  but ** 

The  door  was  softly  opened,  without  any  knock. 


brown  thao  efver,  it.  iafsn^^  jte  bsifs  Ims  fhot  up 
frqm  the  wedding.4ay»  •nd  ,U>  hvi»  hmxM  dark* 
nesfi  and  satjP^M  over  fiifxco, 

l^iorence  ascended  the  du^ky  jrtaiiiCMe,  tmtt- 
Uing;  and  stopped,  with  heir  eoBducter,  si  the 
drawing-room  door.  He*  opfoed  it,  witiioot  ipsak. 
ing,  and  signed  ^  entreaty  to  Jbter  te  admoe  into 
the  inner  room,  while  .he  remained  tbcve^  IV 
.rence,  aflqr  hesiteUnff  4A  instaiitt  oompiUed. 

Sitting  bv  ihe  window  M  «  t^bk,  wbery  ste 
seemed  to  have  been  writing  or  dmwing,  v»n 
lady,  whose  head,  turned  aw«y  Uwvards  the  dfrng 
light,  w^  resting  on  her  hand.  Flonnce  id- 
vancing,  douhtfuily,  at  once  stpod  still,  «•  if  abs 
had  iost.the  power  of  ^iqti^i^  Tb»  lady  Innad 
iuet  head. 

"  Great  Heaving  !**  ibe  mdt  ^  what  is  this  T 

"  Ko,  no  !**  cri^d  florence,.shriniui«  hack  as  sbe 
rose  up,  and  putting  out  he<  h«»d8.l(i.ke0p  hsr  ci. 
"Mamma!** 

They  stood  looking  at  eaeh  other.  Fssmb  and 
pride  had  worn  it,  but  It  was  the  ikce  of  fiiiUi,anl 
beautiful  and  stably  yet  It  wsa  tfao  fiuw  of  Fk- 
rence,  and  through  all  the  testified  avoiduee  it 
expressed,  there  vw  pity  ui  it,  eotrow,  a  grateful 
tender  mc^nory*  On  each  faoe^  wooder  ud  to 
were  painted  vividly;  each,  so  still  aad  siknt, 
looking  at  the  other  over  the  Ueck  golf  of  the 
irrevocable  past. 

Florence  was  the  f|rst  tt  ehange.  Bonding  into 
tears,  she  said,  from  her  full  heart,  "OMaonw. 
Mamma !  whv  do  we  meet  like  this  ?  '  Why  «cn 
you  ever  kii^d  to  me  when  tiieffe  va«  bo  one  tin, 
that  we  should  meet  like  thief* 

Edith  stood  before  her,  dumb  B|id  jnOlk»ltfk 
Her  eyes  were  fized  upon  her  f^BB^ 

"  I  dare  not  think  of  that,**  said  Floranoe,  "I  as 
come iromPe^*8  sickbed.  WearoBOvereaan^ 
now ;  we  never  shall  bo,  any  move.  If  you  wow 
have  me  ask  his  pardon,  I  will  do  it«  KanoM.  I 
am  almoet  sure  he  will  grant  it  now,  ii  I  ask  hM^ 
Mfky  Heaven  grant  it  to  you,  too,  and  eaoM 
you  I** 

She  answered  not  a  word. 

"Walter-*!  am  manied  to  him,  aad  vre  bti«  « 
son'*--sai4  Florence,  timidly, "  is  at  the  door,  aad 
has  brought  me  here,  I  will  tcJl  blm  fhatyou  aie 
repentsBt ;  that  you  are  chaogad,**  said  FMrsn*^ 
lookiog  moomfriUy  upon  her ;  "  end  he  wiB  spesk 
to  Papa  with  me,  1  know.  Is  there  aaytbing  ^ 
this  that  I  oen  do?'* 

Edith,  breaking  her  silence,  wilkoait  movieg  ^ 
or  limb,  answered  slowly : 

"Thp  staiil  upon  your  name,  opon  ymr  kj» 
band's,  on  yodr  child*a.  WiU  tiMil  ever  be  fti^ 
given,  Florepoe  ?'* 

"WiU  it  ev«r  be,  Mamme?    K  is!    Vte^ 
freely,  both  by  Walter  and  by  me.    IT  that  is  of 
consolation  to  yon,  there  is  nothnig  thai  yea  im^ 
believe  more  certainly.    Yoa  do  Boi«-yaii  do  wAi 
{altered  Florence, "  sfwak  of  Papa;  but  I  am  •«• 

[>u  wish  that  I  should  ask  him  for  his  ftrgivanssa 

am  sure  yon  dp^*' 

She  answered  not  a  wont 

"I  WiU !*'  Mid Floranoe.  "I  win  bring  iiys«i 
if  you  will  let  me;  and  then,  perhaps,  wo  o^ 
take  leave  cf  each  other,  more  h1^  vAtX  we  am 
to  be  to  000  eootfaer.  I  have  tuH,**  said  rl* 
rence  very  gently,  and  drawing  nearer  to  iwij 
"I  have  not  sbmnk  back  from  ybn,  MaaMi 
because  I  ftar  you,  or  becnaee  I  dreaa  to  he  d» 
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li»e.  B«t  I  neier  (San  target  that  ye*  wew  T«i;y 
nod  10  nw.  Qfa,  pny.  to  HnT«ii,**  eiied  FkMrenQtt, 
wtiiir  «tt  ii«r  bQioin«  ^  pray  to  Hoaveo,  MunaM, 
to  mm  yea  aH  this  sin  and  «hjune,«ttd  to  forgive 
IM  if  I  oaaiMt  help  doing  this  .(^  it  is  wrong), 
vfaen  I  remember  what  yoo  med  to  be  T' 

£ditli,aaif  alte  fefl  beneath  her  touch,  annk  down 
nhee  Jtiiaef,  and  caught  her  round  the  neelc. 

"Rorence !"  ehe  cried.  ••  My  better  angel  1  Bo- 
kmlua  mad  again,  beibie  my  atnbbornneas  comes 
hA  tnd  .itnkee  me  dumb,  beliere  me,  npon  my 
fooi  I  am  ionocent  !** 


''Gailty  of  much !  Oailty  of  that  whidi  eeti  a 
aub  betaraen  oe  evermoce.  GuUty  of  what  nuMt 
jepvito  ma,  throii^h  the  whole  remainder  of  my 
life,  from  purity  and  innooeaoe -^  fiom  yon,  of  all 
'the  avtb.  Ghulty  of  a  blind  and  pnaaiomOe  reaent. 
mi,  of  which  I  da  not,  oantiot,  will  not,  even 
Bov, repent;  bnt  not  guilty  with  that  dead  man. 
&«wGod!'» 

Ilppn  ber  knees  upon  the  groand,  ahe  held  np 
Wi  her  hands,  and  swore  it 

"Aaeeiice  P'  she  said,  "*  porest  and  beat  of  na- 
JHtir-whom  I  love-^who  might  have  changed  me 
"HHmsnd  did  for  a  time  work  some  change 
fttta  the  woman  that  I  am,— believe  me,  I  am 
"■"ttot  of  that ;  and  onoe  more,  on  my  deaoUte 
"ut,  let  me  ky  this  dear  head,  to  the  last 
naer* 

J3be  wu  movnd  and  weeping.    Had  she  been 
"w  thus  in  older  days,  she  had  been  happier 

*Tbeia  is  nothing  ebe  in  all  the  wwld,**  she 
■H  '*Uiat  would  have  wning  denial  from  me.  No 
h*^  no  hatred,  no  hope,  no  threat  I  said  that  I 
*^die,  and  make  no  sign.  I  conld  have  done 
%ttd  I  Would,  if  we  had  never  met,  Florence.*' 

"limit,**  said  ooostn  Fees  is,  amfciing  in  at  the 
^uid  ipeaking,  half  in  the  room,  and  half  cat 
*ir'*lhat  my  lovely  and  accomplished  relative 
2J~^QMa  my  having,  by  a  little  stvatagem,  efibct- 
^J^meeting.  I  eannot  say  that  I  was,  4t  first, 
jWlyineredidons  as  to  the  poeeibiiitf  of  my  lovely 
g«  MeompliAed  relative  having,  very  uniitrtn. 
N^»ocmmitted  herself  with  the  deceased  person 
y  *hite  teeth ;  heeaose,  in  point  of  laot,  one 
P»  lee, in  this  world-* which  is  remarkable  (hr 
Byh  strange  arrangements,  and  for  beingr  de- 
*'*^/  the  numt  anintelligible  tfaio^  within  a 
****«  experience  —  very  odd  eonjuncCions  of  that 
^  But,  as  I  meutioned  to  my  friend  Dombey, 
'  ^U  not  admit  the  criminality  of  my  lovely  and 
^^plished  relative  antil  it  was  perfectly  estab- 
^^  And  feeling,  when  the  deceased  person 
^  in  point  of  ikct,  destroyed  in  a  devilish  hor- 
"'^  manner,  that  her  position  was  a  very  painful 
"'^"'Uid  feeling  besides  that  our  family  had  been 
^^^  to  blame  in  not  paying  more  attention  to 
^1  and  that  we  are  a  careless  family  —  and  also 
>w  my  aunt,  though  a  devilish  lively  woman,  had 
2[[°apB  not  been  the  very  best  of  mothers— I  took 
«  liberty  of  tmekmg  her  in  Franca,  uid  oflbring 
2^*Qch  proteetion  as  a  man  very  much  eut  at 
Iwivs  Could  nffer.  Upon  which  oocasion,  my 
^ty  twi  acocMUptished  rehitive  did  me  the  hononr 
*^I»ieai  thai  ahe  believed  I  waa,  in  my  way,  a 
rw  good  aort  of  fellow ;  and  that  therefera  she 
J'^wsdf  under  my  protection*  Whieh  in  point 
■MI  understood  to  be  a  kind  thing  on  the  part 
l^y  bvely  and  accomplished  relative,  as  I  mm 


Bdtth,  who  had  taken  Florence  to  a  sofe,  made  a 
gesture  with  her  hand  aa  If  ahe  Would  have  begged 
him  to  say  no  mote. 

^  My  lovely  and  aQCovpliobed  reUtive,**  resumed 
Cousin  Feenix,  still  ambling  about  at  the  door^ 
**  will  exense  mo  if;  for  her  satisfaction,  and  my 
own,  and  that  of  my  friend  Dombey,  whose  lovely 
and  aeoompliehed  daoshtcr  we  so  much  admire,  I 
Qomptete  tbe  thread  of  my  observations.  She  will 
remember  that,  iimm  tbe  first  she  end  I  have  never 
alluded  to  the  subject  of  her  elopement  My  im- 
pnession,  certainly,  has  always  been,  that  there  was 
a  mystery  in  the  affair  which  she  oould  explain  if 
so  inclined.  Bnt  my  lovely  and  accomplished  re* 
lativo  being  a  devilish  resolute  woman,  I  knew 
that  ahe  was  not,  in  pdni.of  feet,  to  be  trifled  with, 
and  therefore  did  not  involve  myself  in  any  discus- 
sions. But,  observing  lately,  that  her  accesaiUe 
point  did  appear  to  be  a  very  strong  deacription  of 
tenderness  for  the  daughter  of  my  niend  Dombey, 
it  oocurred  to  me  tiiat  if  I  Oould  faring  about  a 
meeting,  uoezpectsd  on  both  aides,  it  might  lead  to 
beneficnLl  results.  Therefore,  we  being  in  London, 
in  the  present  private  way,  before  ffoing  to  the 
South  of  Italy,  there  to  establish  ourselves,  in  point 
effect,  until  we  go  to  our  long  homes,  which  is  a 
devilish  disagreeable  reflection  for  a  man,  I  applied 
myself  to  ths  discovery  of  the  residence  of  my 
friend  Gay  —  handsome  man  of  an  nncommonly 
feank  disposition,  who  is  probably  known  to  my 
lovely  and  accomplished  relative— «nd  had  the  hap* 
piness  of  bringhig  his  amiable  wife  to  the  present 
plaoe.  And  now,"  said  Cousin  Feenix,  with  a  real 
and  genuine  earnestness  shining  through  the  levity 
of  his  manner  and  his  slipshod  speech,  **  I  do  con- 
jure my  relative,  not  to  stop  half  way,  but  to  set 
right  aa  far  as  she  can,  what  she  has  done  wrong 
•— 4iot  for  the  honour  of  her  femily,  not  for  her  own 
feme,  not  for  any  of  those  considerations  which 
unfortunate  circumstaBoes  have  induced  ber  to  re- 
gard, as  hollow,  and  in  point  of  fact,  as  approach- 
ing to  hnmbug  •—  but  because  it  w  wrong,  and  not 
right** 

Cousin  Feenix's  legs  consented  to  take  him  away 
after  this ;  and  leaving  them  alone  togethdr,  he  shut 
the  door. 

Edith  remained  silent  for  some  minutes^  with 
Florence  sitting  close  beside  her.  Then  she  took 
from  her  bosom  a  sealed  paper. 

**  I  debated  with  myself  a  long  time,**  she  said 
in  a  low  voice,  **  whether  to  write  this  at  aU,  in  casp 
of  dying  suddenly  or  by  accident,  and  feeling  the 
want  of  it  npon  me.  I  have  deliberated,  ever  since, 
when  and  how  to  destroy  it  Take  it,  Florence. 
The  truth  is  written  in  it" 

**  Is  it  for  Papa  ?**  asked  Florence. 

"  It  is  for  whom  you  will,'*  she  answered.  *•  It 
ia  given  to  yoo,  and  is  obtained  by  you.  He  never 
could  have  had  it  otherwise.** 

Again  they  sat  silent,  in  the  deepening  darkness. 

**  Mamma,"  said  Florence,  **  he  has  kwt  his  for- 
tune ;  he  has  been  at  tbe  point  of  death ;  he  may 
not  recbvnr,  even  now'.  Is  there  ariy  word  thnt  i 
shall  say  to  hna  from  yon  7" 

M  Did  yon  tell  me,**  aaked  Edith,  **  that  you  were 
very  dear  to  him  f  ** 

**  Yes  !**  said  Florence,  in  a  thrillhig  voice. 

*<TelI  him  I  am  sorry  that  we  erer  met** 

**  K^  men  1"  said  Florence  after  w  pause.    . 

*'TeIl  him,  if  he  asks,  that  I  do  not  repent  of 
wtnit  I  have  done  — not  yet^-fer  if  it  Were  to  do 
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6h«  stopped.  Tfaera  was  •oaietbiiicr  ki  the  sildnt 
touch  of  Plorence'e  hand  that  stopped  her.' 

"  — But  that  being:  a  changed  man,  he  knows, 
now,  it  would  never  t)e.  Tell  him  I  wish  it  neVer 
had  been." 

•*  May  I  say,"  said  Florence,  "  that  you  grieved 
to  hear  of  the  auctions  he  has  sufiered  ?" 

**  Not,**  she  replied,  **  if  they  have  taught  him  ihat 
his  daughter  is  very  dear  to  him.    He  will  not 

Sieve  for  them  himself,  one  day,  if  they  have 
euffht  that  lesson,  Florence.'* 

**  You  wish  well  to  him,  and  would  have  him 
happy.  I  am  sore  you  would!*'  said  Florence. 
**Oh !  let  roe  be  able,  if  I  have  the  occasion  at  some 
Aiture  time,  to  say  so  T 

Edith  sat  with  her  dark  eyes  gazing  steadfastly 
before  her,  ind  did  not  reply  until  Florence  h^d  re- 
peated her  entreaty ;  when  she  drew  her  hand  within 
her  arm,  and  said,  with  the  same  thoughtfbl  gaie 
upon  the  night  outside : 

**  Tell  him  that  if,  in  bis  own  present,  he  oan  find 
any  reason  to  coropassiooate  my  past,  I  sent  word 
that  I  asked  him  to  do  so.  Tell  him  that  if,  in  his 
own  present,  he  can  find  a  leason  to  think  less  bit- 
•  teriy  of  me,  I  asked  him  to  do  so.  Tell  him,  that, 
dead  as  we  are  to  one  another,  never  more  to  meet 
on  this  side  of  eternity,  he  knows  there  is  one  feel- 
ing in  common  between  ns  now,  that  there  never 
was  before." 

Her  sternness  seemed  to  yield,  aad  there  were 
tears  in  her  dark  eyes. 

"*  I  trust  myself  to  that,"  she  said,  ••  for  his  better 
thoughts  of  me,  and  mine  of  him.  When  he  loves 
his  Florence  moet,  he  wiH  hate  me  least.  When 
be  is  most  prood  and  happy  in  her  and  her  ehiU 
dren,  he  will  be  moet  repeotaiU  of  his  own  part  in 
the  dark  vision  of  our  married  lifo.  At  that  time, 
I  will  be  repentant  toc^^let  him  know  it  then-^and 
think  that  when  I  thought  so  much  of  all  the 
eauses  that  had  made  me  what  I  was,  I  needed  to 
have  allowed  more  for  the  causes  that  had  made 
him  what  he  was.  I  will  tr^,  then,  to  forgive  him 
his  share  of  blame.  Let  him  try  to  forgive  me 
mine !" 

**  Oh  Mamma !"  said  Florence.  **  How  it  li  j;htens 
my  heart,  even  in  such  a  meeting  and  parting,  to 
hear  this!" 

**  Strange  words  in  my  own  ears,"  said  Edith, 
**  and  foreign  to  the  sound  of  my  own  voice !  But 
even  if  I  hiad  been  the  wretched  creature  I .  have 
given  him  occasion  to  believe  me,  I  think  I  could 


hiive  said  tlieip  tttll,  hearing  that  yetf  snd  hs  wen 
very  dear  to  one  another.  Let  him,  when  yon  an 
dearest,  ever  feel  that  be  is  most  forbearing  inhii 
thooghta  of  me  —that  I  am  most  forbsaring  m  m) 
thoughts  of  him !  Those  are  the  last  vordt  I  weni 
him !    Now,  goed-hye,  my  lifo !" 

She  clasped  her  in  her  arms,  and  sesmed  to  prai 
out  all  her  woman^s  soul  of  love  and  tendernsstal 


''This  kiss  for  pur  child'  These  kiase^ftri 
blessing  on  your  bead  I  My  own  dear  Flortoo« 
my  sweet  girl,  farewell !" 

••  To  meet  again !"  cried  Florence. 

«*  Never  again!  Never  again!  Whenyoelttn 
me  in  this  dark  room,  think  that  yon  have  left  m 
in  the  grave.  Remember  only  that  I  wu  boee 
and  that  I  loved  you!" 

And  Florenee  left  her,  seeing  her  iaee  no  moN 
hot  accompanied  by  her  emhsaoes  and  eazessei  ti 
the  last 

Cousin  Feeniz  met  her  at  the  door,  and  took  hi 
dpwn  to  Walter  in  the  dii^  dining-raoa^  tqrai 
whose  shoulder  she  laid  her  head  weeping. 

**  I  am  devilttb  soxry,"  said  Consin  Fesnii,  lift 
ing  his  wristbands  to  hie  eyea  in  the  simpM  n"' 
ner  poesihle,  and  without  the  least  oooeeilfsasl 
**  that  the  lovely  and  aocompUsbed  daughter  dt  nq 
friend  Dombey  and  amiable  wife  of  my  Iriend  (ky 
ahould  have  bad  her  aeasittve  nature  so  viry  offd 
distressed  and  cut  up  by  the  interview  which  is  jvi 
eoHciuded*  But  I  Isope  and  trust  I  have  acted  f» 
the  best,  and  that  my  hanonrable  ^end  I^N 
will  find  his  mind  relieved  hj  the  disclosoresvhid 
have  taken  place.  I  exceedingly  himeat  thtl  va 
friend  Dombey  should  have  got  himself  ia  poiita 
faet,  into  the  devirs  own  state  of  oonglomenliQa^ 
an  alliaace  with  our  family ;  but  am  slx^^i^*: 
opinion  that  if  it  hadn't  been  ior  the  ioMW 
sootmdrel  Barker-^ man  with  white  teeth— 0*7' 
thinff  would  have  pfene  on  prettjr  amoothlv.  b>* 
gard  to  my  relatioa  who  doee  me  the  honov  ti 
have  formed  an  onoommonlj  good  opinion c(^ 
eeli;  I  can  assure  the  amiable  wifo  of  flay  iM 
Gay,  that  she  may  rely  on  Bay  bsinf,  in  V^z 
fiict,afathertoher.  And  in  regard  to  the  eha^gl 
of  human  lifo,  and  the  ej[traonlinafy  BMOOtf  j 
which  we  are  perpetuaUy  oooducting  oonalveij 
I  can  nay  ia,  with  my  friend  Sbakep^re— «iiB|rti 
wasn't  for  an  a^  but  for  all  time,  and  with  «mJ 
my  friend  Gay  is  no  doubt  aeqvainted— thit  iK' 
like  the  shadow  of  a  ilreain." 
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•  A  BoTTfii  that  has  been  long  excluded  from  the 
light  of  day,  and  is  hoary  with  duet  and  cobwebs, 
has  been  brought  into  the  sunshine ;  and  the  golden 
wine  within  it  sheds  a  lustre  on'the  table. 

It  is  the  last  bottle  of  the  old  Madeira. 

**  You  are  quite  right«  Mr.  Gilla,"  says  Mr.  Dom. 
bey.  *^This  is  a  very  rare  and  most  delicious 
wine." 

The  Captain,  who  is  of  the  party,  balms  wHh 
iov.     Th«r«  {«  a  verv  halo  of  deliflrht  round  hi« 


**We  aiwavs  promised  ovrMlvea,  Sir," 
Mr.  Gills,  ««Ned  and  mynel^  I  mean--" 

Mr.  Dombey  nods  at  the  Captain,  who  sUM 
more  and  more  with  apecchiesa  gratifieataon. 

-^that  we  wonU  drink  thi%  one  dayer  dM 
to  Walter  safo  at  home:  though  snch  a  honsi 
never  thouflht  of.  If  yon  don't  ol^ect  Is  ^  d 
whim^  Sir,  let  us  devote  this  first  ghua  le  WaM 
and  hia  wifo." 

"Ta  Wftltar  nnA  htn  %r*fe!" 
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*•  To  Walter  and  hia  wife  !**  siys  Mr.  Toott. 

**  To  WaPr  and  hii  wift  !'*  exolaims  the  Gaptain. 
Hooroar !"  and  the  captain  ezhibiUa)|^  a  slton|f 
leaire  to  dink  his  glmsB  arainat  Mine  other  ^Um, 
Ar.  Donibey,  with  a  ready  hand,  htricb  oat  his.  The 
there  foYiow;  and  there  is  a  blithe  and  merry 
■pgin^,  aa  of  a  Ihtb  peal  of  marriage'  bells. 

Othet  bvied  wine  grows  older,  as  the  old  .Ma. 
^if  a  did  in  its  lime ;  uid  dost  and  cobwebs  thicken 
ti  the  bottles. 

Mr.  Dombey  is  a  white-haired  gentleman,  wboee 
ace  bears  heayy  marks  of  care  and  suffering ;  bat 
hey  are  traces  of  a  storm  that  has  passed  on  for 
ver,  and  left  the  clear  evening  in  its  track. 

Ambitbas  projects  trouble  him  no  more.  His 
oly  pride  is  in  bis  daughter  and  lier  husband.  He 
raa  a  silent,  thougbttfiil,  qniet  manner,  and  is  al- 
iraye  with  hia  du^hter.  Miss  Tox  is  not  unfre. 
:iiently  of  the  timily  party,  and  is  qoite  devoted  to 
I,  and  a  peat  favourite.  Her  admiration  of  her 
nee  statefy  patron  is,  and  has  been  ever  since  the 
Eaorning  of  her  shock  in  Princess*  Pis.ce,  platonic, 
lat  pot  weakened  in  the  least. 

Nothing  has  drifled  to  him  from  the  wreck  of 
LIS  fortunes,  hot  a  certain  annual  earn  that  comes 
le  knows  not  how,  with  an  earnest  entreaty  that 
le  will  notseek  Co  discover,  and  with  the  assurance 
bat  it  is  a  debt,  and  an  act  of  reparation.  He  haa 
K»nsnlted  with  his  old  clerk  about  this,  who  is  dear 
t  may  be  honourably  accepted,  and  haa  no  doabt  it 
irises  oat  of  acme  £)rgotten  transaction  in  the  times 
)f  the  old  House. 

That  haxeL-eyed  bachdor,  a  bachelor  no  more,  is 
narried  now,  and  to  the  sister  of  the  greyhaired 
Funior.  He  visits  his  old  chief  sometimes,  but  sel. 
lorn.  There  is  a  reason  in  the  grey-haired  Junior^s 
listory,  and  yet  a  stronger  reason  in  his  name, 
vhy  he  should  keep  retired  from  his  old  employer ; 
ind  as  he  lives  with  his  sister  and  her  husband, 
iiejrparUcipate  in  that  retirement  Walter  sees 
hem  sooietimes^Flocence  too— and  the  pleasant 
louso  resounds  with  profound  duets  arranged  <br 
hm  Piano-Forte  and  Violoncello,  and  with  the  la. 
x>ars  of  Harmonions  Blacksmiths. 

And  haw  goes  the  wooden  Midshipman  in  these 
»banged  days?  Why,  here  he  still  is,  right  leg 
bremost,  hard  at  work  upon  the  hackney  cbacbes, 
md  more  on  the  alert  than  ever,  being  newly 
minted  from  his  cocked  bat  to  his  buckled  shoes} 
md  ap  above  him,  in  golden  characters,  these 
lames  shbie  refulgent,  Gillb  amd  Gottls. 

Not  another  stroke  of  bnsiness  does  the  Midship, 
nan  achiore  beyond  his  usual  easy  trade.  But 
hey  do  say,  iaactrcnit  of  some  haltoile  round 
he  blue  ambKlla  in  Leadenhall  Market,  that  some 
►f  Mr.  6ill8*s  old  investments  are  coming  out 
i^onderfiilly  well;  and  that  instead  of  being  behind 
he  time  in  those  respects,  aa  he  auppoaed,  Ke  was, 
n  truth,  a  little  before  it,  and  had  to  wait  the  ful- 
less  of  the  lirao  and  the  design.  The  whisper  is 
hat  Mr.  GiJls'u  money  has  begun  to  turn  itself,  and 
hat  it  Is  turnbig  itself  over  and  over  pretty  briskly. 
:^rtain  it  is  thajt,  standing  at  his  shop-door,  in  his 
offeccoloured  Huit,  with  his  chronometer  in  his 
iocket,  and  his  t  |ectacles  on  his  forehead,  be  donH 
ppear  to  break  .  lis  heort  at  customers  not  coming, 
«t  looks  very  jc  ^ial  and  contented,  though  ftdl  as 
aisty  as  of  yore.   \ 

As  to  his  parU  r,  Captain  Cottle,  tfiere  is  a  fic- 
(on  Ot  a  bosinesB  in  the  CaDtain**  mind  which  in 


of  the  Midshipman's  importance  to  the  commerce 
and  navigation  of  the  country,  as  he  could  pottsibly 
be,  if  no  ship  left  the  port  of  London  witliout  the 
Midshipman's  assistance.  His  delight  in  his  own 
name  over  the  door,  is  iiiezhauetible.  He  crosses 
the  street,  twenty  times  a^ay,  to  look  at  it  from  the 
other  side  of  the  way';  and  invariably  says,  on 
these  occasions,  **Ed*ard  Cuttle,  my  lad,  if  your 
mother  could  ha*  knofr'd  as  as  you  would  ever  be 
a  man  o*  science,  the  good  old  creetur  would  ha' 
been  took  aback  indeed !" 

But  here  is  Mr.  Toots  descending  on  the  Mid- 
shipmtn  with  violent  rapidity,  and  Mr.  Toots*8 
face  ie  very  red  as  he  bursts  into  the  little  parlour. 

"Captain  Gills,"  says  Mr. Tools,  "and  Mr.  Sols, 
I  am  happy  to  inform  ^ou  that  Mrs.  Toots  has  had 
an  increase  to  her  fimnily." 

^  And  it  does  her  credit  !**  cries  the  Captain. 

••  I  give  you  joy,  Mr.  TooU !"  says  old  Sol. 

"Thank'ee,"  chuckles  Mr.  Toots,  "I'm  very 
much  obliged  to  yon.  I  know  that  you'd  bcfflad 
to  hear,  and  so  I  came  down  myself.  We're 
poaitively  getting  on,  yon  know.  There*s  Florence, 
and  Susan,  and  now  here's  another  little  stranger." 

**  A  iemale  stranger !"  inquires  the  Captain. 

**  Yes,  Captain  Gills,"  says  Mr.  Toots,  •'and  I'm 
gkd  of  it.  The  oftener  We  can  repeat  that  most 
extraordinary  woman,  my  opinion  is,  the  better !" 

**  Stand  by !"  says  the  Captain,  turning  to  the  old 
cascbotUe  with  no  throat  — for  it  is  evening,  and 
the  Midshipman's  usual  moderate  provisions  of 
pipes  and  glasses  is  on  the  board.  **  Here's  to  her, 
and  may  she  have  ever  so  many  more  2" 

"Tbank'ee  Captain  Gills,"  says  the  delighted 
Mr.  Toota.  **  I  echo  the  sentiment.  If  you'll  allow 
me,  as  my  so  doing  cannot  be  unpleasant  to  any. 
body,  onder  the  circumstanoea,  I  think  I'll  take  a 
pipe." 

Mr.  Toots  begins  to  smoke,  accordingly,  and  in 
the  openness  of  his  heart  is  very  loquacious. 

"Of  all  the  remarkable  instances  that  that  de- 
ligbtAil  woman  has  given  of  her  excellent  sense. 
Captain  Giib  and  Mc.  Sols,"  says  Toots,  "  I  think 
none  is  more  remarkable  than  the  perfection  with 
which  she  haa  understood  my  devotion  tp  Miss 
Dombey." 

Both  his  auditora  aasent 

' "Because,  yon  know,"  says  Mr.  Toots,  " /  have 
never  changed  my  sentiments  towards  Miss  Dom. 
bey.  They  are  the  same  as  ever.  She  is  the  same 
bright  vision  to  me,  at  present,  that  she  was  before 
I  made  Walters's  acquaintance.  When  Mrs.  Toots 
and  myself  first  began  to  talk  of —  in  short,  of  the 
tender  passion,  you  know.  Captain  Gills." 

"  Aye  aye,  my  lad,"  says  the  Captain,  **  as  makes 
us  all  slue  round— > for  which  you'll  overhaul  the 
book—" 

"  I  shaU  certaiuly  do  ao,  Captain  Gills,"  says  M 
Toots,  with  great  earnestness ;  ^  vrfaen  we  first  b* 
gao  to  meraon  each  subjects,  I  explained  that 
was  what  you  may  call  a  Blighted  flower,  ^ 
know." 

The  Captain  approves  of  this  figure  greatly ; 
murmurs  that  no  flower  as  blows,  is  like  the  r 

"  But  Lord  bless  me,"  pursues  Mr.  Toots, 
was  as  entirely  conscious  of  tlie^  state  of  m^ 
ings  as  I  was  myself.    There  was  nothing  I 
tell  her.    She  was  the  only  person  who  could 
stood  between  me  and  the  silent  Tomb,  and  si 
it,  in  a  manner  to  command  my  everlasting  adi 

tion.      Rhe   knnwM  thnl  thprn'a  nnhndv  in  thn  t 
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that  there's  noAhiog  on  earth  I  WoBMn't  do  Ibr  Miib 
Dombey.  She  knows  that  I  consider  her  the  moet 
beautiful,  the  most  amiable^  the  most  angelic  of 
her  sex.  \^bat  is  her  observation  upon  that  ?  The 
perfection  of  sense.  *Mj  dear  ynu're  right  J 
think  so  too.* " 
.  *'And  so  do  I V^  sajs  the  Captain. 

"  So  do  V*  says  Sol  Gills. 

**  Then,"  resumes  Mr.  Tooti^  after  sotne  contem* 
pUtive  pulling  at  his  pipe,  during  winch  his  visage 
has  expressed  the  most  cdntanted  refleotbn,  **  wiwt' 
an  obserrant  woman  my  wife  is !  What  sagacity 
fihe  possesses !  What  remarks  she  makee !  ft  was 
only  Iftst  night,  when  we  were  sitting  in  the  enjoy* 
loent  of  connubial  blifls— which,  npon  my  word  and 
honour,  is  a  feeble  term  U>  express  my  feelings  in 
the  society  of  my  wife — ^that  she  said  bow  remark. 
able  it  was  to  consider  the  present  position  of  our 
friend  Walters.  *  Here,*  observea  my  wife,  'he  is, 
released  from  sea-going,  after  that  first  long  voyage 
with  his  young  bnde*-<-as  yon  know  be  Was,  Mr. 
Sols." 

**  Quite  tme,*'  sayt  the  <Hd  Instniment  Maker, 
mbbint  his  hands. 

*« '  Here  he  is,*  *'  says  mjr  wife,  **  *  released  fVom 
that,  immediately ;  appointed  by  the  same  establish, 
ment  to  a  post  of  great  trutet  and  oonfidence  at 
home ;  showing  himself  again  worthy ;  mounting 
up  the  ladder  with  the  greatest  expedition ;  beloved 
by  every  body ;  assisted  by  hie  uncle  at  the  very 
best  possible  time  of  his  fortunes*  —  which  I  think 
is  tlie  case  Mr.  Sols  7    My  wift  is  always  correct** 

"  Why  yes,  yes— some  of  our  lost  ships,  freighted 
with  gold,  have  come  home,  truly,**  returns  old  Sol, 
laughmg.  **  Small  craft,  Mr.  Tootsy  but  service- 
able to  my  boy  !** 

»  Exactly  so  •'*  says  Mr.  Toots.  "  You  *U  never 
find  my  wife  wrong.  '  Here  he  is,*  says  that  meet 
remarkable  woman,  *  so  situated,  —  and  what  fol- 
lows ?  What  follows  ?*  observed  Mrs.  TooU.  Now 
pray  remark,  Captain  Gills,  and  Mr.  Sols,  the  depth 
of  my  wife*B  penetration.  *  Why  that,  under  the 
very  eye  of  Mr.  Dombey,  there  is  a  foundation  go- 
ing on,  upon  which  a-*an  Edifice  ;*  that  was  Airs. 
Toots*8  word,**  says  Mr.  Toots  exuUingly,  ***is 
gradually  rising,  perhaps  to  equal,  perhaps  excel, 
that  of  which  he  was  once  the  head,  and  the  small 
•  beginnings  of  which  (a  common  firalt,  bnt  a  bad 
one,  Mrs.  Toots  said)  escaped  his  memory.  Thus,* 
said  my  wife,  *  from  his  daughter,  after  all,  another 
Dombey  and  Son  will  asoend*-<-no  *  rise  ;*  that  was 
Mrs.  Toots*s  word--*  triumphant  i*  ** 

Mr.  Toots,  with  the  assistance  of  his  pipe*-which 
he  is  extremely  glad  to  devote  to  oratorical  pur- 
poses, as  its  proper  use  afieets  him  with  a  very  un- 
^mfortable  sensation  —  does  such  grand  justice  to 

is  prophetic  sentence  of  his  wife*8,  that  the  Cap- 

n,  throwing  away  his  glazed  hat  in  a  state  of  the 

eatest  e^citemrait,  cries : 

*'Sol  GiUs,  you  man  of  scienoe  and  my  oaid 

Abo* 

light  of 
hMbsen 
wine  wit 

ItistI 

"You 
bey.  "I 
wine.** 

ThfrC 
joy.  Ti 
Brlowmff . 


pardncT,  wfiat  did  I  tbVi  Wal'r  to  overhaul  on  tht 
there  nigfht  wheri  he  first  took  to  bnsineto?  Was 
this  iiere  quotation,  *  Turn  again  Wbitthigton  Loi 
Mayor  «f  London,  and  when  you  are  old  you  wi 
never  depart  frbm  it*  Was  it  th«m  words,  S 
Gilts  r 

*«  It  certainly  was,  Ned«**  replied  theOUIastn 
ment  Maker.    **  I  remember  well.** ' 

**TheB  I  tell  yon  what^*'  says  the  Captain,  Im 
ing  baek  in  his  chair,  and  oomposing  his  chest  i 
a  prodigious  roar.  **I*11  give  you  Lovely  Fi 
right  throogii;  and  eland  by,  both  on  yoo,  for  ti 
chorus  r* 

Buried  wine  grows  older,  as  the  old  MadeiFa  di 
in  its  time ;  and  dust  and  cobwebs  thicken  on  ti 
bottles. 

Aotitatt  days  are  shining,  Snd  on  the  sea-baa< 
there  are  often  a  yonng  lady,  and  a  white-hair 
gentleman.  With  tiiem,  or  near  them,  arei  t\ 
children ;  boy  and  girl.  And  an  old  dog  is  gt 
erallv  in  their  company. 

The  white-haired  gentleman  walks  with  tiie  ] 
tie  boy,  talks  with  him,  helps  faim  in  his  .pUy, 
tends  open  him,  watches  him,  as  if  he  wm  1 
object  of  his  life.  If  be  is  tiioughtfttl,  the  vH&i 
haired  gentksman  is  thooghtfui  too ;  and  sometiv 
when  the  chHd  is  sitting  by  his  side,  and  looks 
in  his  fhce,  asking  him  <}neBtion8,  he  takes  the  i 
hand  in  his,  and  holding  it,  forgets  to  maam 
Then  the  child  says : 

**  What,  grandpapa,  am  I  so  like  my  poor  lift 
uncle  again  ?** 

**  Yes,  PanL  But  he  was  weak,  and  joi  a 
very  strong.'* 

"  Oh  yes,  I  am  very  strong.*' 

*«And  he  lay  on  a  litUe  bed  beside  the  ^s. « 
you  can  run  abont*' 

And  so  they  range  away  again,  bnsilyfts  ti 
white-haired  gentleman  likes  best  to  see  ae  cfai 
free  and  stirring;  and  as  they  go  aboot  sgetki 
the  story  of  the  bond  between  them  goes  aont,  m 
follows  theuL 

But  no  one,  except  Florence,  knows  thcMieass 
of  the  white-haired  gentleman^  affisctio  fat  1 
girl.  That  story  never  goes  about  The  Jiild  k 
self  almost  wonders  at  a  certain  seereejbe  k« 
in  it  He  hoards  her  in  his  heart  He  ^«Det  b 
to  see  a  dond  npon  her  faee.  He  canri  beai 
see  her  sit  apart  Ha  fancies  that  she  fee^  a  sK| 
when  there  is  none.  He  steals  away  to  ^k  at  I 
in  her  sleep.  It  pleases  him  to  have  hersMBe,  i 
wake  him  in  the  morning.  He  is  ibnO«t  of 
and  most  loving  to  her,  when  there  is  s  craax 
by«    The  child  says  then,  sometimes : 

**Dear  grandpapa,  why  do  yon  or^hen  ; 
kiseme?** 

He  only  answers  ^Little  Florenee It^iUla   1 
rence  !**  and  smooths  away  tiis  oarls  HAt'^ 
eanieste^eib 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Triei  tnis  no  pciesibitity  of  takinjr  a  walk 
fbat  diiy.  We  had  been  wandering,  indeed,  in 
Ibe  leaflcsa  slirubhery  an  hnur  in  the  morning ; 
^t  ftinee  dinner  (Mrs.  Iletni,  when  there  was 
W>e«Miipanv,  dined  early)  the  cold  winter  wind 
bad  hroiight  wiih  it  cluuds  so  8<imber,  and  a 
rain  an  penetrating,  that  further  out-duor  exer- 
cise was  now  out  uf  the  question. 

I  was  glad  of  it :  I  never  liked  long  walks, 
t8|iccially  cm  chilly  allernouns  :  dreadful  to  me 
Was  the  coming  home  in  the  raw  twilight,  with 
nipiwd  fingt*t8  and  tf»es,  and  a  heart  saddened 
by  the  eludings  of  Uessie,  the  nurse,  and  hum- 
med by  the  mnsciousness  of  my  physical  infe- 
riority 111  Eliza.  John,  and  Georgiana  lleed. 

The  said  Eliza,  John,  and  Ueorgiana  were 
■ow  clustered  round  ihetr  mamma  in  the  draw- 
iftg-rooiu;  alio  lay  reclined  on  a  aofa  hv 
fireside,  and,  with  her  darlings  about  I  ^ 
^  time  neither  quarreling  nor  crying), 
perfeciiy  happy.  Me,  she  had  dispense 
joining  the  group,  saying,  '*She  regrel 
be  under  the  necessity  of  keeping  me  at 
tance;  but  that  until  she  heard  from  Bessie, 
ind  ecHdd  discover  by  her' own  observation  that 
a  Was  endeavoring  in  giMNj  earnest  to  acquire  a 
BMre  sociable  and  cMMlike  disp<^iiion,  a  more 
^tractive  and  spdghily  manner —  something 
■fbter,  frankerr  nMre  na|yfral,  as  it  were — she. 
nally  must  ei^iu(||jne  from  privileges  mtended 
•dy  f«ir  contenCfedTnappy  little  children." 

''What  does^Dessie  say  I  have  donel"  I 
Mked. 

'*Jane,  I  don*t  like  cavilera  or  questioners: 
keaidos,  there  is  something  truly  fojbiddiog  in  a 
^ild  taking  up  her  elders  in  that  manner.  Be 
ieated  somowhere;  and,  until  you  can  speak 
^asantly,  remain  silent." 

A  small  break  fast- room>|djoined  tho  drawing- 
foom :  I  slipped  in  there.  *  It  contained  a  book- 
case :  I  soon  possessed  myself  of  a  volume, 
Uking  care  that  it  should  be  one  stored  with 
pictures.  I  mounted  into  the  window-seat: 
fathering  up  my  feet,  I  sat  cross-legged,  like  a 
Turk ;  and,  having  drawn  the  red  moreen  cur- 
tain nearly  close,  1  was  shrined  in  double  re- 
iiremeiil. 

FuUls  of  scarlet  drapery  shut  in  my  view  to 
(fright  liand  ;  to  the  leA  were  the  clear  panes 
of  glass  protecting,  but  not  se^mraiing,  me  from 
ibe  drtfar  Novemtier  day.  At  intervals,  while 
turning  over  the  leaves  of  my  l>ook,  I  studied 
Ibe  aspect  of  that  winter  allernoon.  Afar  it 
offered  a  pale  blank  of  mist  and  cloud ;  near,  a 
•eene  of  wet  lawn  and  storm-beat  shrub,  with 
Molest  rain  sweeping  away  wildly  before  a 
mg  aod  iamemable  blast 


I  returned  to  my  book— Bewick  a  History  of 
British  Birds :  the  letter-press  t'liereof  I  cared 
little  for,  generally  speaking;  and  yet  tbera 
were  certain  introductory  pages  that,  child  as  ( 
was.  (  could  not  pass  quite  as  i  blank.  They 
were  those  which  treat  of  the  haunts  of  sea- 
fowl  :  of  *'  the  S4ilitary  rocks  an*.!  promonturiee** 
by  them  only  inhabited  ;  of  the  coirst  of  Nor- 
v»*ey.  studded  wiiti  isles  from  its  southern  ez« 
tremity,  the  Lindeness,  or  Naze,  to  the  North 
Cape — 

"  Where  the  Nnrthern  Ocean.  In  vast  ivhirta 
Boiiti  munil  ilie  niikeil.  nielMiictMily  bles 
or  iHrthesl  Tliuie  ;  niid  liie  Atlniuic  raigs 
Puure  in  aiuung  the  sttiriny  lluttrides.** 

Nor  could  I  pase  unnoticed  the  suggestion  of 
the  bleak  shores  of  Lapland,  Silieria,  Spilzber- 
gen,  Nova  Zembia,  Iceland,  Greenland,  with 
**  the  vast  sweep  of  the  Arctic  Zone,  and  tbuso 
forlorn  regions  of  dreary  space — that  reservoir 
[»f  frost  and  snow,  where  firm  fields' of  ice,  the 
iccumulation  «if  centuries  of  winters,  |bixed  in 

Ipine  heights  above  heights,  surroundSie  pole^ 
and  concenter  the  multiplied  rigors  of  extreme 
cfdd/*  Of  tliese  death-white  realms  I  formed 
an  idea  of  my  own— shadowy,  like  all  the  half* 
comprehended  notions  that  float  dim  througli 
children*s  brains,  but  strangely  impressive. 
The  words  in  these  introductory  pages  con- 
nected themselves  with  the  succeeding  vig* 
nets,  and  gave  significance  to  the  rock  stand- 
ing up  alone  in  a  sea  of  billow  and  spray ;  le 
the  broken  btiat  stranded  on  a  desolate  eoast ; 
to  the  cold  and  ghastly  moon  glancing  through 
bars  of  cloud  at  a  wreck  just  sinking. 

I  can  not  tell  what  sentiment  haunted  the 
quiet,  solitary  church-yard  with  its  insortbed 
headstone  ;  its  gale,  its  two  trees,  its  low  hori- 
zon, girdled  by  a  broken  wall,  and  its  newly- 
risen  crescent,  attesting  the  hour  of  eventide. 

The  two  ships  becalmed  on  a  torpid  sea,  I 
believed  to  be  marine  phanLoms. 

Tlie  fiend  pinning  down  the  thiefs  pack  be- 
hind him,  I  passed  over  quickly :  it  was  an  object 
of  terror 

So  was  the  black,  horned  thing  seated  aloof 
on  a  rock,  surveying  a  distant  crowd  surround- 
ing a  gallows. 

Each  picture  told  a  story ;  mysterious  oflea 
to  my  undeveloped  understanding  and  imperfect 
feelings,  yet  ever  profoundly  interesting  :««a 
interesting  as  the  tales  Bessie  soiiiciimes  nar- 
rated on  winter  evenings,  when  she  clianccd  td^ 
he  in  gcNid  humor ;  and  when,  having  brought 
her  ironing-table  to  the  nursery  hearth,  she 
allowed  us  to  sit  about  it,  and  while  she  got  np 
Mrs.  Reeds  lace  frills,  and  crimped  her  night- 
cap borders,  fed  our  eager  attention  with  pate* 
agea  of  hive  and  adventure  taken  from  okl  fairy 
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lalee  and  older  ballads ;  or  (as  at  a  later  period 
I  discovered)  from  the  pages  of  Pamela,  and 
Henry,  Earl  of  Moreland. 

With  Bewick  on  my  knee,  I  was  then  happy : 
happy  at  least  in  my  way.  I  feared  nothing  hut 
interruption,  and  that  came  too  soon.  The 
breakfast-room  duor  opened. 

«'  Doh !  Madam  Mope  !*'  cried  the  voice  of 
John  Reed  ;  then  he  paused :  he  found  the  room 
apparently  empty. 

"Where  the  dickens  is  sheV*  he  continued. 
**  Lizzy,  Georgy  !"  (calling  to  his  sisters)  **  Joan 
is  not  here :  tell  mamma  she  is  run  out  into  the 
ralii-^bad  animal !" 

•♦It  is  well  I  drew  the  cdrtain,**  thought  I; 
BwS  t  wished  fe^rvently  he  might  not  discover 
m^r  hiding-place :  nor  would  John  Reed  have 
found  it  nut  himself ;  he  was  not  quick  either 
of  Vision  or  conception  :  bui  Eliza  just  pot  her 
hca«I  in  at  the  d<iur  and  said  at  once — 

'♦She^is  in  the  window-seat,  to  be  sure, 
Jaif.'V 

Arid  I  came  out  immediately ;  fbr  I  trembled 
«t  the  idea  of  being  dragged  forth  by  the  said 
Jaek. 

••What  do  you  wantT*  I  asked,  with  awk- 
ward diffidence, 


of  him  who  would  presently  deal  it.  I  ^ 
if  he  read  that  notion  in  my  face ;  for,  all  al 
once,  without  speaking,  he  struck  suddenly  and 
strongly.  I  tottered,  and,  on  regaining  my  equi- 
librium, retired  back  a  step  or  two  from  his 
chair. 

•*That  is  for  your  impudence  in  answering^ 
mamma  a  while  since,"  said  he,  ••and  for  youi 
sneaking  way  of  getting  behind  curtains,  and 
fur  the  look  you  had  in  your  eyes  two  oiinates 
since,  you  rat !"  -* 

Accustomed  to  John  Reed*8  abuse,  I  never 
had  an  idea  of  replying  to  it ;  my  care  was  bow 
to  endure  the  blow  which  woidtf  certainly  follow 
the  insult. 

*"  ••  What  were  yon  doing  behind  th6  burtWr* 
he  asked. 

••  I  was  reading." 

••  Show  the  book." 

I  returned  to  the  window  atrd  fetched'' d''' 
thence. 

•'You  have  no  bostness  to  take  our  bodki'l'^ 
you  are  a  dependent,  mamma  says ;  yon  haV^''* 
no  money ;  yodr  father  led  yuu  none ;  yoti 
ought  to  beg,  and  not  to  live  here  with  geintI6- 
men's  children  like  us,  and  eat  the  same  raesdi^ 
we  do,  and  wear  clothes  at  our  mamma's  et^ ' 


•^ Say, 'what  do  you  want.  Master  Reed V  ". 4^ ns6.    Now,  III  teach  you  to  rummage'my^'^ 


wis  the  answer.  ••  I  want  you  to  come  here ;" 
an/f,  seating  himself  in  an  armchair,  he  inti- 
mitteil  by  a  gesture  that  I  was  to  approach  and 
aUind'hefore  him. 

J^hn'Reed  was  a  school-boy  of  fourteen  years 
olS-^— fourvears  older  than  I,  for  I  was  but  ten — 
laij^^^i^nv stout  for  his  age,  with  a  dingy  and 
nnwfmlcibme  skin ;  thick  lineaments  in  a  spa- 
ci^Qs  visage,  heavy  limbs  and  large  extremities. 
Wg^t^fiil  himself  habitually  at  table,  which 
ni^  hiin  bilious,  and  gave  him  a  dim  and 
bl!eayed  eye  and  flabby  checks.  He  ought  now 
tojhave*  been  at  school ;  but  his  mamma  had 
takt^^nf  hlrn  home  for  a  month  or  two,  '*  on  ac- 
eopVft  of  his  delicate  health."  Mr.  Miles,  the 
omJ^I^K  affirmed  that  he  would  do  very  well  if 
he  had'  fewer  cakes  and  sweetmeats  sent  him 
freih1)ome ;  but  the  mother*s  heart  turned  from 
ad  ot^inion  so  harsh,  and  inclined  rather  to  the 
mope  refined  idea  that  John*s  sallowness  was 
oii^ipg  tooverapplication,  and,  perhaps,  to  pining 
aA'^rjiome. 

John  had  not  much  affection  for  his  mother 
and  sisters,  and  an  antipathy  to  me.  He  bullied 
and  ponished  roe — nut  two  or  three  tiroes  in  the 
week,  nor  once  or  twice  in  the  day,  but  con- 
tinually: every  nerve  I  had  feared  him,  and 
every  morsel  of  flesh  on  my  bones  shrunk  when 
he' came  near.  There  were  moments  when  I 
was  bewildered  by  the  terror  be  inspired,  be- 
cause I  had  no  appeal  whatever  against  either 
his  menaces  or  his  inflictions :  the  servants  did 
Dot  like  to  oflcnd  their  young  master  by  taking 
my  part  against  him,  and  Mrs.  Reed  was  blind 
and  deaf  on  the  subject :  she  never  saw  him 
strike  or  heard  him  abuse  me,  though  he  did 
hglfb  DOW  and  then  in  her  very  presence — more 
fifiequently.  however,  behind  her  back. 

Habitually  obedient  to  John,  1  came  up  to 
bU!  chair:  he  spent  some  three  minutes  in 
thrusting'  out  his  tongue  at  me  as  far  as  he 
cddtp  without  damaging  the  roots :  I  knew  he 
ffdUtii  sbon  strike,  add,  while  dreading  the  blow, 
Imus<^  uii  thiB'di^^dttng'  and  ugly  ap  -^aranc^ 


book-shelves :  for  they  are  mine ;  alt  the  hou^ 
belongs  to  me,  or  will  do  in  a  few  years.    Go^^ 
and  stand  by  tHfe  door,  out  of  the  way  oftlia 
mirror  and  the  windows.** 


so,  not  at  first  aware  what  was'hii'lifL''. 


but  when  I  saw  him  lift  and  poise  ihiil^ 
I  stand  in  act  to  hurl  It,  I  instinctiTel^' 
side  with  a  cry  of  alarm — not  aooi^ 
however :  the  volume  was  flnng,  it  Tifr 
m«»,  and  I  fell,  striking  my  head  agamic  t&o 
door  and  cutting  it.    The  cut  bled,  the  p^in  wn^* , 
sharp :  my  terror  had  pasaed  its  chniax ;  oth^t^' 
(JBfllings  succeeded. 

••  Wicked  and  cruel  boy !"  I  s^.     -  -  Voq  ai# 
like  a  murderer — you  are  like  a  slave-drive^ 
jou  are  like  the  Roman  empefors!" 

I  had  read  Ooldsmith^s  History  of  Unme,  ao^ 
had  formed  my  opinion  of  Nero,  Culjguia,  4l£e. 
Also  I  had  drawn  parallels  in  silent  e,  ^t^rcb! 
never  thought  thus  to  havedeclarel  ^iloLiiL 

•*  What !  what !"  he  cried,  ••did  ahe  a  ay  ttv^ 
to  me  T  Did  you  hear  her,  Eliz^  and  G  eorfi^itrr 
Won't  I  tell  mamma?    But  first- 


He  ran  headlong  at  me ;  I  felt  him  grz^p  mjT 
hair  and  my  shoulder ;  he  had  clos^'d  with  a 
desperate  thing.    I  really  saw  in  hi  in  a  i  >  rant — 
a  murderer.    I  felt  a  drop  or  two  c»r  IiJimkI  frgm ' 
my  head  trickle  down  my  neck,  an  I  ^^  i:*  ^enit]^ 
ble  of  some  pungent  suflbring :  ilicse  beosa* 
tions,  for  the  time,  predominated  over  fear,  aad: 
I  received  him  in  frantic  sort.     I  don^t  y^STf^ 
well  know  what  I  did  with  my  bands,  bot  be. 
called  me  ••  Rat !  rat !"  and  bellowed  out  aloud.  ^ 
Aid  was  near  him ;  Eliza  and  Greorgiaba  bad 
run  for  Mrs.  Reed,  who  was  gone  up  stahaVj 
she  now  came  upon   the  scene,  followed  bf^ 
Dessie  and  her  maid  Abbot.    We  were  parted; 
I  beard  the  wonis : 

•*  Dear !  dear !    What  a  fury  to  fly  at  Mae- ' 
terJohn!"  ,,    , 

••  Did  ever  any  body  see  sach  a  pietoia  of 
passion !" 

Then  Mrs.  Reed  liubjblrted :  „^i 

••Take  her  away  to  the  i^-Mdtt; afitf Mr 
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htr  In  th^re."    Four  hands  were  immediately 
^^%id  upon  me,  and  I  wasJ>orne  up  stairs. 


CHAPTER  II 


I  BS8I8TSD  all  the  way :  a  new  thirq^  for  me, 
nnd  a  circumstance  which  greatly  strengihened 
the  bad.nptniun  Bessie  and  Miss  Ablxit  Were 
disposed  to  entertain  of  me.  The  fact  is,  I 
was  a  trifle  beside  myself;  or,  rather,  out  of 
tn^self,  as  the  French  would  say ;  I  was  con- 
scious that  a  moment's  mutiny  had  already 
rendered  me  liable  to  strange  penalties,  and, 
like  any  other  rebel  slave,  f  felt  resolved,  in 
my  desperation,  to  go  all  lehgths. 
'  **  Hold  herjtrms,  Miss  Abbot ;  she^s  like  a 
madcat.'* 

"For  shame!  for  shame !"  cried  the  lady's- 
inaid.  ''What  shocking  conduct,  Miss  Eyre, 
tQ  strike  a  young  gentleman,  your  benefac- 
tresses son !  your  young  master  !*' 

'**  Master !  How  is  he  my  master  t  Am  I 
«  servant  T* 

••  No ;  you  are  less  than  a  servant,  for  you 
ia  nothing  for  your  keep.  There,  sit  down  and 
think  over  your  wickedness.** 

They  had  got  me  hy  this  time  into  the  apart- 
ibent  indicated  by  Mrs.  Reed,  and  had  thrust 
me  upon  a  stool ;  my  impulse  was  to  r^e  from 
it  like  a  spring ;  their  two  pairs  of  hands  ar- 
rested me  instantly. 

"  If  you  don't  sit  still,  you  most  ^gjed 
down,'*  said  Bessie.  **  Miss  Ahbot^^HBrie 
your  garters;  she  would  break  mine^^Hy." 

Miss  Abbot  turned  to  divest  a  stipReg  of 
l&e  necessary  ligature.  This  preparation  for 
bonds,  and  the  additional  ignominy  it  inferred, 
took  a  little  of  the  excitement  out  of  me. 

*«Don*t  take  them  off,"  I  cried  ;  *«I  will  not 
stir." 

In  guaranty  whereof  I  attached  myself  to 
my  seat  by  my  hands. 

V  Mind  you  don't,**  said  Bessie ;  and  when 
she  had  ascertained  that  I  was  really  subsid- 
Hig,  she  loosened  her  hold  of  me  ;  then  she  and 
Misa  Abbot  stood  with  folded  arms,  looking 
^arkly  and  doubtfully  on  my  lace,  as  incredu- 
lous of  my  sanity. 

'    <*  She  never  did  so  before,'*  at  last  said  Bes- 
^e^  turning  to  the  Abigail. 

**  But  it  was  always  in  her,'*  was  the  reply. 
**  I've  told  missis  often  my  opinion  about  the 
fihild,  and  missis  agreed  with  me.  She*s  an 
anderhand  little  thing ;  I  never  saw  a  girl  of 
^er  age  with  so  much  cover.** 

Bessie  answered  not ;  but  ere  long,  address- 
big  me,  she.  said, 

«<  You  ought  to  be  aware,  miss,  that  you  are 
^jDoder  obligations  to  Mrs.  Reed :  she  keeps  you ; 
If  she  were  to  torn  you  off,  you  would  have  to 
,g<9  to  the  poor-house.** 

!\  had  nothing  to  say  to  these  words;  they 
were  not  new  to  me ;  my  very  first  recollec- 
tions of  existence  included  hints  of  the  same 
kund.  This  reproach  of  my  dependence  had  be- 
,eoiae  a  vague  sing-song  in  my  ear ;  very  pain- 
mi  and  crushing,  but  only  half  intelligible. 
Miss  Abbot  joined  in  :  i 

*'  And  you  ought  not  to  think  yourself  on  an 
eqoality  with  the  Misses  Reed  and  Master 
.  Bieed,  bieeauae  missis  kindly  allows  you  to  be 


brought  up  with  them.  They  will  have  a  great 
deal  uf  money,  and  you  will  have  none ;  it  ia 
your  place  to  be  humble,  and  to  try  to  make 
yourself  agreeable  to  them.-' 

**  What  we  tell  you  is  for  your  good,**  add- 
ed Bessie,  in  no  harsh  voice  ;  •*  you  should  try 
to  be  useful  and  pleasant,  then  perhaps  you 
would  have  a  home  here ;  bnt  if  you  become 
passionate  and  rude,  missis  will  send  you  awayi 
I  am  sure.'* 

*•  Besides,"  said  Miss  Abbot,  **  God  will  pan 
ish  her ;  he  might  strike  her  dead  in  the  midst 
of  her  tantrums,  and  then  where  would  she  gol 
Come,  Bessie,  we  will  leave  her ;  I  wouldn*! 
have  her  heart  for  any  thing.  Say  your  oray- 
ers,  Miss  Eyre,  when  you  are  by  yourself ;  foi 
if  you  don't  repent,  something  bad  might  tM 
permitted  to  come  down  the  Chimney  and  fetch 
you  away.** 

They  went,  shuttiog  the  door,  and  lockiof  II 
beUnd  them.  ^' 

/The  bed-room  was  a  spare  chamber,  very  eel- 
dom  slept  in ;  I  might  say  never,  indeed,  onlesi 
when  a  chance  influx  of  visitors  at  Gatesh^d 
Hall  rendered  it  necessary  to  turn  to  account 
all  the  accommodation  it  coi^tained  ;  yet  it  wafl 
one  of  the  largest  and  stateliest  chambers 'in 
the  mansion.  A  bed  snpported  on  massive 
pillars  of  mahogany,  hung  with  curtains  of  deef 
red  damask,  stood'  out  like  a  tabernacle  in  Che 
center;  the  two  large  windows,  with  jlheii 
blinds  always  drawn  down,  were  half  shraodei] 
in  festoons  and  falls  of  similar  drapery ll^the 
carpet  was  red  ;  the  table  at  the  foot  of  iheoed 
was  covered  with  a  crimson  clothjalie  walU 
a  soft  fawn- color,  with  a  blush  ofptnk  in  it ; 
the  wardropc,  the  toilet-taMe,  the  chairs  were 
of  darkly- polished  old  mahogany.  Out  of  th^sc 
deep  surrounding  shades  rose  high,  aad  glared 
white,  the  piled-up  matresses  and  pillows  ol 
the  bed,  spread  with  a  snowy  Marseilles  coun- 
terpane. Scarcely  less  prominent  was  an  am* 
pte,  cushioned  easy-chair  near  the  head  of  the 
bed,  also  white,  with  a  footstool  before  it;  ^<j 
looking,  as  I  thought,  like  a  pale  throne. 

This  room  was  chill,  because  it  seldom  bad 
a  fire ;  it  was  sileht,  because  remote  from  the 
nursery  and  kitchens ;  solemn,  because^  it  Wai 
known  to  be  so  seldom  entered.  The  hp^- 
maid  alone  came  here  on  Saturdays,  t^'wfpc 
from  the  mirrors  and  the  fornitiire  i' week's 
quiet  dust ;  and  Mrs.  Reed  herself,  ai  fUr  In- 
tervals, visited  it  to  review  the  contents, of  s 
certain  secret  ^Swer  in  the  wardrobe^  When 
were  stored  divers '  parchments,  her  j^i^el- 
casket,  and  a  miniature  of  her  deceasM^  hiis- 
band ;  and  in  those  last  words  lies  the  Secre) 
of  the  red-room— thf  spell  which  kept  it'  sc 
lonely  in  spite  of  its  grandeur. 

Mr.  Reed  had  been  dead  nine  years ;  it  wai 
in  this  chamber  he  breathed  his  la^t ;  here' he 
lay  in  state ;  hence  his  coflin  was  borne  by  an< 
dertaker*s  men ;  and,  since  that  day,  a  sense 
of  dreary  consecration  bad  guarded  it  firom  Are- 
oneot.  intrusion. 

^-"^My  seat,  to  which  Bessie  and  the  bitter  Misi 
Abbot  had  left  me  riveted,  was  a  low  ottoriian, 
near  the  marble  chimney-piece ;  the  bed  rose 
before  me ;  to  my  right  hand  there  was  the 
high,  dark  wardrobe,  with  subdued,  broken  re- 
flections varying  the  gloss  of  its  panda;,  tc 
my  le;^  were  the  muffled  windows;  a  great 
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looking-glass  between  them  repeated  the  va- 
cant majesty  nf  the  l)ed  and  room.  I  was  not 
quite  sure  whether  they  had  hicked  the  dner; 
and,  when  I  dared  move,  I  got  up,  and  went  to 
meo.  Alas!  yes;  no  jail  was  ever  more  se- 
cure. Returning,  I  had  to  cross  liefore  the 
looking-glass;  my  fascinated  glance  inyolun- 
tarity  explored  the  depth  it  revealed.  All 
looked  colder  and  darker  in  that  visitKiary  hol- 
low than  in  reality  ;  and  the  strange  little  figure 
there  gazing  at  me,  with  a  white  face  and  arms 
apecktng  the  gloom,  and  glittering  eyes  uf  fear 
inoTing  where  all  else  was  still,  had  the  effect 
of  a  real  spirit.  I  thought  it  like  one  of  tlie 
tiny  phant(»m8,  half  fairy,  half  imp,  Bessie^s 
evening  stories  represented  as  coming  up  out 
cf  hme,  ferny  dells,  in  moors,  and  ap|»earing 
before  the  eyes  of  belated  travelers.  1  return- 
«|^lo  my  slotd. 

•'^Superstition  was  with  me  at  that  mwncnt, 
but  it  was  not  yet  her  hour  for  completc*\ic- 
tory.  My  hhmd  was  still  warm  ;  llie  mood  of 
the  revolted  slave  was  still  hracim;  me  with  its 
bitter  vigor;  I  had  to  stem  a  rapid  rush  of  ret- 
rospective thought  liefore  I  quailed  to  the  dis- 
mal present. 

Alt  John  Reed's  violent  tyrannies,  all  his  sis- 
ters* proud  indifTcrpnee,  all  his  mother's  aver- 
sion, all  the  servants*  partialiiy,  turned  up  in 
my  distiirlted  mind  like  a  dark  deposit  in  a  tur- 
bid well.  Why  was  1  always  siifTL-ring,  al- 
VTjqrs  hrow})euirn,  always  accused,  forever 
condemned  I  Why  c<iuld  I  never  pli-nse  ? 
VhyVji  i^  useless  to  try  to  win  any  one's  fa- 
vor? 4pz:i,  who  was  headstrong  and  selfish. 
was  respcited.  Georjriann,  who  had  a  s|>«iiled 
4cmi)er,  a  very  aoriil  spile,  a  captious  and  itiso- 
lent  carriage,  was  universally  indulged.  Her 
beauty — her  pink  checks  and  goldm  curls — 
seemed  to  give  delight  to  ail  who  looked  at 
lier,and  to  purchase  indemnity  for  every  fault. 
John,  no  one  thwarted,  much  less  punished, 
though  he  twisted  the  necks  of  the  pigeons, 
killed  the  liitle  pca-chick-s,  set  the  dog:»  at  the 
aheep,  8trip|>ed  the  hothouse  vines  of  their 
fruit,  and  hnike  the  buds  off  the  choicest  plants 
in  thciffmservatocy  ;  he  called  his  mother  "old 

'girl/'  too:  sometiQies  reviled  her  for  her  dark 
akin,  similar  to  his  own ;  bluntly  disregarded 
her  wishes ;  not  unfrequcntly  tore  and  spoiled 
her  silk  attire ;  and  he  was  still  '*  her  own  dar- 
Ln^.'*  I  dared  commit  no  fault;  1  strove  to 
fulfill  every  duty ;  and  I  was  termed  naughty 
and  tiresome,  sullen  and  sneaking,  from  morn- 
ing to  noon,  and  from  noon  to  ni{{ht. 

My  head  still  ached  and  bled  with  the  blow 
and  fall  I  had  receivedi  No  one  had  reproved 
John  for  wantonly  striking  me  ;  and  because  I 
had  turned  against  him  to  avert  further  irra- 
tional violence,  I  was  loaded  with  general  op- 
probrinm. 

•*  Unjust !  unjust  !'*  said  my  reason,  forced 
by  the  agonizing  stimulus  into  precocious, 
tbODgh  transitory  pjtiwer;  and  Resolve,  equal- 
ly wrought  up,  instigated  some  strange  expe- 
dient, to  achieve  escape  from  insupportalije 
oppression — aa  running  away,  or,  if  that  could 
m>l  lie  pfTected.  never  eating  or  drinking  more, 
aod  letting  myself  die. 

Wliat  a  consternation  of  8ou4  was  mine  that 
dreary  afternoon !    How  all  my  brain  was  in 

^  turoult,  and  all  my  heart  in  insurrection !    Yet  - 


in  what  darkness,  what  denae  jgnaraiice,  «)h 
the  mental  battle  fought !  1  could  not  answet 
the  ceaseless  inward  question — irAy  I  thus  suf- 
fered ;  now,  at  the  distance  of— I  will  not  say 
how  many  years,  1  see  it  clearly. 

I  was  a  discord  in  Gateshead  Hall ;  I  wat 
like  nnhmly  there :  1  had  nothing  in  harmony 
with  Mrs.  Reed,  or  her  children,  or  her  chosen 
vassalage.  If  they  did  not  love  me,  in  fact,aa 
little  did  1  love  them.  They  were  ntu  bound 
to  regard  with  affection  a  thing  that  cuuld  not 
sympathize  with  one  among  tliem ;  a  hetero- 
geneous thing,  opposed  to  them  h  tempera- 
ment, in  capacity,  in  proi^ensities ;  a  useJcst 
thing,  incapable  of  serving  their  inUTcst,  or 
adding  to  their  pleasure;  a  noxious  thing,  cher 
isliing  the  germs  of  indignntimi  at  thvir  treat- 
ment— «>f  contempt  of  their  judgment.  I  know 
that,  had  1  liccn  a  sanguine,  hrilliam,  can*h;sa, 
exacting,  handsome,  romping  cluM.  tbiHijfli 
equally  dependent  and  friendless,  Mra.  Keed 
would  have  endured  my  jiresciice  iiiore  crom- 
placently  ;  her  children  wtaild  hiivechiertamed 
for  me  more  of  thecordinliiy  of  lflh»w-ifflmg; 
the  servants  wouhl  have  Uhmi  less  |iruiie  to 
make  me  the  scH|)e-goat  of  the  nursery. 

Daylight  iH?gHU  to  forsake  the  red-r«M>m.  It 
was  past  four  o'rlock,  and  the  Itet'hmdfd  afier- 
noon  was  tending  lo  drear  twilight.  1  lirard 
the  ram  still  lK.'Htiiig  coiitiuuouslv  un  the  stair^ 
case  window,  and  the  wind  howling  in  I  he  grove 
U^hmd  the  hall.  1  grew  hy  drgrers  ciild  as  a 
^P^^nrid  then  my  courage  sunk.  My  habitual 
looBk  humiliation,  sell-douiit,  forhirii  tleprcs- 
8u/^H)l  damp  on  the  eiuhers  of  my  divaying 
ire.  .^11  said  I  was  wicked,  and  |i*'ihaps  i  might 
he  so— what  thought  had  1  l>een  but  just  cim 
ceiving,  of  starviug  myself  to  death  I  That 
ccrtiiiuly  was  a  crime;  and  was  I  fit  to  diet 
or  was  the  vault  under  the  chancel  t»f  Gatra* 
head  (Jhu-ch  an  inviting  .bourne !  In  such 
vault.  I  had  lH.>eu  told, did  Mr.  Reed  lie  buried; 
and  led  by  this  thought  to  recall  his  ulea,  I 
dwt'lt  mn  it  wuh  gathering  dreail.  1  could  iioC 
reiueruher  hiin,  but  1  knew  that  he  %ias  my 
own  uncle — my  mother's  brntlier ;  that  he  had 
taken  me  when  a  parcntless infant  to hf^ house* 
and  that,  in  his  last  mom^iits^  he  had  reqii'iM 
a  promise  of  Mrs.  Reed  that  she  would  rcaraii4 
maintain  me  as  one  of  her  own  children.  Mra. 
Reed  protiably  ctmsidered  she  had  kept  this 
promise ;  and  so  she  had,  1  ilare  say,  as  well 
as  her  nut 'ire  Wouhl  peruiit  her ;  hut  how  cuuM 
she  really  iike  an  interhqicr  not  of  licr  lace.aad 
unconnected  with  her,  after  iR'r  husliand'a 
death,  by  any  tie  ?  It  iimst  have  bei-n  most 
irkstmie  to  find  hersi  If  bound  tty  a  bard-wniBg 
pledge  to  stand  in  the  stead  of  a  parent  to  a 
strange  child  she  could  not  hive,  and  to  sec  aa 
uncongenial  alien  permanently  intruded  on  hei 
own  family  group. 

A  singular  notion  dawned  upon  me.  I  c'cebt 
ed  not— had  never  douhted-^that,  if  Mr.  Reed 
had  lieen  alive,  he  would  have  treated  me  kind- 
ly ;  and  now,  as  1  sat  looking  at  the  while  bed 
and  overshadowed  wmUs,  occasionally,  abo» 
turning  a  fascinated  eye  toward  the  diin]f 
gleaming  mirror,  I  began  to  re<ra||  what  1  had 
heard  of  dead  men,  troubled  in  their  graves  by 
the  violation  of  their  last  wishes,  revisiting  the 
earth  to  punish  the  perjured  and  aveiKgrllieoiK 
pressed ;  and  1  thougkit  Mr.  Racd's  iK^nt*  htf 
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«M<  ^  (1^  wiDiigs  of  bit  titter*!  child,  might 
fHl  iu  aboile— wlietlicr  m  the  diurch  vault,  or 
ll  the  ttnlinourn  world  of  tlio  deimncd— and 
liw  before  mo  in  this  cliamher.  I  wipcil  my 
Icart  and  Implied  my  sobs,  fearful  lest  any  sign 
•f  vioicBt  gnef  roiglil  waken  a  prelernatural 
foiee  to  comfort  me,  or  elicit  from  the  gloom 
wmm  babied  face  liendmg  over  me  with  strange 
■iiy.|^  This  idea,  consolatory  in  theiiry,  I  fell 
veobl  be  terrible  if  realixed.  With  all  ray 
BHfht  I  endeavored  to  Ititlo  it— I  endeavorcii 
to  to  firm.  Shaking  my  hair  from  my  eyes,  I 
filled  mjr  bead  and  tried  to  look  boldly  round 
Itodark  room.  At  this  moment  a  light  gleam- 
ed Ml  ttia  wall.  Was  it,  I  asked  myself,  a  ray 
frooi  the  moon  penetrating  some  a|ierture  in 
tto  blind  ?  Ko ;  moonhght  was  still,  and  this 
•lined.  Wbilo  I  gazed,  it  glided  up  to  the  ceil- 
ing and  quivered  over  my  head.  I  can  now 
conjf^cture  readily  that  this  streak  of  light  was, 
i&  all  hkelibood,  a  gleam  from  a  lantern,  car- 
tied  by  tome  one  across  the  lawn  ;  but  then, 
inepared  as  my  mind  was  for  horror,  shaken  as 
tty  nerves  were  by  agitation,  I  thought  the 
twiA-darting  beam  was  a  herald  of  some  coin- 
isf  vision  from  another  world.  My  heart  beat 
Iba'k^my  bead  grew  hot ;  a  sound  filled  my 
Ctrs,  which  i  deemed  the  rushing  of  wings ; 
something  seemetl  near  nic  ;  1  was  oppressed. 
SQlfocaied  I  endurance  broke  down  -^l  rushed 
to  the  iloor  and  8ho«)k  the  lock  in  desfieratc  ef- 
fon.  Steps  came  running  along  the  onicr  pass 
ai^;  the  key  turned;  bcssic  and  Abbot 
tercd. 

**Miss  Kyrc,  are  you  ill  1*'  said  DessicJ^i 

**\Vltat  a  dreadful  noise!  it  went  quite 
through  me  !**  cvclaimed  Abbot. 

^'Takc  mo  out!  Let  me  go  into  the  nur- 
icry  r  was  my  cry. 

"Wliat  for!  •.\rcyoa  hurt!  Have  you 
seen  something  T*  again  dcmnmled  Uessi<^. 

**()ii!  I  saw  a  light,  and  i  thought  a  ghost 
vobM  come.**  i  had  now  got  hold  of  iicssie's 
kand.  ami  she  did  not  snatch  it  from  me. 

**Slie  lias  screamed  out  on  puriMise  ;"  de- 
clared Abbot,  in  some  disgust.  *'  .Vnd  what  a 
icream!  If  she  had  been  in  great  pain  one 
WDuM  have  excused  it,  but  she  only  wanted  to 
bring  08  all  here :  1  know  her  wicked,  naughty 
trieks.'*  ^ 

**  What  it  all  thist**  demanded  another  voice 
perempcorily ;  and  Nfrs.  Ileed  came  along  the 
corridor,  heir  cap  (lying  wide,  her  gown  rustling 
ttormiiy.  **  Abbot  and  Bessie,  I  believe  i  gave 
trdert  that  Jane  Eyre  should  be  left  in  the  red- 
itom  till  1  came  to  her  myself." 

**Mitt  Jane  screamed  so  load,  ma'am,** 
fleaded  Bessie. 

*<  Let  her  go,**  was  the  only  answer.  **  Loose 
Benrie't  band,  diiki :  you  can  not  succeed  in 
geitnig  out  by  these  means,  be  assured.  I  ab- 
hor artifice,  particularly  in  children  ;  it  is  my 
doty  to  show  you  that  tricks  will  not  answer ; 
yoD  will  Qow  stay  here  an  hour  longer,  and  it 
k  only  on  condition  of  perfect  submission  and 
atittneat  that  I  shall  liberate  you  then.** 

**  Ob  atnt,  have  pity !  Forgive  me !  I  can 
Ml  codnire  it-— let  me  be  punished  tome  other 
way!    I>»liall  be  killed  if— *' 

'*SiMce!  This  violence  is  almost  repul 
tive  :**  a|)d  so,  no  doubt,  she  felt  it.    I  was  a 
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looked  on  toffn  a  eompoand  of  Timleiit  |ia»» 
sions,  mean  spirit,  and  dangerous  duplicity.  - 

Bessie  and  Abbot  having  retreated,  Mrs 
Reed,  impatient  of  my  now  frantic  anguish  aoJ 
wild  sobs,  abruptly  thrust  me  back  ami  bicked 
me  in,  without  further  parley.  I  hi>ard  tiOr 
sweeping  away ;  and  soon  after  tlie  was  gone, 
I  supfiose  1  had  a  species  of  dt : 
Dcss  ckised  the  tceoe. 


CHAPTER  m. 


The  next  thing  I  remember  if,  iraking  i:f» 
with  a  feeling  as  if  I  had  bad  a  friglilli.1  night- 
mare, and  seeing  before  mo  a  terrthlc  red 
glare,  crossed  wiib  thick,  black  bars.  I  heard 
voices,  too.  speakii^  \vith  a  hollow  sound,  and 
as  if  mutllcd  by  a  rush  of  wind  or  water :  agt* 
taiioii,  uncertainty,  and  an  all-pretlominatif.g 
sense  of  terror  confused  my  fucuhics.  Eio 
long,  I  became  aware  that  some  one  was  hanil- 
ling  me;  lifting  mo  up  and  supinming  mo  in 
a  silting  posture:  and  that  more  teiulcily  thaa 
I  ever  been  raised  or  upheld  ticfore,  1  rest- 
ed my  head  against  a  pillow  or  an  arm,  and  felt 
easy. 

In  five  minutes  more,  the  cloud  of  bewilder- 
ment dissolvcti :  1  knew  rpiite  \vcll  that  I  was 
m  my  own  bed.  and  that  the  red  glare  was  Iho 
nursery  fire.  It  was  niuht :  a  camlle  hiirneil  on 
the  table;  Bessie  stc^od  at  the  tN?d-ffiot  with  a 
a  hasm  In  her  hand,  and  a  gentleman  sat  in  a 
chair  near  my  pillow,  leaning  over  me. 

I  felt  an  inexpressible  relief,  a  stNiihfng  con- 
viction of  protection  and  security,  when  i  knew 
that  there  was  a  stranger  in  the  room  ;  an  in- 
dividual not  belonging  to  (Jateshcad,  and  not 
related  to  Mrs.  Kecd.  Turning  from  Bess:o 
(though  her  presence  was  far  less  obnoxitius  to 
me  than  that  of  Abliot,  for  instance,  would  havo- 
lieen).  I  scrutinized  the  face  of  the  gentleman: 
I  knew  him  ;  it  was  Mr.  Lloyd,  an  a(H>ihccary, 
sometimes  called  in  by  Mrs.  Ueed  when  tho 
servants  were  ailing ;  lor  herself  and  the  cbiJ- 
dicn  she  em|doyed  a  pliysician. 

••  Well,  who  am  I V  be  asked.  * 

I  .pronounced  his  name,  oflcrtng  him  at  tho 
tame  time  my  hand :  he  took  it,  smiling  ami 
Saying,  "  We  shall  do  very  well  by  and  by.*^ 
'Hien  he  laid  me  down,  and  addressing  Bessie, 
chargetl  her  to  be  very  careful  that  I  was  not 
disturbed  during  the  night.  Having  given 
some  further  directions,  and  intimated  that  ho 
shouhl  call  again  the  next  day,  he  def4irte«l,  to 
my  grief;  i  felt  so  sheltered  and  befriended 
while  he  sat  in  the  chair  near  my  pilkiw ;  and 
as  he  closed  the  door  after  him,  alt  the  room 
darkened  and  my  heart  again  sunk :  inexprest- 
ible  sadness  weighed  it  down. 

••  Do  you  leel  as  if  you  sbouki  aieep,  mist  t** 
asked  Bessie,  rather  softly. 

Scarcely  dared  i  answer  ber ;  for  I  feared 
the  next  seotenoe  might  be  rough.  **l  will 
try.'* 

••  Would  yoa  like  to  drink,  or  eouhl  yoa  eat 
any  thing!" 

'*  No,  thank  you,  Bessie.*' 

«•  1'hen  I  think  I  shall  go  to  bed,  for  it  it  past 
twelve  o'clock ;  but  you  may  call  mo  if  >ou 
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Wonderful  dvitity  this!    It  emboldeoed  nie 
40  n&M  a  qoeation. 
'*  Bb^i«,  what  is  the  matter  with  me  1    Am 

*'  Von  fell  sick,  I  suppose,  in  the  red^room 
•wllh  crying ;  you'll  be  better  soon,  no  doubt." 
Bessie  went  into  the  housemaid's  apartment 
fftHdi  was  bear.    I  heard  her  say : 

'*  Sarah,  come  and  sleep  wKh  me  in  the  nor- 
scry ';  I  daren*t  for  my  life  be  alone  with  that 
poor  child  to-night;  she  might  die :  it*s  such  a 
strange  thing  she  should  have  that  lit;  I  won- 
4lcr  if  she  saw  imy  thing.  Missis  was  rather 
Umhard.'* 

Sarah  came  back  with  her;  they  both  went 
to  bdd ;  iKey  M^re  whispering  together  for  half 
an  liouT  befone  they  fell  asleep.  I  canght 
tcra^  of  their  conversation,  from  which  Iwas 

4ible  only  t6o  distinctly  to  Infer  the  main  snb- 
Ject  discdssed. 

•«  Sdmething  passed  her,  all  dressed  ii^  white, 
and  vanished ''— "  A  great  black  dog  behind 
hftn  "_u  «D,fee  loud  raps  on  the  chamber 
door**—"  A  light  in  the  church-yard  just  over 
his  grave"— Ac,  Ac. 

At  last  both  slept :  the  4iw  and  the  candle 
vrent  but.  For  me,  the  Watches  of  that  long 
night  passed  in  ghastly  wakefulness ;  eais^eye; 
and  mlrid  were  alike  strained  by  drea/^  6uch 
dread  as  children  only  can  feel. 

No  severe  or  prolonged  bodily  illness  fol- 
lowed this  incident  of  the  red-room :  it  only 
gave  my  nerves  a  shock,  of  which  I  feel  the 
reverberation  to  this  day.  Yes,  Mrs.  Reed, 
to  yoQ  I  owe  some  fearful  pangs  of  mental 
suffering.  But  I  ought  to  forgive  you,  for  you 
knew  not  what  you  did :  while  rending  my 
heart-strings,  you  thought  you  were  only  up- 
rooting my  bad  propensities. 

Next  day.  by  noon»  I  was  up  and  dressed, 
and  sat  wrapped  in  a  shawl  by  the  nursery 
hearth.  I  felt  physically  weak  and  broken 
down  ;  but  my  worst  ailment  was  an  unutter- 
able wretchedness  of  mind :  a  wretchedness 

'  which  kept  drawing  from  me  silent  teare;  no 
sooner  had  I  wiped  one  salt  drop  from  my 
cheek  than  another  foUowed*  Yet,  I  thought, 
I  ought  to  have  been  happy,  for  none  of  the 

'  Reeds  Were  there ;  they  were  all  gone  out  in 

\  fhe  cai^iage  with  their  mamma :  Abbot,  too,  was 

'  seWing  iii  another  room,  and  Bessie,  as  she 
moved  hither  and  thither,  patting  away  toys 

'  and  arranging  drawera,  addressM  tb  me  eveiy 
fioiv  and  then  a  word  of  unwonted  kindness. 
This  state  of  things  should  have  been  to  me  a 

"^  paradise  of  pe'ateb,  Seeustomed  as  I  was  to  a 

'  lifb  bf  ceaseless  reprimand  and  thankless  fog- 
ging ;  liut,  In  fact,  my  racked  nerves  were  now 
in  such  a  state  that  no  ealm  could  soothe,  and 
no  pleasure  etcite  them  agreeably. 

Bessie  had  been  down  into  the  kitchen,  and 
fifio  brought  ep  With  her  a  tart  on  a  certain 

.  brighily-painted  china  plate,  vrhoee  bird  of 
paradise;  nestling  In  a  wreath  of  oonvolvoli 

'  and  rose-buds,  had  been  wont  to  stir  in  me  a 
most  enthusiastic  sense  of  admiration;  and 
whkrh  plat^^i  had  often  petitioned  to  be 
Allowed  to  take  in  my  hand  in  order  to  ex- 
amine it  more  closely,  but  had  always  hitherto 
been  deemed  unworthy  of  such  a  privilege. 
This  precious  vessel  was  now  placed  on  my 
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circlet  of  delicate  pastry  nppii  it.  Tai«  I 

conning,  like  most  other' faVors,ii»iig  dfifniijl 
and  often  wished  for,  too  late !  1  coolil  Ml 
eat  the  tart ;  and  the  plumage  of  the  Intd.  Us 
tints  of  the  flowers,  seemed  strangdy  fadeisi 
put  both  plate  and  tsrt  aWay.  .  Bi^sie  iHkod  M 
I  would  have  a  book:  the  word-tsoir  aded^ssa 
transient  stimohis,  and  I  begged' het  tolelih 
Gulliver's  Travels  iW»m  the  iibrarsr:  •  TIris 
book  I  had  again  and  again  pemsed 
delight ;  I  considered  it  a  nairativs  'of  i 
and  discovered  in  it  a  vein  of  interest  < 
than  wh^t  I  found  in  fairy  tales :.  fdr  as  ts  ifca 
elves,  having  songht  them  In  vaio  aiamug  te- 
glove '  leaves '  aiid  Uells,  uAder  moshrstNiis  asA 
beneath  the  groond-ivy  mantling  old  nsft- 
nooks,  I  had  at  length  made  tip  m^  mini  Is 
the  sad  truth  that  they  were  kll  'gootf  oqf^sf 
England  to  some  savage  coontt7.*w1nre  .lbs 
woods  were  wikler  and  thicker,  aad  tlis  pepa- 
lation  more  scant:  whereas  Lillipdt  SUdlVqi^ 
dignag  being,  in  my  creed,  solid  parts '  of  ihi 
earth's  surface,  I  doubted  not  that  I  arigbl'^f* 
day,  by  taking  along  voyage^ sss- with  aiyswB 
eyes  the  Utile  1ie|^  houses,  and  •itoes,  ihs 
diminutive  peo^  the  tiny  oow%  sbieep.  asd 
birds  of  the  one  realm ;  and  the  osro^Mli 
fcrest-hlgh,  the  mighty  raastiflh,  tM  moMler 
cats,  the  tower-like  men  and  woroeci;oflhs 
other.  Yet,  when  this  cherished  tohuBS  vas 
now  placed  in  my  hand— 'when  I  tamed  mm 
Us  leaves,  and  sought  in  its  msrveloaiii 
charm  1  had,  till  now,  never  failed  to  I 
yras  eerie  and  dreary;  the  giants 
ga^t  goblins,  the  pigmies  malevolent  and  Ibar- 
fol  imps,  Gulliver  a  most  desolate  wanderer  la 
most  dread  and  dangerous  regions.  '  I  dssei 
the  book,  which  I  dared  no  longer  penise,  sad 
pu^  it  on  the  table,  beside  the  antasied'tait. 

Bessie  had  now  finished  dostrifg  andHidyiag 
the  room,  and,  having  washed  her  f 
opened  a  certain  little  drawer,  IhU'of  I 
shreds  of  silk  and  satin,  and  bmo  i 
new  bonnet  for  Geovgiana*8  doU.    Me 
she  sang :  her  song  was*—  '" 

**  In  the  dayi  when  fve  went  glMrlsfr 
A  long  time  ago.** 

I  had  often  heard  the  song  befois^  1P^.J^ 
ways  with  lively  delight;  for  Besskp^M  a 
sweet  voice— 4t  least,  I  thought  as.  .  4vt  u&m, 
though  her  voice  wss  stiU  sweet»  I  foi^  in  fta 
melody  an  indescribable  sadness.  SobiettiBtai^ 
preoccupied  with  her  work,  she  sa'ag.tbs  rs> 
fraitt  very  low,  very  lingerindy ;  «,  A  loiif  tnas 
ago"  came  oot  like  the  saddest  cpi{p^^of  a 
funeral  hymn.  She  passed  into  aaoOl^/^btQad, 
this  time  a  really  doleful  one  : 

"  My  feet  they  are  tore,  nnd  my 
Long  Is  tin  way,  and  the  r 
8000  will  the  twilifhteloee 
Over  the  pot^  of  ihe  poor 

•«  Why  did  they  aeMl  me  to  ftv 
Up  where  Uie  noon  spread 
Men  jue  hard-hearted,  and  kii 
Watch  o'er  the  itefs  of  a 

"  Tet  distant  and  toft  the  night 
Cloiidt  iliere  are  iHine,  ttttd  4 
Cod,  In  Hit  mercy,  proteetkMi,' 
Comfort  and  hope  to  the 
*'  Bven  ahoald  I  Ml  o'er  the 
Or  «ray  In  the  marehet, 
Blill  wiU  my  Father,  with' 
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*llMf«  li  A  thoasht  that  for  ■trenfih  thovld  avoll  me, 
TlMUfb  buth  ofsbrlter  anil  kinaraU  ilet|iolled; 
ncnven  U  a  houie,  and  a  rest  will  nut  fall  ine ; 
G<id  !■  a  frieod  to  the  pour  orpliaa  child." 

"  Come,  Mi8B  Jane,  don't  cry,"  8aid  Bessie, 
as  she  finislied.  She  might  as  well  have  said 
to  the  fire.** don't  burn!*'  but  how  could  she 
di?ine  the  morbid  suflering  to  which  1  was  a 
prey  I  In  the  coarse  of  the  morning  Mr.  Lloyd 
ttme  agahi. 

••  What,  already  up !"  said  he,  as  he  entered 
the  narsery.    **  Weil,  nurse,  how  is  she  T* 

Bessie  answered  that  I  was  doing  very  well. 
'«*TheB  she  oogbt  to  look  more  cheerful. 
Come  here,  Miss  Jane;  your  name  is  Jane,  is 
it  not !" 

"  Yes,  sir,  Jane  Eyre." 

"  Well,  you  have  been  crying,  Miss  Jane 
Eyre ;  can  you  tell  me  what  about !  Have  you 
any  pain  V 

"  No,  sir." 

•«Ob !  I  dare  say  she  is  crying  because  she 
could  not  go  out  with  missis  in  the  carriage," 
iaterpoeed  Bessie. 

«*  Sorely  not!  why,  she  is  too  old  for  such 
pettisliness.*' 

f  thought  so  too ;  and  my  self-esteem  being 
wounded  by  the  false  charge,  I  answered 
proropily,  **  I  never  cried  fur  such  a  thing  in 
my  life :  I  hate  going  out  in  the  carriage.  I 
cry  because  I  am  miserable." 

**  Ob,  fie,  miss  !*'  said  Bessie. 

The  good  apiuhecary  appeared  a  little  puz- 
ried.  I  was  standing  beA»re  him ;  he  fii|^  his 
eyes  on  me  very  steadily :  his  eyes  wcn0  small 
and  gray ;  not  very  bright,  but  I  dare  say  I 
ahoold  think  them  shrewd  now :  he  had  a  hard- 
featured  yet  good-naiured  luokingface.  Having 
considered  ine  at  leisure,  he  said — 

*•  What  made  yoo  ill  yesterday  1" 

<*  She  had  a  fall,"  said  Bessie,  again  putting 
in  her  word. 

•*  Fall  I  why  that  is  like  a  baby  again !  Can't 
abe  manage  tn  walk  at  her  agel  She  most  be 
eight  or  nine  years  old." 

*•  I  Was  knocked  down,"  was  the  blunt  ez- 

pbiRfltion  jerked  out  of  me  by  another  pang  of 

'  mortified  pride :  '*  but  that  did  not  make  me 

«,»«  i  added,  while  Mr.  Lloyd  helped  himself 

"to  apmchofsnufl*. 

As  bo  was  returning  the  box  to  his  waistcoat 

foaket,  a  loud  bell  rung  for  the  servant's  din- 

^aar;  he  knew  what  H  was.    '*  That's  fur  you, 

Mnrae,'*  said  he;  "yoo  can  go  down ;  Til  give 

Mias  Jtfne  a  lecture  till  you  come  back." 

Bessie  vroold  rather  have  stayed ;  but  she 
-wac  obliged  to  go,  because  punctuality  at  meals 
waa  rigidly  enforaed  at  Gateshead  Hall. 

««The  fall  did  not  make  yoo  ill!  what  did, 
thcar?"  pursued  Mr.  Lloyd,  when  Besaie  was 
gobe. 

**  I  was  shut  up  in  a  room  where  there  is  a 
ghost,  till  aOer  dark." 

I  saw  Mr.  Lloyd  smile  and  frown  at  the  same 
time :  "  Ghost !  What,  you  are  a  4)aby  after 
all !    You  are  afraid  of  ghosts  1" 

*<0f  Mr  Reed's  ghost  1  am:  he  died  in  that 
room,  and  was  laid  out  there.  Neither  Bessie 
nor  any  one  else  will  go  inUi  it  at  night,  if  they 
«an  help  it ;  and  it  was  cruel  to  shut  Ine  up 
alooe  without  a  candle— so  cruel  that  I  thiak  1 


*<  Nonsense !  And  is  it  that  makes  yoo  so 
miserable!    Are  you  afraid  now  in  daylighlV' 

**  No ;  but  night  will  come  again  liefure  long ; 
and,  besides,  I  am  unhappy,  very  unhappy,  fbi 
other  things." 

'*  What  other  things  1  Can  you  tell  roe  some 
of  them  1" 

How  much  I  wished  to  reply  fully  to  this 
question!  How  difficult  it  was  to  frame  fln} 
answer !  Children  can  feel,  but  they  can  nbl 
analyze  their  feelings;  and  if  the  analysJi  is 
partially  effected  in  thought,  they  know  noi 
how  to  express  the  result  of  the  prcksess  in 
words.  Fearful,  however,  of  losing  this  6rsl 
and  only  opportunity  of  relieving  my  grief  bj 
imparting  it,  I,  alter  a  disturbed  pause,  eofa- 
trived  to  frame  a  meager,  though,  as  far  as  il 
went,  true  response. 

**  For  one  thing,  I  have  no  father  or  mother, 
brothers  or  sisters." 

*'  Yoo  have  a  kind  aunt  and  cousins." 

Again  1  paused  ;  then  bunglingly  enounced ; 

**  But  Juhn  Heed  knocked  me  down,  and  mj 
aunt  shut  me  up  in  the  red-room." 

Mr.  Lloyd  a  second  time  produced  his  soofT 
box. 

**  Don't  you  think  Gateshead  Hall  a  ver) 
beautiful  house  1"  asked  lie.  **  Are  yoo  noK 
very  thankful  to  have  such  a  fine  place  to  Ktc 
atl" 

'*  It  is  not  my  house,  sir ;  and  Abbot  says  1 
have  less  right  tu  be  here  than  a  servant." 

"  Pooh !  you  can't  be  silly  enough  to  wish  tr 
leave  such  a  splendi%  place  ?" 

*'If  I  had  any  where  else  to  go,  I  should  hi 
glad  to  leave  it ;  but  I  can  never  get  away  froo; 
Gateshead  till  I  am  a  woman." 

"  Perhaps  you  may — who  knows  ?  Haw 
you  any  relations  besides  Mrs.  lleed  V* 

**  I  think  not,  sir." 

"None  belonging  to  your  father  1" 

'*I  don't  know:  I  asked  Aunt  Reed  onoe 
and  she  said  possibly  I  might  have  some  poor, 
low  relations  called  Eyre ;  but  she  knew  nothini 
about  them." 

**  If  you  had  such,  would  you  like  to  go  tc 
themi" 

I  reflected.  Poverty  looks  grim  to  growi 
people ;  still  more  so  to  children :  they  hav< 
not  much  idea  of  industrious,  working,  respect 
able  poverty ;  they  think  of  the  word  only  ai 
connected  with  ragged  clothes,  scanty  food 
fireless  grates,  rude  manners,  and.debaaln^ 
vices:  poverty  for  me  was  synonymous  Witt 
degradation. 

**  No ;  I  should  not  like  to  belong  to  nom 
people,"  was  my  reply. 

**  Not  even  if  they  were  kind  to  you  t'* 

I  shook  my  head :  I  could  not  see  hsw  pooi 
people  had  the  means  of  being  kind ;  and  tbei 
to  learn  to  speak  like  them,  to  adopt  their  mao 
ners,  to  be  uneducated,  to  grow  up  like  one  oi 
the  poor  women  I  gaw  sometimes  nursing  theu 
children  or  washing  their  cloiheii  at  the  cottag« 
doors  of  the  village  of  Gateshead ;  no,  I  wai 
not  heroic  enough  to  purchase  liberty  at  Uu 
price  of  caste. 

**  But  are  your  relatives  so  very  poor!  An 
they  working  people  ?" 

I     *•  I  can  not  tell.    Aunt  Reed  says  if  I  ban 
any,  they  must  be  a  beggarly  set ;  I  sbould'nol 
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«•  Would  yon  like  to  go  to  school  t" 

Again  I  reflected.  I  scarcely  knew  what 
•cboul  was.  Bessie  sometinies  spukc  of  it  as 
a  place  where  young  ladies  sat  in  the  stocks, 
wore  liHck-biiards,  and  were  expeeie<l  to  he  ex- 
cecNlingly  genteel  and  precise;  John  1(eed  hnted 
liis  scliuid,  and  abused  his  master :  but  John 
Keeil's  lasics  were  no  rule  for  mine,  and  if 
Bessie's  accounts  of  school-discipline  (frathcr- 
ed  from  the  young  ladies  of  a  family  where  she 
bad  lived  before  coming  to  Gat(>sliead)  were 
somewhat  appalling,  her  details  of  certain  ac- 
complishmenis  attained  by  these  same  young 
ladies  were,  i  thought,  equally  attractive.  She 
boasted  of  beautiful  paimings  of  landscapes  and 
flowers  by  them  executed  ;  of  songs  ihcy  could 
sing  and  pieces  they  could  play,  of  purses  they 
could  net,  of  French  tMNiks  they  could  translate; 
till  my  spirit  was  moved  to  emulation  as  I  lis- 
tened. Besides,  school  would  be  a  cofoplete 
change;  it  implied  a  hmg  journey,  an  entire 
'separation  from  Gateshead,  an  entrance  into  a 
new  life. 

"  1  should  indeed  like  to  go  to  school,*'  was 
the  audible  ccmclusion  of  my  musings. 

••  Well,  well ;  who  knows  what  may  hap- 
pen?" said  Mr.  Lloyd,  as  he  got  up.  "The? 
child  ought  to  have  change  of  air  and  scene  ;'* 
be  added,  speakmg  to  himself,  *'  nerves  not  in 
a  goiNl  state.** 

Bessie  now  returned ;  at  the  same  moment 
the  carriage  was  hoard  rolling  up  the  gravel- 
walk.  » 

*Ms  that  your  mistress,  nurse?*'  asked  Mr. 
Lloyd  :  **  1  should  like  to  speak  to  her  before  1 
go.** 

Bessie  invited  him  to  walk  into  the  break- 
fast-nxim,  and  led  the  way  out.  In  the  inter* 
Ticw  which  followed  between  him  a.id  Mrs 
Heed.  1  presume,  from  aficr-occurrcnces,  that 
the  apiiihfcary  ventured  to  reconmiend  my  lie- 
Ing  sent  to  school ;  and  the  rect»minendation 
was  no  doubt  readdy  enough  adopted  ;  for,  as 
Abh«>t  said,  in  discussing  the  subject  with  Bes- 
sie, when  b(»th  sat  sewing  in  the  nursery  one 
sight*  alter  1  was  in  l>ed,  and,  as  they  thought, 
asleep,  **  Missis  was,  she  dared  say,  glad  eni»ugh 
to  gel  rid  of  such  a  tiresome,  ill-condiiioned 
child,  who  always  looked  as  if  she  were  watch- 
ing every  iNNly,  and  scheming  pUiis  underhand.** 
Abbot.  I  think,  gave  me  credit  for  being  a  sort 
of  infantine  (Juy  Kawkcs. 

On  that  same  occasion  I  learned,  for  the  first 
time,  from  Miss  Abbi»t*8  communications  to 
Bessie,  thai  my  father  had  been  a  piKir  clergy- 
man ;  that  my  mother  had  married  him  against 
the  wishes  of  her  friends,  who  considered  the 
match  beneath  her ;  that  my  grandfather  lleed 
was  so  irritated  at  her  disobedience,  he  cut  her 
oflf  without  a  shilling ;  that  after  my  rooiher 
and  father  had  been  married  a  ;<  nr,  the  latter 
caught  the  typhus  fever  while  visiting  among 
the  poor  of  a  targe  manufacturing  town  where 
bis  curacy  was  situated,  and  where  that  disease 
was  then  prevalent ;  that  my  mother  Uiok  the 
infection  fnmi  him,  and  both  died  wilhia  a 
month  of  each  other. 

Bessie,  when  she  heani  this  narrative,  sighed 
and  saiil,  **  Poor  Miss  Jane  is  to  be  pitied,  too, 
Abbot** 

•*  Yea,"  responded  Abbot ;  •*  if  she  were  a 


forkirnness;  bnt  one  reafly  can  not  care  kx 
such  a  little  toad  as  that.** 

**  Not  a  great  deal,  ui  he  sure,'*  airreed  Det- 
sie;  **at  any  rate,  a  beauty  like  Miss  (Se«>rgi- 
ana  would  be  more  moving  in  the  same  oond^ 
tiim.** 

**  Yes,  I  dote  on  Miss  Georgiana  !**  r«  ied  the 
fervent  Abbot.  **  Little  darling  !  with  her  long 
curls  and  her  blue  eyes,  and  such  a  sweet  col- 
or as  she  has ;  just  as  if  she  were  paiotdl  l 
Bessie,  I  could  fancy  a  Welsh  rabbit  fur  s«a> 
per.** 

*'fki  could  I — with  a  roast  ontoo.  Comib 
we*ll  go  down."    They  went 


CHAPTER  IV. 


Frosi  my  discourse  with  Mr.  Lloyd,  and  from 
the  alNive-rp|ioried  conference  lielween  Ucssio 
and  AIiImm,  I  gathered  enough  of  lMi|ie  to  siilKoo 
as  a  motive  fur  wishing  to  get  well :  a  dianga 
seemed  near — I  desired  and  wailed  it  in  silfoce. 
It  tarriiHl,  however  ;  days  and  wefks  iiasseil ;  I 
had  regained  my  normal  slate  of  liealih.  but  do 
new  allusion  was  made  to  the  sniiject  over 
which  1  bro<Mlod.  Mrs.  lleetl  surveyed  meat 
times  with  a  severe  eye,  but  seUhnn  adilressed 
me.  Since  my  illness  she  had  drawn  a  iiiiiM 
marked  line  of  separation  than  ever  between 
liie  and  her  own  children  ;  appoint' og  me  a 
small  closet  to  sleep  in  by  myself,  comh-iitning 
inc  to  take  my  meals  alone,  and  |ni»s  all  my 
time  in  the  nursery,  while  my  ciHisins  were 
constantly  in  the  drawiiig-ro<un.  Niii  a  hint, 
however,  did  she  drop  ulNiiit  sending  ine  to 
school ;  still  1  frit  an  instinctive  certainly  tliat 
she  would  nt»t  long  endure  me  under  ilie  same 
r(N»f  with  her;  fur  her  glance,  now  more  than 
ever,  wlipn  turned  on  me,  expressed  an  insuper* 
able  and  riNited  aversion. 

Eliza  and  Georgiana,  evidently  acting  accord- 
ing to  ortlers,  S|Mike  to  me  as  little  as  (Missthle. 
John  thrust  his  tongue  in  his  cheek  whenever 
he  saw  me,  and  once  altcmiiU'd  chastisemenc ; 
but  as  I  instantly  turned  as;ainsi  him.  rmised  by 
the  same  seniiment  of  deep  ire  ami  dcsiicrata 
revolt  which  had  stirred  my  corrn()tiun  bcfi»fe, 
he  thought  it  better  to  desist,  and  ran  frnm  me 
uttering  execrations  and  vowing  1  liad  burst  bis 
nose.  1  had  indeed  leveled  at  that  prominent 
feature  as  hard  a  bUiw  as  my  kouckles  c«HilJ 
inflict ;  and  when  1  saw  that  either  that  or  u»J 
look  daunted  him,  I  had  the  greatest  inclinaiiua 
to  follow  up  my  advaotage  to  poriHise ;  but  tie 
was  already  with  bis  mamma.  I  heard  him  in 
a  blubbering  tone  commence  the  tale  of  bow 
**  that  nasty  Jane  Eyre''  bad  flown  at  bitn  Ukm 
n  tnud  cat — :  he  was  sttipped  rather  harshly  -> 

«*  Don*t  talk  to  roe  about  her,  John :  I  tuld 
you  not  to  go  near  her  ;  she  is  not  worthy  of 
notice ;  I  do  not  chciose  that  either  you  or  jroar 
sisters  should  associate  with  her.'* 

Here,  leaning  over  the  Imnister.  F  cried  out 
suddenly  and  without  at  all  deliberating  oa  mjr 
wonis, 

*'  They  are  not  fit  to  associate  with  me." 

Mrs.  lleed  was  rather  a  sttatt  wmiian.  haU  on 
hearing  this  strange  and  aodacious  dcckinitiuQ* 
she  ran  nimbly  uii  the  stair.  aweiA  ine  h^e  a 


4own  on  the  edge  of  my  crib,  dared  ipe  \n  ai^ 
CfDjitiatic  voice  lu  rise  from  that  place  or  utt 
ooe  Bvllable  during  the  remainder  of  the  day. 

•*  What  would  Uncle  Reed  say  tu  you  if  he 
were  alive?*'  was  my  scarcely  voluntary  de- 
mand. I  say  scarcely  voluntary,  for  it  seemed 
as  if  my  longue  pronounced  words  without  my 
Will  consenting  to  their  utterance:  something 
apuke  (»ut  of  me  over  which  I  had  no  control. 

**  What  ?**  said  Mrs.  Ilecd,  under  her  breath : 
her  usually  cold,  composed  gray  eye  became 
troubled  with  a  look  like  fear;  she  took  her 
tarnl  from  my  arm  and  gazed  at  me  aa  if  she 
Rally  did  not  know  whether  I  were  child  or 
£eod.     F  was  now  in  for  it. 

**  My  Uncle  Reed  is  in  heaven  and  can  see  all 
yon  do  and  think  ;  and  so  can  papa  and  mamma : 
Ihcy  know  how  you  shut  me  up  all  day  long,  and 
how  you  wish  me  dead." 

Mrs.  Re«^  SDon  rallied  her  spirits :  she  shook 
ne  most  soundly  ;  she  boxed  both  my  ears,  and 
then  left  me  without  a  word.  Bessie  sup|)lied 
thp  hiatus  liy  a  homily  of  an  hone's  lengili,  in 
which  she  proved  l»eyond  a  doubt  that  I  was  Ihe 
most  wicked  and  abandoned  child  ever  reared 
under  a  nxif.  I  half  believed  her ;  for  I  felt 
iadeed  only  had  feelings  surging  in  my  breast. 

Nuvf*ml»er,  December,  and  half  of  January 
^  pased  away.  Christmas  and  the  New  Year 
bad  l»cen  celebrated  at  'Gaiestiead  with  the 
Usual  festive  cheer ;  prestnls  had  been  inter- 
changed, dmners  and  evening  parlies  given. 
Fmui  every  enjoyment  [  was,  of  course,  ex- 
cluded :  my  share  of  the  gayely  confiisied  in 
witnessing  the  daily  apparclmg  of  Eliza  and 
Oeorgiana,  and  seeing  tliem  descend  l(»  the 
drawing- rtMiin,  dressed  out  in  thin  muslin  frocks 
iod  scarlet  sashes,  with  hair  elaborately  ring- 
HetCil ;  and  afterward,  in  listening  to  the  sound 
•f  the  piano  or  the  harp  played  l)elow,  to  the 
fassing  to  and  fro  of  the  butler  and  footmen,  to 
the  jingling  of  glass  and  china  as  refreshments 
were  handed,  to  the  broken  hum  of  conversa- 
tion as  the  drawing-room  doors  opened  and 
dosed.  When  tired  of  this  occupation,  I  would 
fetire  from  ttic  at  air- head  to  the  solitary  and 
silent  nursery :  there,  though  somewhat  sad,  I 
Was  not  miserable.  To  speak  truth,  I  had  not 
Ihe.  least  wish  to  go  into  company,  for  in  com- 
'  IMiny  1  was  very  rarely  noticed  ;  and  if  Bessie 
Jiad  hut  been  kind  and  compam'onable,  I  should 
have  deemed  it  a  treat  t4i  spend  the  evenings 
^oietly  with  her,  instead  of  passing  them  under 
"the  formidable  eye  of  Mrs.  Ileed,  in  a  rotun  full 
«f  ladies  and  gentlemen.  But  Bessie,  as  soon 
as  she  had  dresseti  her  young  ladies,  used  to 
take  herself  off  to  the  lively  regions  of  the 
Aitchcn  and  housekeeper's  room,  generally  bear- 
ing the  candle  along  with  her :  I  then  sat  with 
Biy  doll  on  my  knee,  till  the  fire  got  low,  glancing 
ruaml  «iccasionally  to  make  sure  that  nothing 
Wctrae  than  myself  haunted  the  shadowy  room ; 
aod  when  the  end)ers  sunk  to  a  dull  red,  1  un- 
dressed hastdy,  tugging  at  knots  and  strings  as 
I  best  might,  and  sought  shelter  from  cold  and 
darkness  in  my  crib.  To  this  crib  I  always 
took  my  doll :  human  beings  must  love  some- 
thing,  and.  in  the  dearth  of  worthier  objects  of 
aflertiiin,  I  contrived  tii  tind  a  pleasure  m  loving 
•lid  cherishing  a  faJed  graven  image,  shabby  as 


this  wooden  toy,  nan  fancying  it  alivv  and 
capable  of  sensation.  I  could  not  sleep  iinteii 
it  was  folded  in  my  night-gown;  and  wheft^H 
lay  there  safe  and  warm,  1  was  comparative^ 
happy,  believing  it  happy  likewise. 

Long  did  the  hours  seem  while  I  waited  th9 
departure  of  the  company,  and  listened  for  thd 
sound  of  Bessie^s  step  on  the  sia'rs :  s(»metimef 
she  would  come  up  in  the  interval  to  seek  her 
thimble  or  her  scissors,  or  perhaps  to  bring  roe 
something  by  way  of  supper — a  bun  or  a  cheese- 
cake ;  then  she  would  sit  on  the  bed  while  I  ate 
it,  and  when  I  had  finished  she  would  luck  the  \^ 
clothes  round  me ;  and  twice  she  kissed  me.aiid 
said,  "Good  night.  Miss  Jane."  M'hen  thoa 
gentle,  Bessie  seemed  to  me  the  best,  prettied 
kindest  being  in  the  world  ;  and  1  wished  mOflt^ 
intensely  that  she  would  always  he  so  pleasanp  ^ 
and  amiable,  and  never  push  me  ah«)ut,  or  scold, 
or  task  me  unreasonably,  as  she  was  too  of\en 
wont  tu  do.  Bessie  Lee  must,  I  think,  have  •■ 
been  a  girl  of  good  natural  capaQ||r ;  fnr  she 
was  smart  in  ail  she  did,  and  had  a  remarkable 
knack  of  narrative :  so,  at  least,  1  judge  from 
the  impression  made  on  me  by  her  nuraenr^< 
tales.  She  was- pretty,  too,  if  my  recoltectle^  ^ 
of  her  face  and  person  are  correct.  I  reme 
her  her  as  a  slim  young  woman,  with  bh 
hair,  dark  eyes,  very  nice  features,  and  gi>od, 
clear  complexion  ;  but  she  had  a  cmtriciotis 
and  hasty  temper,  and  indifferent  ideas  of 
principle  or  justice:  still,  such  as  she  was, 
I  prelerred  her  to  any  one  else  at  Gateshead 
Hall. 

It  was  the  fifteenth  of  January,  about  nine 
o'cl(K;k  in  the  morning :  Bessie  was  gone  down 
to  breakfast ;  my  cousins  had  not  yet  bten  sum- 
iiioned  to  their  mamma  ;  Eliza  was  putting  on 
her  bonnet  and  warm  gaiden-coat  lo  go  and 
feed  her  poultry,  an  occupaticni  of  which  she 
was  fond  ;  and  not  less  so  of  selling  the  eggs  lo 
the  housekeeper  and  hoarding  up  the  money 
she  thus  obtained.  She  had  a  turn  for  tratlick, 
and  a  marked  propensity  for  raving,  shown  not 
only  in  the  vendio);  of  eggs  and  chickens,  but 
also  in  driving  hard  bargains  with  the  gardener 
about  flower- roots,  seeds,  and  slips  of  plants; 
that  functionary  having  orders  from  Mrs.  Reed 
to  b|]y  of  his  young  lady  all  the  products  of  her 
parterre  she  wished  to  sell:  and  Eliza  would 
have  sold  the  hair  off  her  head  if  she  could  have 
made  a  handsome  profit  thereby.  As  to  her 
money,  she  first  secreted  it  in  odd  corners* 
wrapped  in  a  rag  or  an  old  curl-paper :  httt, 
some  of  these  hoards  having  been  discovered 
by  the  housemaid,  Eliza,  fearful  of  one  day  losing 
her  valued  treasure,  consented  to  intrust  it  to 
her  mother,  at  a  usurious  rate  of  interest — fifty 
or  sixty  per  cent. — which  interest  she  exacted 
every  quarter,  keeping  her  accounts  in  a  little 
book  with  anxious  accuracy. 

Georgiana  sat  on  a  high  stool,  dressing  her 
hair  at  the  glass  and  interweaving  her  curls 
with  artificial  flowers  and  faded  feathers,  of 
which  she  had  found  a  store  in  a  drawer  in  the 
attic.  I  was  making  my  bed,  having  received 
strict  orders  from  Bessie  to  get  it  arranf94 
before  she  returned  (for  Bessie  now  frequently 
emphiyed  me  as  a  sort  of  under  nursery  maid, 
to  tidy  the  room,  dust  the  chairs,  6t,c.).    llaving 
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ptctore-books  and  doH*s  house  furniture  8c! 
tered  there;  an  abrupt  commaad  from  Geor 
giana  to  let  her  playthings  alune  (for  the  liny 
chairs  and  mirrcirs,  the  fairy  plates  and  cnps 
were  her  property)  slopped  my  proceedings ; 
and  then,  fur  lack  of  otiier  occupation,  I  fell  to 
breathing  on  the  frost-flowers  with  which  the 
window  was  fretted,  and  thus  clearing  a  space 
in  the  glass  through  which  I  might  look  out  on 
the  grounds,  where  all  was  still  and  petrified 
under  the  influence  of  a  hard  frost. 

From  this  window  were  visible  the  porter*s 
lodge  and  the  carriage  road,  and  just  as  1  had 
dissolved  so  much  of  the  silver-white  foliage 
veiling  the  panes  as  left  room  to  look  out,  I 
saw  the  gates  thrown  open  and  a  carriage  roll 
Ibrongh.  I  watched  it  ascending  the  drive  with 
^ifl'erence:  carriages  oden  came  to  Gates* 
head,  but  none  ever  brought  visitors  in  whom 
I  waa  interested ;  it  stopped  in  front  of  the 
housu,  the  door-belJ  rung  loudly,  the'new-comer 
was  adm^l^.  All  this  being  nothing  to  me, 
jny  vacarnattention  soon  found  livelier  attrac- 
tion in  the  spectacle  of  a  little  hungry  robin, 
which  came  and  chirped  on  the  twigs  of  the 
leafless  cherry-tree  nailed  against  the  wall  near 
the  casement.  The  remains  of  my  breakfast 
of  bread  and  milk  stood  on  the  table,  and  hav- 
ing crumbled  a  morsel  of  roll,  I  was  tugging  at 
the  sash  to  put  out  the  crumbs  on  the  window- 
sill,  when  Bessie  came  running  up  stairs  into 
the  nursery. 

**  Miss  Jane,  take  ofl'your  pinafore :  what  are 
you  doing  there  1  Have  you  washed  your  hands 
and  face  this  morning  V*  I  gave  another  tug 
before  I  answered,  for  I  wanted  the  bird  to  be 
secure  of  its  bread  :  the  sash  yielded  ;  I  scat- 
tered the  crumbs,  some  on  the  stone  silt,  some 
on  the  cherry-tree  bough,  then,  closing  the  win- 
dow, I  replied :  , 

"  No,  Bessie ;  I  have  only  just  finished  dust- 
ing." 
**  Troublesome,  careless  child  1  and  what  are 

...ypo  doing  now  \    You  look  quite  red,  as  if  you 

,had  been  about  some  mischief:  what  were  you 

.  opening  the  window  for  V* 

I  was  spared  the  trouble  of  answering,  for 
Bessie  seeo^ed  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  listen  to 

t  explanations ;  she  hauled  me  to  the  wasbstand, 
inflicted  a  mcrcilefs,  but,  happily,  brief  scrub 
pa  my  face  and  Lands  with  soap,  water,  and  a 
eoarse  towel ;  disciplined  my  head  with  a  brist- 
.y  brush,  denuded  me  of  my  pinafore,  and  then 
aurrying  me  to  the  top  o{  the  stairs,  bid  me  go 
down  directly,  as  I  was  wanted  in  the  break- 

>  fast- room. 

I  would  have  asked  who  wanted  me ;  I  would 
Jiave  demanded  if  Mrs.  Reed  was  there ;  but 
Bessie  was  already  gone,  and  had  closed  the 
nursery  door  upon  me :  I  slowly  descended. 
For  nearly  three  months  I  bad  never  been  call- 
ed to  Mrs.  Reed*s  presence :  restricted  so  long 
to  the  nursery,  the  breakfast,  dining,  and  draw- 
ing-rooms were  become  for  me  awful  regions 
on  which  it  dismayed  me  to  intrude. 

I  now  stood  in  the  empty  hall ;  before  me 
was  the  breakfast-room  door,  and  I  stopped, 
intimidated  and  trembling.  What  a  miserable 
Utile  poltroon  bad  fear,  engendered  of  unjust 
punishment,  made  of  me  in  those  days !  I  feared 
to  return  to  the  nursery ;  I  feared  to  go  forward 
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hesitation :  the  vehement  ringing  of  the  break* 
fast-room  bell  decided  me ;  I  must  enter. 

''Who  could  want  met*'  I  asked  inwardly, 
as  with  both  hands  T  turned  the  stifT  door-haa. 
die,  which,  for  a  second  or  two,  resisted  my 
eflbris.  "What  should  I  see  besides  Attiil 
Heed  in  the  apartment— a  roan,  or  a  woma^r* 
The  handle  turned,  the  door  unclosed,  and 
passing  through  and  courtesying  low,  I  lobkM 
up  at— a  black  pillar ! — such,  at  least,  appeanad 
to  me,  at  first  sight,  the  straight,  narrow,  sable- 
clad  shape  standing  erect  on  the  rug :  thegriai 
face  at  the  top  was  like  a  carved  mask,  l^laoed 
above  the  shaft  by  way  of  capital. 

Mrs.  Reed  occupied  her  usual  seat  by'-lbs 
fireside:  she  made  a  signal  to  me  to approaeb; 
I  did  so,  and  she  introduced  me  to  the  atony 
stranger  with  these  words  :  •*^This  fs  the  Mia 
girl  respecting  whom  I  applied  to  yon."* 

He^  for  it  was  a  man,  turned  his  head  slowly 
toward  where  I  stood,  and  having  examined 
me  with  the  two  inquisitive-looking  grayeyea 
w*hich  twinkled  nnder  a  pair  of  boshy  brawa, 
said,  solemnly,  and  in  a  bass  voice :  ^Her  stta 
is  small ;  what  is  her  age  V* 

"  Ten  years." 

"  So  much  r*  was  the  doubtful  answer ;  aad 
he  prolonged  his  scrutiny  some  minotea.  Sk^a- 
ently  he  addressed  me. 

"  Your  name,  little  girl  t" 

"  Jane  Eyre,  sir." 

In  uttering  these  words  I  looked  np:  ha 
seemed  to  me  a  tall  gentleman  ;  but  then  I  li^ 
very  little ;  his  features  were  large,  and  they 
and  all  the  lines  of  his  frame  were  equally  baisli 
and  prim. 

*•  Well,  Jane  Eyre,  and  are  you  a  good  chHd4* 

Impossible  to  reply  to  this  in  the  afHrmative— 
my  little  world  held  a  contrary  opinion— I  waa 
silent.  Mrs.  Reed  answered  for  roe  by  an  ex- 
pressive shake  of  the  head,  adding  soon,  *' Per- 
haps the  less  said  on  that  subject  the  bettar, 
Mr.  Brocklehurst." 

'*  Sorry  indeed  to  hear  It  I  she  and  I  moat 
have  some  talk  ;'*  and,  bending  from  the  per- 
pendicular, he  installed  his  person  in  the  arm- 
chair, opposite  Mrs.  Reed*s.  **  Conie  hemt* 
he  said. 

I  stepped  across  the  mg ;  he  ^aea^  -  yna 
square  and  straight  before  biro.  What  m  liea 
he  had,  now  that  it  was  almost  on  a  )ev^  Mrtth 
mine !  what  a  great  nose !  and  what  a  ino«lb  f 
and  what  large,  prominent  teeth  ! 

"  No  sight  so  sad  as  that  of  a  naoghtyeMM,** 
he  began,  "especially  a  naughty  little  girL  ^Oo 
you  know  where  the  w£cked  go  a(lef  deirtli-'l** 

**  They  go  to  hell,"  was  my  ready  and  ^ctte- 
dox  answer. 

"  And  what  is  hell  t   Can  yon  tell  dm  UU*I* 

"  A  pit  full  of  fire." 

*«  And  should  you  like  to  fidl  into  that ^plt^  and 
to  be  burning  there  forever t** 

"  No,  sir." 

**  What  must  yon  do  to  avoid  iti** 

I  deliberated  a  moment  My  answer.  ^rba» 
it  did  come,  was  objectionable.  **  I  maal  kaep 
in  good  health,  and  not  die." 

'*  How  can  you  keep  in  good  health  !  Chil. 
dren  younger  than  you  die  daily.  I  luiri^  a 
little  child  of  five  years  cid,  only  a  diy  «r  two 
since-  -a  good  little  child,  whose  aoal  .|b 
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faid  of  joa,  were  jroa  to  be  called 


Not  being  io  a  condition  to  reiDove  his  doubt, 
I  f  lUj^cast  my  eyes  down  on  tbe  two  large  feet 
jl^eo  on  the  rug,  and  sighed,  wishing  myself 
lar  «Qoo^  away. 

^  I  b6|>e  that  sigh  is  from  the  heart,  and  that 
y|fe7ei>ef>t  erer  baving  been  the  occasion  of 
meoinrort  10  yoor  excellent  benefactress.'* 

•« Bebefactress !  benefactress!"  said  I,  in- 
<*Tbey  all  call  Mrs.  Reed  my  bene. 


ftp|res« ;  If  ao^  a  benefactress  is  a  disagreeable 


^.^  ^  yoa  say  your  prayers  night  and  mom- 
isitl7  continued  my  interrogator. 

"Yep,  sir.** 

«« lop,  you  read  yoar  BiUe  V* 

••  Sraietimes." 

••  Wiib  pleasure  ^    Are  you  fotid.  nf  it  ^** — 

•■  Oke  Rerelations  and  the  book  of  Daniel, 
ai|d.  Genesis  and  Samuel,  and  a  little  bit  of  Kx- 
e^tis,'  and  som^^  f>arts  of  Kings  and  Chronicles, 
•od  Job  andJonah." 

*•  Asd^e  Psalms  1    I  hope  yoa  like  them." 

-No^air." 

/«/(o!  oh,  shocking!     I  have  a  little  boy 

SngierUban  you,  who  knows  six  psalms  by 
It,;  and  when  yoa  ask  him  which  he  would 
war  h,ave,  a  gingerbread-nut  to  eat,  or  a  verse 
afja  ps^^m  to  learn,  be  says :  '  Oh,  the  Terse 
« ,a  paiaJm !  Angels  sing  psalms,*  says  ho ; 
'l^^rish  to  be  a  little  angel  here  below  ;*  he 
Q^^geta  two  nuts  in  recompense  for  his  infant 

«*|^f^nQu9  are  not  interesting,**  I  remarked. 

f'T^t  proves  you  have  a  wicked  heart; 
ana  ^ou  must  pray  to  Grod  to  change  it— to 
tjp^jof^  a  new  and  a  clean  one — to  take  away 
mr  J^rt  of  atone  and  give  yoa  a  heart  of 

I  was  aboat  to  propound  a  question,  touching 

I  the  manner  in  which  that  operation  of  chang- 

if^Mj  heart  was  to  be  performed,  when  Mrs. 

Reed  mterposed,  telling  me  to  sit  down  ;  she 

*ed  to  cany  on  the  conversation 


;'  Mg.  Brocklehnrst,  I  believe  I  intimated  in 
ihe  letter  which  I  wrote  to  you  three  weeks 
a^^)iat  tbiv  Httle  girl  has  not  quite  the  char- 
•eOr  and  diaposition  I  could  wish.  Should  yoa 
iidiait'll^r  into  Lowood  school,  I  should  be  glad 
If  the  superintendent  and  teachers  were  re- 
fund to  keep  a  sirict  eye  on  her,  and,  above 
aPy.,|o 'guard  against  her  worst  fault— a  ten* 
i6nl^  to  deceit.  I  mention  this  in  your  hear- 
ing, J^e,  tliat  yon  may  not  attempt  to  inlpose 
mi  Mf.  Brocklehurst.** 

MTell  might  I  dread— well  might  I  dislike 
Mj^Reed,  for  it  was  her  nature  to  wound  me 
cnfeny^.  Never  was  I  happy  in  her  presence. 
Howevei'  carerully  I  obeyed,  however  stren- 
wmAjf  I  strove  to  please  her,  my  efforts  were 
Mill  repulsed  and  repaid  by  such  sentences  as 
tM  above.  Now,  uttered  before  a  stranger, 
urn  aceuaatlon  cut  me  to  the  heart.  1  dimly 
Beivi;d  that  she  was  already  obliterating 
'^'  fr  >m  tbe  new  phase  of  existence  which 
ined  me  to  enter ;  I  felt,  though  I  could 
Rv  J  expressed  the  feeling,  that  she  was 
[  ivcrsiun  and  unkindness  along  my  fu* 
ti;  I  saw  myself  transformed,  under 
*.kJ(e!i'ar8t*a  eye,  into  an  artful,  noxioua 


child,  and  what  could  I  do  to  remedy  the  in* 

jitrjr* 

/  "Nothing,  indeed,'*  thought  I,  as  1  striig-  ' 

gled  to  repress  a  sob,  and  basely  wiped  away 

some  tears,  the  impotent  evidences  of  my  an*  ' 

guish. 

"  Deceit  is,  indeed,  a  sad  fault  in  a  child," 
said  Mr.  Brocklehurst ;  "  it  is  akin  to  false- 
hood, and  all  liars  will  have  their  portion  in  the  ^ 
lake  burning  with  lire  and  brimstone.    She 
shall,  however,  be  watched,  Mrs.  Reed.    I  wiU  ' 
speak  to  Miss  Temple  and  the  teachers.** 

*'  I  should  wish  her  to  be  brought  up  in  a  ^ 
manner  suiting  her  prospects**^  continued  itiy  ] 
benefactress ;  **  to  be  made  useful,  to  be  kept  [ 
humble :  as  for  the  vacations,  she  will,  with  ' 
your  permission,  spend  them  always  at  Lo- 
wood. * 

**  Your  decisions  are  perfectly  judicious,  mad .' 
am,**  returned  Mr.  Brocklehurst.  **  Humility 
is  a  Christian  grace,  and  one  peculiarly  appro- 
priate to  the  pupils  of  LowimnI  ;  I,  therefore, 
direct  that  especial  care  shall  be  bestowed  on ' 
its  cultivation  among  them.  .  I  httflb  studied 
how  best  to  mortify  in  them  the  worldly  senti- 
ment of  pride,  and,  only  the  other  day,  1  had  t 
pleasing  proof  of  my  success.  My  second' 
daughter,  Augusta,  went  with  her  mamma  te' 
visit  the  school,  and  on  her  return  she  ex- 
claimed :  *0h,  dear,  papa,  how  quiet  and  plaii, 
all  the  girls  at  Lowood  look !  with  their  liai; 
combed  behind  their  ears,  and  their  long  pina  ' 
fores,  and  those  little  holland  pockets  outstdt 
their  frocks — they  are  almost  all  like  poor  peo* 
ple*8  children!*  and,  said  she,  *they  looked  al 
my  dress  and  mamma*s  as  if  they  had  never 
seen  a  silk  gown  before.*  '* 

"  This  is  the  state  of  things  I  quite  approve/* 
returned  Mrs.  Reed ;  "  had  I  sought  all  Eng-! 
land  over^  1  could  scarcely  have  found  a  sys- 
tem more  exactly/  fitting  a  child  like  Jane  £yre. 
Consistency,  my  dear  Mr.  Brocklehurst ;  I  ad 
vucate  consistency  in  all  things.*' 

'*  Consistency,  madam,  is  the  first  of  Christ^ 
ian  duties ;  and  it  has  been  observed  in  every 
arrangement  connected  with  the  establishment 
of  Lowood  :  plain  fare,  simple  attire,  unsopbia- 
ticated  accommodations,  hardy  and  active  hab- 
'  its  ;  such  is  the  order  of  tbe  day  in  the  hoas^ 
and  its  inhabitants.*' 

*'  Quite  right,  sir.  I  may,  then,  depend  opoii 
this  child  being  received  as  a  pupil  at  Lowood, 
and  there  being  trained  in  conformity  to  her  po- 
sition and  prospects  t" 

**  Madam,  you  may  ^  she  shall  be  placed  in 
that  nursery  of  chosen  plants ;  and  I  trust  stie 
will  show  herself  grateful  to  the  Inestimable 
privilege  of  her  election." 

**  I  will  send  her,  then,  as  soon  as  possible 
Mr.  Brocklehurst ;  for,  I  assure  you,  I  feel 
anxious  to  be  relieved  of  a  responsibility  that 
was  becoming  too  irksome.** 

"  No  doubt,  no  doubt,  madam ;  and  now  I 
wish  you  good  morning.  I  shall  return  t6 
Brocklehurst  Hall  in  the  course  of  a  week  or 
two ;  my  good  friend,  the  archdeacon,  will  not 
permit  me  to  leave  him  sooner.  1  shall  aend 
Miss  Temple  notice  that  she  is  to  expect  a  new 
girl,  so  that  there  will  be  no  difficulty  about  re- 
ceiving her.    Qood-by." 

**  Goodby  Mr.  Brocklehurst ;  remember  me 
to  Mra.  and  Miss  Brocklehurst,  and  to  Au- 
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mta  and  Theodore,  and  Master  Broo^hton 
Brocklehurst.'* 

**  I  will,  madam.  TJttle  fl^irl,  here  is  a  book 
entitled  the  *  Chrtd*s  Guide  ;'  read  it,  with  pray- 
er, especially  that  part  containing  an  *  accuunt 

•f  the  awfully  sudden  death  of  Martha  G , 

a  naughty  child,  addicted  tu  falsehood  and  de- 
ceit.' " 

With  these  words,  Mr.  Drocklehorst  put  into 
my  hand  a  ihin  pamphlet  sewn  in  a  cover ;  and 
having  rung  fur  his  carriage,  he  departed. 

Mrs.  Reed  and  f  were  lefl  alone  ;  some  min- 
Qtcs  passed  in  silence ;  she  was  bewing,  I  was 
watching  her.  Mrs.  Ileed  might  he,  at  that 
lime,  suiiie  six  or  eeven-and-thiriy  ;  she  was  a 
woman  of  robust  frame,  square-sttouldered  and 
strong-liiiihed,  not  tall,  and  though  stout  not 
obese;  she  had  a  somewhat  large  face,  the 
'inder^jaw  being  much  developed  and  very  sol- 
.<! ;  her  brow  was  low,  her  chin  large  and  prom- 
.ment,  iiiouih  and  nose  sufficiently  regular  ;  un- 
der her  tiglit  eyebrows  glinimered  an  eye  de- 
void of  ru^  ;  her  skin  was  dark  and  opaque, 
her  hair  nearly  flaxen  ;  her  constitution  was 
sound  as  a  l^il ;  illness  never  came  near  her ; 
she  was  an  exact,  clever  manager,  her  house- 
hold and  tenantry  were  thoroughly  under  her 
control ;  her  children  only,  at  times  defied  her 
authority  and  laughed  it  to  scorn  ;  she  dressed 
well,  and  had  a  presence  and  port  calculated 
to  set  otr handsome  attire. 

Sitting  on  a  low  stool,  a  few  yards  from  her 
arm-chair,  I  examined  her  figure ;  I  perused 
her  features.  In  my  hand  I  held  the  tract, 
containing  the  sudden  death. of  the  liar;  to 
which  narrative  my  attention  had  been  pointed 
as  to  an  appropriate  warning.  What  had  just 
passed — what  Mrs.  Reed  had  said  concerning 
me  to  Mr.  Urocklehurst — ^the  whole  tenor  of 
their  conversation  was  recent,  raw,  and  sting- 
ing in  my  mind ;  I  had  felt  every  word  as 
acutely,  as  I  had  heard  it  plainly ;  and  a  pas- 
sion of  resentment  fermented  now  within  me. 

Mrs.  Reed  looked  up  from  her  work;  her 
eye  settled  on  mine,  her  fingers  at-  the  same 
time  suspended  their  nimble  movements. 

••  Go  tiut  of  the  room  ;  return  U>  the  nursery,** 
was  her  mandate.  My  took  or  something  else 
must  have  struck  her.  as  oflensive,  fur  she 
spoke  with  extreme,  though  suppressed,  irrita- 
tion. I  got  up,  I  went  to  the  door,  I  came 
back  again ;  I  walked  to  the  window,  across 
the  room,  then  close  up  to  her. 

Speak  1  must ;  I  bad  been  trodden  on  severe- 
ly and  must  turn ;  but  how  1  What  strength 
bad  I  to  dart  retaliation  at  my  antagonist  1  I 
gathered  my  energies  and  launched  them  in 
this  blunt  sentence : 

**  I  am  not  deceitful ;  if!  were,  I  should  say 
I  hived  you ;  but  I  declare,  I  do  not  love  you ; 
I  fiislike  you  the  worst  of  any  body  in  the  world 
except  John  Re  fid ;  and  this  book  about  the 
liar,  you  may  give  it  to  your  girl,  Georgiana, 
for  it  is  she  who  tells  lies,  and  not  I.*' 

Mrs.  Reed's  hands  still  lay  on  her  work  in- 
active ;  her  eye  of  ice  continued  to  dwell  freez- 
ingly  on  mine  : 

"  What  more  have  you  to  say  t"  she  asked, 
rather  in  the  tone  in  which  a  person  might  ad- 
dress an  opponent  of  adult  age  than  such  as  is 
ordinarily  used  to  a  child. 

That  eye  of  he's,  that  voice,  stirred  every 


antipathy  I  had.  Shaking  from  bead  tot.lbo^ 
thrilled  with  ungovernable  excitement*  I  ^oi^ 
tinued : 

"  I  am  glad  yon  are  no  relation  of  mioe;  I 
will  never  call  you  aunt  again  as  lung  as  I  livi. 
I  will  never  eome  to  see  you  when  I  am  gniwt 
up ;  and  if  any  one  asks  me  hoW  1  liked  yol^ 
and  how  you  treated  me,  1  will  say  the  very 
thought  of  you  makes  me  sick,  and  thai  yoa 
treated  me  with  miserable  cruelty,*' 

"  How  dare  you  affirm  that,  Jane  Eyra  !** 

"How  dare  I,  Mrs.  Reed?  How  daie  If 
Because  it  is  the  truth.  You  think  I  have  o» 
feelings,  and  that  J  can  live  without  one  bit  of 
love  or  kindness ;  but  I  can  not  live  m* ;  and 
you  have  no  pity.  1  shall  rememlier  how  yoit 
thrust  me  back — roughly  and  violently  tlirust 
me  back  into  the  red-room,  and  hjcked  me  uf 
there— 40  my  dying  day;  though  i  was  in 
agony ;  though  I  cried  out,  while  suCTucaCinf 
with  distress,  '  Have  mercy !  Have  mercy. 
Aunt  Reed  !'  And  that  punishment  yew  made 
me  suffer  because  your  wicked  bi>y  struck  me^* 
knocked  me  down  lor  nothing.  I  will  tell  any 
body  who  asks  me  questions,  this  exact  tale. 
People  think  you  a  good  woman  ;  but  you  are 
bad — hard-hearted.     You  are  deceitful  !** 

Ere  I  had  Hnished  this  reply,  my  soul  begaa 
to  expand,  to  exult,  with  the  strangest  sense  oi 
freedom,  of  triumph,  I  ever  felt.  It  seemed  tm 
if  an  invisible  bond  had  burst,  and  that  I  had 
struggled  out  into  unhoped-for  liberty.  Not 
without  cause  was  this  sentiment;  Mrs.  Reed 
hiuked  frightened  ;  her  work  had  slipped  from 
her  knee  ;  she  was  lifting  up  her  hands,  rock* 
ing  herself  to  and  fro^  and  even  twistinf  hef 
face  as  if  she  would  cry. 

"  Jane,  you  are  under  a  mistake ;  wlyaC  m 
the  matter  with  yool    Why  do  you  trc 
so  violently?    Would  you  like  to  diiak  i 
water?** 

•'No,  Mrs.  Reed.** 

'*  Is  there  any  thing  else  you  wish  fot  Mm! 
I  assure,  I  desire  to  be  your  friend.*' 

*'  Not  you.  Yon  told  Mr.  Brocklehnrsl  I  ha< 
a  bad  character,  a  deceitful  dispositioa ;  aal 
I'll  let  every  body  at  Lowuod  know  wliat  yam 
are,  and  what  you  have  done.*' 

"Jane,  you  don*t  understand  these  thiofjif 
children  roust  be  corrected  for  their  faolie.'* 

•*  Deceit  is  not  my  fault !"  I  cried  out  hi  • 
savage,  high  voice. 

«»But  you  are  passionate,  Jane;  that  yo« 
must  allow ;  and  now  return  to  the  nursery^ 
ther^  a  dear,  and  lie  down  a  little." 

**  ram  not  your  dear ;  I  can  not  lie  ^atwu  ; 
send  me  to  school  soon,  Mrs.  Reed,  for  1  bate 
to  live  here." 

**  I  will  indeed  send  her  to  school  aooo,** 
murmured  Mrs.  Reed,  Motto  voct ;  and  gathering 
up  her  work,  she  abruptly  quitted  th^  opart* 
nient. 

I  was  led  there  alone,  winner  of  t^e  fieM. 
It  was  the  hardest  battle  1  had  fnugbi.Unfl  ihe 
first  victory  I  had  gained.  I  stood  av|tiile  om 
the  rug,  where  Mr.  Rrocklehurst  had  si«  hmI,  aod 
I  enjoyed  my  conqueror's  solitude.  FifBt,  I 
smiled  to  myself  and  feh  elate ;  but  tt  i«  fkoro^ 
pleasure  subsided  in  roe  as  fast  as  dii  '  the  i 
celerated  throb  of  my  pulses.    A  chili!  een  t 


quarrel  with  its  elders,  as  1  had  done ; 
give  its  furious  feelings  uncontrolled  |  f^f* 
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M  (iTen  mine,  without  experiencing  aAer- 
frard  the  pang  of  remorse  and  ibe  chill  of 
leactkio.  A  ridge  of  iiglited  heath,  alive,  glan- 
ciagt  devouring,  would  have  been  a  meet  em- 
Mem  of  luy  mind  when  I  accused  and  menaced 
Vrs.  Heed  :  the  aame  ridge,  black  and  bUisted 
after  the  flames  are  dead,  would  have  repre- 
sented as  metely  mj  subsequent  condition, 
trhen  half  an  lioor*s  silence  and  reflect  i<in 
had  shown  me  the  madness  of  my  conduct, 
and  the  dreariness  of  my  hated  and  hating  posi- 
tisa. 

Something  of  vengeance  I  had  tasted  for  the 
first  time ;  as  aromatic  wioe  it  seemed  on 
Bvalliiwing,  warm  and  racy ;  its  sAer-flat or, 
meialliti  and  corroding,  gave  me  a  sensation  a^ 
if  I  bad  been  {loisoned.  Wiliingiy  would  1  now 
have  gone  and  asked  Mrs.  Heed's  pardon  ;  but 
I-knew,  partly  from  experience  and  partly  from 
insiliici,  ibat  was  ibe  way  lo  make  her  repulse 
me  with  double  scorn,  thereby  re-esLciiing  ev- 
ery turbulent  impulse  of  my  nature. 

I  would  fain  exercise  some  better  faculty  ihan 
that  of  fierce  speaking ;  fain  tind  some  nourisli- 
nent  for  some  less  fiendish  feeling  than  lliat  of 
aoniber  indignation.*  I  UNik  a  lMN>k.  some  Ara- 
bian tales ;  1  sat  down  and  endeavored  to  read. 
lecNild  make  no  sense  of  i lie  subject ;  my  own 
tboughis  swam  always  between  me  and  the 
page  I  bad  always  found  fascinating.  I  ofjened 
•  glass  d<Mir  in  the  breakfast-room;  the  sbruli- 
bery  was  quite  still;  tiie  black  ln»st  reigned, 
oobroken  by  sun  or  breeze,  tb rough  the  grounds. 
looreretl  my  head  and  arms  with  the  skirt  of 
mj  frock,  and  went  out  lo  walk  in  a  part  of  the 
pUntaii<ifi  which  was  quite  sequestered  ;  but  I 
foaad  no  fileasure  in  the  silent  trees,  the  fal- 
lea  fir-cofies,  the  congealed  relics  of  autumn, 
titaet  leaves,  swept  by  past  winds  in  heaps, 
and  now  stiflened  together.  I  leane<l  against 
&  gate,  and  looked  into  an  empty  field  where 
BO  alieep  were  feeding,  where  the  short  grass 
was  nipped  and  blanched.  It  was  a  very  gray 
^y ;  a  most  opaque  sky,  **  ending  on  snaw," 
eaoopied  all;  thence  flakes  fell  at  intervals, 
which  settled  on  the  hard  path  and  on  the 
hosry  tea  without  melting.  I  stood,  a  wretch- 
ed child  enough,  whispering  to  myself  over  and 
ever  again,  •*  What  shall  I  dol  what  shall  I 

dor* 

All  at  once  I  heard  a  clear  voice  call,  **  Miss 
hne !  where  are  you !    Come  to  lunch  !** 

It  was  Bessie,  I  knew  well  enough ;  hot  I 
dkl  not  stir :  her  light  step  came  tripping  down 
the  path. 

'*  You  naughty  little  thing  !**  she  said.  *'  Why 
don't  you  come  when  you  are  called  V     * 

Bessie*s  presence  now,  compared  with  the 
thoughts  over  which  1  had  been  brooding, 
seemed  cheerful;  even  though,  as  usual,  she 
Was  somewhat  cross.  The  fact  is,  alter  my 
conflict  with,  and  victory  over,  Mrs.  lieed,  I 
was  n4it  disfNised  to  care  much  for  the  nurse- 
maid's transitory  anger;  and  1  tetu  disposed  to 
bask  in  her  y<»uthful  lightness  (»f  heart.  I  just 
pw  my  two  arms  niund  her,  and  said,  **  Come, 
fiessie!  don't  scold." 

The  action  was  more  frank  and  fearless  than 
tny  I  was  liahituaied  to  indulge  in :  somehow 
it  pleased  her. 

"  You  are  a  strange  child.  Miss  Jane,"  she 
laid,  as  she  kioked  down  at  me :'  '*  a  little  rov- 


Ing  solitary  thfaig :  and  yon  are  going  to  i 
I  suppose  r* 

I  nodded. 

**  And  won't  yon  be  aonr  to  leave  poor  1 

sieV 

-What  does  Bessie  care  for  met  She  in 
always  scolding  me.'* 

**  Because  you're  such  a  queer,  frightened, 
shy  little  thing.     You  should  be  bolder." 

*'  What !  to  get  more  knocks  1" 

**  Nonsense !  -But  you  are  rather  pot  ifpea, 
that's  certain.  My  mother  aaid,  when  sto 
came  to  see  me  last  week,  that  she  wmihl  iwC 
like  a  little  one  of  her  own  to  be  in  y<»ur  place. 
Now  come  in,  and  I've  some  good  news  for 
you." 

**  I  don't  think  you  have,  Bessie." 

"Child!  What  do  you  mean  I  What  sor- 
rowful eyes  you  fix  on  me !  Well !  but  missis 
and  the  young  ladies  and  Master  J<dm  ar^jgo- 
ing  out  to  tea  this  aderniHin,  and  you  shall 
have  tea  with  me.  I'll  ask  the  cook  to  bake 
you  a  little  cake,  and  then  you  shall  help  me  to 
UH)k  over  your  drawers ;  for  I  am  so«m  to 
pack  ymir  trunk.  Missis  intends  you  to  leave 
Gateshead  in  a  day  or  two ,  and  you  shall 
choose  what  toys  you  like  to  take  with  you.'* 

**  Bessie,  you  must  promise  not  to  scold  mo 
any  more  till  1  go." 

**  Well,  I  will :  hut  mind  you  are  a  very  good 
girl,  and  don't  lie  afraid  of  me.  Don't  start 
when  I  chance  to  speak  rather  sharply  :  it's  so 
provoking." 

'*  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  be  afraid  of  yos 
again,  Bessie,  because  I've  got  used  to  you; 
and  I  shall  soon  have  another  set  of  people  to 
dread." 

"  If  you  dread  them  they'll  dislike  yoo.'* 

"  As  you  do,  Bessie  T" 

'*  I  don't  dislike  you,  miss ;  I  believe  I  am 
fonder  of  you  than  all  the  others.*' 

••  You  don't  show  it." 

**  Yi»u  li^le  sharp  thing !  you've  got  qnite  o 
new  way  of  talking.  What  makes  yuu  so  veo- 
ture^mie  and  hardy  1" 

**  Why,  1  shall  soon  be  away  from  yon,  and 

besides .     I  was  going  to  say  something 

ab4»ut  what  had  passed  between  nie  and  Mrs. 
lleed  ;  but  on  second  thoughts  I  ccmsidered  it 
better  to  remain  silen^  on  that  head." 

"  And  so  you  are  glad  to  leave  me  T' . 

'*Not  at  all,  Bessie;  indeed,  just  now  I  am 
rather  sorry.'* 

**  Just  now !  and  rather !  How  coolly  my  lit* 
tie  lady  says  it !  I  dare  say  now,  if  I  were  to 
atfk  you  for  a  kiss  you  wouldn't  give  it  me:^ 
you'd  say  you  would  rather  not." 

**  I'll  kiss  you  and  welcome  :  bend  your  heaA 
down."  Bessie  stooped ;  we  mutually  em- 
braced, and  I  followed  her  into  the  house  qoito 
comforted.  That  afternoon  lapsed  in  peace 
and  harmony :  and  in  the  evening  Bessie  told 
me  some  of  tier  moa«  enchaining  stories,  and 
sung  me  some  of  her  sweetest  songs.  Eveii 
for  me  life  bad  its  gleams  of  sunshine 


CHAPTER  V. 


FivK  o*clock  had  hardly  struck  on  the  i 
log  of  the  I9th  January  when  Bessie  brougfaa 
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a  cundle  into  my  closet  and  found  me  already 
up  and  nearly  dressed.  I  had  risen  half  an 
hour  before  her  entrance,  and  bad  washed  my 
face  and  put  on  my  clothes  by  the  light  of  a 
biJC-moon  just  setting,  whose  ray  streamed 
through  the  narrow  window  of  my  little  crib. 
J  «to  to  leave  Gateshead  that  day  by  a  coach 
which  passed  the  lodge  gates  at  six  a.m.  Bes- 
sie was  the  only  person  yet  risen ;  she  had 
ligHted  a  fire  |n  the  nursery,  where  she  now 
proceeded  to  make  my  breakfast.  Few  child- 
ren can  eat  when  excited  with  the  thoughts  of 
a  jetirney ;  nor  could  I.  Bessie,  haTing  press- 
ed- me  in  irain  to  take  a  few  spoonfuls  of  the 
toiled  milk  and  bread  she  had  prepared  for  me, 
wrapped  up  some  biscuits  in  a  piaper  and  pot 
them  into  my  bag ;  then  she  helped  me  on  with 
my  pelisse  and  bonnet,  and,  wrapping  herself  in 
a  shawl,  she  and  I  left  the  nursery.  As  we 
passed  Mrs.  Reed's  bedroom,  she  said,  **  Will 
you  go  in  and  bid  missis  gorni-by  V* 

**Kot  Bessie :  she  came  to  my  crib  last  night 
when  you  were  gone  down  to  supper,  and  said 
I  aeed  not  disturb  her  in  the  morning,  or  my 
cousins  either ;  and  she  told  me  to  remember 
that  she  had  always  been  my  best  friend,  and 
to  speak  of  her  and  be  grateful  to  her  accord- 
ingly.*' 

*' What  did  you  say,  missV 

**  Nothing :  I  covered  my  face  with  the  bed- 
dothes.  and  turned  from  her  to  the  wall." 

"That  was  wrong,  Miss  Jane." 

**  It  was  quite  right,  Bessie  :  your  missis  has 
aot  been  my  friend ;  she  has  been  my  foe." 

**  Oh,  Miss  Jane !  don*t  say  so !" 

**  Good-by  to  Gateshead !"  cried  I,  as  we 
passed  through  the  hall  and  went  out  at  the 
front  door.  ' 

The  moon  was  set,  and  it  was  very  dark ; 
Bessie  carried  a  lantern,  whose  light  glanced 
an  wet  steps  and  gravel  road  soddeti  by  a  re- 
cent tliaw.  Raw  and  chill  was  tlf^  winter 
iDorning;  my  teeth  chattered  as  I  hastened 
dawn  the  drive.  There  was  a  light  in  the 
porter's  lodge ;  when  we  reached  it  we  found 
the  porter*s  wife  just  kindling  her  fire :  my 
tmnk,  which  had  been  carried  down  the  even- 
ing before,  stood  conled  at  the  door.  It  want- 
ed but  a  few  minutes  of  six,  and  shortly  after 
that  hour  had  struck,  the  distant  roll  of  wheels 
announced  the  coming  coach ;  I  went  to  the 
dopr  and  watched  its  lamps  approach  rapidly 
through  the  gloom. 

**ls  she  going  by  herself!"  asked  the  por- 
ter's wife. 

••Yes." 

**  And  how  far  is  it  t" 

«» Fifty  miles." 

••  What  a  long  way !  I  wonder  Mrs.  Reed  is 
not  afraid  to  trust  her  so  far  alone." 

The  coach  drew  up ;  there  it  was  at  the  gates, 
with  its  four  horses  and  its  top  laden  wjih  pass- 
engers :  the  guard  and  ?r,Mciiinaii  lOudly  urged 
baste ;  my  trunk  was  hoisted  up ;  I  was  taken 
from  Bessie's  neck,  to  which  I  clung  with 


**  Be  snre  and  take  good  care  of  her,"  cried 
ahe  to  the  guard,  as  he  lifted  me  into  the  in- 
side. 

3*  Ay,  ay !"  was  the  answer :  the  door  was 
ei^jped  to,  a  voice  exclaimed  "  AH  right"  and 

I  we  drove.    Thus  was  I  severed  ftrom  Bes- 


sie and  Gateshead ;  thva  whirled  away  u  ai^« 
known,  and,  as  I  then  deemed,  remote  and 
mysterious  regions. 

I  remember  bat  little  of  the  journey :  I  onlj 
know  that  the  day  seemed  to  me  of  a  pmtaiw , 
natural  length,  and  that  we  appeared  to  travel  i 
over  hundreds  of  miles  of  road.    We  pninipt 
through  several  towns,  and  in  one — a  very  lai^.. 
one — the  coach  stopped ;  the  horses  were  taka« 
out,  and  the  passengers  alighted  to  dino.    I 
was  carried  into  an  inn,  where  the  guard  want*, 
ed  me  to  have  some  dinner ;  but,  as  I  had  aa 
appetite,  he  left  me  in  an  immense  room  wiili 
a  fireplace  at  each  ebd,  a  chandelier  pendeat 
from  the  ceiling,  and  a  little  red  gallery  hig^  ap 
against  the  wall  filled  with  musical  instrameata. . 
Here  I  walked  about  a  long  time,  feeling*  vary. 
strange,  and  mortally  apprehensive  of  nana 
one  coming  in  and  kidnapping  roe :  for  I  ha* 
lieved  in  kidnappers,  their  exploits  having  fra» 
quently  figured  in  Bessie's  fireside  chroniclea. . 
At  last  the  guard  returned :  onoe  more  I  waa 
stowed  away  in  the  coach ,  my  pi^tector  rooanl- 
ed  his  own  seat,  sounded  his  hollow  horn,  aaC 
away  we  rattled  over  the'** stony  street"  ef 

The  afternoon  came  on  wet  and  aamewhnt 
misty ;  as  it  waned  into  dusk,  I  began  to  fisal 
that  we  were  getting  very  far  indeed  ivam 
Gateshead :  we  ceased  to  pass  through  towas^^ 
the  country  changed :  great  gray  hills  heaveA. 
up  round  the  horizon:  as  twilight  deepeaedr' 
we  descended  a  valley,  dark  with  wood,  aaii 
long  after  night  had  overolouded  the  proepaet,! 
heard  a  wild  wind  rashing  among  trees. 

Lulled  by  the  sound,  I  at  last  dropped  asleep  t 
I  had  not  long  slumbered  when  the  sudden  oea« 
sation  of  motion  awoke  me;  the  ooaeb-deet< 
was  thrown  open,  and  a  person  like  a  eervaHi. 
was  standing  at  it ;  I  saw  her  face  aad  dreM 
by  the  ii^t  of  the  lamps.  u 

**  Is  there  a  little  girl  called  Jane  Eyre,  bereft. 
she  asked.  I  answered,  **  Yes,"  and  waa  the»» 
lifted  out ;  my  trunk  was  banded  down,  and 
the  coach  instantly  drove  away.  i 

I  was  stifle  with  long  sitting,  and  bewildeni 
with  the  noise  and  motion  of  the  coach :  fMl^ 
ering  my  faculties,  I  looked  about  me.  Ran^ 
wind,  and  darkness  filled  the  air ;  neverthalet%. 
I  dimly  discerned  a  wall  before  roe^  and  a  door 
op«>n  in  it ;  through  this  door  I  passed  with  m^* 
new  guide ;  she  shut  and  locked  it  behind  bov 
There  was  now  visible  a  house  or  hooses--Ar 
the  building  spread  fai^— with  many  wiadowi^ 
and  lights  burning  in  some ;  we  went  ap  a 
broad,  pebbly  path,  splashing  wet,  and  were  ad^i. 
mitied  at  a  door;  then  the  servant  led  at 
through  a  passage  into  a  room  with  a  firar 
where  she  left  roe  alone. 

I  stood  and  warmed  my  numbed  fingere  ovet 
the  blaze,  then  I  looked  round :  there  waa.na 
candle,  hut  the  unceruin  light  from  the  heaitb 
showed  by  intervals,  pepen^  walls,  carpet,  cnr^ 
tains,  shining  mahogany  furniture ;  it  was  a 
park>r,  not  so  spacious  or  splendid  as  the  draw 
ing-room  at  Gateshead,  but  comfortable  enoa^hw 
I  was  puzzling  to  rodceout  the  subject  of  a  pic- 
ture on  the  wall,  when  the  door  opened,  and  sa 
indifidual  carrying  a  light  entered;  aaotbes 
followed  close  behmd. 

The  first  was  a  tall  lady,  with  dark  hair,  dmk^ 
eyes,  and  a  pale  and  large  forebead ;  bar  liguna 
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wu  partly  enveloped  in  a  shawl,  her  cottote- 
DaDoe  was  grave,  her  bearing  erect. 

"The  child  is  very  young  to  be  sent  alone/' 
nid  Bbe,  putting  her  candle  down  oo  the  table. 
She  considered  me  atteotlTeiy  for  a  minute  or 
two,  then  further  added : 

''She  had  better  be  put  to  bed  soon— she 
looks  tired.  Are  you  tired  1 "  she  asked,  placing 
ber  tiand  on  my  shoulder. 

'*A  little,  roa*am." 

"And  hungry,  too,  no  doubt;  let  her  have 
lome  supper  before  she  goes  to  bed,  Miss  Mil- 
ler. Is  this  the  first  time  you  have  lef^  your 
parents  to  ccime  to  school,  my  little  girl  V* 

I  explained  to  her  that  I  had  no  parents. 
She  iQquired.how  long  they  had  been  dead  ; 
then,  how  old  I  was,  what  was  my  name, 
trbether  I  could  read,  write,  and  sew  a  little ; 
tbeo  she  touched  my  cheek  gently  with  her  fure- 
fioj^r,  and  saying, "  She  hoped  1  should  be  a  good 
ehjid,"  dismissed  me  along  with  Miss  Miller. 

The  lady  I  had  left  might  be  about  twenty- 
nine;  the  one  who  went  with  me  appeared 
Wine  years  younger;  the  first  impressed  me 
by  her  voice,  look,  and  air.  Miss  Miller  was 
acre  ordinary;  ruddy  in  complexion,  though 
of  a  careworn  countenance ;  hunied  in  gait 
and  action,  like  one  who  had  always  a  moiti- 
plieity  of  tasks  on  hand ;  she  looked,  indeed, 
what  I  afterward  found  she  really  was,  an 
QQder-teacher.  Led  by  ber,  I  passed  from 
compartment  to  compartment,  from  passage  to 
passage,  of  a  large  and  irreenlar  building;  till, 
emerging  from  the  total  ana  somewhat  dreary 
*"  silence  pervading  that  portion  of  the  house  we 
had  traversed,  we  came  upon  the  hum  of  many 
voices,  and  presently  entered  a  wide,  long  room, 
with  great  deal  tables,  two  at  each  end,  on  each 
of  which  burned  a  pdir  of  candles,  and,  seated 
all  round  on  benches,  a  congregation  of  girls 
of  every  age  from  nine  or  ten  to  twenty.  Seen 
by  tbe  dim  light  of  the  dips,  their  number  to 
me  appeared  countless,  though  not  in  reality 
ezeeeding  eighty ;  they  were  uniformly  dressed 
in  brown  stuff  frocks  of  quaint  fashion,  and 
long  holland  pinafores.  It  was  the  honr  of 
study ;  they  were  engaged  in  conning  over  their 
to-morrow's  task,  and  the  hum  I  had  heard  was 
tbe  combined  result  of  their  whispered  repe- 
titions. 

Miss  Miller  signed  to  me  to  sit  on  a  bench 
near  the  door,  then  walking  up  to  the  top  of  the 
king  room,  she  cried  out : 

''Monitors,  collect  the  lesson-books  and  put 
them  away !" 

Pour  tall  girls  arose  from  different  tables,  and 
going  round,  gathered  the  books  and  removed 
tltem.  Miss  Miller  again  gave  the  word  of 
command : 

'*  Monitors,  fetch  the  supper  trays !" 

The  tall  girls  went  out  and  returned  present- 
ly, each  bearing  a  tray,  with  portions  of  some- 
thing, I  knew  not  what,  arranged  thereon,  and 
a  pitcher  of  water  and  mug  in  the  middle  of 
each  tray.  The  portions  were  handed  round ; 
those  who  liked  took  a  draught  of  the  water, 
tbe  mug  being  common  to  all.  When  it  came 
to  my  torn,  I  drank,  for  I  was  thirsty,  but  did 
not  touch  the  food,  excitement  and  fatigue  ren- 
dering me  incapahle  of  eating;  I  now  saw. 
However,  that  it  was  a  thin  oaten  cake,  shared 
into  fragm&ia. 


The  meal  over,  prayers  were  read  by  Misa 
Miller,  and  the  classes  filed  otT  two  and  two,  up 
stairs.  Overpowered  by  this  time  with  weari- 
ness, I  scarcely  noticed  what  sort  of  a  place 
the  bedroom  was.  except  that,  like  the  school- 
room, I  saw  it  was  very  long.  To-night  I  was 
to  be  Miss  Miller's  bed-fellow ;  she  helped  me 
to  undress.  When  laid  down,  I  glanced  at  the 
long  rows  of  beds,  each  of  which  was  quickly 
filled  with  two  occupants ;  in  ten  minutes  the 
single  lig^t  was  extinguished;  amid  silence 
and  complete  darkness,  I  fell  asleep. 

The  night  passed  rapidly;  J  was  too  tired 
even  to  dream ;  I  only  once  awoke  to  hear  the 
wind  rave  in  furious  gusts,  and  the  rain  fall  in 
torrents,  and  to  be  sensible  that  Miss  Miller  had 
taken  her  place  by  my  side.  When  I  again  un- 
chised  my  eyes,  a  loud  bell  was  ringing,  the  girls 
were  up  and  dressing,  day  had  nut  yet  bcgua 
to  dawn,  and  a  rushlight  or  two  burned  in  the 
room.  I,  too,  rose  relucianily;  it  was  bitter 
cold,  and  I  dressed  as  well  as  I  could  for  shiv- 
ering, and  washed,  when  there  was  a  basin  at 
liberty,  which  did  not  occur  soon,  as  there  was 
but  one  basin  to  six  girls,  on  the  stands  down 
the  middle  of  the  room.  Again  the  bell  rung; 
all  formed  in  file,  two  and  two,  anfl  in  that  or- 
der descended  the  stairs  and  entered  the  cold 
and  dimly-lighted  school-room;  here  prayers 
were  read  by  Miss  Miller ;  afterward  she  called 
out: 

"  Form  classes !" 

A  great  tumult  succeeded  for  some  minutes, 
during  which  Miss  Miller  repeatedly  exclaimed, 
"  Silence  !*'  and  '*  Order  !*'  When  it  subsided, 
I  saw  them  all  drawn  up  in  four  semicircles, 
before  four  chairs,  placed  at  the  four  tables  ;  all 
held  books  in  their  hands,  and  a  great  book,  like 
a  Bible,  lay  on  each  table,  before  the  vacant  seat 
A  pause  of  some  seconds  succeeded,  filled  up 
by  the  low,  vague  hum  of  numbers ;  Miss  MtV* 
ler  walked  from  class  to  class,  hushing  this  in- 
definite sound. 

A  distant  bell  tinkled.  Immediately  three 
ladies  entered  the  room ;  each  walked  to  a  ta- 
ble and  took  her  seat ;  Miss  Miller  assuming 
the  fourth  vacant  chair,  which  was  that  near- 
est the  door,  and  around  which  the  smallest  of 
the  children  were  assembled;  to  this  inferior 
class  I  was  called,  and  placed  at  the  bottom 
of  it. 

Business  now  began.  The  day*s  collect  was 
repeated,  then  certain  texts  of  Scripture  were 
said,  and  to  these  succeeded  a  protracted  read- 
ing of  chapters  in  the  Bible,  which  lasted  an 
hour.  By  the  time  that  exercise  was  termina- 
ted, day  had  fully  dawned.  The  indefatigable 
bell  now  sounded  for  the  fourth  time;  the 
classes  were  marshaled,  and  marched  into  an- 
other room  to  breakfast.  How  glad  I  was  to 
behold  a  prospect  of  getting  something  to  eat ! 
I  was  now  nearly  sick  from  inanition,  having 
taken  so  little  the  day  before. 

The  refectory  was  a  great,  low-ceiled,  gloomy 
room ;  on  two  long  tables  smoked  basins  of 
something  hot,  which,  however,  to  my  dismay, 
sent  forth  an  odor  far  from  inviting.  I  saw  a 
universal  manifestation  of  discontent' when  the 
fumes  of  the  repast  met  the  nostrils  of  those 
destined  to  swallow  it.  From  the  van  of  the 
procession,  the  tall  girls  of  the  first  class-,  rose 
the  whispered  words : 


1§ 
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<*  DiegastiDg !  The  porridge  is  borbed 
•gam  r 

"Silence!"  ejaculated  a  voice— not  that  of 
Miss  Miller,  but  of  one  of  the  upper  teachers, 
a  little  and  dark  personage,  smartly  dressed, 
but  of  some  what  morose  aspect,  who  inst  ailed 
herself  at  the  top  of  one  Ubie,  while  a  moro 
buxom  lady  presided  at  the  other.  I  looked  in 
vain  for  her  I  had  first  seen  the  night  before— 
she  was  not  risible.  Miss, Miller  ficcupied  the 
foot  of  the  table,  where  I  sat,  and  a  strange, 
foreign-looking,  elderly  lady,  the  French  teach- 
er, as  I  afterward  found,  took  the  correspond- 
inff  seat  at  the  other  board.  A  long  grace  was 
said,  and  a  hymn  song ;  then  a  servant  brought 
In  some  tea  for  the  teachers,  and  the  meal  be- 
gan. 

'  Rayenous,  and  now  very  faint,  I  doToured  a 
spoonful  or  two  of  my  portion  without  think- 
ing nf  its  taste;  but  the  first  edge  of  hunger 
blunted,  I  perceived  I  had  got  in  hand  a  nau- 
seous mess.  Burned  porridge  is  almost  as  bad 
as  rotten  potatoes ;  famine  itself  so6n  sickens 
oter  it.  The  spoons  were  moved  slowly.  I 
iBaw  each  girl  taste  her  food  and  try  to  swallow 
it,  but  in  most  cases  the  eflbrt  Was  soon  relin- 
,  quished.  Breakfast  was  over  and  none  had 
breakfasted.  Thanks  being  returned  for  what 
we  114(1  not  got,  and  a  second  hymn  chanted, 
the  refectory  was  evacuated  for  the  school- 
room. I  was  one  of  the  last  to  go  out ;  and,  in 
passing  the  tables,  I  saw  one  teacher  take  a  ha- 
ein  of  the  porridge  and  taste  it.  She  lookeil  at 
the  others;  all  their  countenances  expressed 
displeasure,  and  one  of  them,  the  stout  one, 
whispered : 

*'  Abominable  stufiT!    How  shameful  !*' 

A  qiiaiter  of  an  hour  passed  before  lessons 
again  hpgnn,  during  which  the  schoolroom  was 
ih  a  glorious  tumult.  For  that  space  of  time 
it  seemed  to  be  permitted  to  talk  h>ud  and  more 
freely,  and  they  used  their  privilege.  The 
whole  conversation  ran  on  the  l>reakfast,  which 
one  and  all  abused  roundly.  Poor  things!  it 
was  the  sole  consolation  they  had.  Miss  Miller 
was  now  the  only  teacher  in  the  room ;  a  group 
of  great  girls  standing  about  her,  sp«)ke  with 
serious  and  sullen  gestures.  I  heard  the  name 
ef  Mr.  Urocklehurst  pronounced  by  some  lips ; 
at  which  Miss  Miller  shook  her  head  disap- 
provingly; but  she  made  no  great  effort  to 
check  the  general  wrath  ;  doubtless  she  shared 
in  it. 

A  clock  in  the  school-room  struck  nine ;  Miss 
Milter  \e(i  her  circle,  and,  standing  in  the  middle 
of  the  room,  cried : 

«» Silence !    To  your  seate  !'• 

Di8ci{i)ine  prevailed :  in  five  minutes  the  oon- 
ftased  throng  was  resolved  into  order,  and  com- 
jiarative  silence  quelled  the  Dabel  clamor  of 
tongues.  The  upper  teachers  now  punctually 
resuiiied  their  posts ;  but  still,  all  seemed  to 
wait.  Ranged  on  benches  down  the  sides  of 
the  room,  the  eighty  girls- sat  motionless  and 
(Drect ;  a  ouaint  assemblage  they  appeared,  all 
with  piam  locks  combed  from  their  faces,  not 
a  curl  visible ;  in  brown  dresses,  made  high 
and  surrounded  by  a  narrow  tucker  about  tire 
throat,  with  little  pockets  of  holland  (shaped 
something  like  a  Highlander's  purse)  tied  in 
front  of  their  frocks  and  destined  to  serve  the 
purpose  of  a  work-bag ;  all,  too,  wearing  wool- 


en stoekings  and  eoantryi-fliade  shoes  toteMid 
with  brass  buckles.  Above  twenty  of  thoso 
clad  in  this  costume  were  full-gniwn  girls,  or 
rather,  young  women :  it  suited  them  ill,  and 
gave  an  air  of  oddity  even  to  the  prettiest. 

I  was  still  looking  at  them,  and  also  at  inter 
vals  examining  the  teachers — none  of  whom 
precisely  pleased  me ;  for  the  stout  one  was  a 
little  coarse,  the  dark  one  not  a  little  fierce,  the 
foreigner  harsh  and  grotesque,  and  Miss  Miller, 
poor  thing !  looked  purple,  weather-beaten,  and 
overworked — when,  as  my  eye  wandered  froai 
face  to  face,  the  whole  school  rose  shnuitane- 
ously,  as  if  moved  by  a  common  spring. 

What  was  the  matter!  I  liad  heard  no  or- 
der given  ;  I  was  puTzled.  £re  I  had  gathered 
my  wits,  the  classes  were  again  seated ;  but 
as  all  eyes  were  now  turned  to  oo&  point,  mine 
followed  the  general  direction,  and  encountered 
the  personage  who  had  received  me  last  night. 
She  stood  ut  the  bottom  of  the  long  room,  oo 
the  hearth ;  for  there  was  a  fire  at  each  end : 
she  surveyed  the  two  rows  of  girls  silently  and 
gravely.  Miss  Miller  approaching,  seemed  to 
ask  her  a  question,  and,  having  received  her 
answer,  went  hack  to  her  place,  and  said  akiud, 

«*  Monitor  of  the  first  class,  fetch  the  globes  I* 

While  the  direction  was  being  executed,  the 
lady  consulted  moved  slowly  up  the  mom.  I 
suppose  I  have  a  considerable  organ  of  venera- 
tion, for  I  retain  yet  the  sense  of  admiring  awe 
with  which  my  eyes  tracked  her  steps.  Seen 
now,  in  broad  daylight,  she  looked  tall,  fair, 
and  shapely;  brown  eyes,  with  a  benignant 
light  in  their  irids,  and  a  fine  penciling  of 
long  lashes  round,  relieved  the  whiteness  of 
her  large  front ;  on  each  of  hor  temples  bei 
hair,  of  a  very  dark  brown,  was  ciiistered  in 
round  curls,  according  to  ihe  fashion  of  ihoae 
times,  when  neither  smooth  bands  nor  long 
ringlets  were  in  vogue ;  her  dress,  also  in  the 
mode  of  the  day,  H-as  of  purple  cItMh,  relieved 
by  a  sort  of  Spanish  trimming  of  black  velvei  ; 
a  gold  watch  (watches  were  not  so  comoioa 
then  as  now)  shone  at  tier  girdle.  Let  the 
reader  add,  to  complete  the  picture,  refined 
features;  a  complexion  if  pale,  cl^r;  and  a 
stately  air  and  carriage,  and  he  will  have,  at 
least  as  clearly  as  words  can  give  it«  a  correet 
idea  of  the  exterior  of  Miss  Temple — Maria 
Temple,  as  1  afterward  saw  the  name  written 
in  a  prayer-book  tntrusted  to  roe  to  carrj  te 
church. 

The  superintendent  of  Lowood  (for  such  was 
this  lady)  having  taken  her  seat  before  a  pair 
of  globes  placed  on  one  of  the  tables,  summon* 
(td  the  first  class  round  her,  and  commeAeed 
giving  a  less<»n  in  geography ;  the  lower  ciasaea 
were  called  by  the  teachers ;  repetitions  ia  hia- 
tory,  grammar,  dec,  went  on  for  an  hoar*, 
writing  and  arithmetic  succeeded,  and  inusie 
lessons  were  given  by  Miss  Temple  to  ttome 
of  the  elder  girls.  The  duration  of  each  lea- 
son  was  measured  by  the  elock,  which  si  iaai 
struck  twelve.    The  superintendent  rase  : 

"  I  have  a  word  to  address  to  the  pupils^* 
said  she. 

Tlie  tumult  of  cessation  from  lessAna  «r«[ 
already  breaking  forth,  but  it  sunk  ai  her  winoa 
She  went  on  :  « 

■'You  had  this  morning  a  breakfast  mr^^ 
you  could  not  eat ;  you  must  be  bunjgr^  * 
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have  ordered  that  a  lonch  of  bread  and  cheese 
tball  be  served  to  all." 

The  teachers  looked  at  her  with  a  sort  of 
surprise. 

**  It  is  to  be  done  on  m  j  responsibility,**  she 
added,  in  an  explanatniy  tone  to  them,  and 
immediateiy  afterward  left  the  room. 

The  bread  and  cheese  was  presently  brought 
IB  and  distributed,  to  the  high  delight  and  re- 
freshment of  the  whole  school.  The  order 
was  now  given,  **  To  the  garden !"  Each  put 
on  a  coarse  straw  bonnet,  with  strings  of  color- 
ed calico,  and  a  cloak  of  gray  frieze.  I  was 
ihnilariy  equipped,  and,  following  the  stream, 
I  made  my  way  into  the  open  air. 

The  garden  was  a  wide  inclosure,  surround- 
ed with  walls  so  high  as  to  exclude  every 
giiropse  of  prospect;  a  covered  verandah  ran 
down  on  one  side,  and  broad  walks  bordered 
a  middle  space  divided  into  scores  of  little 
Ma :  these  beds  were  assigned  as  gardens  for 
the  pupils  to  cultivate,  and  each  t^  had  an 
•wner.  When  full  of  flowers,  they  would, 
doubilesa,  look  pretty ;  but  now,  at  the  latter 
end  of  January,  all  was  wintry  blight  and 
hrewn  decay.  I  shuddered  as  I  stood  and 
lookeiLaroiind  me:  it  was  an  inclement  day 
for  oq|l^oor  exercise— not  positively  rainy, 
bat  darkened  by  a  drizzling,  yellow  fog;  all 
ooderfoor  was  still  soaking  wet  with  the  floods 
of  yesterday.  The  stronger  among  the  girls 
nn  about  and  engaged  in  active  games,  but 
nndry  pale  and  thin  ones  herded  together  for 
ahelter  and  warmth  in  the  verandah ;  and  among 
these,  as  the  dense  mist  penetrated  to  their 
shivering  frames,  I  heard  frequently  the  sound 
of  a  bolluw  cough. 

Am  yet  f  had  spoken  to  no  one,  nor  did  any 
body  seem  to  take  notice  of  me ;  I  stood  lone- 
ly enough :  but  to  that  feeling  of  isolation  I  was 
accustomed,  it  did  not  oppress  me  much.  I 
leaned  against  a  pillar  of  the  verandah,  drew 
my  gray  mantle  close  about  me,  and  trying  to 
forget  the  cold  which  nipped  me  without,  and 
the  unsatisfied  hunger  which  gnawed  me  with- 
in, delivered  myself  up  to  the  employment  of 
watching  and  thinking.  My  reflections  were 
too  undefined  and  fragmentary  to  merit  record ; 
I  hardly  yet  knew  where  I  was.  Gateshead 
•ad  my  past  life  seemed  floated  away  to  an 
Immeasurable  distance ;  the  present  was  vague 
aad  strange,  and  of  the  future,  I  could'  form  no 
eonjecture.  I  looked  around  the  convent-like 
garden,  and  then,  up  at  the  house,  a  large 
building,  half  of  which  seemed  gray  and  old, 
ibe  other  half  quite  new.  The  new  part,  con- 
taining the  schoM-room  and  dormitory  was 
lighted  by  mullioned  and  latticed  windows 
which  gave  it  a  church-like  aspect ;  a  stone 
tablet  over  the  door  bore  this  inscription  : 
***Lowood   Institution.     This  portion  was 

rebuilt  A.D. ,  by  Naomi  Brocklehurst,  of 

Brocklehurst  Hall«  in  this  county.*'  *  Let  your 
light  so  shine  before  men  that  they  may  see 
your  good  works,  and  glorify  your  Father  which 
is  in  heaven.'— St.  Matt.,  t.,  16." 

I  read  these  words  over  and  over  again  :  I 
felt  that  an  explanation  belonged  to  them,  and 
was  unable  fully  to  penetrate  their  import.  I 
was  still  pondering  the  signification  of  **  Insti- 
tution," and  endeavoring  to  make  out  a  con- 


of  Scripture,  when  the  sound  of  a  cough,  close 
behind  me,  made  me  turn  my  head.  I  saw  a  girl 
sitting  on  a  stone  bench  near ;  she  was  bent 
over  a  book,  on  the  perusal  of  which  she  seem- 
ed intent ;  from  where  I  stood  I  could  see  the 
title— it  was  *'  Rasselas,"  a  name  that  struck 
me  as  strange,  and  consequently  attractive.  In 
turning  a  leaf  she  liappened  to  look  up,  and  I 
said  to  her  directly, 

*'  Is  your  book  interesting  1"  I  had  already 
formed  the  intention  of  askmg  her  to  lend  it  to 
me  some  day. 

"  I  like  it,"  she  answered,  after  a  pause  of  a 
secovd  or  twe^  during  which  she  examined  me. 

<*  What  is  it  about  1"  I  continued.  I  hardly 
know  where  I  found  the  hardihood  thus  to  open 
a  conversation  with  a  stranger ;  the  step  was 
contrary  to  my  nature  and  habits :  but  I  think 
her  occupation  touched  a  chord  of  sympathy 
somewhere ;  for  I,  too,  liked  reading,  though  of 
a  frivolous  and  childish  kind ;  I  could  not 
digest  or  comprehend  the  serious  or  substantial. 

**  You  may  look  at  it,"  replied  the  girl,  ufler- 
ing  me  the  book. 

I  did  so ;  a  brief  examination  convinced  me 
that  the  contents  were  less  taking  than  the 
title:  ** Rasselas"  looked  dull  to  my  trifling 
taste;  I  saw  nothing  about  fairies,  nothing 
about  genii ;  no  bright  variety  seemed  spread 
over  the  closely-printed  pages.  I  returned  it 
to  her;  she  received  it  quietly,  and  without 
saying  any  thing,  she  was  about  to  relapse 
into  her  former  studious  mood:  agaui  I  ven- 
tured to  disturb  her— 

"  Can  you  tell  me  what  the  writing  on  that 
stone  over  the  door  means  1  What  is  Lo- 
woimI  Institution  V* 

«  This  house  where  you  are  come  to  live.*' 

**  And  why  do  they  call  it  Institution  1  Is  it 
in  any  way  diflferent  from  other  schools  1" 

**  It  is  partly  a  charity-school :  you  and  I, 
and  all  the  rest  of  us  are  charity-chikiren.  I 
suppose  you  are  an  orphan:  are  not  either 
your  father  or  your  mother  dead  I" 

'*  Both  died  before  1  can  remember." 

*<  Well,  alt  the  girls  here  have  lost  either  one 
or  both  parents,  and  this  is  called  an  insti- 
tution for  educating  orphans." 

'*  Do  we  pay  no  money  1  Do  they  keep  as 
for  nothing  1" 

'•  We  pay,  or  our  friends  pay,  fifteen  pound* 
a-year  for  each." 

"  Then  why  do  they  call  us  charity-children  1** 

'*  Because  fifteen  pouiMis  is  not  enough  for 
board  and  teaching,  and  the  deficiency  is  sup- 
plied by  subscription." 

«  Who  subscribes  1" 

"DiflTerent  benevolent-minded  lilies  and 
gentlemen  in  this  neighborhood  and  in  Lon- 
don?" 

"  Who  was  Naomi  Drockleharst  t" 

**The  lady  who  built  the  new  part  of  this 
house,  as  that  tablet  records,  and  whose  son 
overlof)k8  and  directs  every  thing  here." 

"Why?" 

**  Because  he  is  treasurer  and  manager  o< 
the  establishment." 

**  Then  this  house  does  not  belong  to  that 
tall  lady  who  wears  a  wateh,  and  who  said  wo 
were  to  have  some  bread  and  cheese  V* 

"  To  Miss  Temple  1    Oh  no !    I  wish  it  did : 

^    I , L    4^   m#.     -a*.w.lrlolitir.»    rnr    oil 
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•he  does.  Mr.  Brookleharst  boTs  all  our  food 
and  all  our  clothes." 

**  Dues  he  live  bereV 

•«  No— two  miles  oflT,  at  a  large  hall.** 

''Is  he  a  good  maor' 

**  He  is  a  clergyman,  aod  is  said  to  do  a  great 
doal  of  good.'* 

**  Did  you  say  that  tall  lady  was  called  Miss 
Temple  V* 

"Yes." 

"  And  what  are  the  other  teachers  called  1" 

**  The  one  with  red  cheeks  is  called  Miss 
8milh  ;  she  attends  to  the  work,  and  cuts  out — 
for  we  make  our  own  clothes,  our  frocks,  aod 
pelisses,  aod  every  thing ;  the  little  one  with 
black  hair  is  Miss  Scatcherd  :  she  teaches  his- 
iory  and  grammar,  and  bears  the  second  class 
repetitions ;  and  the  one  who  wears  a  shawl, 
and  has  a  pocket-handkerchief  tied  to  her  side 
with  a  yellow  rihbon,  is  Madame  Pierrot :  she 
comes  from  Lisle,  in  France,  aod  teaches 
French." 

"  Do  you  like  the  teachers  1" 

*•  Well  enough." 

**Do  you  like  the  little  black  one,  and  the 

Madame  1—1  can  not  pronounce  her 

name  as  you  do." 

"Miss  Scatcherd  is  hasty— you  must  take 
care  not  to  ofiend  her ;  Madame  Pierrot  is  not 
a  bad  sort  of  person." 

"  But  Miss  Temple  is  the  best— isn't  she  V 

"  Miss  Temple  is  very  good,  and  very  clever: 
•he  is  above  the  rest,  because  she  knows  far 
more  than  they  do." 

"  Have  you  been  long  here  t" 

"  Two  years." 

"  Are  you  an  orphan  t** 

"  My  mother  is  dead." 

"  Are  you  happy  here!" 

"  You  ask  rather  too  many  questions.  I 
have  given  you  answers  enough  foA  the  pres- 
ent ;  now  I  want  to  read." 

But  at  that  moment  the  summons  sounded 
for  dinner :  all  re-entered  the  house.  The  odor 
which  now  filled  the  refectory  was  scarcely 
more  appetizing  than  that  which  had  regaled 
our  nostrils  at  breakfast:  the  dinner  was 
served  in  two  huge  tin-plated  vessels,  whence 
rose  a  strong  steam  redolent  of  rancid  fat. 
I  found  the  mess  to  consist  of  indifferent 
potatoes  and  strange  shreds  of  rusty  meat, 
mixed  and  cooked  together.  Of  this  prepara- 
tion a  tolerably  abundant  plateful  was  appor- 
tioned to  each  pupil.  I  ate  what  I  could,  and 
wondered  within  myself  whether  every  day's 
fare  would  be  like  this. 

After  dinner  we  immediately  adjourned  to 
the  school-room  :  lessons  recommenced,  and 
were  continued  till  five  o'clock. 

The  only  marked  event  of  the  afternoon 
was,  that  I  saw  the  girl  with  whom  I  had 
conversed  in  the  verandah  dismissed  in  dis- 
grace, by  Miss  Scatcherd,  from  a  history  class, 
and  sent  to  stand  in  the  middle  of  the  large 
school-room.    Tlie 


I  asked  of  myself.  **  Were  I  in  her  place,  i 
seems  to  me  I  should  wish  the  earth  to  opes 
and  swallow  me  op.  She  looks  as  if  she  were 
thinking  of  something  beyond  her  punishment^ 
beyond  her  situation :  of  something  not  round 
her  nor  before  her.  I  havo  heard  of  day- 
dreams— is  she  in  a  day-dream  nowl  Her 
eyes  are  fixed  on  the  floor,  but  I  am  sore  they 
do  not  see  it — her  sight  seems  turned  in,  gont 
down  into  hei^  heart:  she  is  looking  at  what 
she  can  remember,  I  believe ;  not  at  what  it 
really  present.  I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  girl  she 
is — whether  good  or  naughty." 

Soon  after  five  p.m.  we  had  another  rooal 
consisting  of  a  small  mug  of  coflTce  and  half  a 
slice  of  brown  bread.  I  devoured  my  bread 
and  drank  pay  cofiee  with  relish ;  but  I  should 
have  been  glad  of  as  much  more— I  was  still 
hungry.  Half  an  hour's  recreation  succeeded, 
then  study ;  then  the  glass  of  water  and  the 
piece  of  oat-cake,  prayers,  and  bed.  Such  was 
my  first  day  at  Lowood. 


CHAPTER  VL 

The  next  day  commenced  as  befo|^[^^ttng 
up  and  dressing  by  rushlight ;  but  thMKrning 
we  were  obliged  to  dispense  wiw|uie  cere- 
mony of  washing:  the  water  in  iScApitcbers 
was  frozen.  A  change  had  taken  place  in  the 
weather  the  preceding  evening,  and  a  keen 
northeast  wind,  whistling  through  the  crevices 
of  our  bedroom  windows  all  night  long,  had 
made  us  shiver  in  our  beds,  and  turned  the 
contents  of  the  ewers  to  ice. 

Before  the  long  hour  and  a  half  of  prayers 
and  bible  reading  was  over,  1  felt  ready  ts 
perish  with  cold.  Breakfast-time  came  at  last, 
and  this  morning  the  porridge  was  not  burned; 
the  quality  was  eatable,  the  quantity  small: 
h.w  small  my  portion  seemed  !  I  wished' it  had 
been  doubled. 

In  the  course  of  the  day  I  was  enrolled  a 
member  of  the  fourth  class,  and  regular  tasks 
and  occupations  were  assigned  me :  hitherto 
I  had  only  been  a  spectator  of  the  proceedings 
at  Lowood — I  was  now  to  become  an  actor 
therein.  At  first,  being  little  accustomed  to 
learn  by  heart,  the  lessons  appeared  to  Wb 
both  long  and  diflicult:  the  ffcquent  change 
from  task  to  task,  too,  bewildered  roe ;  aod  I 
was  glad,  when,  about  three  o'clock  in  tfaa 
afternoon.  Miss  Smith  put  into  my  hands  a 
border  of  muslin,  two  yards  long,  together  with 
needle,  thimble,  dec.,  and  sent  me  to  sit  in  a 
quiet  corner  of  the  school-room,  with  directioiis 
to  hem  the  same'  At  that  hour  most  of  the 
others  were  sewing  likewise;  but  one  cUsa 
still  stood  round  Miss  Scatcberd's  chair  read- 
ing, and  as  all  was  quiet,  the  subject  of  their 
lessons  could  be  heard,  together  with  the  man- 
ner In  which  each  girl  acquitted  herself,  and 
the  animadversions  or  commendations  of  Miss 
Scatcherd  on  the  performance.    It  was  Engliab 

my 


punishment  seemed  to  me 
in  a  high  degree  ignominious,  especially  for  so 

great  a  girl — she  looked  thirteen  or  upward,  history :  among  the  readers,  I  observed 
I  expected  she  would  show  signs  of  great  dis-  Acquaintance  ^  the  vacaadah ;  at  the  C4 
tiess  and  shame;  but,  tp  my  surprise,  sbe/mencement  of  the  lesson,  her  place  had  been 
neither  wept  nor  b$^^ »  composed,  though  at  the  top  of  the  class,  but  for  some  error  oC 
grave,  she  stood,  (he  c^tral  mark  of  all  eyes,  pronunciation  or  some  inattention  to  stops,  abo 
**  How  can  ahe  bear  it  so  quietly— so  firmly  1"   was  suddenly  sent  to  the  very  bottom.    Evea 
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in  tint  obseiire  position,  Miss  Scatcherd  eon- 
HAued  to  make  her  an  object  of  constant 
notice  ;  sKe  was  continually  addressing  to  her 
micb  phrases  as  the  following  :— 

*«  Bams  (saqh  it  seems  wa»  her  name ;  the 
giris  here,  were  all  called  by  their  surnames,  as 
boys  are  elsewhere),  Burns,  you  are  standing 
on  the  side  of  your  shoe,  torn  your  toes  out 
immediately."  "  Bums,  you  poke  your  chin 
most  anpleasamly,  draw  it  in.*'  '*  Bums,  I 
insist  on  your  holding  your  head  op ;  I  will  not 
hiTe  you  before  me  in  that  altitude,"  &c.»  &c. 

A  chapter  having  been  read  through  twice, 
Ibe  books  were  closed  and  the  girls  examined. 
The  lesson  had  comprised  part-  of  the  reign  of 
Charles  I.,  and  there  were  sundry  questions 
about  tunnage  and  poundage,  and  ship-money, 
wbiefa  most  of  theili  appeared  unable  to  answer ; 
still,  every  little  difficulty  was  solved  instantly 
when  it  reached  Burns:  her  memory  seemed 
to  have  retained  the  substance  of  the  whole  les- 
son, and  she  was  ready  with  answers  on  every 
point.  I  kept  expecting  that  Miss  Scatcherd 
would  praise  her  attention ;  but,  instead  of  that, 
she  suddenly  cried  but : 

*<  You  dirty,  disagreeable  girl !  you  have  never 
deaned  your  nails  this  morning  !*' 

Burns  made  no  answer :  I  wondered  at  her 
aOence. 

•*Why,"  thought  I,  '*does  she  not  explain 
Chat  she  coukl  neither  dean  her  nails  nor  wash 
her  lace,  as  the  water  was  frozen  t** 

My  attention  was  now  called  off  by  Miss 
Smith,  desiring  me  to  hold  a  skein  of  thread : 
while  she  was  winding  it,  she  talked  to  me 
from  time  to  time,  asking  whether  1  had  ever 
been  at  school  before,  whether  I  could  mark, 
stitch,  knit,  &g.  ;  till  she  dismissed  me,  1  could 
not  pursue  my  observations  on  Miss  Seatcherd*s 
movements.  When  I  returned  tu  my  seat,  that 
lady  was  just  delivering  an  order,  of  which  I 
lid  not  eatch  the  import;  but  Burns  imme- 
diately left  the  dass,  and,  going  int<)  the  small 
omer  room  where  the  books  were  kept,  re- 
iaroed  in  half  a  minute,  carrying  in  her  hand 
4  bundle  of  twigs  tied  together  at  one  end. 
This  ominous  tool  she  presented  to  Miss  Scatch- 
erd  with  a  respectful  courtesy ;  then  she  quietly, 
and  without  being  told,  unloosed  her  pinafore, 
and  the  teacher  instantly  and  sharply  inflicted 
4m  her  neck  a  dozen  strokes  with  the  bunch  of 
twigs.  Not  a  tear  rose  to  Burns*s  eye ;  and, 
while  I  paused  from  my  sewing,  because  my 
fingers  quivered  at  this  spectacle  with  a  senti- 
ment of  unavailing  and  impotent  anger,  not  a 
featore  of  her  pensive  face  altered  its  ordinary 
expression. 

••  Hardened  girl  !'*  exclaimed  Miss  Scatcherd, 
'■noibing  can  correct  you  of  your  slatternly 
habits:  carry  the  rod  away." 

Boms  obeyed :  1  looked  at  her  narrowly  as 
•he  emerged  from  the  book-closet;  she  was 
jnot  putting  hack  her  handkerchief  info  her 
pocket,  and  the  trace  of  a  tear  glistened  on  her 
Uiin  cheek. 

The  piay-hoor  in  the  evening  I  thought  the 
nieaiiaotest  fraction  of  the  day  at  Lowuod :  the 
bi  of  bread,  the  draught  of  coffee  swallowed  at 
five  o'clock  had  revived  vitality,  if  it  had  not 
•atislied  hunger ;  the  long  restraint  of  the  day 
W9B  slackened;  the  school* room  felt  wamier 
Chan  in  the  morning:  its  fires  being  allowed  to 


bmm  a  little  more  brightly  to  supply,  in  sonoe 
measure,  the  place  of  candles,  not  yet  intro- 
duced ;  the  raddy  gloaming,  the  licensed  uproar, 
the  confusion  of  many  voices  gave  one  a  wel- 
come sense  of  liberty. 

On  the  evening  of  the  day  on  which  I  had 
seen  Miss  Scatcherd  fiog  her  pupil  Bums,  I 
wandered  as  usual  among  the  forms  and  tables 
and  hiaghing  groups  without  a  companion,  yet 
not  feeling  lonely :  when  1  passed  the  windows, 
I  now  and  then  liAed  a  blind  and  looked  out ;  It 
snowed  fast,  a  drift  was  already  forming  against 
the  lower  panes ;  putting  my  ear  close  to  the 
window,  I  could  distinguish,  from  the  gleeful 
tumult  within,  the  disconsolate  moan  of  the 
wind  outside. 

ProbabJyj  if  J  had  lately  left  a  good  home  and 
kind  parents,  this  would  have  been  the  hour 
when  I  should  most  keenly  have  regretted  the 
separation :  that  wind  would  then  have  sad- 
dened my  heart ;  this  obscure  chaos  would  base 
disturbed  my  peace :  as  it  was  I  derived  from 
both  a  strpnge  excitement,  and,  reckless  and 
feverish,  I  wished  the  wind  to  howl  more  wildly, 
the  gloom  to  deepen  to  darkness,  and  the  con- 
fusion to  rise  to  clamor.  . 

Jumping  over  forms  and  creeping  under  ta- 
bles, I  made  my  way  to  one  of  the  fireplaces  .- 
there,  kneeling  by  the  high  wire  fender,  I  found 
Burns,  absorbed,  silent,  abstracted  from  all 
round  her  by  the  companionship  of  a  book, 
which  she  read  by  the  dim  glare  of  the  embers. 

**Is  it  still  Rasselast"  Tasked,  coming  be- 
hind her. 

"  Yes ;"  she  said,  "  and  I  have  just  finished 
it." 

And  in  five  minutes  more  she  shut  it  up.  I 
was  glad  of  this. 

**  Now,*'  thought  T, "  I  can  perhaps  get  her  to 
talk."    I  sat  down  by  her  on  the  floor. 

**  What  is  your  name  besides  Burns  1" 

"  Helen." 

**  Do  you  come  a  long  way  from  here  t" 

'*  I  come  from  a  place  farther  north— quite  oa 
the  borders  of  Scotland." 

•*  Will  you  ever  go  back  t" 

**  I  hope  so ;  but  nobody  can  be  sure  of  this 
future." 

"  Yoo  must  wish  to  leave  Lowood  1" 

**  No :  why  should  1 1  I  was  sent  to  Lowood 
to  get  an  education ;  and  it  would  be  of  no  use 
goinff  away  until  1  have  attained  that  object." 

'*  But  that  teacher,  Miss  Scatcherd,  is  so  cruel 
to  you  1" 

«'Crnel1  Not  at  all !  She  is  severe :  she 
dislikes  my  faults." 

•*  And  if  I  were  in  your  place  I  should  dislike 
her :  I  should  resist  her ;  if  the  struck  me  with 
that  rod,  1  should  get  it  from  her  hand ;  I  should 
break  it  under  her  nose." 

**  Probably  you  would  do  nothing  of  the  sort ; 
but  if  you  did,  Mr.  Brockleburst  would  expel 
yoo  from  the- school;  that  would  be  a  great 

Srief  to  your  relations.  It  is  far  better  to  en- 
ure patiently  a  smart  which  nobody  feels  but 
yourself,  than  to  commit  a  hasty  action  whose 
evil  consequences  will  extend  to  all  connected 
with  you — and,  besides,  the  Bible  bids  us  re- 
turn good  for  evil." 

'*  But  then  it  seems  disgraceful  to  be  fiog^d, 
and  to  be  sent  to  stand  in  the  middle  of  a  room 
full  of  people ;  and  you  are  such  a  great  girl ;  I 
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am  far  younger  than  yim  and  I  eoaU  nal  bear 

**  Yet  it  would  be  your  duty  to  bear  it,  if  you 
ooald  not  avoid  it :  it  is  weak  aad  silly  to  say 
you  can  not  bear  what  it  is  your  fata  to  be  re- 
quired to  bear.'* 

i  beard  her  with  wonder :  I  coald  ii0t  com- 
prebend  this  doctrine  of  endaranoe;  and  etiH 
leas  could  I  understand  or  sympathize  with  the 
orhearance  abe  expreeaed  for  iier  cbasliser. 
Still  I  felt  that  Helen  Bums  considered  tbioga 
by  a  light  invisible  to  my  eyes.  I  suspeetod 
she  might  be  right  and  I  wrong ;  bul  I  would 
not  ponder  the  malter  deeply :  like  Felix»  I  put 
it  off  to  a  more  convenient  season. 

**  You  say  you  have  faults,  Helen :  what  are 
Ihey  1    To  me  you  seem  very  good." 

"Then  learn  from  nne  not  to  jodge  by  ap- 
pearances :  I  am,  as  Miaa  Scatcherd  aald,  slat- 
ternly ;  I  seklom  put,  aad  never  keep  things  in 
order ;  I  am  careless ;  1  ibi|^et  roles ;  I  read 
when  I  should  learn  my  leaaons;  I  have  no 
method ;  and  sometimes  I  say,  likai  you,  I  can 
not  bear  to  be  subjected  to  systematic  arrange- 
ments. This  is  all  very  provoking  to  Miss 
Scatciierd,  who  is  naturally  neat,  punctual,  and 
particular." 

"  And  cross  and  cruel,"  I  added ;  but  Helen 
Burns  would  not  admit  my  additioit;  abe  kept 
ailenoe. 

**  Is  Miss  Temple  aa  severe  to  yon  as  Miss 
Scatcherd !" 

At  the  utterance  of  Miss  Temple's  name,  a 
80 A  smile  flitted  over  her  grave  face. 

"  Miss  Temple  is  full  of  goodness ;  it  pains 
her  to  be  severe  to  any  one,  even  the  worst  in 
the  school ;  she  sees  my  errors,  and  tells  me 
of  them  gently ;  and,  if  I  do  any  thing  worthy 
of  praise,  she  gives  me  my  meed  liberally.  One 
atrong  proof  of  my  wretchedly  defective  natare 
is,  that  even  her  expostulations,  so  mikl,  so 
rational,  have  not  influence  to  cure  me  of  my 
faults ;  and  even  her  praise,  though  I  value  it 
most  highly,  can  not  atimulate  me  to  continued 
oare  and  foresight." 

••That  is  curious,"  said  I;  «*it  ia  so  easy  to 
be  careful." 

"  For  you  I  have  no  doubt  it  is.  I  observed 
you  in  your  class  this  morning,  and  saw  you 
were  closely  attentive ;  your  thoogbta  never 
aeemed  to  wander  while  Miss  Miller  explained 
the  lesson  and  qneacioned  you.  Now,  mine 
continually  rove  away :  when  I  should  be  listen- 
ing to  Miss  Scatcherd,  and  collecting  all  she 
aays  with  assidnity,  often  I  lose  the  very  sound 
of  her  voice;  I  fall  into  a  sort  of  dream.  Some- 
times I  think  I  am  in  Northumberland,  and  tbat 
the  noises  I  hear  round  me  are  the  bubbling  of 
a  little  brook  which  rana  through  Deepden, 
near  our  house ;  then,  when  it  comes  to  my 
turn  to  reply,  I  have  to  be  wakened  ;  and,  hav- 
ing heard  nothing  of  what  was  read  for  listen- 
ing to  tiie  visioaanr  brook,  I  have  no  answer 
really." 

••  Yet  how  well  yon  replied  this  ailemoon  !*» 

'*  It  was  mere  chance :  the  subject  on  which 
we  had  been  reading  had  interested  me.  This 
afternoon,  instead  of  dreaming  of  Deepden,  I 
WBs  wondering  how  a  man  who  wished  to  do 
right  could  act  so  nnjosily  and  unwisely  as 
Charles  the  First  sometimes  did ;  and  I  thought 
what  a  pity  it  was  that,  with  his  integrity  and 


oonsoientioaaiiesa,  be  ooold  aae  do  fartoer  tha 
the  prerogativea  of  the  crown.  If  lie  had  bm 
been  able  to  h)ok  to  a  distance,  and  see  bay 
what  they  call  the  spirit  of  the  age  waa  tend* 
ing!  StiH,  I  like  Cbarlea— I  respect  bim-4 
pity  him,  poor  murdered  king !  Yea,  his  eoe* 
niea  were  the  worst:  they  shed  blood  tb^ 
had  no  right  to  abed.  How  dared  tbvy  kitt 
him!" 

Helen  was  talking  to  herself  now ;  afao  had 
foigDtten  I  obuld  not  very  well  understand  bar 
— that  I  waa  ignoraat,  or  nearly  ae,  of  tlie  sob* 
jeet  she  discasaed*    I  recalled  her  to  my  level 

"  And  when  Miss  Temple  teaebea  yon,  da 
year  thougbta  wander  then!" 

**  No,  certainly,  not  oAen ;  because  Miss  Teni> 
pie  has  generally  aomething  to  aay  which  ia 
newer  than  my  own  reflections ;  her  langaaga 
ia  singularly  agreeable  to  me,  and  the  informs 
tion  she  communicatea  is  often  just  what  f 
wished  to  gain." 

"Well,  then,  with  Miss  Temple  yon  ars 
goikl!" 

"  Yes,  in  a  paaaive  way ;  I  make  no  eibrC ; 
I  follow  as  inclination  guides  me.  lliere  is 
no  merit  in  such  goodness." 

"  A  great  deal ;  you  are  good  to  tbnss  wlis 
are  good  to  yon.  It  is  all  I  ever  desire  to  be. 
If  people  were  always  kind  and  obedient  ts 
those  who  are  emel  and  unjuat,  the  wicked 
people  would  have  it  all  their  own  way :  they 
would  nevtf  feel  afiraid,  and  so  they  would 
never  alter,  hot  grow  worse  and  worae.  Whea 
we  are  atruck  at  without  a  reason,  we  sheoM 
strike  back  again  very  hard;  I  am  sors  we 
ahouM — so  bard  aa  to  teach  the  peraon  who 
struck  us  never  to  do  it  again." 

"  You  will  change  your  mind,  I  hope,  when 
yon  grow  older ;  as  yet  you  are  bat  a  iiiUa 
untaaght  girl." 

•«  But  I  feel  this,  Helen ;  I  DMist  dtsli^'e  thosa 
who,  whatever  I  do  to  i^ease  them,  persist  ia 
disliking  me ;  I  must  resist  those  who  paniA 
me  unjustly.  It  is  as  natural  as  tbat  I  should 
love  those  who  show  me  afTeetion,  or  sobntt 
to  punishment  when  I  feel  it  is  deserved.'* 

"Heathens  and  aavage  tribes  hoM  that  dos- 
trine,  but  Christians  and  civilised  nationa  d» 
own  it." 

"  How  1    I  don*t  understand." 

"  It  ia  not  violence  tbat  beat  overcomes  hals 
'-nor  vengeance  tbat  most  certainly  heab  h^ 

"What  then  r 

"Road  the  New  Testament,  and  ebservn 
what  Christ  says,  and  how  he  acta — make  hia 
word  your  rule,  and  bis  conduct  your  example.* 

"  What  does  he  say  1" 

"  Love  your  enemies ;  bless  them  that  curst 
you ;  do  good  to  them  that  hate  yon  aad  ds 
spitefully  ose  you." 

•*  Then  I  should  tove  Mrs.  Reed,  which  lean 
not  do ;  I  shoald  bless  her  son  John,  which  ia 
impoasible." 

In  her  turn,  Helen  Burns  asked  me  to  e» 
plaia  ;  and  I  proceeded  forthwith  to  p>nr  out* 
in  my  own  way,  the  tale  of  my  snflferings  and 
resentments.  Bitter  and  truculent  when  ta^ 
cited,  I  apoke  ae  I  felt,  without  reserve  sr 
softening.  Helen  beard  me  patiently  to  the 
end  :  I  expected  she  would  ttien  make  a  i«- 
mark,  but  abe  aaid  nothing. 
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•«  WeD,"  I  takad  impttiMmy,  **  is  oat  Mre. 
Reed«  a  hanMiearted,  bad  womao  V* 

•*  She  haa  been  unkind  to  you«  no  doubt ; 
because,  yoa  see,  she  dislikes  your  cast  of 
Gbaraoter»  as  Miss  Scatcherd  dues  raioe :  but 
bow  minutely  you  remeiuber  all  she  has  done 
and  said  to  you !  What  a  singularly  deep  im- 
preaeion  her  iniustioe  seeqis  to  have  made  on 
year  heart !  No  ill  usage  so  brands  its  record 
im  my  feelings.  Would  yoa  not  be  happier  if 
ygy  tried  to  forget  her  severity,  together  with 
the  passionate  emotions  it  excited T  Life  ap* 
pears  to  me  too  short  to  he  spent  in  nursing 
aaimoaity  or  registering  wrongs.  We  are, 
and  must  be,  one  and  all,  burdened  with  faults 
iu  this  world:  but  tj^e  time  will  soon  come 
when,  I  trust,  we  shall  put  them  off  in  putting 
off  our  corruptible  bodiea;  when  debasement 
and  ain  will  fall  from  us  with  this  cumbrous 
Ixame  of  flesh,  and  only  the  spark  of  the  spiirit 
mU  remain,  tl^e  impalpalbe  prmciple  of  life  and 
thought,  pure  as  when  it  lelt  the  Creator  to  in- 
spire the  creature :  whence  it  came  it  wiU  re- 
turn— perhaps  again  to  be  communicated  to 
'  aorae  being  higher  than  man — ^perhaps  to  pass 
through  gradations  of  glory,  from  the  pale 
human  aool  to  brighten  to  the  seraph  !  Surely  it 
will  never,  on  the  contrary,  be  suffered  to  degen- 
erate from  man  to  fiend !  No ;  I  can  not  be- 
lieve that :  I  hold  another  creed,  which  no  oue 
ever  taught  me,  and  which  I  seldom  mention, 
but  in  which  I  delight,  and  to  which  I  cling ; 
fSur  it  extends  hope  to  all :  it  noakes  Eternity  a 
rest — a  luighty  home,  not  a  terror  and  an  abyss. 
^ides,  with  this  creed,  I  can  so  clearly  dis- 
tmguish  between  the  criminal  and  his  crime ; 
I  can  ao  sincerely  forgive  the  first  while  I 
abhor  the  laet :  with  this  creed,  revenge  never 
woniea  my  heart,  degradation  never  too  deeply 
disgusts  me,  injustice  never  crushes  me  too 
few :  I  live  in  calm,  looking  to  the.end." 

Helenas  head,  always  drooping,  sunk  a  little 
fewer  as  she  finished  this  sentence.  I  saw  by 
her  look  she  wished  no  longer  to  talk  to  me, 
buc  rather  to  converse  with  her  own  thoughts. 
She  was  not  allowed  much  time  for  meditation : 
a  monitor,  a  great  rough  girl,  presently  came 
up, exclaiming,  in  a  strong  Cumberland  accent : 

**  Helen  Burns,  if  you  don't  go  and  pu(  your 
drawer  in  order,  and  fold  up  your  work  this 
minute,  I'll  tell  Miss  Scbatcherd  to  come  and 
feok  at  it !" 

Helen  sighed  as  her  rerery  fled,  and  getting 
up,  obeyed  the  monitor  without  reply  as  with- 
out delay. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

Mt  first  quarter  at  Lowood  seemed  an  age ; 
end  not  the  golden  age  either :  it  comprised  an 
irlEsome  struggle  with  difficulties  in  habituating 
nyself  to  new  rules  and  unwonted  usks.  The 
fear  of  failure  in  these  points  harassed  me 
worse  than  the  physical  hardships  of  my  fet ; 
•hoo^  these  were  no  trifles. 

During  January,  February,  and  part  of 
Harch,  ihe  deep  snows,  and  after  their  reelt- 
log,  the  almost  impassable  roads  prevented 
aur  stirring  beyond  the  garden  walla,  except  to 
fu  to  church  ;  but  within  theae  limits  we  had 


to  pass  au  hour  eveiy  day  in  tl^  opeu  air. 
Our  clothing  was  insuflicient  to  protect  ua 
from  the  severe  cold :  wo  had  no  hoots,  the 
snow  got  into  our  shoes  and  melted  there; 
our  ungfeved  bands  became  numbed  and  cov* 
ered  with  chilblains,  as  were  our  feet;  I  rs- 
member  well  the  distracting  irritation  I  en- 
dured from  tlus  cause,  eveiy  evening  wheu. 
my  feet  inflamed ;  and  the  torture  of  thrusting- 
tbe  swelled,  raw  and  stiff  toes  into  my  shoes 
in  the  morning.  Then  the  scanty  supply  of 
food  was  distressing :  with  the  keen  appeiltea 
of  growing  children,  we  bad  scarcely  suflicien|i 
to  Iteep  alive  a  delicate  invalid.  From  thi& 
deficiency  of  nourishment  resulted  an  abnse 
which  pressed  hardly  on  the  younger  pupils; 
whenever  the  famished  great  girls  bad  an  pp- 
portunity,  they  would  coax  or  menace  the  lit- 
tle ones  out  of  their  portion.  Many  a  time  I 
have  shared  between  two  claimants  the  pror 
cioos  morsel  of  brown  bread  distributed  at  tef 
time ;  and  after  relinquishing  to  a  third  half  the 
contents  of  my  mug  of  coffee,  I  have  swallowed 
the  remainder  with  an  accompaniment  of  secret 
tears,  forced  from  me  by  the  exigency  of  hun- 
ger. 

Sundays  were  dreary  days  in  that  wintry 
season.  We  had  to  walk  two  miles  to  Brock- 
lebrldge  church,  where  our  patron  officiated: 
we  set  out  cold,  we  arrived  at  church  colder ; 
during  the  morniug  service  we  became  almost 
paralyzed.  It  was  too  far  to  return  to  dinner, 
and  an  allowance  of  cold  meat  and  bread,  in 
the  same  penurious  proportion  observed  in  our 
ordinary  meals,  was  served  around  between  the 
services. 

At  the  close  of  the  afternoon  service,  we  re- 
turned by  an  exposed  and  hilly  road,  where  the 
bitter  winter  wind,  blowing  over  a  range  of 
snowy  summits  to  the  north,  almost  flayed  the 
skin  from  our  faces. 

I  can  remember  Miss  Temple  walking  light- 
ly and  rapidly  along  our  drooping  line,  her  plaid 
cloak,  which  the  frosty  wind  fluttered,  gathered 
close  about  her,  and  encouraging  us,  by  precept 
and  example,  to  keep  up  our  spirits,  and  march 
forward,  as  she  said,  **lrke  stalwart  soldiers.** 
The  other  teachers,  poor  things,  were  general- 
ly themselves  too  much  dejected  to  attempt 
the  task  of  cheering  others. 

How  we  longed  for  the  light  and  heat  of  a 
blazing  fire  when  we  got  back !  But,  to  the 
little  ones  at  least,  this  was  denied;  eaeh 
hearth  in  the  school-room  was  immediately 
surrounded  by  a  double  row  of  great  girls,  and 
behind  them  the  younger  children  crouched  in 
groups,  wrapping  their  starved  arms  in  their 
pinafores. 

A  little  solace  came  at  tea  time,  in  the  shape 
of  a  double  ration  of  bread,  a  whole  instead  oi 
a  half  slice,  with  the  delicious  additidn  of  a 
thin  scrape  of  butter;  it  was  the  hebdomadal 
treat  to  whioh  we  all  looked  forward  from  Sab- 
bath to  Sabbath.  I  gerteraliy  contrived  to  re- 
serve a  moiety  of  this  bounteous  repast  for  my* 
self,  but  tlie  remainder  I  was  invariably  obliged 
to  part  with. 

The  Sunday  evening  waa  spent  in  repeating, 
by  heart,  the  Church  Catechism,  and  the  fifth, 
sixth,  and  seventh  chapters  of  St.  Matthew; 
and  in  listening  to  a  long  sermon,  read  by  Miss 
Miller,  whose  irrepressible  yawns  attested  her 
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wetriness.  A  freqaent  interlode  of  these  per- 
formances was  the  enaciment  of  the  part  of 
Eatychus  by  some-half  dozen  of  little  girls ; 
who,  overpowered  by  sleep,  would  fall  down,  if 
Dot  out  of  the  third  loft,  yet  off  the  fourth  form, 
and  be  taken  op  half  dead.  The  remedy  was 
to  thrust  them  forward  into  the  center  of  the 
school- room,  and  oblige  them  to  stand  there 
till  the  sermon  was  finished.  Sometimes  their 
feet  failed  them,  and  they  sunk  together  in  a 
heap ;  they  were  then  propped  up  with  the  mon- 
itor's high  stools. 

I  have  not  yet  alluded  to  the  visits  of  Mr. 
Brocklehurst ;  and,  indeed,  that  gentleman  was 
from  home  during  the  greater  part  of  the  first 
month  aAer  my  arrival — perhaps  prolonging 
his  stay  with  his  friend  the  archdeacon ;  his 
absence  was  a  relief  to  me.  I  need  nut  say 
that  I  had  my  own  reasons  for  dreading  his 
coming ;  but  come  he  did  at  last. 

One  afternoon  (I  had  then  been  three  weeks 
at  Lowood),  as  I  was  sitting  with  a  slate  in  my 
band,  putzling  over  a  sum  in  long  division,  my 
eyes,  raised  in  abstraction  to  the  window, 
caught  sight  of  a  figure  just  passing ;  I  recog- 
nized, almost  instinctively,  that  gaunt  outline  ; 
and  when,  two  minutes  after,  all  the  school, 
teachers  included,  rose  en  masse,  it  was  not 
necessary  for  me  to  look  up  in  order  to  ascer- 
tain whose  entrance  they  thus  greeted.  A  long 
stride  measured  the  school-room,  and  presently 
beside  Miss  Temple,  who  herseir  had  risen, 
stood  the  same  black  column  which  had  frowned 
on  me  so  ominously  from  the  hearth-rug  of 
Gateshead.  I  now  glanced  sideways  at  this 
piece  of  architecture.  Yes,  I  was  right ;  it 
was  Mr.  Brocklehurst,  buttoned  op  in  a  sur- 
toot,  and  looking  longer,  narrower,  and  more 
rigid  than  ever. 

I  had  my  own  reasons  for  being  dismayed 
at  this  apparition  ;  too  well  I  remembered  the 
perfidious  hints  given  by  Mrs.  Reed  about  my 
disposition,  dec.;  the  promise  pledged  by  Mr. 
Brocklehurst  to  apprise  Miss  Temple  and  the 
teachers  of  my  vicious  nature.  All  along  I  had 
been  dreading  the  fulfillment  of  this  promise ;  I 
had  been  looking  out  daily  for  the  '*  Coming 
Man,"  whose  information  respecting  my  past 
life  and  conversation  was  to  brand  me  as  a 
bad  child  forever;  now  there  he  was.  He 
stood  at  Miss  Temple's  side  ;  he  was  speaking 
low  in  her  ear ;  I  did  not  doubt  he  was  making 
disclosures  of  my  villainy,  and  I  watched  her 
eye  with  painful  anxiety,  expecting  every  mo- 
ment to  see  its  dark  orb  turn  on  me  a  glance 
of  repugnance  and  contempt.  I  listened,  too  ; 
and  as  1  happened  to  be  seated  quite  at  the  top 
of  the  room,  I  caught  most  of  what  he  said ; 
its  import  relieved  me  from  immediate  appre- 
hension. 

"  I  suppose.  Miss  Temple,  the  thread  I  bought 
at  Lowton  will  do ;  it  struck  me  that  it  would 
be  just  of  the  quality  for  the  calico  chemises, 
and  I  sorted  the  needles  to  match.  You  may 
tell  Miss  Smith  that  I  forgot  to  make  a  memo- 
randum of  the  darning-needles,  but  she  shall 
have  some  papers  sent  in  next  week ;  and  she 
ia  not,  on  any  account,  to  give  out  more  than 
one  at  a  time  to  each  pupil ;  if  they  have  more, 
they  are  apt  to  be  careless  and  lose  them.  And, 
oh,  ma'am  !  I  wish  the  woolen  stockings  were 
better  looked  to !    When  I  was  here  last  I  went 


into  the  kitchen-girdcn  and  examined  the 
clothes  drying  on  the  line  ;  there  was  a  quan- 
tity of  black  hose  in  a  very  bad  state  of  repair ; 
from  the  size  of  the  holes  in  them  I  was  van 
they  had  not  been  well  mended  from  time  to 
time." 

He  paused. 

**  Your  directions  shall  be  attended  to,  sur,** 
said  Miss  Temple. 

**  And,  ma'am,"  he  continued,  *^the  lanndreaa 
tells  me  some  of  the  girls  have  two  clean  took- 
ers  in  the  week ;  it  is  too  much ;  the  rules 
limit  them  to  one." 

*'I  think  I  can  explain  that  eireorastaiice, 
sir*  Agnes  and  Catherine  Johnstone  were  in- 
vited to  take  tea  with  some  friends  at  Lowton 
last  Thursday,  and  I  gave  them  leave  to  |Hit 
on  clean  tuckers  for  the  occasion." 

Mr.  Brocklehurst  nodded. 

"  Well,  for  once  it  may  pass ;  bot  please  not 
to  let  tty^  circumstanpe  occur  too  often.  And 
there  is  another  thing  which  surprised  me ;  I 
find,  in  settling  accounts  with  the  housekeeper^ 
that  a  lunch,  consisting  of  bread  and  cheese, 
has  twice  been  served  out  to  the  girls  daring 
the  past  fortnight.  How  is  this  1  I  look  over 
the  regulations,  and  I  find  no  such  meal  as 
lunch  mentioned.  Who  introduced  this  inno- 
vation ?  and  by  what  authority  V* 

"  I  must  be  responsible  for  the  circamstance, 
sir,"  replied  Miss  TempTe ;  **  the  breakfast  was 
so  ill  prepared  that  the  pupils  could  not  possi- 
bly eat  it ;  and  I  dared  not  allow  them  to  re- 
main fasting  till  dinner  time." 

''Madam,  allow  me  an  instant!  Ton  ard 
aware  that  my  plan  in  bringing  up  these  girls 
is,  not  to  accustom  them  to  habits  of  luxury 
and  indulgence,  but  to  render  them  hardy,  pa- 
tient, self-denying.  Should  any  little  accident- 
al disappoiutnieot  of  the  appetite  occur,  soch 
as  the  spoiling  of  a  meal,  the  under  or  ovei 
dressing  of  a  dish,  the  incident  ought  not  to  be 
neutralized  by  replacing  with  something  mors 
delicate  the  comfort  lost,  thus  pampering  the 
body  and  subverting  the  aim  of  this  institution; 
it  ought  to  be  improved  to  the  spiritual  edificar 
tion  of  the  pupils,  by  encouraging  them, to 
evince  fortitude  under  the  temporary  prtvatioo. 
A  brief  address  on  those  occasions  would  noi 
be  mistimed,  wherein  a  judicious  instroctoi 
would  take  the  opportunity  of  referring  to  the 
suflforings  of  the  primitive  Christians ;  to  the 
torments  of  martyrs,  to  the  exhortations  of  oar 
blessed  Lord  himself,  calling  upon  his  disciples 
to  take  up  their  cross  and  follow  him ;  to  his 
warnings  that  man  shall  not  live  by  bread 
alone,  but  by  every  word  that  proceedeth  oi«* 
of  the  mouth  of  God ;  to  bis  divine  consols* 
tions,  *  if  ye  sufiTer  hunger  or  thirst  for  my  sake, 
happy  are  ye.*  Oh,  madam,  when  you  pot 
bread  and  cheese,  instead  of  barned  porridgs 
into  these  children's  mouths,  you  may  indeodl 
feed  their  vile  bodies,  but  you  little  think  bow 
you  starve  their  immortal  souls !" 

Mr.  Brocklehurst  again  paused  —  perhaps 
overcome  by  his  feelings.  Miss  Temple  bad 
looked  down  when  be  first  began  to  speak  to 
her,  but  she  now  gazed  straight  before  her,  and 
her  face,  naturally  pale  as  marble,  appeared  ts 
be  assuming  also  the  coldness  and  fixity  of  that 
material,  especially  her  mouthy  closed  as  if  ii 
would  have  required  a  sculptor's  chisel  to  open 
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%  and  ber  brow  settled  gradmny  into  petrified 
»c  verity. 

Meantime,  Mr.  Brocklehorst,  standing  on 
the  hearth  with  his  hands  behind  his  back,  ma- 
jestically surveyed  the  whole  school.  Sudden- 
ly his  eye  gave  a  blink,  as  if  it  had  met  some- 
thing that  either  d'azzleid  or  shocked  its  pupil ; 
turning,  be  said,  in  more  rapid  accents  than  he 
had  hitherto  used, 

**  Miss  Temple,  Miss  Tempio,  what— wAa^  is 
that  girl  with  curled  hairl  Red  hair,  ma*am, 
earled— curled  all  overV*  And  extending  his 
eane  he  pointed  to  the  awful  object,  his  hand 
shaking  as  he  did  so. 

"  It  is  Julia  Severn,"  replied  Miss  Temple, 
▼cry  quietly.  , 

** Julia  Severn,  ma'am!  And  why  has  she, 
or  any  other,  cnrled  hairl  Why,  in  defiance 
of  every  precept  and  principle  of  this  house, 
does  she  conform  to  the  world  so  openly — here, 
in  an  evangelical,  charitable  establishment — as 
to  wear  her  hair  one  mass  of  curls  1" 

*  '*  Julia*a  hair  curls  naturally,"  returned  Miss 
Temple,  still  more  quietly. 

■*  Naturally  !  Yes,  but  we  are  not  to  con- 
form to  nature ;  I  wish  these  girls  to  be  the 
children  of  grace;  and  why  that  abundance  1 
I  have  again  and  again  intimated  that  I  desire 
the  hair  to  be  arranged  closely,  modestly,  plain- 
ly. -Miss  Temple,  that  girl's  hair  must  be  cut 
off*  entirely ;  I  will  send  a  barber  to-morrow ; 
and  I  see  others  who  have  far  too  much  of  the 
excrescence;  that  tall  girl,  tell  her  to  turn 
loond.  Tell  all  the  first  form  to  rise  up  and 
diirect  their  faces  to  the  wall." 

Miss  Temple  passed  her  handkerchief  over 
her  lips,  as  if  to  smooth  away  the  involuntary 
smile  that  curled  them ;  she  gave  the  order, 
however,  and  when  the  first  class  could  take 
in  what  was  required  of  them,  they  obeyed. 
Leaning  back  on  my  bench,  I  could  see  the 
looks  and  grimaces  with  which  they  comment- 
ed on  this  manoeuver ;  it  was  a  pity  Mr.  Brock- 
lehurst  could  not  see  them  too ;  he  would,  per- 
haps have  felt  that,  whatever  he  might  do  with 
the  outside  of  the  cup  and  platter,  the  inside 
was  farther  beyond  his  interferenee  than  be 
unaffined. 

He  scrutinized  the  reverse  of  these  living 
medals  some  five  minutes,  then  pronounced 
sentence.  These  words  fell  like  the  kneU  of 
doom  : 

*•  All  those  topknots  most  be  cot  off." 

Miss  Temple  seemed  to  remonstrate. 

**  Madam,"  he  pursued,  **  I  have  a  Master  to 
serve  whose  kingdom  is  not  of  this  world  ;  my 
mission  is  to  mortify  in  these  girls  the  lusts  of 
the  flesh ;  to  teach  them  to  clothe  themselves 
with  shame- faced ness  and  sobriety,  not  with 
braided  hair  and  costly  apparel;  and  each  of 
the  young  persons  before  us  has  a  string  of 
hair  twisted  in  plaits  which  vanity  itself  might 
have  woven  ;  these,  I  repeat,  must  be  cut  off; 
think  of  the  time  wasted,  of—" 

Mr.  Brockleburst  was  here  interrupted :  three 
other  visitors,  ladies,  now  entered  the  room. 
They  ought  to  have  come  a  little  sooner  to 
have  heard  bis  lecture  on  dress,  for  they  were 
splendidly  attired  in  velvet,  silk,  and  furs. 
The  two  younger  of  the  trio  (fine  girls  of  six- 
teen and  seventeen)  had  gray  beaver  hats,  then 
in  fashion,  shaded  with  ostrich-plumes,  and 


from  under  the  brim  of  this  graceful  head-dress 
fell  a  profusion  of  light  tresses,  elaborately 
curled  ;  the  elder  lady  was  enveloped  in  a  cost- 
ly velvet  shawl,  trimmed  with  ermine,  and  she 
wore  a  false  front  of  French  curls. 

These  ladies  were  deferentially  received  by 
Miss  Temple,  as  Mrs.  and  the  Misses  Brockle- 
burst, and  conducted  to  seats  of  honor  at  the 
top  of  the  room.  It  seems  they  had  come  in 
the  carriage  with  their  reverend  relative,  and 
had  been  conducting  a  rummaging  scrutinyof 
the  rooms  up  stairs,  while  he  transacted  bust 
ness  with  the  housekeeper,  questioning  th« 
laundress,  and  lecturing  the  superintendent 
They  now  proceeded  to  address  divers  re* 
marks  and  reproofs  to  Miss  Smith,  who  was 
charged  with  the  care  of  the  hnen  and  the  in 
spection  of  the  dormitories ;  but  I  had  no  time 
to  listen  to  what  they  said ;  other  matters 
called  off  and  enchained  my  attention. 

Hitherto,  while  gathering  up  the  discourse 
of  Mr.  Brockleburst  and  Miss  Temple,  I  bad 
not,  at  the  same  time,  neglected  precautions  to 
secure  my  own  personal  safety;  which  I 
thought  would  be  effected,  if  I  could  only  elode 
observation.  To  this  end,  I  had  set  well  back 
on  the  form,  and  while  seeming  to  be  busy  with 
my  sum,  had  held  my  slate  in  such  a  manner  as 
to  conceal  my  faoe :  1  might  have  escaped  no- 
tice, had  not  my  treacherous  slate  somehow 
happened  to  slip  from  my  hand,  and  falling  with 
an  obtrusive  crash,  directly  drawn  every  eye 
upon  me ;  I  knew  that  it  was  all  over  now, 
and,  as  I  stooped  to  pick  up  the  two  fragments 
of  stale,  I  rallied  my  forces  for  the  worst.  It 
came. 

^  A  careless  girl !"  said  Mr.  Brockleburst, 
and  immediately  aAer— "  It  is  the  new  pupil,  I 
perceive."  And  before  I  could  draw  breath, 
*'  I  must  not  forget  I  have  a  word  to  say  ro- 
specling  her.'*  Then  aloud — how  loud  it  seem 
ed  to  me ! — **  Let  the  child  who  broke  her  slate, 
come  forward !"  '  i 

Of  my  own  accord  I  could  not  have  stirred ;  ' 
I  was  paralyzed :  but  the  two  great  girls  who 
sat  on  each  side  of  me  set  me  on  my  legs  and 
pushed  me  toward  the  dread  judge,  and  t'aon 
Miss  Temple  gently  assisted  me  to  his  very 
feet,  and  I  caught  her  whispered  counsel. 

*' Don't  be  afraid,  Jane ;  I  saw  it  was  an  a^n 
cident :  you  shall  not  be  punished." 

The  kind  whisper  went  to  my  heart  like  a 
dagger. 

**  Another  minute,  and  she  will  despise  me 
for  a  hypocrite,"  thought  I ;  and  an  impuUe  of 
fury  against  Reed,  Brockleburst,  and  Co., 
bounded  in  my  pulses  at  the  conviction.  I  was 
no  Helen  Burns. 

"  Fetch  that  stool,"  said  Mr.  Brockleburst^ 
pointing  to  a  very  high  one  from  which  a  mon- 
itor had  just  risen.    It  was  brought. 

**  Place  the  child  upon  it." 

And  I  was  placed  there,  by  whom  I  don*l 
know ;  I  was  in  no  condition  to  note  particu- 
lars ;  I  was  only  aware  that  they  had  hoisted 
me  up  to  the  height  of  Mr.  Brocklehurst's  nose, 
that  he  was  within  a  yard  of  me,  and  that  a 
spread  of  shot  orange  and  purple  silk  pelisses, 
and  a  cloud  of  silvery  plumage  extended  and 
waved  below  me. 

Mr.  Brocklehnrst  hemmed. 

"Ladies,"  said  he,  turning  to  his  family 
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<«  Miss  Temple,  teaeUers,  and  childreD,  you  a)l 
see  this  g^irl  V* 

or  course  they  did  ;  for  I  felt  their  eyes  di- 
lected  iiice  burning-glasses  against  my  scorched 
skin. 

•«  You  see  she  is  yet  youfig ;  yoa  observe 
she  possesses  the  ordinary  form  of  child- 
Irood ;  God  has  graciously  given  her  the  shape 
that  he  has  given  to  all  of  us ;  no  signal  de- 
formity points  her  out  as  a  marked  character. 
Who  would  think  that  the  Evil  One  had  al- 
ready found  a  servant  and  agent  in  hert  Yet 
such,  I  grieve  to  say,  is  the  case." 

A  pause-*ia  which  I  began  to  steady  the 
palsy  of  my  nerves,  and  to  feel  that  the  rubicon 
was  passed ;  and  that  the  trial,  no  longer  to  be 
shirked,  must  be  firmly  sustained. 

**  My  dear  children,"  pursued  the  black  mar- 
ble clergyman,  with  pathos,  '*this  is  a  sad,  a 
melanchuiy  occasion ;  for  it  becomes  my  duty 
to  warn  you,  that  this  girl,  who  might  be  one 
of  God's  own  lambs,  is  a  little  cast^away ;  not  a 
member  of  the  true  flock,  but  evidently  an  in- 
terloper and  an  alien.  You  must  be  on  your 
guard  against  ber ;  you  must  shun  her  ezamr 
pie ;  if  necessary,  avoid  her  company,  exclude 
her  from  your  sports,  and  shut  her  from  your 
Qonverse.  Teachers,  you  lyust  watch  her; 
beep  your  eyes  oo  her  movements,  waigh  well 
her  words,  scrutinise  her  actions,  punish  her 
body  to  save  her  soul ;  if.  indeed,  such  salva- 
tion be  possible,  for  (my  tongue  falters  while  I 
tell  it)  this  girl^this  child,  the  native  of  a 
Christian  land,  worse  than  many  a  little  heath- 
eo  who  says  its  prayers  to  Brahma  and  kneels 
before  Juggernaut — this  girl  is — a  liar !" 

Now  came  a  pause  of  ten  minutes ;  during 
which  I,  by  this  time  in  perfect  possession  of 
my  wits,  observed  all  the  female  orocklehursts 
produce  their  pocketrhandkerchiefs  and  apply 
them  to  their  optics,  while  the  elderly  lady 
iwayed  herself  to  and  fro,  and. the  younger 
ones  whispered,  "  How  shocking  !*' 

Mr.  Drocklebur^t  resamed. 

**  This  I  learned  from  her  benefactress ;  from 
the  pious  and  charitable  lady  who  adopted  her 
in  her  orphan  state,  reared  her  as  her  own 
^ughter,  and  whose  kindness,  whose  generos- 
IjjT,  the  unhappy  girl  repaid  by  an  ingratitude  so 
^  d,  so  dreadful,  that  at  last  her  excellent  pat- 
^.ness  was  obliged  to  separate  her  from  her 
own  youag  ones,  fearful  lest  her  vicious  example 
shouki  cootamioate  their  purity ;  she  baa  sent 
her  here  to  be  healed,  even  as  the  Jews  of  old 
sent  their  diseased  to  the  troubled  pool  of  Be- 
thesda;  and,  teachers,  saperintendent,  I  beg  of 
you  not  to  aJlow  the  waters  to  stagnate  round 
her." 

With  this  sublime  conclusion,  Mr.  Brockle- 
harst  adjusted  the  top  button  of  his  surtout, 
muttered  something  to  his  family,  who  rose, 
bowed  to  Miss  Temple,  and  then  all  the  great 
people  sailed  in  state  from  the  room.  Turning 
at  the  door,  my  judge  said, 

^Let  ber  stand  half  an  hour  bnger  on  that 
stool,  and  let  no  one  speak  to  her  during  the 
remainder  of  the  day." 

There  I  was,  tben,  mounted  aloft:  I  who 
had  said  I  could  not  bear  the  shame  of  stand- 
ing on  my  natural  feet  in  the  middle  of  the 
room,  was  now  exposed  to  general  view  on  a 
pedestal  of  infamy.     What  my  sensations 


were  no  langui^  can  describe ;  but  ;iiat  89 
they  all  rose,  stifling  my  breath  and  constrict* 
ing  my  throat,  a  girl  cama  op  and  passed  me ; 
in  passing,  she  lifted  her  eyes.  What  a  strange 
light  inspired  them!  What  en  extraordinary 
sensation  that  ray  sent  through  me !  How  the 
new  feeling  bore  me  up.  It  was  as  if  a  martjr» 
a  hero,  had  passed  a  slave  or  victim,  and  im-. 
parted  strength  in  the  transit.  I  mastered  the 
rising  hysteria,  lifted  up  my  head,  and  took  a 
firm  stand  on  the  stool.  Helen  Bums  asked 
some  slight  question  about  her  work  of  Misa 
Smith,  was  chidden  for  the  triviality  of  the  in* 
quiry,  returned  to  her  place,  and  smiled  at  ma 
as  she  again  went  by.  What  a  smile !  I  re- 
member it  now,  and  I  know  that  it  was  the 
effluence  of  fine  intellect,  of  true  courage ;  U 
lighted  up  her  marked  lineaments,  her  thia 
face,  her  sunken,  gray  eye,  like  a  reflection 
from  the  aspect  of  an  angel.  Yet  at  that  mo- 
ment Helen  Burns  wore  on  her  arm  **  the  un- 
tidy badge ;"  scarcely  an  hour  ago  I  heard  ber 
condemned  by  Miss  Scatcherd  to  a  dinner  of 
breafl  and  water  on  the  morrow,  because  she 
had  blotted  an  exercise  in  copying  it  cot. 
Such  is  the  imperfect  nature  of  man — such 
spots  are  there  on  the  disc  of  the  clearest  plan* 
et;  and  eyes  like  Miss  Scatcherd*s  can  only 
see  those  minute  defects,  and  are  blind  to  the 
full  brightness  of  the  orb. 


CHAPTER  Vm. 

«Eu  the  half-hour  ended,  five  o*clock  struck ; 
school  was  dismissed,  and  all  were  gone  lute 
tlie  refectory  to  tea.  I  now  ventured  to  de- 
scend ;  it  waa  deep  dusk ;  I  retired  into  a 
corner  and  sat  down  on  the  floor.  The  speU 
by  which  I  had  been  so  far  supported  began  U> 
dissolve;  reaction  took  place,  and  soon,  an 
overwhelming  was  the  grief  that  seized  me,  I 
sunk  prostrate  with  my  face  to  the  ground 
Now  I  wept;  Helen  3urns  was  not  here; 
nothing  sustained  me(jeft  to  myself  I  abao- 
doned  myself)  and  my  tears  watered  the  boards. 
I  had  meant  to  be  so  good,  and  to  do  so  much 
at  liowood ;  to  make  so  many  friends,  to  earn 
respect,  and  win  afiection.  Already  I  had 
made  visible  progress;  that  very  morning  I 
had  reached  the  head  of  my  class ;  Miss  MiUer 
had  praised  me  warmly;  Miss  Temple  had 
smiled  approbation ;'  she  had  promised  to  teach 
me  drawing,  and  to  let  me  learn  French,  if  I 
continued  to  make  similar  improvement  two 
months  longer :  and  then  I  was  well  received 
by  my  fellow-pupils;  treated  as  an  equal  by 
those  of  mv  own  age,  and  not  molested  by  any ; 
now,  here  I  lay  again  crushed  and  trodden  on ; 
and  could  I  ever  rise  more  1 

'*  Never,"  I  thought ;  and  ardently  I  wished 
to  die.  While  sobbing  out  this  wish  in  broken 
accents,  some  one  approached ;  I  started  uf^ 
again  Helen  Burns  was  near  me ;  the  fadiof 
fires  just  showed  her  coming  up  the  long^ 
vacant  room ;  she  brought  my  coflbe  and  bread. 

**  Come,  eat  something,"  she  said  ;  but  I  piA 
both  away  from  me,  feding  as  if  a  drop  or  m 
crumb  would  have  choked  me  in  my  preseoi 
condition.  Helen  regarded  me,  probably  wit^ 
surprise :  I  could  not  now  abate  my  agitatioa 
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though  I  tried  hard ;  I  contioued  to  weep  ^ud, 
She  sat  down  on  the  ground  near  me,  em- 
braced her  knees  with  her  arms,  and  rested 
her  head  upon  them ;  m  that  attitude  she  re 
maioed  silent  as  aa  Indian.  I  wa»  the  first 
who  spoke. 

**  Helen,  why  do  70a  stay  with  a  girl  whom 
every  body  believes  to  be  a  liar  t**  ' 

"  Every  body,  Jane  1  Why,  there  are  only 
eighty  people  who  have  heard  you  called  so, 
Aod  the  world  contains  hundreds  of  mill- 
ions." 

**  But  wjl^at  have  I  to  do  with  milUoos  1  The 
ei^ty  I  know  despise  me." 

**  Jane,  you  are  mistaken ;  probably  not  one 
in  the  school  either  despises  or  dislikes  you ; 
many,  I  am  sure,  pity  you  much." 

**How  can  they  pity  me  after  what  Mr. 
Brocklehurst  said  V 

'*  Mr.  firockleharst  is  not  a  god ;  nor  is  he 
efen  a  great  and  admired  man :  he  is  little 
liked  here  ;  he  never  took  steps  to  make  him- 
aeif  liked.  Had  be  treated  you  as  an  especial 
lavorite,  you  would /have  found  enemies,  de- 
dared  or  covert,  all  around  you ;  as  it  is,  the 
greater  number  would  offer  you  sympathy  if 
tbey  dared.  Teachers  and  pupils  may  kiok 
coldly  on  you  for  a  day  or  two,  but  friendly 
feelings  are  concealed  in  their  hearts;  and  if 
ysa  persevere  in  doing  well,  theae  feelings  will 
•re  lon^  appear  so  much  the  more  evidently 
for  their  temporary  suppression.  Besides, 
Jaae— *'    She  paused. 

"Well,  Helen V*  said  I,  puUing  my  hand 
tato  hers;  she  chafed  my  fingers  gently  to 
warm  them,  and  went  on^- 

'*  If  all  the  world  hated  you,  and  believed 
|oo  wicked,  while  your  own  conscience  ap> 
proved  you,  and  absolved  you  from  guilt,  you 
would  not  be  without  friends.'* 

"  No ;  I  kuow  I  should  think  well  of  myself; 
bat  that  is  not  enough ;  if  others  don*t  love 
me,  I  would  rather  die  than  live — I  can  not 
bear  to  be  solitary  and  hated,  Helen.  Look 
here ;  to  gala  some  real  affection  from  you,  or 
Miss  Temple,  or  any  other  whom  I  truly  love, 
E  would  willingly  submit  to  have  the  bone  of 
my  arm  broken,  or  to  let  a  bull  toss  me,  or  to 
atand  behind  a  kicking  horse,  and  let  it  dash 
its  houf  at  my  chest — " 

"  Hush,  Jane  !  you  think  too  much  of  the 
love  sf  human  beings ;  you  are  too  impulsive, 
too  vehement ;  the  Sovereign  band  that  created 
jour  frame,  and  put  life  into  it,  has  provided 
70U  with  other  resources  than  your  feeble  aelf, 
or  than  creatures  feeble  as  you.  Besides  this 
earth,  and  besides  the  race  of  men,  there  is  an 
iavisible  world  and  a  kingdom  of  spirits;  that 
world  is  round  us,  for  it  is  every  where ;  and 
tliose  spirits  watch  us,  for  they  are  commis- 
•bned  to  guard  us ;  and  if  we  were  dying  in 
pBin  and  shame,  if  scorn  smote  us  on  aU  sides, 
aad  hatred  crushed  us,  angels  see  our  tortures, 
ncogoize  our  innocence  (if  innocent  we  be, 
u  I  know  you  are  of  this  charge  wliich  Mr. 
i^rocklehorst  has  weakly  and  pompously  re- 
peated at  second-hand  from  Mrs.  Reed ;  for  I 
iead  a  sincere  nature  in  vour  ardent  eyes  and 
on  your  clear  front),  and  God  waits  only  the 
reparation  of  spirit  from  flesh  to  crown  us  with 
t  full  reward.  Why,  then,  should  we  ever 
link  overwhchned  with  distress,  when  life  is 


so  soon  over,  and  death  is  so  certain  an  en* 
trance  to  happineas— to  glory  r* 

I  was  silent ;  Helen  had  calmed  me  ;  but  in 
the  tranquillity  she  imparted  there  was  an  alloy 
of  inexpressible  sadness.  1  felt  the  impression 
of  woe  as  she  spoke,  but  I  could  not  tell 
whence  it  came ;  and  when,  having  done 
speaking,  she  breathed  a  little  fast  and  coughed 
a  short  cough,  I  momentarily  forgot  my  own 
sorrows  to  yield  to  a  vague  concern  for  her. 

Resting  my  head  on  Helen's  shoulder,  I  put 
ray  arms  round  her  waist;  she  drew  me  to  her, 
and  we  reposed  in  silence.  We  had  not  sat 
long  thua,  when  another  person  came  in. 
Some  heavy  clouds,  swept  from  the  sky  by  a 
rising  wind,  had  left  the  moon  bare ;  and  her 
light,  streaming  in  through  a  window  near» 
shone  full  both  on  us  and  on  the  approaching 
figure,  which  we  at  once  recognized  as  Miaa 
1%mple. 

"  I  came  on  purpose  to  find  yon,  Jane  Eyre,** 
said  she ;  "  I  want  you  in  my  room  ;  and  aa 
Helen  Burns  is  with  you,  she  may  come  too.** 

We  went;  following  the  superintendent's 
guidance,  we  bad  to  tread  some  intricate 
passages,  and  mount  a  atair-case  before  we 
reached  her  apartment;  it  contained  a  good 
fire,  and  looked  cheerful.  Miss  Temple  told 
Helen  Burns  to  be  seated  in  a  low  arm-chair 
on  one  aide  of  tlie  hearth,  and  herself  taking 
another,  she  called  me  to  her  side. 

**  Is  it  all  overl"  she  asked,  looking  down 
at  my  face.  "Have  you  cried  your  grief 
away  1" 

**  I  am  afraid  I  never  shall  do  that.*' 

"Why!" 

**  Because  I  have  been  wrongly  accused ; 
and  you,  ma'am,  and  every  body  else  will  now 
think  me  wicked.** 

"  We  shall  think  you  what  you  prove  your- 
self to  be,  my  child.  Continue  to  act  as  a 
good  girl,  and  you  will  satisfy  me.** 

"  Shall  I,  Miss  Temple  \" 

"  You  will,"  said  she,  passing  her  arm 
round  me.  "  And  now  tell  me  who  is  the  lady 
whom  Mr.  Brocklehurst  called  your  benefac- 
tress ]" 

**  Mrs.  Reed,  my  uncle's  wife.  My  uncle  ia 
dead,  and  be  lea  me  to  her  care.** 

'*  Did  she  not,  then,  adopt  you  of  her  own 
accord  V* 

**  No,  ma*am ;  she  was  sorry  to  have  to  do 
it ;  but  my  uncle,  as  I  have  often  heard  the 
servants  say,  got  her  to  promise,  before  he 
died,  that  she  would  always  keep  me.** 

**  Well,  now,  Jane,  you  know,  or  at  least  I 
will  tell  you,  that  when  a  criminal  is  accused, 
he  is  always  allowed  to  speak  in  his  own 
defense.  You  have  been  charged  with  false- 
hood; defend  yourself  to  me  as  well  as  yon 
can.  Say  whatever  your  memory  suggests  aa 
true ;  but  add  nothing  and  exaggerate  nothing.** 

I  resolved  in  the  depth  of  my  heart  that  I 
would  be  most  nooderate — most  correct ;  and, 
having  reflected  a  few  minutes  in  order  to 
arrange  coherently  what  I  had  to  say,  I  told 
her  all  the  story  of  my  sad  diildbood.  Ex- 
hausted by  emotion,  my  language  was  more 
subdued  than  it  geaecally  was  when  it  developed 
that  sad  theme*;  and  mindful  of  Heleirs  warn- 
ings against  the  indulgence  of  resentnkent,  I 
infused  into  the  narrative  Our  less  of  gall  and 
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wormwood  than  ordinary.  Thos  restrained 
and  simplified,  it  sounded  more  credible;  I 
felt  as  I  went  on  that  Miss  Temple  fully 
believed  me. 

In  the  course  of  the  tale  I  had  mentioned 
Mr.  Lloyd  as  having  come  to  see  me  after  the 
fit;  for  I  never  forgot  the,  to  me,  frightful 
episode  of  the  red-room ;  in  detailing  which, 
my  excitement  was  sure,  in  some  degree,  to 
break  bounds  ;  for  nothing  could  soften  in  my 
recollection  the  spasm  of  agony  which  clutched 
my  heart  when  Mrs.  Reed  spurned  my  wild 
supplication  for  pardon,  and  locked  me  a 
•econd  time  in  the  dark  and  haunted  cbam- 
•er. 

I  had  finished.  Miss  Teisple  regarded  me  & 
^w  minutes  in  silence;  she  then  said — 

^  I  know  something  of  Mr.  Lloyd ;  I  shall 
•n'ite  to  him ;  if  his  reply  agrees  with  your 
statement,  you  shall  be  publicly  cleared  from 
^very  imputation ;  to  me,  Jane,  you  are  clear 
•ow.** 

She  kissed  me,  and  still  keeping  me  at  her 
fide  (where  I  was  contented  to  stand,  for  I  de- 
rived a  child *s  pleasure  from  the  contemplation 
of  her  face,  her  dress,  her  one  or  two  orna- 
ments, her. white  forehead,  her  clustered  and 
shining  curls,  and  beaming  dark  eyes),  she 
(nroceeded  to  address  Helen  Burns. 

**JHow  are  you  to-night  Helen  1  Have  you 
CTjpbed  much  lo-day  V* 

**  Not  quite  so  much,  I  think,  ma*am.** 

"  And  the  pain  in  the  chest  V* 

<«It  is  a  litiie  better." 

Miss  Temple  got  up,  took  her  hand  and  ex- 
funlned  her  pulse ;  then  she  returned'  to  her 
own  seat :  as  she  resumed  it,  I  heard  her  sigh 
low.  She  was  pensive  a  few  minutes,  then 
rousing  herself,  she  said  cheerfully, 

**  But  you  two  are  my  visitors  to-night ;  I 
must  treat  you  as  such.'*    She  rung  her  bell. 

*'  Barbara,''  she  said  to  the  servant  who  an* 
swered  it,  *'  I  have  no\  yet  had  tea ;  bring  the 
(ray,  and  place  cups  i^r  these  two  young  la- 
dies." \ 

And  a  tray  was  soon  Vought.  How  pretty 
to  my  eyes  did  the  china  cups  and  bright  tea- 
pot look,  placed  on  the  little  round  table  near 
the  fire !  Huw  fragrant  was  the  steam  of  the 
beTerage.  and  the  scent  of  the  toast !  of  which,, 
however,  I,  to  my  dismay  (for  !  was  beginning 
to  be  hungry),  discerned  only  a  v«ry  small  por- 
tion; Miss  Temple  discerned  *•  too. 

"  Barbara,"  said  she,  ••  can  you  not  bring  a 
little  more  bread  and  hater  ^  There  is  not 
snough  for  three." 

Barbara  went  cat;  she  *'etomed'80on  : 

**  Madam,  Mts.  Hprden  says  she  has  sent  up 
the  usual  quantity  " 

Mrs.  Harden,  be  it  observed,  was  the  house- 
keeper ;  a  woman  after  Mr.  Brocklehurst*8  own 
Heart,  made  up  of  equal  parts,  whalebone  and 
ron. 

*•  Oh,  very  well !"  returned  Miss  Temple ; 
'  we  must  make  it  do,  Barbara,  I  suppose." 
And  as  the  girl  withdrew,  she  added,  smilingly, 
"  Fortunately,  I  have  it  in  my  power  to  supply 
deficiencies  for  this  once." 

Having  invited  Helen  and  me  to  approach 
the  table,  and  placed  before  each  of  us  a  cop  of 
tea,  with  one  delicious  but  thin  morsel  of  toast, 
>^  ff'>t  up,  and  unlocked  a  drawer,  and  tak- 


ing from  it  a  parcel  wrapped  in  paper,  d'» 
closed  presently  to  our  eyes  a  good-sized  seed 
cake. 

"  I  meant  to  give  each  of  you  some  of  this 
to. take  with  yon,"  said  she;  **but  as  ther 
is  80  little  toast  yoo  must  have  it  now/*  and 
she  proceeded  to  cut  sliceB  with  a  generous 
hadd. 

We  feasted  that  evening  as  on  nectar  and 
ambrosia  ;  and  not  the  least  delight  of  the  en- 
tertainment was  the  smile  of  gratification  with 
which  our  hostess  regarded  us,  as  we  satisfied 
oor  famished  appetites  on  the  delicate  fare  she 
liberally  supplied.  Tea  over  and  the  tray  re- 
moved, she  again  summoned  ns  to  the  fire ; 
we  sat  one  on  each  side  of  her,  and  now  a  con- 
versation followed  between  her  and  Helen, 
which  it  was  indeed  a  privilege  to  he  admitted 
to  hear. 

Miss  Temple  had  always  something  of  seren- 
ity in  her  air,  of  state  in  her  mien,  of  refined 
propriety  in  her  language,  which  precluded 
deviation  into  the  ardent,  the  etcited,  tba 
eager ;  something  which  chastened  the  pleu- 
ure  of  those  who  looked  on  her  and  listened  to 
her,  by  a  controlling  sense  of  awe ;  such  was 
my  feeling  now :  but  as  to  Helen  Burns,  I  was 
struck  with  wonder. 

The  refreshing  meal,  the  brilliant  fire,  the 
presence  and  kindness  of  her  beloved  instruct- 
ress, or  perhaps  more  than  all  these,  something 
in  her  own  unique  mind,  had  roused  her  powers 
within  her.  They  woke,  they  kindled ;  first, 
they  glowed  in  the  bright  tint  of  her  cheek, 
which  till  this  hour  I  had  never  seen  bat  pale 
and  bloodless ;  then  they  shone  in  the  liquid 
luster  of  her  eyes,  which  had  suddenly  acquired 
a  beauty  more  singular  than  that  of  Miss  Tem- 
ple's— a  beauty  neither  of  fine  color,  nor  long 
eyelash,  nor  penciled  brow,  but  of  meaning,  ot 
movement,  of  radiance.  Then  her  soul  sat  on 
her  lips,  and  language  flowed!  from  what  souroe 
I  can  not  tell.  Has  a  girl  of  fourteen  a  hear 
large  enough,  vigorous  enough  to  bold  the 
swelling  spring  of  pure,  full,  fervid  eloquence ! 
Such  was  the  characteristic  of  Helen's  dis> 
course  on  that,  to  me,  memorable  evening; 
her  spirit  seemed  hastening  to  live  within  a 
very  brief  span  as  much  as  many  live  during  a 
protracted  existence. 

They  conversed  of  things  I  had  nerer  heard 
of;  of  nations  and  timea  past ;  of  countries  fu 
away;  of  secrets  of  nature  discorered  or 
guessed  at ;  they  spoke  of  books ;  bow  many 
they  had  read!  What  stores  of  knowledge 
they  possessed!  Theif  they  seemed  so  ia- 
miliar  with  French  names  and  French  ao- 
thors ;  but  my  amazement  reached  its  dimax 
when  Miss  Temple  asked  Helen  if  she  some- 
times snatched  a  moment  to  recall  the  Latin 
her  father  bad  taught  her ;  and,  taking  a  book 
from  a  shelf,  bade  her  read  and  construe  a  page 
of  **  Virgil ;"  and  Helen  obeyed,  my  organ  of 
veneration  expanding  at  every  sounding  liae. 
She  had  scarcely  finished  ere  the  hell  annoua- 
ced  bed-time-;  no  delay  could  be  admitted ; 
Miss  Temple  embraced  us  both,  saying  as  she 
drew  us  to  her  heart : 

*'  God  bless  you,  my  children  !** 

Helen  she  held  a  little  longeV  than  me ;  sba 
let  her  go  more  reluctantly  ;  it  was  Helen  hi%r 
eye  followed  to  the  door ;  it  was  for  her  she  • 
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•eoond  time  breathed  a  sad  sigb  ;  for  her  she 
wiped  a  tear  from  her  cheek. 

On  reachiDg  the  bedroom,  we  heard  the 
Toice  of  Miss  Scatcherd  ;  she  was  examining 
drawers ;  she  had  just  pulled  out  Helen  Burns's, 
iDd  when  we  entered  Helen  was  greeted  wiih 
a  sharp  reprimand,  and  told  that  to>morrow  she 
sbonld  have  half  a  dozen  of  untidy  folded  arti> 
cles  pinned  to  her  shoulder. 

•*My  things  were,  indeed,  in  shameral  disor- 
der," murmured  Helen  to  me,  in  a  low  voice ; 
**  I  intended  to  have  arranged  them,  but  I  for- 
got." 

Next  piorning,  Miss  Scatcherd  wrote  in  con- 
spicuous characters  on  a  piece  of  pasteboard 
the  word  *'  Slattern,"  and  bound  it  like  a  phy- 
lactery round  Helen's  large,  mild,  intelligent. 
and  benign-looking  forehead.  She  wore  it  till 
evening,  patient,  unresentfuU  regarding  it  as 
a  deserved  punishment.  The  moment  Miss 
Scatcherd  withdrew  after  afternoon-school,  I 
ran  to  Helen,  tore  it  off,  and  thrust  it  into  the 
fire ;  the  fury  of  which  she  was  incapable  had 
been  burning  in  my  soul  all  day,  and  tears,  hot 
and  large,  had  continually  been  scalding  my 
cheek ;  for  the  spectacle  of  her  sad  resignation 
gaTe  me  an  intolerable  pain  at  the  heart. 

About  a  week  subsequently  to  the  incidents 
•  above  narrated,  Miss  Temple,  who  had  written 
to  Mr.  Lloyd,  received  his  answer :  it  appeared 
that  what  be  said  went  to  corroborate  my  ac- 
count. Miss  Temple,  having  assembled  the 
whole  school,  announced  that  inquiry  had  been 
made  into  the  charges  alleged  against  Jane 
Eyre,  and  that  she  was  most  happy  to  be  able 
to  pronounce  her  completely  cleared  from  every 
imputation.  The  teachers  then  shook  hands 
with  me  ftod  kissed  me,  and  a  murmur  of 
pleasure  ran  through  the  ranks  of  my  com- 
panions. 

Thus  relieved  of  a  grievous  load,  I  from  that 
hour  set  to  work  afresh,  resolved  to  pioneer 
my  way  through  every  difficulty ;  I  toiled  hard, 
and  my  success  was  proportionate  to  my  ef- 
forts; my  memory,  not  naturally  tenacious, 
improved  with  practice;  exercise  sharpened 
my  wits ;  in  a  few  weeks  I  was  promoted  to 
a  higher  class ;  in  less  than  two  months  I  was 
allowed  to  commence  French  and  drawing. 
I  learned  the  first  two  tenses  ef  the  verb  £/re, 
and  sketched  my  first  cottage  (whose  walls  by- 
tbe-by,  outrivaled  in  slope  those  of  the  leaning 
tower  of  Pisa),  on  the  same  day.  That  night, 
on  going  to  bed,  I  forgot  to  prepare  in  imagina- 
tion the  Barmecide  supper  of  hot,>  roast  pota- 
toes, or  white  bread  and  new  milk,  with  which 
I  was  wont  to  amuse  my  inward  cravings ;  I 
feasted,  instead,  on  the  spectacle  of  ideal  draw- 
ings which  I  saw  in  the  dark  ;  all  the  work  of 
my  own  hands:  freely  penciled  houses  and 
trees,  picturesque  rocks  and  ruins,  Cuyp-like 
groups  of  cattle,  sweet  paintings  of  butterflies 
hovering  over  unblown  roses,  of  birds  picking 
at  ripe  cherries,  of  wrens'  nests  inclosing 
pearl-like  eggs,  wreathed  about  with  young  ivy 
sprays.  I  examined,  too,  in  thought,  the  pos- 
sibility of  my  ever  being  able  to  translate  cur- 
rently, a  certain  little  French  story-book  which 
Madam  Pierrot  had  that  day  shown  me ;  nor 
was  that  problem  solved  to  my  satisfaction  ere 
I  fell  sweetly  asleep. 

Well  has  Solomon  said :  **  Better  is  a  dinner 


of  herbs  where  love  is,  than  a  stalled  ox  and 
hatred  therewith.*' 

I  would  not  now  have  exchanged  Lowood, 
with  all  its  privations,  for  Gateshead  and  its 
daily  luxuries. 


CHAPTER  IX 

BoT  the  privations,  or,  rather,  the  hardship 
of  Lowood,  lessened.  Spring  drew  on ;  she 
was,  indeed,  already  come ;  the  frosts  of  win- 
ter had  ceased;  its  snows  were  melted;  its 
cutting  winds  ameliorated.  My  wretched  feet, 
flayed  and  swelled  to  lameness  by  the  sharp  air 
of  January,  began  to  heal  and  subside  under  the 
gentler  breathings  of  April.  The  nights  and 
mornings  no  longer,  by  their  Canadian  temper- 
ature, froze  the  very  blood  in  our  veins;  we 
could  now  endure  the  play-hour  passed  in  the 
garden.  Sometimes,  on  a  sunny  day,  it  began 
even  to  be  pleassnt  and  genial ;  and  a  green- 
ness grew  over  those  brown  beds  which,  fresh- 
ening daily,  suggested  the  thought  that  Hope 
traversed  them  at  night,  and  left  each  morning 
brighter  traces  of  her  steps.  Flowers  peeped 
out  among  the  leaves — snowdrops,  crocuses, 
purple  auriculas,  and  golden-eyed  pansies.  On 
Thursday  afternoons  (half  holydays)  we  now 
took  walks,  and  found  still  sweeter  flowers 
opening  by  the  wayside,  under  the  hedges.^, 

I  discovered,  too,  that  a  great  pleasure^n 
enjoyment  which  the  horizon  only  bounded — ^lay 
all  outside  the  high  and  spike-guarded  walls  of 
our  garden.  This  pleasure  consisted  in  a  pros- 
pect of  noble  summits  girdling  a  great  hill- 
hollow,  rich  in  verdure  and  shadow ;  in  a  bright 
beck,  full  of  dark  stones  and  sparkling  eddies. 
How  different  had  this  scene  looked  when  I 
viewed  it  laid  out  beneath  the  iron  sky  of  win- 
ter, stiffened  in  frost,  shrouded  with  snow— 
when  mists  as  chill  as  death  wandered  to  the 
impulse  of  east  winds  along  those  purple  peaks, 
and  rolled  down  *'  ing"  and  holm  till  they  blend- 
ed with  the  frozen  fog  of  the  heck !  That  beck 
itself  was  then  a  torrent,  turbid  and  curbless ; 
it  tore  asunder  the  wood,  and  sent  a  raving 
sound  through  the  air,  often  thickened  with 
wild  rain  or  whirling  sleet ;  and  for  the  forest 
on  its  banks,  that  showed  only  ranks  of  skel- 
etons. 

April  advanced  to  May.  A  bright,  serene 
May  it  was;  days  of  blue  sky,  placid  sun- 
shine, and  soft  western  or  southern  gales  filled 
up  its  duration.  And  now  vegetation  matured 
with  vigor ;  f iowood  shook  loose  its  tresses ;  it 
'became  all  green,  all  flowery ;  its  great  elm,  ash, 
and  oak  skeletons  were  restored  to  majestic 
life;  woodland  plants  sprung  up  profusely  in 
its  recesses;  unnumbered  varieties  of  moss 
filled  its  hollows ;  and  it  made  a  strange 
ground-sunshine  out  of  the  wealth  of  its  wild 
primrose  plants ;  1  have  seen  their  pale,  gold 
gleam,  in  overshadowed  spots,  like  scatterings 
of  the  sweetest  luster.  All  this  I  enjoyed  often 
and  fully,  free,  unwatched,  and  almost  alone ; 
for  this  unwonted  liberty  and  pleasure  there 
was  a  cause,  to  which  it  now  becomes  my  task 
to  advert. 

Have  I  not  described  a  pleasant  site  for  a 
dwelling,  when  I  speak  of  it  as  hosoined  in  hiU 
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and  wood,  and  lisfng  from  the  rerge  of  a 
Btream^  Assuredly,  pleasant  enough;  but 
whether  healthy  or  not  is  another  question. 

That  forest  dell,  where  Lowood  lay,  was  the 
cradle  of  fog  and  fog-bred  pestilence ;  which, 
quickening  with  the  quickening  spring,  crept 
into  the  Orphan  Asylum,  breathed  typhus 
tfirough  its  crowded  school-room  and  dormi- 
tory, and,  ere  May  arrived,  transformed  the 
seminary  into  an  hospitals 

Semi-starvation  and  neglected  colds  had  pre- 
disposed most  of  the  pupils  to  receive  infection. 
Forty-five  out  of  the  eighty  girls  lay  ill  at  one 
time.  Classes  were  broken  up,  rules  relaxed. 
The  few  who  continued  well  were  allowed  al- 
most unlimited  license,  because  the  medical  at- 
tendant insisted  on  the  necessity  of  fVequent 
exercise  to  keep  them  in  health ;  and  had  It 
been  otherwise,  no  one  had  leisure  to  watch  or 
restrain  them.  Miss  Templets  whole  attention 
was  absorbed  by.  the  patients :  she  lived  in  the 
sick  room,  never  quitting  it  except  to  snatch  a 
few  hours*  rest  at  night.  The  teachers  were 
fully  occupied  with  packing  up  and  making  oth- 
er necessary  preparations  for  the  departure  of 
those  girls  who  were  fortunate  enongh  to  have 
friends  and  relations  able  and  willing  to  remove 
tbem  from  the  seat  of  contagion.  Many,  al- 
ready smitten,  went  home  only  to  die ;  some 
died  at  the  school,  and  were  buried  quietly  and 
quickly,  the  nature  of  the  malady  forbidding 
delay. 

y^  While  disease  had  thus  become  an  inhabitant 
of  Lowood,  and  death  Its  frequent  visitor  i  while 
there  was  gloom  and  fear  within  its  walls;  while 
its  rooms  and  passages  steamed  with  hospital 
smells — the  drug  and  the  pastile  striving  vainly 
to  overcome  the  effluvia  of  mortality — that 
bright  May  shone  unclouded  over  the  bold  hills 
and  lieauiiful  woodland  out-of-doors.  Its  gar- 
den, too,  glowed  with  flowers ;  hollyhocks  had 
sprung  lip  tall  as  trees,  lilies  had  opened,  dah- 
lias and  roses  were  in  bloom ;  the  borders  of 
the  liiiie  beds  were  gay  with  pink  thrift  and 
crimson  double-daisies ;  the  sweet-briers  gave 
out,  morning  and  evening,  their  scent  of  spice 
and  apples  ;  and  these  fragrant  treasures  were 
all  usclt'ss  for  most  of  the  inmates  of  Lowuod, 
except  to  furnish  now  and  then  a  handful  of 
herbs  and  blossoms  to  put  in  a  coffin. 

But  1,  and  the  rest  who  continued  well,  en- 
joyed fully  the  beauties  of  the  scene  and  seas- 
on. They  let  us  ramble  in  tbe  wood,  like  gip- 
seys,  from  morning  till  night ;  we  did  what  we 
liked— went  where  we  liked  ;  we  lived  better, 
too.  Mr.  Onickleburst  and  his  family  never 
came  near  Lowood  now;  household  matters 
were  not  scrutinized  into;  the  cross  house- 
keeper was  gone,  driven  away  by  the  fear  of 
infection ;  her  successor,  who  had  been  matron 
at  the  l^iwton  Dispensary,  unused  to  the  ways 
of  her  new  abode,  provided  with  comparative 
liberality.  Besides,  there  were  fewer  to  feed  ; 
the  sick  could  eat  little ;  our  breakfast-basins 
were  better  filled ;  when  there  was  no  time  to 
prepare  a  regular  dinner,  which  often  happened, 
ahe  would  give  us  a  large  piece  of  cold  pie,  or 
a  thick  slice  of  bread  and  cheese,  and  this  we 
carried  away  with  us  to  the  winmI,  where  we 
each  chose  the  spot  we  liked  best,  and  dined 
mpiMuously. 
*aly  favorite  seat  was  a  smooth  and  broad 


stone,  rising  white  and  dry  from  tbe  very  ml^ 
die  of  the  beck,  and  only  to  be  got  at  by  wading 
through  the  water— a  feat  I  accomplished  bar»> 
foot.  The  stone  was  just  broad  enough  to  ae- 
commodate  comfortably  me  and  another  girl^ 
at  that  time  my  chosen  comrade— one  Mary 
Ann  Wilson,  a  shrewd,  observant  personage^ 
whose  society  I  took  pleasure  in,  partly  because 
she  was  witty  and  onginal,  and  partly  becaaae 
she  had  a  'manner  which  set  me  at  my  ease. 
Some  years  older  than  I,  she  knew  more  of  tbe 
world,  and  could  tell  me  many  things  1  liked  to 
hear.  With  her  my  curiosity  found  gratilSce- 
tlon.  To  my  faults,  also,  she  gave  ample  in- 
dulgence, never  imposing  curb  or  rein  on  any 
thing  I  said.  She  had  a  turn  for  narrative— I 
for  analysis ;  she  liked  to  inform — ^I  to  ques- 
tion ;  so  we  got  on  swimmingly  together,  de- 
riving much  entertainment,  if  not  mach  im- 
provement, from  our  mutual  intercourse. 

And  where,  meantime,  was  Helen  Dumst 
Why  did  I  not  spend  these  sweet  days  of  liber- 
ty with  her!  Had  1  forgotten  her!  or  vras  I 
so  worthless  as  to  have  grown  tired  of  her  pore 
society  1  Surely  the  Mary  Ann  Wilson  i  have 
menti<ined  was  inferior  to  my  first  acquaini- 
ance ;  she  eoold  only  tell  me  amusing  stories, 
and  reciprocate  any  racy  and  pnngent  gossip  I 
chose  to  indulge  in ;  while,  if  I  have  spoken 
tnith  of  Helen,  she  was  qualified  to  gne  those 
who  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  her  conrerse  a 
taste  oY  far  higher  things. 

True,  reader,  and  I  knew  and  felt  this ;  and 
though  I  sm  a  defective  being,  with  many  faulu 
and  few  redeeming  points,  yet  T  never  tired  of 
Helen  Bums,  nor  ever  ceased  to  cherish  for  her 
a  sentiment  of  attachment  as  strong,  tend«, 
and  respectful  as  any  that  ever  animated  my 
heart.  How  could  it  be  otherwise,  when  Helen, 
at  all  times  and  under  all  circumstances,  evinced 
for  me  a  quiet  and  faithful  friendship,  which 
ill-humor  never  soured  nor  irritation  ever  trou- 
bled !  But  Helen  was  ill  at  present ;  for  some 
weeks  she  had  been  removed  from  my  sight  to 
I  knew  not  what  n>om,  up  stairs.  She  was  cot, 
I  was  told,  in  the  hospital  portion  of  the  h«iuse 
with  the  fever  patients  ;  for  her  complaint  was 
consumption,  not  typhus ;  and  by  consumption 
1,  in  my  ignorance,  understo«}d  something  miM, 
which  time  and  care  would  be  sure  to  alle- 
viate. 

I  was  confirmed  in  this  idea  by  the  faet  of 
her  once  or  twice  coming  down  stairs  on  very 
warm,  sonny  afternoons,  and  being  taken  by 
Miss  Temple  into  the  garden ;  but,  on  these  oc- 
casions, I  waa  not  allowed  to  go  and  speak  to 
her ;  I  only  saw  her  from  the  schmd-ruom  win- 
dow, and  then  not  distinctly,  for  she  was  mnch 
wrapped  up,  and  sat  at  a  distance  under  the 
verandah. 

One  evening,  in  the  beginning  of  June,  I  bad 
stayed  out  very  late  with  Mary  Ann  in  the 
wood ;  we  had,  as  usual,  separated  oorselTes 
from  the  others,  and  had  wandered  far— so  far 
that  we  lost  our  way,  and  had  to  ask  it  at  a 
lonely  cottage,  where  a<inan  and  woman  lived, 
who  looked  aller  a  herd  of  half-wild  swine  that 
fed  on  the  mast  in  the  wood.  When  we  got 
back,  it  was  afler  moonrise  ;  a  pony,  which  we 
knew  to  be  tbe  sorgeon^s,  was  standing  at  iho 
garden-door.  Mary  Ann  remarked,  that  ate 
supposed  some  one  most  be  very  tU,  a»  Mr. 
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Bates  bad  been  sent  Ibr  at  tbat  time  of  fhe 
eiwning.  She  went  into  the  boase.  I  stayed 
behind  a  few  minates  to  plant  in  my  garden  a 
handful  of  roots  1  had  dog  op  in  the  forest,  and 
whicb  I  feared  would  wither  if  I  left  them  till 
morning.  This  done,  I  lingered  yet  a  little 
longer;  the  (lowers  smeHed  so  sweet  as  the 
dew  fell ;  it  was  such  ^  pleasant  evening,  so 
-•erene,  so  warm ;  the  still  glowing  west  prpm- 
Ised  so  fairly  another  flte^ay  on  lie' morrow  ;^ 
the  moon  rose  with  such  majesty  in  the  grave 
east.  I  was  noting  these  things,  and  enioying 
them  as  a  child  might,  when  it  enterA  my 
mind,  as  it  had  never  done  before : 

«•  Hfiw  sad  to  be  lying  now  on  a  sick  bed,  and 
to  be  in  danger  of  dying !  This  world  is  pleas- 
ant*; it  would  be  dreary  to  be  called  from  it,  and 
to  have  to  go — who  knows  where  t" 

And  then  my  mind  made  its  first  earnest  ef- 
fort to  comprehend  what  had  been  infused  into 
it  concerning  heaven  and  hell,  and  for  the  first 
time  it  rec^oiied,  baffled ;  and,  for  the  first  (ime, 
glancing  behind,  on  each  side,  and  before  it,  it 
saw  all  round  an  nnfatbomed  gulf;  it  felt  the 
one  p<tint  where  it  stood — the  present ;  all  the 
rest  was  formless  cloud  and  vacant  depth,  and 
It  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  tottering,  and 
plunging  amid  that  chaos.  While  pondering 
this  new  idea,  I  heard  the  front  door  open ;  Mr. 
Bates  came  out,  and  with  him  was  a  nurse. 
After  she  had  seen  him  mount  his  horse  and 
depart,  she  was  about  to  close  the  door,  but  I 
ran  up  to  her. 

"How  is  Helen  Bums!" 

"  Very  poorly,"  was  the  answer. 

•'Is  it  her  Mr.  Bates  has  been  to  see!*' 

«Yes." 

••  And  what  does  he  say  about  her!*' 

••  He  says  she'll  not  be  here  long.'* 

This  phrase,  uttered  in  my  hearing  yesterday, 
woald  have  only  conveyed  the  notion  that  she 
was  about  to  be  removed  to  Northumberland, 
ID  her  uwn  home.  I  should  not  have  suspected 
that  meant  she  was  dying  ;  but  I  knew  instant- 
ly now ;  it  opened  clear  on  my  comprehension 
that  Helen  Bums  was  numbering  her  last  days 
in  this  world,  and  that  sho  was  going  to  he 
taken  to  the  region  of  spirits,  if  such  region 
there  were.  I  experienced  a  shock  of  horror, 
then  a  strong  thrill  of  grief,  then  a  desire — a 
necessity — to  see  her;  and  I  asked  in  what 
room  she  lay. 

•«  She  is  in  Miss  Temple's  room,"  said  the 
noTBe. 

*'May  I  go  up  and  speak  to  her!*' 

**  Oh,  no,  child  !  It  is  not  likely :  and  now  it 
is  time  for  you  to  come  in ;  you  11  catch  the 
l^ver  if  you  stop  out  when  the  dew  is  falling.'* 

The  nurse  closed  the  front  door;  I  went  in 
Ivy  the  side  entrance  which  led  to  the  school- 
room ;  1  was  just  in  time ;  it  was  nine  o*clock, 
and  Miss  Miller  was  calling  the  pupils  to  go  to 
bed. 

It  might  be  two  hours  later,  probably  near 
eleren,  when  I — not  having  been  able  to  fall 
aadeep,  and  deeming,' from  the  perfect  silence 
of  the  dormitory,  thafmy  companions  were  all 
-vrrapped  in  profound  repose — ^rose  sodly,  put 
OD  my  frock  over  my  night-dress,  and,  without 
aboes,  crept  from  the  apartment,  and  set  oflT  in 
maeat  of  Miss  Templets  room.  It  was  quite  at 
tfaie  ptber  end  of  the  house ;  but  I  knew  my 


way ;  and  the  light  of  the  unclouded  summer 
moon,  entering  here  and  there  at  passage  win- 
dows, enabled  me  to  find  it  without  difficulty. 
An  odor  of  camphor  and  burned  vinegar  warned 
me  when  I  came  near  the  fever  room ;  and  I 
passed  its  door  quickly,  fearful  lest  the  nurse 
who  sat  op  all  nieht  should  hear  me.  I  dreaded 
being  discovered  and  sent  back ;  for  I  must  see 
Helen — I  must  embrace  her  before  sho  died — I 
Inust  gife  her  on#)a8t  kiss,  exchange  with  her 
one  last  word. 

Having  'descended  a  stair-case,  travtffsed  a 
portion  of -the  house  below,  «nd  succeeded  in 
openThgahd  shutting,  without  notse,  two  doors, 
I  reached  another  flight  of  steps ;  these  1  mount- 
ed, and  then  just  opposite  to  me  was  Miss  Tem- 
ple's room.  A  light  shone  through  the  key- 
hole, and  from  under  the  door:  a  profound 
stillness  pervaded  the  vicinity.  Coming  near, 
I  found  the  door  slightly  ajar ;  probably  to  admit 
some  fresh  air  into  the  close  abode  of  sickness. 
Indisposed  to  hesitate,  and  full  of  impatient 
impulses — ^soul  and  senses  quivering  with  keen 
throes— I  pot  it  back  and  looked  in.  My  eye 
sought  Helen,  and  feared  to  find  death. 

Close  by  Miss  Templets  bed,  and  half  covered 
with  its  white  curtains,  there  stood  a  little  crib. 
I  saw  the  outline  of  a  form  under  the  clothes, 
but  the  face  was  hid  by  the  hangings :  the  nurse 
I  had  spoken  to  in  the  garden  sat  in  an  easy 
chair,  asleep ;  an  unsnuffed  candle  bgrned  dimly 
on  the  table.  Miss  Temple  was  not  to  be  seen : 
I  knew  afterward  that  she  had  been  called  to 
a  delirious  patient  ib  tlie  fever-room.  I  ad- 
vanced ;  then  paused  by  the  crib  side :  my  hand 
was  on  the  curtain,  but  1  preferred  speakin^j 
before  I  withdrew  It.  I  still  recoiled  at  the 
dread  of  seeinff  a  corpse. 
•  ••  Helen  !"  I  whispered  soAly ;  *•  are  yon 
awake  !** 

She  stirred,  herself  put  back  the  curtain,  and 
I  saw  her  face,  pale,  wasted,  but  quite  com- 
posed ;  she  looked  so  little  changed  tbat  my 
fear  was  instantly  dissipated. 

**  Can  it  be  you,  Jane  !*'  she  asked  in  her  own 
gentle  voice. 

**Oh!**"l  thought,  **she  is  not  going  to  die; 
they  are  mistaken :  she  could  not  speak  and 
look  so  calmly  if  she  were.'* 

I  got  on  to  her  crib  and  kissed  her :  her  fore- 
head was  c(dd,  and  her  cheek  both  cold  and 
thin,  and  so  were  her  band  and  wrist ;  but  she 
smiled  as  of  old. 

•*  Why  are  you  come  here,  Jane !  It  is  past 
eleven  o'clock ;  I  beard  it  strike  some  minutes 
since.*' 

**I  came  to  see  you,  Helen;  I  heard  yoo 
were  very  ill,  and~  I  could  not  sleep  till  I  had 
spoken  to  you." 

"  You  came  to  bid  me  good-by,  then ;  you  are 
just  in  time,  probably." 

**  Are  you  going  somewhere,  Helon '  Are 
you  going  home?" 

••  Yes ;  to  my  long  home— my  last  home." 

**No,  no,  Helen."  I  stopped,  distressed. 
While  I  tried  to  devour  my  tears,  a  fit  of  cough* 
ing  seized  Helen ;  it  did  not,  however,  wake 
the  nurse;  when  it  was  over,  she  lay  some 
minutes  exhausted ;  then  she  whispered — 

"  Jane,  your  little  feet  are  bare ;  lie  down 
and  cover  yourself  with  my  quilt." 

I  did  so ;  she  put  her  arm  over  me,  and  I 


JANE  EYRE. 


nestled  dose  to  her.  After  a  long  silence,  she 
resumed ;  stili  whispering — 

"  1  am  very  happy,  Jane ;  and  when  you  hear 
that  I  am  dead  you  roust  be  sure  and  not  grieve ; 
there  is  nothing  to  grieve  about.  We  all  must 
die  one  day,  and  the  illness  which  is  removing 
me  is  not  painful ;  it  is  gentle  and  gradual ;  my 
mind  is  at  rest.  I  leave  no  one  to  regret  me 
much ;  I  have  only  a  father ;  and  he  is  lately 
marriedi  and  will  not  miss  m^  Byjijfiiig  ydbnj^ 
I  shall  escape  great  sufiTeringl.  I  (|ad  not  qual- 
itiesW  talents  to  make  my  way  w%  well*in 
the  woiitd ;  I  should  have  been  co^nnualiy  at 
fauU.'H   •  *♦  ▼••••'',  ^^    •       ,      ^    •^• 

"  But  where  are  you  going  to,  Helen  1  Can 
you  see  1    Do  you  know  1" 

"  I  believe ;  I  have  faith ;  I  am  going  to 
God." 

»•  Where  is  God  t    What  is  God  1" 

"  My  maker  and  yours ;  who  will  never  de- 
stroy what  he  created.  I  rely  implicitly  on  his 
power,  and  confide  wholly  in  his  goodness ;  I 
count  the  hours  till  that  eventful  one  arrives 
which  shall  restore  me  to  him,  reveal  him  to 
me." 

"Yon  are  sure,  then,  Helen,  that  there  is 
such  a  place  as  heaven ;  and  that  our  souls  can 
get  to  it  when  we  die  V* 

"  I  am  sure  there  is  a  future  state ;  1  believe 
God  is  good ',  1  can  resign  my  immortal  part  to 
him  without  any  misgiving.  God  is  my  father ; 
God  is  my  friend ;  I  love  him ;  I  believe  be 
loves  me." 

'*And  shall  I  see  yotMigain,  Helen,  when  I 
die^r* 

"  You  will  come  to  the  same  region  of  happi- 
ness ;  be  received  by  the  same  mighty,  univer- 
sal Parent,  no  doubt,  dear  Jane." 

Again  1  questioned;  but  this  time  only. in 
thought.  **  Where  is  that  region  1  Doea  it 
exist  1"  And  I  clasped  my  arras  closer  round 
Helen ;  she  seemed  dearer  to  me  than  ever ;  I 
felt  as  if  I  could  not  let  her  go ;  1  lay  with  my 
face  hidden  on  her  neck.  Presently  she  said, 
in  the  sweetest  tone — 

"  How  comfortable  I  am  !  That  last  fit  of 
coughing  has  tired  me  a  little ;  I  feel  as  if  I 
could  sleep ;  but  don't  leave  me,  Jane ;  I  like 
to  have  yuu  near  me." 

'*  rii  stay  with  you,  dear  Helen ;  no  one  shall 
take  me  away." 

"  Are  you  warm,  darling  V 

"Yes." 

**  Good-night,  Jane." 

"Good-night,  Helen." 

She  kissed  me,  and  I  her ;  and  we  both  soon 
alombered. 

When  I  awoke  it  was  day :  an  unusual  move- 
ment roused  me ;  I  looked  up ;  I  was  in  some- 
body's arms ;  the  nurse  held  me ;  she  was 
carrying  me  through  the  passage  back  to  the 
dormitory.  I  was  not  reprimanded  for  leaving 
my  bed ;  people  had  something  else  to  think 
about :  no  explanation  was  afforded  thfrn  to  my 
many  questions ;  but  a  day  or  two  afterward  I 
learned  that  Miss  Temple,  on  returning  to  her 
own  room  at  dawn,  had  found  me  laid  in  the  lit- 
tle crib ;  my  face  against  Ellen  Burns*s  shoulder, 
my  arms  round  her  neck.  I  was  asleep,  and 
Helen  was — dead. 

Her  grave  is  in  Brocklebridge  church-yard ; 
for  fifteen  years  aAer  her  death  it  was  only 


cavered  by  a  grassy  mound ;  but  now  a  gmf 
marble  tablet  marks  the  spot,  inscribed  with  Imt 
name,  and  the  word  "  Resurgam." 


CHAPTEIl  X. 


THERTO I  have  reftord^  in  detail  the  eveiM 
jy«itei^ificanV»^t9«u:e :  to  the  first  teo 
years  of  my  life,  I  have  given  almost  as  many 
chapters.  ^  But  this  is  not  to  be  a  regular  anto- 
Jbiogfiphy ;  I  am  only  boiu^  to  invoke  memory 
where*!  know  hei' responses  will  possess  some 
degree  of  interest ;  therefore  I  now  pass  a  space 
of  eight  years  almost  in  silence :  a  few  lines 
only  are  necessary  to  keep  op  the  links  of  cod- 
neciion. 

When  the  typhus  fever  had  fulfilled  its  mis-* 
aion  of  devastation  at  Lowood,  it  gradually  dis- 
appeared from  thence ;  but  not  till  iu  virulence 
and  the  number  of  its  victims  had  drawn  public 
attention  on  the  school.  Inquiry  was  made 
into  the  origin  of  the  scourge,  and  by  degrees 
various  facts  came  out  which  excited  pobljo 
indignation  in  a  high  degree.  The  unhealthy 
nature  of  the  site ;  the  quantity  and  quahty  of 
the  children's  food;  the  brackish,  fetid  water 
used  in  its  preparation;  the  pupils'  wretched 
clothing  and  accommodations,  all  these  things 
were  discovered ;  and  the  discovery  produced  a 
result  mortify mg  to  Mr.  Brockleburst,  but  beas- 
ficial  to  the  institution. 

Several  wealthy  and  benevolent  individuals 
in  the  county  subscribed  largely  for  the  erection 
of  a  more  convenient  building  in  a  better  situa- 
tion ;» new  regulations  were  made ;  improve- 
ments in  diet  and  clothing  introduced;   the 
funds  of  the  school  were  intrusted  to  the  man-  t 
agement  of  a  committee.    Mr.  Brockleharst,  \ 
who,  from  his  wealth  and  family  connections, 
could  not  be  overlooked,  still  retained  the  post  / 
of  treasurer ;  but  he  was  aided  in  the  discharge  < 
of  his  duties  by  gentlemen  of  rather  more  eo-  J 
larged  and  sympathizing  minds ;  his  office  of  , 
inspector,  too,  was  shared  by  those  who  knew  \ 
how  to  combine  reason  with  strictness,  comfort 
with  economy,  compassion  with  uprightoesa. 
The  school,  thus  improved,  became  in  time  a 
truly  useful  and  noble  institution.    I  remained 
an  inmate  of  its  walls,  after  its  regeneration,  fbt   > 
eight  years— six  as  pupil,  and  two  as  teacher ; 
and  in  both  capacities  I  bear  my  testimony  to 
its  value  and  importance. 

During  these  eight  years  my  life  was  onifonn. 
but  not  unhappy,  because  it  was  not  inactiTe. 
I  had  the  means  of  an  excellent  education  placed 
within  my  reach ;  a  fondness  for  some  of  my 
studies  and  a  desire  to  excel  in  all,  togeibei 
with  a  great  delight  in  pleasing  my  teachers, 
especially  such  as  I  loved,  urged  me  on  :  I 
availed  myself  fully  of  the  advantages  ofiered 
me.  In  time  I  rose  to  be  the  first  girl  of  the 
first  class ;  then  I  was  invested  with  the  office 
of  teacher ;  which  I  discharged  with  zeal  for 
two  years :  but  at  the  end  of  that  time  I  altered. 

Miss  Temple,  through  all  changes,  had  thos 
far  continued  superintendent  of  the  seminary : 
to  her  instruction  I  owed  the  best  part  of  my 
acquirements ;  her  friendship  and  society  had 
been  my  continual  solace ;  she  bad  stood  noe 
in  the  stead  of  mother,  governess,  and,  laUei|y 
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_,^r^nU^.  At  this  period  she  married,  re- 
•^^i -^ith  her  husband  (a  clergymao,  an  ex- 
"*°  ni  man,  almost  worthy  of  such  a  wife)  to 
"i^iBUni  county,  and,  consequently,  was  lost 

jo  roc 

From  tho  day  she  left  I  was  no  longer  the 
fcame:  wilh  hef  was  gone  every  settled  feeling, 
.^ery  iissociation  that  had  made  Lowood  in 
tome  degree  a  home  lo  me.  I  bad  imbibed  from 
tier  something  of  her  nature  and  much  of  her 
bshits :  more  harmonious  Ihoughts ;  wh9< 
teemed  hetier  regulated  feelings  had  b^ome 
the  inmates  of  my  mind.  I  had  given  in  alle- 
giaoce  to  duty  and  order ;  J  waq  qu'iei ;  I  be- 
liered  I  was  content ;  to  the  eyes  of  others, 
usually  even  to  my  own,  I  appeared  a  disci- 
plined and  subdued  character. 

But  destiny,  in  the  shape  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Na- 
soiyth.  came  between  me  and  Miss  Temple ;  I 
•aw  ber  in  ber  traveling-dress  step  into  a  post- 
chaise,  shortly  after  Uie  marriage  ceremony,  I 
watched  the  chaise  mount  the  hill  and  disap- 
pear beyond  its  brow,  and  then  retired  to  my 
own  room,  and  there  spent  in  solitude  the 
greatest  part  of  the  balf-holyday  granted  in  hon- 
or of  the  occasion. 

I  walked  about  the  chamber  most  of  the  time. 
I  ifiOkagined  myself  only  to  be  regretting  my  loss 
and  thinking  how  to  repair  it ;  but  when  my  re- 
flections were  concluded,  and  I  looked  up  and 
found  that  the  afternoon  was  gone,  and  evening 
far  advanced,  another  discovery  dawned  on 
me ;  namely,  that  in  the  interval  I  had  under- 
gone a  transforming  process ;  that  my  mind 
had  pot  off  all  it  bad  borrowed  of  Miss  Tem- 
ple, or,  rather,  that  she  had  taken  with  ber  the 
serene  atmosphere  1  had  been  breathing  in  her 
vicinity,  and  that  now  I  was  left  in  my  natural 
element,  and  beginning  to  feel  the  stirring  of 
old  emotions.  It  did  not  seem  as  if  a  prop  were 
withdrawn,  but  rather  as  if  a  motive  were  gone ; 
it  was  not  the  power  to  be  tranquil  which  had 
iailed  me,  but  tbe  reason  for  tranquillity  was  no 
more.  My  world  had  for  some  years  been  in 
Lowood ;  my  experience  had  been  of  its  rules 
and  sysieros ;  now  I  remembered  that  the  real 
World  was  wide,  and  that  a  varied  field  of  hopes 
and  fears,  of  sensations  and  excitements, 
awaited  those  who  had  courage  to  go  forth  into 
its  expanse  to  seek  real  knowledge  of  Ufe  amid 
iu  perils. 

I  went  to  my  window,  opened  it,  and  looked 
out.  There  were  the  two  winifs  of  the  build- 
ing; there  was  the  garden;  there  were  tbe 
skirts  of  Lowood  ;  there  was  the  hilly,  horizon. 
My  eye  passed  all  other  objects  to  rest  on  those 
roost  remote,  the  blue  peaks;  it  was  those  I 
Mn^ed  to  surmount ;  ail  within  their  boundary 
of  rock  and  heath  seemed  prison-ground,  exile 
limits.  I  traced  the  white  road  winding  round 
Che  base  of  one  mountain,  and  vanishing  in  a 
gorge  between  two :  how  I  longed  to  follow  it 
lurther !  I  recalled  the  time  when  I  had  trav- 
eled that  very  road  in  a  coach ;  I  remembered 
descending  that  hill  at  twilight :  an  age  seemed 
to  have  ebpsed  since  tbe  day  which  brouffbt 
me  first  to  Lowood ;  and  I  had  never  quitted  it 
since.  My  vacations  had  all  been  spent  at 
school;  Mrs.  Reed  had  never  sent  Ijpr  me  to 
Gateshead  ;  neither  she  nor  any  of  her  family 
bad  ever  been  to  visit  me.  I  ha(f  had  no  com- 
mttoicatioo  by  letter  or  measage  with  (he  outer 
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world  ;  school  rulea,  school  duties,  school  hab- 
its and  notions,  and  voices,  and  faces,  and  phra- 
ses, and  costumes,  and  preferences,  and  antip-  < 
athies ;  such  was  what  I  knew  of  existence. 
And  now  I  felt  that  it  was  not  enough.  1  tired 
of  the  routine  of  eight  years  in  one  afternoon. 
I  desired  liberty ;  for  liberty  I  gasped ;  for  lib- 
erty I  uttered  a  prayer ;  it  seemed  scattered  on 
the  wind  then  faintly  blowing.  I  abandoned  it« 
iMd  framed  an  humbler  supplication ;  for  change, 
stimulus ;  that  petition,  too,  seemed  swept  off 
into  vague  space.  ''Then,"  I  cried,  half  despe-  ] 
rate,  **  grant  me,  at  least,  a  new  servitude !" 

Here  a  bell,  ringing  the  hour  of  supper,  call- 
ed roe  down  stairs. 

I  was  not  free  to  resume  the  Interrupted 
chain  of  my  reflections  till  bed-time ;  even  then 
a  teacher  who  occupied  the  same  room  with  me 
kept  me  from  the  subject  to  which  I  loosed  to 
recur,  by  a  prolonged  effusion  of  small  talk. 
How  I  wished  sleep  would  silence  her!  ^ 
seemed  as  if,  could  I  but  go  back  to  tbe  idea 
whioh  had  last  entered  my  mind  as  J  stood  at 
the  window,  some  inventive  suggestion  would 
rise  for  relief. 

Miss  Gryce  snored  at  last ;  she  was  a  heavy 
Welshwoman,  and  till  now  her  habitual  nasal 
strains  had  never' been  regarded  by  me  in  any 
other  light  than  as  a  nuisance ;  to-night  I  hailed 
the  first  deep  notes  with  satisfaction ;  I  was 
debarrassed  of  interruption;  my  half-effaced 
thought  instantly  revived.  ' 

"A  new  servitude!  There  is  soofliething  in  \ 
that,*'  I  soliloquized  (mentally,  be  it  under- 
stood ;  I  did  not  talferaHud)*  "  I  know  there  ; 
is,  because  it  does  not  sound  too  sweet ;  it  is 
not  like  such  words  as  Liberty,  Excitement, 
Enjoyment :  delightful  sounds,  truly ;  but  no 
more  than  sounds  for  me ;  and  so  hollow  and 
fleeting  that  it  is  mere  waste  of  time  to  listen 
to  them.  But  Servitude !  that  must  be  matter 
of  fact.  Any  one  may  serve :  I  have  served 
here  eight  years ;  now  all  I  want  is  to~  serve 
elsewhere.  Can  I  not  get  so  much  of  my  own 
will !  Is  not  the  thing  feasible  1  Yes,  yes ; 
the  end  is  not  so  difficult,  if  I  bad  only  a  brain 
active  enough  to  ferret  out  the  means  of  at- 
taining it." 

I  sat  up  in  bed  by  way  of  arousing  this  said 
brain ;  it  was  a  chilly  night ;  I  covered  my 
sbculders  with  a  shawl,  and  then  I  proceeded  to 
think  again  with  all  my  might. 

**  What  do  I  want  1  A  nevr  place,  in  a  new 
bocse,  among  new  faces,  under  new  circum- 
islances ;  I  want  this  because  it  is  of  no  use  want- 
ing any  thing  better.  How  do  people  do  to  get 
a  new  place  ]  They  apply  to  friends,  I  suppose : 
I  have  no  friends.  There  are  many  others  who 
have  no  friends,  who  must  look  about  for  them- 
selves and  be  their  own  helpers ;  and  what  is 
their  resourcel" 

I  could  not  tell;  nothing  answered  me;  I 
then  ordered  my  brain  to  find  a  response,  and 
quickly.  It  worked  and  worked  faster ;  I  felt 
the  pulses  throb  in  my  head  and  temples ;  twt 
for  nearly  an  hour  it  worked  in  chaos,  and  no 
result  came  of  its  efforts.  Feverish  with  vaia 
labor,  I  got  up  and  took  a  turn  in  the  room; 
undrew  the  curtain,  noted  a  star  or  two,  shiv- 
ered with  cold,  and  again  crept  to  bed. 

A  kind  fairy,  in  my  absence,  had  surely  drop 
ped  the  required  suggestion  on  my  pillow ;  foi 
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18 1  lay  down  it  came  quietly  and  naturally  to 
my  midd  :  **  Those  who  want  situations  adver- 
tise: you  must  advertise  in  the  oh  ire 
Herald." 

"  Hiiw  ?    I  know  nothing  about  advertising." 

Replies  rose  smooth  and  prompt  now : 

**You  must  inclose  the  advertisement  and 
the  money  to  pay  for  it  tinder  a  cover  directed 
to  the  Editor  of  the  Herald ;  you  must  put  it, 
the  first  opportunity  you  have,  into  the  post  at 
Lowton ;  answers  must  be  addressed  to  J.  E. 
at  the  post-office  there ;  -  you  can  go  and  in- 
quire in  about  a  week  after  you  send  yuur  let- 
ter, if  any  are  come,  and  act  accordingly." 

This  scheme  I  went  over  twice,  thrice ;  it 
was  then  digested  in  my  mind  ;  I  had  it  in  a 
clear,  practical  form ;  I  felt  satisfied,  and  fell 
asleep. 

With  earliest  day,  I  was  up.  I  had  my  ad- 
Tertisement  written,  inclosed,  and  directed  be- 
fore the  bell  rung  to  rouse  the  school ;  it  ran 
thus: 

"  A  young  lady  accustomed  to  tuition  (had  I 
BOt  been  a  teacher  two  years?)  is  desirous  of 
meeting  with  a  situation  in  a  private  family 
where  the  children  are  under  fourteen  (I  thought 
that  as  J  was  barely  eighteen,  it  would  not  do 
to  undertake  the  gbidance  of  pupils  nearer  my 
own  agp).  She  is  qualified  to  teach  the  usual 
branches  of  a  good  English  education,  together 
with  French,  drawing,  and  music  (in  those  days, 
reader,  tfs,  now  narrow  catalogue  of  accom- 
plishments, would  have  been  held  tolerably 
comprehensive).  Addj^  J.  £.,  Post-office, 
Low  ton, shire.*'^  ^ 

This  document  remained  locked  In  my  draw- 
er all  day  ;  a/ler  tea,  I  asked  leave  of  the  new 
superintendent  to  go  to  Lowton,  in  order  to  per- 
form some  small  commissions  for  myself  and 
one  or  two  of  my  fellow-teachers ;  permission 
was  readily  granted  ;  I  went.  It  was  a  walk 
of  two  miles,  and  the  evening  was  wet,  but  the 
days  were  still  long ;  I  visited  a  shop  or  two, 
slipped  the  letter  into  the  post-office,  and  came 
back  through  heavy  rain,  with  streaming  gar- 
ments, but  with  a  relieved  heart. 

The  succeeding  week  seemed  long:  it  came 
.to  an  end  at  last,  however,  like  all  sublunary 
things,  and  once  more,  toward  the  close  of'a 
pleasant  autumn  day,  I  found  myself  afoot  on 
the  road  to  Lowton.  A  picturesque  track  it 
was,  by  the  way ;  lying  along  the  aide  of  the 
beck  and  through  the  sweetest  curves  of  the 
date ;  but  that  day  I  thought  more  of  the  letters, 
that  might  or  might  not  be  awaiting  me  at  the 
little  burgh  whither  I  was  bound,  than  of  the 
charms  of  lea  and  water. 

My  ostensible  errand  on  this  occasion  was  to 
get  measured  for  a  pair  of  shoes ;  so  I  dis- 
charged that  business  first,  and  when  it  was 
done  1  stepped  across  the  clean  and  quiet  little 
street  from  the  shoemaker's  to  the  post-office : 
it  was  kept  by  an  old  dame,  who  wore  horn 
spectacles  on  her  nose,  and  black  mittens  on 
her  hands. 

••  Are  there  any  letters  for  J.  E.  t"  I  asked. 

She  peered  at  me  over  her  spectacles,  and 
then  she  opened  a  drawer,  and  fumbled  among 
Its  contents  for  a  long  time ;  so  long  that  my 
hopes  began  to  falter.  At  last,  having  Held  a 
document  before  her  glasses  for  nearly  five 
minutes,  she  presented  it  across  the  counter, 


accompanying  the  act  by  another  inqu:^- ,-,. 
mistrustful  glance— it  was  for  J.  E.      '  "^ 

•'  Is  there  only  one  ?"  I  demanded. 

•/There  are  no  more,"  said  she ;  anJ  T  . 
It  m  my  pocket  and  turned  my  face  hon..  waIk' 
i  could  not  open  it  then :  roles  oWigcil  m.  to  be 
back  by  eight,  and  it  was  already  haJ.'-past 
seven. 

Various  duties  awaited  me  on  my  arrival ;  I 
had  to  sit  with  the  girls  during  Their  bot/irf 
st^'Mly ;  then  it  was  my  turn  to  read  prav*»  9, 
to  see  them  to  bed ;  afterward  I  sum^  w«h 
the  other  teachers.  Even  when  we  finally  re- 
tired for  the  night,  the  inevitable  Miss  Gryca 
was  still  my  companion ;  we  had  only  a  short 
end  of  candle  in  our  candlestick,  and  I  dreaded 
lest  she  should  talk  till  it  was  ail  burned  out ; 
fortunately,  however,  the  Iteavy  supper  she  had 
eaten  prod  deed  a  soporific  eflTect ;  she  was  al- 
ready snoring,  before  I  had  finished  undressiog. 
There  still  remained  an  inch  of  candle ;  I  now 
took  out  my  letter,  the  seal  was  an  initial  F. ; 
I  broke  it.  the  contents  were  brief. 

**If  J.  E.,  who  a<lvertised  in  the *kirt 

Herald  of  last  Thursday  possesses  the  acquire- 
ments mentioned,  and  if  she  is  in  a  position 
to  give  satisfactory  references  as  to  character 
and  competency,  a  situation  can  be  offered 
her  where  there  is  but  one  pupil,  a  little  girl, 
under  ten  years  of  age ;  and  where  the  salary 
is  thirty  pounds  per  annum.  J.  E.  is  request- 
ed to  send  references,  name,  address,  and  all 
particulars  to  the  direction  : 

**Mrs.  Fairfax,  Thornfield,  near  MiUcote, 
shire." 

I  examined  the  document  long ;  the  writing 
was  old-fashioned  and  rather  uncertain,  like 
that  of  an  elderly  lady.  This  circumstance 
was  satisfactory ;  a  private  fear  had  haunted 
me  that,  in  thus  acting  for  myself  and  by  my 
own  guidance,  I  ran  the  risk  of  getting  into 
some  scrape;  and,  above  all  things,  I  wished 
the  result  of  my  endeavors  to  be  respectabte, 
proper,  en  regie,  1  now  felt  that  an  elderly  lady 
was  no  bad  ingredient  in  the  business  I  had  00 
hand.  Mrs.  Fairfax!  I  saw  her  in  a  black 
gown  and  widow's  cap ;  frigid,  perhaps,  but 
not  uncivil;  a  model  of  elderly  English  re- 
spectability. Thornfield  I  that,  doubtless,  was 
the  name  of  her  house,  a  neat,  orderly  spot,  I 
was  sure ;  though  I  failed  in  my  eflforts  to  con- 
ceive a  correct  plan  of  the  premises.  MiU- 
cote, —shire ;  I  brushed  up  my  recoUeetiuna 
of  the  map  of  England ;  yes,  I  saw'  it,  both  tbe 

shire  and  the  town.    shire  was  seventy 

miles  nearer  London  than  the  remote  county 
where  I  now  resided ;  that  was  a  recomnneiMi- 
ation  to  me.  I  longed  to  go  where  there  was 
life  and  movement ;  Millooie  was  a  iarg^e  aaas- 

ufacturing  town  on  the  banks  of  the  A ;  a 

busy  place  enough,  doubtless;  so  mach  tba 
better,  it  would  be  a  complete  change  at  least. 
Not  that  my  fancy  was  much  captivated  by 
the  idea  of  long  chimneys  and  clouds  of  srooke 
"  but,"  I  argued,  "  Thornfield  will,  probably,  b« 
a  good  way  from  the  town." 

Here  the  socket  of  the  candle  dropped,  mm 
the  wick  went  out. 

Nex .  day  new  steps  w^re  to  'o*.  taketi ;  nj 
plans  could  no  longer  be  cun&«'  y  to  n*y  owi 
breast  ;^  I  must  impart  then  ir  c  d^r  to  aehien 
their  sfuocess.     Havint  g  agr  ac<S  uotaiuM 
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•R  audience  of  the  superintendent,  during  the 
Doootide  recreation,  I  told  her  I  bad  a  prospect 
of  getting  a  new  situation,  where  the  salary 
would  be  double  what  1  now  received  (for  at 
Lowood  I  only  got  £15  per  annum);  and  re- 
quested she  would  break  the  matter  for  me  to 
Mr.  Brocklehurst  or  some  of  the  committee, 
and  ascertain  whether  they  would  permit  me  to 
mention  them  as  references.  She  obligingly 
eoDscnted  to  act  as  mediatrix  in  the  matter. 
The  next  day  she  laid  the  affair  before  Mr. 
Brocklehurst,  who  said  that  Mrs.  Reed  must 
be  written  to,  as  she  was  my  natural  guardian. 
A  note  was  accordingly  addressed  to  that  lady, 
who  resumed  for  answer,  that  *'  I  might  do  as  1 
pleased;  she  had  long  relinquished  ail  inter- 
ference in  my  affairs."  This  note  went  the 
round  of  the  committee,  and,  at  last,  aAer  what 
appeared  to  me  most  tedious  delay,  formal  leave 
was  given  me  to  better  my  condition  if  I  could ; 
and  an  assurance  added,  that,  as  I  had  always 
conducted  myself  well,  both  as  teacher  and 
popil,  at  Lowood,  a  testimonial  of  character 
and  capacity,  signed  by  the  inspectors  of  that 
iastitution,  should  forthwith  be  furnished  me. 

This  testimonial  I  aecordingly  received  in 
about  a  week ;  forwarded  a  copy  of  it  to  Mrs. 
Fairfax,  and  got  that  lady*s  reply,  stating  that 
the  was  satisfied,  and  fixing  that  day  fortnight 
u  the  period  for  my  assuming  the  post  of  gov- 
erness in  her  house. 

1  now  busied  myself  in  preparations ;  the 
fortnight  passed  rapidly.  I  had  not  a  very  large 
wardnibe,  though  it  was  adequate  to  my  wants ; 
and  the  last  day  suflSced  to  pack  my  trunk,  the 
same  I  had  brought  with  me  eight  years  ago 
from  Gateshead. 

The  box  was  corded,  the  card  nailed  on.  In 
half  an  hour  the  carrier  was  to  call  for  it  to 
take  t  to  Lowton ;  whither  1  myself  was  to 
lepair  at  an  early  hour  the  next  morning  to 
meet  the  coach.  1  had  brushed  my  black  stufiT 
traveling- dress,  prepared  my  bonnet,  gloves, 
sod  muff;  sought  in  all  my  drawers  to  see  that 
no  article  was  left  behind ;  and  now,  having 
nothing  more  to  do,  I  sat  down  and  tried  to 
rest,  i  couhl  not ;  though  1  had  been  on  foot 
all  day,  I  could  not  now  repose  an  instant ;  I 
was  too  much  excited.  A  phase  of  my  life 
was  dosing  to-night,  a  new  one  opening  to- 
morrow ;  impossible  to  slumber  in  the  interval, 
I  must  watch  feverishly  while  the  change  was 
being  accomplished. 

**  Miss,"  said  a  servant,  who  met  me  in  the 

(lobby,  where  I  was  wandering  like  a  troubled 
spirit,  "  a  person  below  wishes  to  see  you." 
"'Fhe  carrier,  no  doubt,*'  I  thought,  and  ran 
down  stairs  without  inquiry.  I  was  passing 
Itbe  bade  parlor,  or  teaclier's  sitting-room,  the 
4ooT  of  which  was  half  open,  to  go  to  the 
ktcben,  when  some  one  ran  out : 

It*s  her,  I  am  sure  !  I  could  have  told  her 
my  where  !"  cried  the  individual,  who  atopped 
7  pntgress  and  took  my  hand. 
I  looked ;  I  saw  a  woman  aitited  like  a  well* 
ressed    servant,   matronly,  yat   still  young; 


try  good  looking,  with  black  hair  and  eyes, 

M  lively  complexion. 

'*Well,  who  is  it!'*  she  asked  in  a  voice  and 


riih  a  smile  I  half  recognised  ;  "  you*ve  not 
Bite  forsotten  me,  I  think.  Miss  Jane?" 


ingherrapturoosly,  " Bessie  1  Bessie!  Bessie  !** 
that  waa  all  I  said ;  whereat  she  half  laughed 
half  cried,  and  we  both  went  into  the  parlor 
By  the  fire  stood  a  little  fellow  three  years  old 
in  plaid  frock  and  trowaers. 

**  That  Is  my  little  boy,"  said  Beasie,  directly 

**  Then  you  are  married,  Beasie  1" 

"Yes;  nearly  five  years  since,  to  Robert 
Leaven,  the  coachman ;  and  Tve  a  little  girl 
besides  Bobby  there,  that  Tve  christened  Jane  " 

**  And  you  don't  live  at  Gateshead  1" 

**I  live  at  the  Lodge;  the  old  porter  has 
left." 

"Well,  and  how  do  they  all  get  onl  Tell 
me  every  thing  about  them,  Bessie;  bat  sit 
down  first;  and,  Bobby,  come  and  sit  on  my 
knee,  will  youl"  but  Bobby  preferred  sidling 
over  to  his  mother. 

••  You're  not  grown  so  very  tall,  Miss  Jane, 
nor  80  very  stout,"  continued  Mrs.  Leaven. 
*'  I  dare  say  they've  not  kept  you  too  well  at 
school ;  Miss  Reed  is  the  head  and  shoulders 
taller  than  you  are,  and  Miss  Georgiana  would 
make  two  of  you  In  breadth." 

"  Georgiana  is  handsome,  I  suppose,  Bessiel" 

"Very.  8he  went  up  to  London  last  win* 
ter  with  her  mamma,  and  there  every  body  ad- 
mired her,  and  a  young  lord  fell  in  love  wit  i 
her,  but  his  relations  were  againat  thematck ; 
and^what  do  you  think  t  he  and  MiflGeurgi- 
ana  made  it  up  to  run  away,  but  they  were 
found  out  and  stopped^  Ahwss  Miss  Reed  that 
found  them  out ;  I  biMiite  she  was  envious, 
and  now  she  and  her  sister  lead  a  cat-and-dog 
life  together ;  they  are  always  quarreling." 

"Well,  and  what  of  John  Reed  V* 

"  Oh,  he  is  not  doing  so  well  as  his  mamma 
could  wish.  He  went  to  college,  and  he  got— 
plucked,  I  think  they  call  it ;  and  then  his  un- 
cles wanted  him  to  be  a  barrister,  and  study 
the  law ;  but,  he  is  such  a  dissipated  young  man, 
they  will  never  make  much  of  him,  I  think." 

«« What  doea  he  look  like  1" 

**  He  is  very  tall ;  some  people  call  'him  a 
fine-looking  young  man ;  but  he  has  such  thick 
lips." 

"And  Mrs.  Reed  1" 

"  Missis  looks  stout  and  well  enough  in  the 
face,  but  I  think  she*s  not  quite  easy  in  her 
mind :  Mr.  John's  conduct  does  not  please  hei : 
he  spends  a  deal  of  money." 

"  Did  she  send  you  here,  Bessie  1" 

"  No,  indeed ;  but  I  have  long  wanted  to  aee 
you,  and  when  I  heard  that  there  had  been  a 
letter  from  you,  and  that  you  were  going  to  an- 
other part  of  the  country,  I  thought  I'd  just  Aet 
off  and  get  a  look  at  you  before  you  were  quite 
out  of  my  reach." 

"I  am  afraid  yon  are  disappointed  in  me, 
Bessie."  I  said  this  laughing;  I  perceived 
that  Bessie's  glance,  though  it  expressed  re- 
gard, did  in  no  shape  denote  admiration. 

"  No,  Miss  Jane,  not  exactly :  you  are  gen- 
teel enough ;  you  look  like  a  lady,  aud  it  is  aa 
much  as  ever  I  expected  of  you :  you  wr;re  no 
beauty  as  a  child." 

I  smiled  at  Bessie's  frank  answer ;  I  felt  that 
it  was  correct,  but  I  confess  I  was  not  quite  in- 
diflTerent  to  its  import.  At  eighteen  niost  people 
wish  to  pleaHC,  and  the  conviction  that  they 
have  not  nn  iiTtfirJ^r  I4t.«i«  •«>  >^.>.>.>^  ***■■*»- 
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•»  I  dare  sBy  you  are  clover,  Ihoogh,"  coatin- 
Ufd  Bessie,  by  way  of  solace.  '*  Wliat  can  you 
do  t    Can  yno  play  on  the  piano  V* 

»•  A  little.'* 

There  was  one  in  the  room;  Beasie  went 
and  opened  it,  and  then  asked  me  to  sit  down 
and  give  her  a  tune  :  I  played  a  waltz  or  two 
and  she  was  charmed. 

**  The  Miss  Reeds  could  not  play  aa  well  !*' 
aaid  she,  exultingly.  *'I  always  aaid  yoa 
would  surpass  them  in  learning ;  and  can  you 
drawl" 

"  That  is  one  of  my  paintings  over  the  ohinft- 
ney^piece."  It  was  a  landscape  in  water-col- 
ors, of  which  i  had  made  a  present  to  the  su- 
perintendent in  acknowledgment  of  her  obliging 
mediation  with  the  committee  on  my  behalf; 
and  which  she  had  had  framed  and  glazed. 

*•  Well,  that  is  beautiful,  Miss  Jane !  It  is  as 
fine  a  picture  as  any  Miss  Reed's  drawing- mas- 
ter could  paint,  let  alone  the  young  ladies 
themselves,  who  could  not  come  near  it ;  and 
have  you  learned  French  V* 

"  Yes,  Bessie,  I  can  both  read  it  and  apeak 
it." 

*'  And  you  can  work  on  muslin  and  canvas !" 

"lean." 

"  Oh,  you  are  quite  a  lady,  Miss  Jane !  I 
knew  you  would  be ;  you  will  get  on  whether 
your  rdpltions  notice  you  or  not.  There  was 
somethrng  I  wanted  to  ask  you — have  you  ever 
heard  any  thing  from  your  father's  kinsfolk,  the 
Eyres  1" 

"  Never  in  my  life." 

*<Well,  you  know  missis  always  said  they 
were  poor  and  quite  despkiable ;  and  they  may 
be  poor,  but  I  believe  they  are  as  much  gentry 
AS  the  Reeds  are ;  for  one  day,  nearly  seven 
years  ago,  a  Mr.  Eyre  came  to  Gateshead,  and 
wanted  to  see  you.  Missis  said  you  were  at 
tchoiil  fiAy  miles  off;  he  seemed  so  much  dis- 
appointed, for  he  could  not  stay— he  was  going 
on  a  voyage  to  a  foreign  country,  and  the  ship 
was  to  sail  from  London  in  a  day  or  two.  He 
looked  quite  a  gentleman,  aud  I  believe  he  was 
your  father's  brother." 

**  What  foreign  country  was  he  going  to,  Bes- 
•iel" 

"An  island  thousands  of  miles  off,  where 
they  make  wine— the  butler  did  tell  me — " 

**  Madeira  V*  I  sugg^ted. 

"  Yes,  that  is  it — that  is  the  very  word." 

"So  he  went  1" 

"  Yes ;  he  did  not  stay  many  minutes  in  the 
bouse;  missis  was  very  high  with  him;  she 
called  him  afterward  a  '  sneaking  tradesman.' 
My  Robert  believes  he  was  a  wine-mer- 
chant." 

"Very  likely,"  I  returned ;  "  or  perhaps  clerk 
or  agent  to  a  wine-merchaht." 

Bessie  and  I  conversed  about  old  times  an 
hour  longer,  and  then  she  was  obliged  to  leave 
me.  I  saw  her  again  for  a  few  minutes  the 
next  momlng  at  Lowton,  while  I  was  waiting 
for  the  coach.  We  parted  finally  at  the  dooi* 
of  the  Brocklehurst  Arms  there ;  each  went 
her  separate  way— she  set  off  for  the  brow  of 
Lowood  Fell  to  meet  the  conveyance  which 
was  to  take  her  back  to  Gateshead,  I  mounted 
the  vehicle  which  was  to  bear  me  to  new  duties 
acd  a  new  life  in  the  unknown  environs  of 
Millcote. 


CHAPTER  XI 


A  VBW  chapter  in  a  novel  is  something  like  a 
new  scene  in  a  play ;  and  when  I  draw  op  the 
curtain  this  time,  reader,  you  must  fancy  yoo 
see  a  room  in  the  George  Inn  at  Milloote,  wiib 
such  large-^ured  papering  on  the  walls  as  inr 
rooms  have ;  such  a  carpet,  such  furniture,  such 
ornaments  on  the  mantle-piece,  such  prints,  in- 
cluding a  portrait  of  George  the  Third,  ^nd  as- 
other  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  a  represont» 
tion  of  the  death  of  Wolfe.  All  this  is  visibk 
to  you  by  the  light  of  an  oil-lamp  hanging  fron 
the  ceiling,  and  by  that  of  an  excellent  fire,  neai 
which  I  sit  in  my  cloak  and  bonnet ;  my  moff 
and  umbrella  lie  on  the  table,  and  I  am  warm- 
ing away  the  numbness  and  chill  contracted  bj 
sixteen  hours'  exposure  to  the  rawness  of  at 
October  day.  I  lea  Lowton  at  four  o'clock 
p.  M.,  and  the  Millcote  town-clock  is  now  joit 
striking  eight. 

Reader,  though  I  look  comfortably  aooommo- 
dated,  I  am  not  very  tranquil  in  my  mind ;  I 
thought  when  the  coach  stopped  here  there 
would  be  some  one  to  meet  me ;  I  looked  anx- 
iously round  as  I  descended  the  wooden  steps 
the  "boots"  placed  fur  my  convenience,  ex- 
pecting to  hear  my  name  pronounced  and  to 
see  some  description  of  carriage  waiting  to 
convey  me  to  Thornfield.  Nuthing  of  the  sort 
was  visible ;  and  when  I  asked  a  waiter  if  any 
one  had  been  to  inquire  afler  a  Miss  Eyre,  I  was 
answered  in  the  negative ;  so  I  had  no  resooree 
but  to  request  to  be  ahown  into  a  private  room ; 
and  here  I  am  waiting,  while  all  sorts  of  doubts 
and  fears  are  troubling  my  thoughts. 

It  is  a  very  strange  sensation  to  inexperi- 
enced youth  to  feel  itself  quite  alone  in  tlis 
world ;  cut  adrift  from  every  connection,  un- 
certain whether  the  port  to  which  it  is  t>ouod 
can  be  reached,  and  prevented  by  many  imped- 
iments from  returning  to  that  it  has  quitted 
The  charm  of  adventure  sweetens  that  aeosa- 
tion,  the  glow  of  pride  warms  it ;  but  tlien  the 
throb  of  fear  disturbs  it ;  and  fear  with  me  be- 
came predominant  when  half  an  hour  elapsed 
and  still  I  was  alone.  I  bethought  mya^  ti 
ring  the  bell. 

"  Is  there  a  place  in  this  neighborhood  eallad 
Thornfield  V*  I  asked  of  the  waiter  who  anavrei 
ed  the  summons. 

"  Thornfield  ?  don't  know,  ma*am ;  PII  inqoin 
at  the  bar."  He  vanished,  but  reappeared  ib 
stantly. 

"  Is  your  name  Eyre,  miaat" 

"Yes." 

"  Person  here  waiting  for  yon." 

"  I  jumped  up,  took  my  muff  and  ambreBi 
and  hastened  into  the  inn  passage  ;  a  b^&»  wa 
standing  by  the  open  door,  aM  in  the  lami 
lighted  street,  I  dimly  saw  a  one-boi»e  coavq 
ance." 

"  This  will  be  your  luggage,  I  suppckse  !^  cai 
the  man,  rather  abruptly,  when  be  s«w  n 
pointing  to  my  trunk  in  the  passage. 

"  Yes." 

He  hoisted  it  on  to  the  vehicle,  which  vraa 
sort  of  car,  and  then  I  got  in ;  before  he  sib 
me  up,  I  asked  him  how  far  it  waa  to  TIkm 
field. 

"  A  matter  of  six  mOes." 

"  How  long  shall  we  be  be£»iie  wecei  i 
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■* Happen  an  hour  and  a  half.'* 
He  fastened  the  car  door,  climbed  to  his  own 
Beat  ootdi.le,  and  we  set  off.  Our  progress  was 
kisurely,  tnd  gave  roe  ample  time  to  reflect ;  I 
was  content  to  be  at  iengih  so  near  the  end  of 
my  journey ;  and  as  I  leaned  back  In  the  com- 
ibriable  though  not  elegant  conveyance,  I  med- 
itated much  at  my  ease. 

'*I  suppose,**  thought  I,  "judging  froitt  the 
ptainneas  of  the  servant  and  carriage,  Mrs. 
Fairfax  is  not  a  very  dashing  person ;  so  much 
the  better ;  I  neverjived  among  fine  people  but 
oooe,  and  I  was  very  miserable  with  them.  I 
wonder  if  she  lives  alone  except  this  little  girl ; 
if  80,  and  if  she  is  in  any  degree  amiable,  I  abail 
sorely  be  able  to  get  on  with  her ;  I  will  do  my 
best— it  is  a  pity  that  doing  one's  best  does  not 
always  answer.  At  Lowond,  indeed,  I  took 
that  resolution,  kept  it,  and  succeeded  in  pleas- 
ing; but  with  Mrs.  Reed  I  remember  my  best 
was  always  spurned  with  scorn.  I  pray  God 
Mrs.  Fairfax  may  not  turn  out  t  second  Mrs. 
Reed;  but  if  she  does,  I  am  not  bound  to  stay 
with  her ;  let  the  worst  C4)me  to  the  worst,  I 
'  can  advertise  again.  How  far  are  we  on  eur 
;oad  now,  I  wonder  1*' 

I  let  down  the  window  and  looked  out.  Mlll- 
eote  was  behind  us ;  judging  by  the  number  of 
its  lights,  it  seemeid  a  place  of  considerable 
magnitude— much  larger  than  Lowton.  We 
were  now,  as  Qur  as  I  could  see,  on  a  sort  of 
eommoo ;  but  there  were  houses  scattered  all 
over  the  district.  I  felt  we  were  in  a  different 
region  to  Lowood — ^more  populous,  less  piclu- 
vesque ;  more  stirring,  less  romantic. 

The  roads  were  heavy,  the  night  misty ;  my 
conductor  let  bis  horse  walk  all  the  way,  and 
the  hour  and  a  half  extended,  I  verily  believe, 
to  two  hours ;  at  last  he  turned  in  his  seat  and 
said: 
**  You're  noan  so  far  fro*  Thornfield  now." 
Again  (   looked  out — we   were  passing  a 
ehorch ;  I  saw  iXs  low,  broad  tower  against  the 
sky,  and  iu  bell  Was  tolling  a  quarter ;  I  saw  a 
narrow  galaxy  of  lights,  too,  on   a  hillside, 
narking  a  village  or  hamlet.    About  ten  min- 
Dtes  after,  the  driver  got  down  and  opened  a 
pair  of  gates;  we  passed  through,  and  they 
clashed  to  behind  us.    We  now  slowly  ascend- 
ed a  drive,  and  came  upon  the  long  front  of  a 
bouse ;  candie>liKht  gleamed  from  one  curtained 
bow-window — all  the  rest  were  dark.    The  car 
stopped  al  the  front  door ;  it  was  opened  by  a 
naid-eervant ;  I  alighted  and  went  in. 

**  Will  you  walk  this  way,  ma*amr*  said  the 
girl;  and  I  followed  her  across  a  square  hall 
with  high  doors  all  round ;  she  ushered  roe  into 
«  room,  whose  double  illumination  of  fire  and 
candle  at  first  dazaled  me,  contrasting  as  it  did 
with  the  darkness  to  which  my  eyes  had  been 
for  two  bours  inured;  when  I  could  see,  how- 
ever, a  coxy  and  agreeable  picture  presented 
itoelf  to  my  view. 

A  Boug',  small  room;  a  round  table  by  a 
cheerful  fire;  an  arm-chair,  high-backed  and 
nhl-faahiofied,  wherein  sat  the  neatest  imagina- 
Ue  ItCtfe  elderly  lady,  in  widow's  cap,  black  silk 
lowo,  aad  snowy  muslin  apron— exactly  like 
what  I  bad  fancied  Mrs.  Fairfax,  only  .ass 
itaieiy  anrl  mikier-lookiog.  She  was  occupied 
m  kaiuiiaei ;  a  lane  cat  sat  demurely  al  her 


the  beau  ideal  of  domesln  comfort.  A  more  n- 
assuring  introduction  for  a  new  governess  coukl 
scarcely  be  conceived ;  there  was  no  grandear 
to  overwhelm,  no  stateliness  to  embarrass ;  and 
then,  as  I  entered,  the  old  lady  got  up  and 
promptly  and  kindly  came  forward  to  meet  ma. 

'*How  do  you  do,  my  dearl  I  am  afraid 
you  have  had  a  tedioos  ride,  John  drives  so 
slowly ;  you  must  be  cold — come  to  the  fire  '* 

**Mr8.  Fairfax,  I  suppose  1" -said  I. 

*<  Yes,  yon  are  right ;  do  sit  down.'* 

She  conducted  me  to  her  own  chah',  and 
then  began  to  remove  my  shawl  and  untie  my 
bonnet-strings ;  I  begged  she  would  not  give 
herself  so  much  troulSe. 

**  Oh,  it  is  no  trouble ;  I  dare  say  your  own 
hands  are  almost  numbed  with  cold.  Leab, 
make  a  little  hot  negus,  and  cot  a  sandwich  or 
two ;  here  are  the  keys  of  the  store-room." 

And  she  produced  from  her  pocket  a  most 
housewifely  bunch  of  keys,  and  delivered  them 
to  the  servant. 

"Now,  then,  draw  nearer  to  the  fire,"  she 
continued.  "You've  brought  your  luggage 
with  you,  haven't  you,  my  dearl" 

"  Yes,  ma'am." 

**  111  see  it  canied  into  your  room,"  she  said, 
and  bustled  out. 

"  She  treats  me  like  a  visitor,"  thought  1. 
"I  little  expected  such  a  reception;  I  antici- 
pated only  coldness  and  stiflViess ;  this  is  not 
like  what  I  have  heard  of  the  treatment  of  gov- 
ernesses ;  hut  I  must  not  exult  too  soon." 

She  returned ;  with  her  own  hands  cleared 
her  knitting  apparatus  and  a  book  or  two  from 
the  table,  to  make  room  for  the  tray  which 
Leah  now  brought,  and  then  herself  handed  me 
the  refreshments.  I  felt  rather  confused  at 
being  the  object  of  more  attention  than  I  bad 
ever  before  received,  and  that,  too,  shown  by 
my  employer  and  superior :  but  as  she  did  not 
herself  seem  to  consider  she  was  doing  any 
thing  out  of  her  place,  I  thought  it  better  to 
take  her  civilities  quietlv. 

"  Shall  I  have  the  'pleasure  of  seeing  Miss 
Fairfax  to-night  t"  I  asked,  when  I  had  partak- 
en of  what  she  offered  me.  « 

"What  did  you  say,  my  deart  I  am  a  little 
deaf,"  returned  the  good  lady,  approaching  her 
ear  to  my  mouth. 

1  repeated  the  quesilon  more  distinctly. 

"Miss  Fairfax!  Oh,  yt>u  mean  Miss  Var- 
ens !    Varens  is  the  name  of  your  future  pupil." 

"  Indeed  1    Then  she  is  not  your  daughter  1" 

"  No — ^I  have  no  family." 

I  should  have  folkiwed  up  my  first  inquiry 
by  asking  in  what  way  Miss  Varens  was  con- 
nected with  her ;  but  I  recollected  it  was  not 
polite  to  ask  too  many  questions;  besides,  I 
was  sure  to  hear  in  time. 

"I  am  so  glad,"  she  continued,  as  ahe  sat 
down  opposite  to  me,  and  took  the  cat  on  her 
knee,  "  I  am  so  glad  you  are  come ;  it  will  bo 
quite  pleasant  living  here  now  with  a  compan- 
ion. To  be  sure  it  is  pleasant  at  Sny  time ; 
fur  Thornfield  is  a  fine  old  hall,  rather  neglect- 
ed of  late  years,  perhaps,  but  atill  it  is  a  respect- 
able place :  yet,  you  know,  in  winter  time,  one 
feels  dreary  quite  alone,  in  the  best  quarters.  I 
say  alone — Leah  is  a  nice  girl  to  be  sure,  and 
John  and  his  wife  are  very  decent  people ;  but 
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ean't  converse  with  them  on  tenns  of  equality; 
one  must  keep  them  at  due  distance,  fur  fear  of 
losing  ooe*5  authority.  Vm  sore  last  winter  (it 
was  a  severe  one,  if  you  recollect,  and  when  it 
did  not  snow,  it  rained  and  blew),  not  a  creature 
but  the  butcher  and  postman  came  to  the  house, 
from  November  till  February;  and  I  really  got 
quite  melancholy  with  sitting  night  aller  night 
alone;  I  had  Leah  in  to  read  to  me  some- 
tiroes  ;  but  I  don*t  think  the  poor  girl  liked  the 
task  much;  she  felt  it  confining.  In  spring 
and  summer  one  got  on  better ;  sunshine  and 
long  days  make  such  a  difference;  and  then 
just  at  the  commencement  of  this  autumn,  lit- 
tle Adela  Varens  came  and  her  nurse :  a  child 
makes  a  house  alive  all  at  once ;  and  now  you 
are  here  I  shall  be  quite  gay." 

My  heart  really  warmed  to  the  worthy  lady 
as  I  heard  her  talk ;  and  I  drew  my  chair  a 
little  nearer  to  her,  and  expressed  my  sincere 
wish  that  she  might  find  my  company  as  agree- 
able as  she  anticipated. 

**But  V]\  not  keep  you  sitting  up  late  to- 
night," said  she ;  **  it  is  on  the  stroke  of  twelve 
now,  and  you  have  been  traveling  all  day :  yon 
must  feel  tired.  If  you  have  got  your  feet  well 
warmed  FU  show  you  your  bedroom.  I've 
bad  the  room  next  to  mine  prepared  for  you ; 
it  is  only  a  small  apartment,  but  I  thought  you 
would  like  it  belter  than  one  of  the  large  front 
chambers;  to  be  sure  they  have  finer  furniture, 
but  they  are  so  dreary  and  solitary,  I  never 
aleep  in  them  myself.*' 

I  thanked  her  for  her  consideraCs  choice,  and 
as  I  really  felt  fatigued  with  my  long  journey, 
expressed  my  readiness  to  retire.  She  took 
her  candle,  and  I  followed  her  from  the  room. 
First  she  went  to  see  if  the  hall-door  was  fast- 
ened ;  having  taken  the  key  from  the  lock,  she 
led  the  way  up  stairs.  The  steps  and  banis- 
ters were  of  oak  ;  the  staii^case  window  was 
high  and  latticed :  both  it,  and  the  long  gallery 
into  which  the  bedroom  doors  opened,  looked 
as  if  they  belonged  to  a  church  rather  than  a 
house.  A  very  chill  and  vault-like  air  pervaded 
the  stairs  and  gallery,  suggesting  cheerless 
Ideas  of  apace  and  solitude ;  and  1  was  glad 
when  finally  ushered  into  my  chamber,  to  find 
it  of  small  dimensions  and  furnished  in  ordi- 
nary modern  style. 

When  Mrs.  Fairfax  had  hid  me  a  kind  good- 
night, and  I  had  fastened  my  door,  gazed  leis- 
nrely  round,  and  in  some  measure  effaced  the 
eerie  impression  made  by  that  wide  hall,  that 
dark  and  spacious  stair-case,  and  that  long, 
cold  gallery,  by  the  livelier  aspect  of  my  little 
room,  I  remembered  that  ailer  a  day  of  bodily 
fatigue  and  mental  anxiety,  I  was  now  at  last 
in  safe  haven.  The  impulse  of  gratitude  swell- 
ed my  heart,  and  I  knelt  down  at  the  bedside 
and  ofiTered  op  thanks  where  thanks  were  due ; 
not  forgetting,  ere  I  rose,  to  implore  aid  on  my 
further .  path,  and  the  power  of  meriting  the 
kindness  which  seemed  so  frankly  ofi^ered  me 
before  it  was  earned.  My  couch  had  no  thorns 
in  it  that  night ;  my  solitary  room  no  fears.  At 
once  weary  and  content,  I  slept  soon  and 
soundly ;  when  I  awoke  it  was  broad  day. 

The  chamber  looked  such  a  bright  little 
place  to  me  as  the  sun  shone  in  between  the 
gay  blue  chintz  window-curtains,  showing  pa- 
pered walls  and  a  carpeted  floor/ so  unlike  the 


bare  planks  and  stainea  plaster  of  Loweod» 
that  my  spirits  rose  at  the  view.  Extenals 
have  a  great  effect  on  the  young:  I  thought 
that  a  fairer  era  of  life  was  beginning  for  me— 
one  that  was  to  have  its  flowers  and  pleasores, 
as  well  as  its  thorns  and  toils.  My  faculties, 
roused  by  the  change  of  scene,  the  new  fieU 
offered  to  hope,  seemed  all  astir.  I  can  not 
precisely  define  what  they  expected,  but  It 
was  something  pleasant :  not  perhaps  that  dsf 
or  that  month,  but  at  an  indefinite  future  pt- 
riod. 

I  rose ;  I  dressed  myself  with  care:  obliged 
to  be  plain — for  1  had  no  article  of  attire  that 
was  not  made  with  extreme  simplicity — I  wsb 
still  by  nature  solicitous  to  be  neat.  It  was  not 
my  habit  to  he  disregardful  of  appearance,  or 
careless  of  the  impression  I  made :  on  the  cod- 
trary,  I  ever  wished  to  look  as  well  as  I  could, 
and  to  please  as  much  as  my  want  of  beauty 
would  permit.  I  sometimes  regretted  that  I 
was  not  handsomer :  I  sometimes  wished  to 
have  rosyxheeks,  a  straight  nose,  and  small 
cherry  mouth ;  I  desired  to  be  tall,  sutely,  and 
finely  developed  in  figure ;  I  felt  it  a  misfortune 
that  I  was  so  little,  so  pale,  and  had  featares 
so  irregular  and  marked.  And  why  had  I  these 
aspirations  and  these  regrets?  It  would  be 
difficult  to  say  :  I  could  not  then  distinctly  say 
it  to  myself;  yet  I  had  a  reason,  and  a  logical, 
natural  reason  too.  However,  when  I  bad 
brushed  my  hair  very  smooth,  and  put  on  my 
black  frock — which,  Quaker-like  as  it  was,  at 
least  had  the  merit  of  fitting  to  a  nicety— and 
adjusted  my  clean  white  tucker,  I  thought  I 
should  do  respectably  enough  to  appear  before 
Mrs.  Fairfax ;  and  that  my  new  pupil  would 
not  at  le^st  recoil  from  me  with  antipathy. 
Having  opened  my  chamber  window,  and  seen 
that  I  left  all  things  straight  and  neat  on  ths 
toilet-table,  I  ventured  forth. 

Traversing  the  long  and  matted  galleiy,  I 
descended  the  slippery  stepq  of  oak ;  then  I 
gained  the  hall;  I  halted  there  a  minute;  1 
looked  at  some  pictures  on  Che  walls  (one  I  re- 
member represented  a  grun  man  in  a  euiraaa, 
and  one  a  lady  with  powdered  hair  and  a  pearl 
necklace) ;  at  a  bronze  lamp  pendent  on  the 
ceiling,  at  a  great  clock  whose  case  was  of 
oak,  curiously  carved,  and  ebon  black  with 
time  and  rubbing.  Every  thing  appeared  very 
stately  and  imposing  to  me  ;  but  then  I  was  so 
little  accustomed  to  grandeur.  The  hall-door, 
which  was  half  of  glass,  stood  open  ;  I  stepped 
over  the  threshold.  It  was  a  fine  auiaoBi 
morning;  the  early  sun  shone  serenely  oh 
embrowned  groves  and  still  green  fields ;  ad- 
vancing on  to  the  lawn,  I  looked  up,  and  sur- 
veyed the  front  of  the  mansion.  It  was  three 
stories  high,  of  proportions  not  vast,  thoogi 
considerable ;  a  gentleman's  manor-hcHise,  no( 
a  nobleman's  seat ;  battlements  around  the  to| 
gave  it  a  pioliresque  look.  Its  gray  froai 
stood  out  well  from  the  back  ground  of  a  rook 
ei7,  whose  cawing  tenants  were  now  on  tbi 
wing ;  they  flew  over  the  lawn  and  grounds  fi 
alight  in  a  great  meadow,  firom  wbi^  thesi 
were  separated  by  a  sunk  fence,  and  where  ai 
array  of  mighty  old  thorn-trees,  strong,  knotty 
and  broad  bs  oaks  at  once  explained  ibe  eiy 
mology  of  the  mansion's  designatlofu  Fartbc 
off  were  bills;  not  so  lofty  as  tl^oie  roam 
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Lowood,  nor  so  cTaggy,  nor  bo  like  baTrieK^f 
separation  from  the  living  world ;  but  yb, 
quiet  and  lonely  hills  enough,  and  seeming 
to  embrace  Thornfield  with  a  seclusion  I  had 
not  expected  to  find  existent  so  near  the  stir- 
ring locality  of  MiUcote.  A  little  hamlet  whose 
roofe  were  blent  with  trees,  straggled  up  the 
side  of  one  of  these  hills ;  the  church  of  the 
district  stood  nearer  Thornfield :  its  old  tower- 
top  looked  over  a  knoll  between  the  house  and 
gates. 

I  was  yet  enjoying  the  calm  prospect  .and 
pleasant  fresh  air,  yet  listening  with  delight  to 
the  cawing  of  the  rooks,  yet  surveying  the 
wide,  hoary  front  of  the  hall,  and  thinking 
what  a  great  place  it  was  for  one  lonely  little 
dame  like  Mrs.  Fairfax  to  inhabit,  when  that 
lady  appeared  at  the  door. 

"What !  out  already  1"  said  she.  "I  see 
you  are  an  early  riser."  I  went  up  to  her,  and 
was  received  with  an  affable  kiss  and  shake  of 
the  hand. 

*•  How  do  yon  like  Thornfield  V*  she  asked, 
r  told  her  I  liked  it  very  much. 

**  Yes/*  she  said,  "it  is  a  pretty  place ;  but 
I  fear  it  will  be  getting  out  of  order,  unless 
Mr.  Rochester  should  take  it  into  his  head  to 
eome  and  reside  here  permanently;  or,  at 
least,  visit  it  ratfier  oilener ;  great  houses  and 
fine  grounds  require  the  presence  of  the  pro- 
prietor." 

"  Mr.  Rochester !"  I  exclaimed.  "  Who  is 
heV 

"  The  owner  of  Thornfield,"  she  responded 
gnietly.  "Did  you  not  know  he  was  called 
Rochester  1" 

Of  course  I  did  not — I  had  never  heard  of 
bim  before ;  but  the  old  lady  seemed  to  regard 
bis  existence  as  a  universally  understood  fact, 
with  which  every  body  must  be  acquainted  by 
instinct. 

"  I  thought,"  I  continued,  "  Thornfield  be- 
longed to  you.*^ 

"  JTo  me !  Bless  you,  child !  what  an  idea ! 
To  mel  I  am  only  the  housekeeper — the 
manager.  To  be  sure,  I  am  distantly  related 
to  the  Rochesters  by  the  mother's  side ;  or,  at 
least,  my  husband  was ;  he  was  a  clergyman, 
incooibeQt  of  Hay — that  little  village  yonder 
on  the  hill — and  that  church  near  the  gales 
was  bis.  The  present  Mr.  Rochester's  mother 
was  a  Fairfax,  and  second  cousin  to  my  hus- 
band ;  but  I  never  presume  on  the  connection 
^n  fact,  it  is  nothing  to  me ;  I  consider  my- 
self quite  in  the  light  of  an  ordinary  house- 
keeper :  my  employer  is  always  civil,  and  I 
expect  nothing  more." 

"And  the  little  girl— my  pupill" 

"  She  is  Mr.  Rochester's  ward ;  he  commis- 
sioned me  to  find  a  governess  for  her.    I|e  in* 

tends  to  have  her  brought  up  in  shire,  I 

believe.  Here  she  comes  with  her  *  bonne,'  as 
sbe  calls  her  nurse."  Tk^  enigma  then  was 
explained :  this  arable  and  kind  little  widow 
was  no  great  dame,  bat  a  dependent  like  my- 
self. I  did  not  like  her  the  worse  for  that ;  on 
the  contrary,  I  felt  better  pleased  than  ever. 
Tlie  equality  between  her  and  me  was  real ; 
oot  the  mere  result  of  condescension  on  her 
part ;  so  much  the  better — my  position  was  all 
tlie  freer. 

As  I  was  meditating  on  this  discovery,  a 


little  girl,  followed  by  her  attendant,  came  run- 
ning up  the  lawn.  I  looked  at  my  pupil,  who 
did  not,  at  first  appear  to  notipe  me ;  she  was 
xuite  a  child,  perhaps  seven  or  eight  years  old, 
subtly  built,  with  a  pale,  small-featured  face, 
a«<^  a  redundancy  of  hair  falling  in  curls  to  her 
wa»jt 

*;Good  morning,  Miss  Adela,"  said  Mrs. 
Fairfax  «  Come  and  speak  to  the  lady  who  is 
to  teach  you,  and  to  make  you  a  clever  woman 
some  day.»»    She  approached. 

*'  C'est  \i  ma  gouvernante  1"  said  she,  point- 
ing to  me,  and  addressing  her  nurse,  who  an- 
swered: 

"  Mais  oui,  certainement." 

"  Are  they  foreigners  t"  I  inquired,  amaxed 
at  hearing  th*  French  language.  , 

"  The  nurse  ^  a  foreigner,  and  Adela  waa 
bom  on  the  contWent;  and,  I  believe,  nevei 
left  it  Ull  within  six  «)onth8  ago.  When  she 
first  came  here  she  cou\d  speak  no  English; 
now  she  can  make  shift  to  talk  it  a  little ;  ] 
don*t  understand  her,  she  mixes  it  so  with 
French ;  but  yon  will  make  out  her  meanini 
very  well,  I  dare  say." 

Fortunately  I  had  had  the  advantage  of  be- 
ing taught  French  by  a  French  lady ;  and  as  1 
had  always  made  a  point  of  conversing  wift 
Madame  Pierrot,  as  often  as  I  could,  and  had 
besides,  during  the  last  seven  years,  learned  i 
portion  of  French  by  heart  daily---applyingmy 
self  to  take  pains  with  my  accent,  and  imitat 
ing  as  closely  as  possible  the  pronunciation  oj 
my  teacher— I  had  acquired  a  f;ertain  degm 
of  readiness  and  correctness  in  the  language 
and  was  not  likely  to  be  much  at  a  loss  witt 
Mademoiselle  Adela.  She  came  and  shool 
hands  with  me  when  she  heard  that  I  was  liei 
governess ;  and  as  I  led  her  into  breakfast,  ] 
addressed  some  phrases  to  her  in  her  owi 
tongue;  she  replied  briefly  at  first,  but  aftei 
we  were  seated  at  the  table,  and  she  had  ex< 
amined  me  some  ten  minutes  with  her  larg< 
hazel  eyes,  she  suddenly  commenced  chattering 
fluently. 

"  Ah !"  cried  she  in  French,  "  you  speak  mj 
language  as  well  as  Mr.  Rochester  does ;  I  cai 
talk  to  you  as  I  can  to  him,  and  so  can  Sophie 
She  will  be  glad ;  nobody  here  understands 
her ;  Madame  Fairfax  is  all  English.  Sophi< 
is  my  nurse ;  she  came  with  roe  over  the  sei 
in  a  ^eat  ship  with  a  chimney  that  smoked- 
how  It  did  smoke — and  I  was  sick,  and  so  wai 
Sophie,  and  so  was  Mr.  Rochester.  Mr.  Roch 
ester  lay  down  on  a  sofa  in  a  pretty  rooa 
called  the  salon,  and  Sophie  and  I  had  litth 
beds  in  another  place.  I  nearly  fell  out  ol 
mine ;  it  was  like  a  shelf.  And,  Mademoiselli 
what  is  your  name  1" 

"  Eyre— Jane  Eyre." 

"  Aire !  Bah !  I  can  not  aay  it.  Well ;  ou] 
ship  stopped  in  the  morning,  before  it  vnu 
quite  daylight,  at  a  great  city — ^a  huge  city 
with  very  dark  houses  and  all  smoky  ;  not  al 
all  like  the  pretty,  clean  town  I  came  from ; 
and  Mr.  Rochester  carried  me  in  his  arms  ovei 
a  plank  to  the  land,  and  Sophie  came  after 
and  we  all  got  into  a  coach,  which  took  us  to  i 
beautiful  large  house,  larger  than  this  and  finer 
called  an  hotel.  We  stayed  there  nearly  a  week 
I  and  Sophie  used  to  walk  every  day  in  a  great 
green  place  full  of  trees,  called  the  park ;  anc 
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(here  were  many  children  there  besidea  me, 
tnd  a  pond  with  beautiful  birds  in  it,  that  I  fed 
with  crumbs." 

"  Can  you  understand  her  when  she  mns  o* 
io  festr;  asked  Mrs.  Fairfax. 

I  understood  her  very  well,  for  I  had  bc*n 
accustumed  to  the  fluent  tongue  of  Mad^e 
Pierrot. 

••I  wish,"  continued  the  good  ladr*  "y^o 
#ouId  ask  her  a  question  or  two  dbout  her 
parents ;  I  wonder  if  sho  remembers  themi" 

*•  Adeie,"  I  inquired,  "  with  whom  did  you 
nte  when  you  were  in  that  pretty,  clean  town 
you  spoke  of  1" 

"  I  lived  long  ago  with  mamma ;  i>ut  she  is 
gone  to  the  'Holy  Virgin.  Maip^na  used  to 
teach  me  to  dance  and  sing,  an*'  ^o  say  verses. 
A  great  many  gentlemen  ^  ladies  came  to 
see  mamma,  and  I  used  t^  dance  before  them, 
or  to  sit  on  their  kne<^  and  sing  to  them ;  I 
Kked  it.    Shall  I  let  /ou  hear  me  sing  now  V 

She  had  finished  her  breakfast,  so  I  permit- 
ted her  to  give  d  specimen  of  her  accomplish- 
ments. Descending  from  her  chair,  she  came 
and  placed  herself  on  n\y  knee  ;  then,  folding 
her  little  bands  demurely  before  her,  shaking 
back  her  curls  and  lifting  her  eyes  to  the  ceil- 
ing, siie  commenced  singing  a  song  from  some 
opera.  It  was  the  strain  of  a  forsaken  lady, 
who,  after  bewailing  the  perfidy  of  her  lover, 
calls  pride  to  her  aid ;  desires  her  attendant  to 
deck  her  in  her  brightest  jewels  and  richest 
robes,  and  resolves  to  meet  the  false  one  that 
night  at  a  ball,  and  prove  to  him,  by  the  gayety 
of  her  demeanor,  how  little  his  desertion  has 
affected  her. 

The  subject  seemed  strangely  chosen  for  an 
infant  singer ;  but  I  suppose  the  point  of  the 
Exhibition  lay  in  hearing  the  notes  of  love  and 
Jealousy  warbled  with  the  lisp  of  childhood ; 
and  in  very  bad  taste  that  point  was ;  at  least, 
I  thought  so. 

Adele  sang  the  canzonet  tunefully  enough, 
and  with  the  naivete  of  her  age.  This  achiev- 
ed, she  jumped  from  my  knee,  and  said, 
*«Now,  mademoiselle,  I  will  repeat  you  some 
poetry." 

Assuming  an  attitude,  she  began  **  La  Ligue 
des  Rats ;  fable  de  La  Fontaine."  She  then 
declaimed  the  little  piece,  with  an  attention  to 
punctuation  and  emphasis,  a  flexibility  of  voice, 
and  an  appropriateness  of  gesture,  very  unusual, 
indeed,  at  her  age»  and  which  proved  she  had 
been  carefully  trained. 

**  Was  it  vour  mamma  who  taught  you  that 
piece  t"  I  asked. 

*<  Yes,  and  she  just  used  to  say  it  in  this  way : 
*  Qu*avez  voos  done  1  lui  dit  un  de  ces  rats ; 
parlez !'  She  made  me  lift  my  hand— so— to 
remind  me  to  raise  my  voice  at  the  question. 
Now,  shall  I  dance  for  youl" 

"  No,  that  will  do  ;  but  after  your  mamma 
went  to  the  Holy  Virgin,  as  you  8ay>  with  whom 
did  you  live  then !" 

**  With  Madame  Frederic  and  her  husband  ; 
the  took  care  of  me,  but  she  is  nothing  related 
to  me.  I  think  she  is  poor,  for  she  had  not  so 
fine  a  house  as  mamma.  I  was  not  long  there. 
Mr.  Rochester  asked  me  if  I  would  like  to  go 
and  live  with  him  in  En<;land,  and  I  said  yes ; 
for  I  knew  Mr.  Rochester  before  I  knew  Ma- 
Frederic,  and  he  was  alwavs  kind  to  me 


I  ^f^  gave  me  pretty  dresses  and  toys ;  but  yo« 
^e  he  has  not  kept  his  word,  for  he  has  brought 
me  to  England,  and  now  he  has  gone  back  again 
himself,  and  I  never  see  him." 

After  breakfast,  Adele  and  I  withdrew  to  the 
library,  which  room,  it  appears,  Mr.  Rochester 
had  directed  should  be  used  as  the  school-room. 
Most  of  the  books  were  locked  up  behind  glass 
doors ;  but  there  was  one  book-case  left  open, 
containing  every  thing  that  could  be  needed  in 
the  way  of  elementary  works,'  and  several  vol 
omes  of  light  literature,  poetry,  biography,  trav 
els,  a  few  romances,  dtc.  I  suppose  be  had 
considered  that  these  were  all  the  governess 
would  require  for  her  private  perusal ;  and,  in 
deed,  thev  contented  me  amply  for  the  present ; 
compared  with  the  scanty  pickings  I  had  now 
and  then  been  able  to  glean  at  Lowood,  tbey 
seemed  to  ofler  on  abundant  harvest  of  enter- 
tainment and  information.  In  this  room,  too, 
there  was  a  cabinet-piano,  quite  new,  and  of 
superior  tone ;  also,  an  easel  for  painting,  and 
a  pair  of  globes. 

I  found  my  pupil  sufficiently  docile,  though 
disinclined  to  apply ;  she  had  not  been  used  to 
regular  occupation  of  any  kind.  I  felt  it  would 
be  injudicious  to  confine  her  too  much  at  first ; 
so,  when  I  had  talked  to  her  a  great  deal,  and 
got  her  to  learn  a  little,  and  when  the  morning 
had  advanced  to  noon,  I  allowed  her  to  return 
to  her  nurse.  I  then  proposed  to  occupy  my- 
self till  dinner-time  in  drawing  some  little 
sketches  for  ber  use. 

As  I  was  going  up  stairs  to  fetch  my  port 
folio  and  pencils,  Mrs.  Fairfax  called  to  me . 
**  Your  morning  school-hours  are  over  now,  I 
suppose,"  said  she.  Sho  was  in  a  room,  tlie 
folding  doors  of  which  stood  open.  I  went  in 
when  she  addressed  me.  It  was  a  large,  state- 
ly apartment,  with  purple  chairs  and  curtains,  a 
Turkey  carpet,  walnut-paneled  waUs,  one  vast 
window  rich  in  stained  glass,  and  a  lofly  ceiling 
nobly  molded.  Mrs.  Fairfax  was  dusting  some 
vases  of  fine  purple  spar,  which  stood  on  a  eide- 
board. 

"  What  a  beautiful  room !"  I  exclaimed,  as  I 
looked  round  ;  for  I  bad  never  before  seen  any 
half  so  imposing. 

"  Yes,  this  is  the  dining-room.  I  have  joei 
opened  the  window  to  let  in  a  little  air  and  sao- 
shine,  for  every  thing  gets  so  damp  io  apart- 
ments that  are  seldom  inhabited ;  the  drawhug- 
room,  yonder,  feels  like  a  vault." 

She  pointed  to  a  wide  arch  corresponding  to 
the  window,  and  hung,  like  it,  with  a  Tyrtan- 
dyed  curtain,  now  looped  up.  Mounting^  it 
by  two  broad  steps  and  looking  through,  1 
thought  I  oaught  a  glimpse  of  a  fairy  place — 
so  bright  to  my  novice-eyes  appeared  the  view 
beyond.  Yet  it  was  merely  a  very  pretty  draw, 
ing-room,  and  within  it  a  boudoir,  both  spread 
with  white  carpets,  on  which  seemed  laid  brill- 
iant garlands  of  (toners;  both  ceiled  with 
snowy  moldings  of  white  grapes  and  vine* 
leaves,  beneath  which  glowed,  in  rich  contrast 
crimson  couches  and  ottomans ;  while  the  or 
naments  on  the  pale  Parian  mantle-piece  were 
of  sparkling  Bohemian  glass,  ruby  red ;  tnd 
between  the  windows  large  mirrors  repeated 
the  general  blending  of  snow  and  fire. 

*'In  what  order  you  keep  these  rooms,  Mra 
Fairfax!"  said  I.     *'No  dust,  no  canvna  bdv 
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eriogs;  except  that  the.  air  feeU  cfailYy,  one 
would  think  ibey  were  tnhabitetf  dai)y." 

•♦Why.  Misa  Eyre,  though  Mr.  Rocheater's 
Tints  here  are  rare,  they  are  always  sodden 
lod  unexpected  ;  and  as  I  tibserved  that  it  pat 
him  oot  to  find  every  thing  swathed  np,  and  to 
have  a  bustle  of  arrangement  on  bis  arrival,  I 
thought  ft  best  to  keep  the  rooms  in  readiness.'' 

**fs  Mr.  Rochester  an  exacting,  fastidious 
lort  of  roan  ?" 

"  Not  particularly  so ;  but  he  has  a  gentle- 
man's tastes  and  habits,  and  be  expects  to  have 
things  managed  in  conformity  to  them.*' 

•*  Do  you  like  him  ?    Is  he  generally  liked  1" 

"Oh,  yes;  the  family  have  always  been  re- 
ipected  here.  Almost  all  the  land  in  this  neigh- 
borhoiNl,  as  far  as  you  can  see,  has  belonged  to 
the  Kochesters  time  oot  of  mind." 

'*  Well,  but,  leaving  his  land  out  of  the  qnes- 
Mod,  do  you  like  him  ?    la  he  liked  for  him- 

Mlft" 

"  /  have  no  cause  to  do  otherwise  than  like 
bim ;  and  I  believe  he  is  considered  a  just  and 
liberal  landlord  by  his  tenants,  but  he  has  never 
lived  much  among  them." 

'*But  has  he  no  peculiarities  1  What,  in 
(hort«  is  his  character  t" 

"Ob!  his  character  is  unimpeachable,  I 
Nppose.  He  is  rather  peculiar,  perhaps.  He 
has  traveled  a  great  deal,  and  seen  a  great  deal 
of  the  world,  I  should  think.  I  dare  say  he  is 
elever,  but  I  never  had  much  conversation  with 
bim." 

"In  what  way  ie  he  peculiar t" 

"I  don't  know —it  is  not  easy  to  describe — 
Dothiog  striking,  but  you  feel  it  when  he  speaks 
to  you ;  you  can  not  be  always  aure  whether  he 
is  in  jest  or  earneat,  whether  he  is  pleased  or 
the  contrary ;  you  donH  thoroughly  understand 
bim— in  short,  at  least,  I  don't ;  but  it  is  of  no 
consequence,  he  is  a  very  good  master." 

This  was  all  the  account  I  got  from 'Mrs. 
Fairfax  of  her  employer  and  mine.  There  are 
people  who  seem  to  have  no  notion  of  aketcb- 
hig  a  character,  or  observing  and  describing 
•alient  points,  either  in  persons  or  things ;  the 
good  lady  evidently  belonged  to  this  class ;  my 
queries  puzzled,  but  did  not  draw  her  out.  Mr. 
Rochester  was  Mr.  Rochester  in  her  eyes— a 
gentleman — a  landed  proprietor — nothing  more. 
She  inquired  and  searched  no  farther,  and  evi- 
dently  wondered  at  my  wish  to  gain  a  more 
definite  notion  of  bis  identity. 

Wbea  we  left  the  dining-room,  she  proposed 
to  show  me  over  the  rest  of  the  house ;  and  I 
followed  her  up  stairs  and  down  stairs,  admir- 
ing as  i  went,  for  all  was  well-arranged  and 
handsome.  The  large  front  chambers  I  thought 
especially  grand  ;  and  some  of  the  third  story 
moms,  though  dark  and  low,  were  interesting 
from  their  air  of  antiquity.  The  fhrhitore  once 
appropriated  to  the  lower  apartments  had  from 
time  to  time  been  removed  here,  as  fashions 
changed ;  and  the  imperfect  light,  entering  by 
their  narrow  casements,  showed  bedsteads  of 
a  hundred  years  old  -,  chests,  in  oak  or  walnut, 
kioking,  with  their  strange  carvings  of  palm 
branches  and  cherubs'  heads,  like  types  of  the 
Hebrew  ark;  rows  of  venerable  chairs,. high- 
backed  and  narrow ;  stools,  still  more  antiqua- 
ted, on  whose  cushioned  tops^were  yet  apparent 
traces  of  half- effaced  embro^^ries,  wrought  by 


fingers  thsrt  for  two  generations  had  been  coffin* 
dust.  All  these  relics  gave  to  the  third  story 
of  Thornfield  Hall  the  aspict  of  a  home  of  the 
past — a  shrine  of  memory.  I  liked  the  hush, 
the  gloom,  the  quaintness  of  these  retreats  in 
the  day ;  but  I  by  no  means  coveted  a  night's 
repose  on  one  of  those  wide  and  heavy  beds — 
shut  in,  some  of  them,  with  doors  of  oak; 
shaded,  others,  with  wrought  old  English  hang- 
ings, crusted  with  thick  work,  portraying  effi- 
gies of  strange  flowers,  afnd  stranger  birds,  and 
strangest  human  beings — alt  which  would  have 
looked  strange,  indeed,  by  the  pallid  gleam  of 
moonlight. 

**  Do  the  servants  sleep  in  these  rooms  V  I 
asked. 

"  No ;  they  occupy  a  range  of  smaller  apart- 
ments to  the  back.  No  one  ever  sleeps  here. 
One  would  almost  say  that,  if  there  were  a 
ghost  at  Thornfield  Hall,  this  would  be  itg 
haunt." 

•'  So  I  think.    Ton  have  no  ghost,  then  t** 

**  None  that  I  ever  heard  of,"  returned  Mrs. 
Fairfax,  smiling. 

**  Nor  any  traditions  of  one— no  legends  or 
ghost  stories  1" 

*'  I  believe  not ;  and  yet  it  is  said,  the  Roch- 
eaters  have  been  rather  a  violent  than  a  quiet 
race  in  their  time.  Perhaps,  though,  that 
is  the  reason  they  rest  tranquilly  in  their  graves 
now." 

"Yes;   •after  life's  fitful  fever  they  sleep  ■ 
well,'"  I  mdttered.    "Where  are  you  going  ' 
now,  Mrs.    Fairfax  1"  for  she  was  moving 
away. 

"  On  to  the  leads ;  will  you  come  and  see  the 
view  from  thence !"  I  followed  still,  up  a  very 
narrow  stair-case  to  the  attics,  and  thence  by  a 
ladder  and  through  a  trap-door  to  the  roof  of  the 
HalL  I  was  now  on  a  level  with  the  crow 
colony,  and  could  see  into  their  nests.  Lean- 
ing over  the  battlements,  and  looking  far  down, 
I  surveyed  the  grounds  laid  out  like  a  map ;  the 
bright  and  velvet  lawn  closely  girdling  the  gray 
base  of  the  mansion ;  the  field,  wide  as  a  park, 
dotted  with  its  ancient  timber ;  the  wood,  dun 
and  sere,  divided  by  a  path  visibly  overgrown, 
greener  with  moss  than  the  trees  were  with 
foliage ;  the  church  at  the  gates,  the  road,  the 
tranquil  hills,  all  reposing  in  the  autumn  day's 
sun ;  the  horizon  bounded  by  a  propitious  sky, 
azurjB,  marbled  with  pearly  while.  No  feature 
in  the  scene  was  extraordinary,  but  all  was 
pleasing.  Wherf  I  turned  from  it  and  repassed 
the  trap-door,  I  could  scarcely  see  my  way 
down  the  ladder.  The  attic  seemed  black  as  a 
vault,  compared  with  that  arch  of  blue  air  to 
which  I  had  been  looking  up,  and  to  that  son- 
lighted  scene  of  grove,  pasture,  and  green  hill, 
of  which  the  Hall  was  the  center,  and  over 
which  I  had  been  gazing  with  delight. 

Mrs.  Fairfax  stayed  behind  a   moment  to 
fasten  the  trap-door;   I,  by  dint  of  groping, 
found  the  outlet  from  the  attic,  and  proceeded 
to  descend  the  narrow  garret  stair-case.    I  lin 
gered  in  the  long  passage  to  which  this  led, 
separating  the  front  and  back  rooms  of  the  third 
story ;  narrow,  low,  and  dim,  with  only  one  lit." 
tie  window  at  the  far  end,  and  looking,  with  -'^ 
its  two  rows  of  small  black  doors  all  shut,  liM  * 
a  corridor  in  some  Bluebeard's  castle.  ^^^^f 

While  I  paced  softly  on.  the  last  sound  I  e^m®- 
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pected  to  he^r  in  8o  still  a  region,  a  laugh, 
struck  my  ear.  It  was  a  curious  laugh;  dis-' 
tinct,  formal,  mirthii;ss.  I  stopped :  the  sound 
ceased,  only  fur  an  instant ;  it  began  again, 
louder ;  fur,  at  first,  though  distinct,  it  was  very 
low.  It  passed  otT  in  a  clamorous  peal  that 
seemed  to  wake  an  echo  in  every  lonely  cham- 
ber; tliough  it  originated  but  in  one,  and  I 
could  have  pointed  out  the  door  whence  the  ac- 
cents issued. 

"Mrs.  Fairfax!'*  I  called  out;  for  I  now 
beard  her  descending  the  great  stairs.  "  Did 
you  hear  that  loud  laugh  1    Who  is  it  T* 

"  Some  of  the  servants  very  likely,"  ^he  an- 
swered ;  '*  perhaps  Grace  Poole.*' 

«« Did  you  bear  it  1"  I  again  inquired. 

**  Yes,  plainly :  I  often  hear  her ;  she  sews 
in  one  of  these  rooms.  Sometimes  Leah  is 
with  her ;  they  are  frequently  noisy  together." 

The  laugh  was  repeated  in  its  low,  syllabic 
tone,  and  terminated  in  an  odd  murmur. 

**  Grace !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Fairfax. 

I  really  did  not  expect  any  Grace  to  answer ; 
for  the  laugh  was  as  tragic,  as  preternatural  a 
laugh  as  any  I  ever  heard ;  and,  but  that  it  was 
high  noon,  and  that  no  circumstance  of  ghost- 
liness  accompanied  the  curious  cachination, 
bat  that  neither  scene  nor  season  favored  fear, 
J  should  have  been  superstitiously  afraid.  How- 
ever, the  event  showed  me  I  was  a  fool  for  en- 
tertaining a  sense  even  of  surprise. 

The  door  nearest  me  opened,  and  a  servant 
came  out — a  woman  of  between  thirty  and  for- 
ty; a  set,  square-made  figure,  red-haired,  and 
with  a  hard,  plain  face;  any  apparition  less 
romantic  or  less  ghostly  could  scarcely  be  oon- 
eeived. 

**  Too  much  noise,  Grace,**  said  Mrs.  Fair- 
fax. "  Remember  directions  !**  Grace  court- 
esied  silently  and  went  in. 

*'  She  is  a  person  we  have  to  sew  and  assist 
Leah  in  her  housemaid*s  work,'*  continued  the 
widow ;  **  not  altogether  unobjectionable  in  some 
points,  but  she  does  well  enough.  By-the-by, 
how  have  you  got  on  with  your  new  pupil  this 
morning  1" 

The  conversation,  thus  turned  on  Adele,  con- 
tinued till  we  reached  the  light  and  cheerful 
region  below.  Addle  came  running  to  meet  us 
in  the  hall,  exclaiming  : 

"Mesdames,  vous  ^tes  servies!'*  adding 
**  J*ai  bien  faim,  moi !" 

We  found  dinn«r  ready,  and  waiting  for  us  in 
Mrs.  Fairfax's  room. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

Thi  promise  of  a  smooth  career,  which  my 
first  calm  introduction  to  Thornfield  Hall  seem- 
ed to*  pledge,  was  not  belied  on  a  longer  ac- 
quaintance with  the  place  and   its   inmates. 
Mrs.  Fairfax  turned  out  to  be  what  she  appear- 
ed, a  placid-tempered,  kind-natured  woman,  of 
competent  education  and  average  intelligence. 
My  pupil  was  a  lively  child,  who  had  been  spoil- 
ed  and  indulged,  and,  therefore,  was  sometimes 
wayward  ;  but  as  she  was  committed  entirely 
g„g    to  my  care,  and  no  injudicious  interference  from 
Mr  kF"y  quarter  ever  thwarted  my  plans  for  her  im- 
and  liyrovement,  she  soon  forgot  her  litttle  freaks, 
for  I  \^^  became  obedient  and  teachable.    She  had 


no  great  talents,  no  marked  traits  of  character 
no  peculiar  development  of  feeling  or  taste 
which  raised  her  one  inch  above  the  ordinary 
level  of  childhood ;  but  neither  had  she  any  de- 
ficiency or  vice  which  sunk  her  below  it.  She 
made  reasonable  progress,  entertained  for  me 
a  vivacious,  though,  perhaps,  not  very  profound 
affection,  and  by  her  simplicity,  gay  prattle,  and 
efforts  to  please,  inspired  me,  in  return,  wiih  a 
degree  of  attachment  sufilcient  to  make  us  both 
content  in  each  other's  society. 

This,  par  parenthise^  will  be  thought  cool  lan- 
guage by  persons  who  enteruin  solemn  doc- 
trines about  the  angelic  nature  of  children,  and 
the  duty  of  those  charged  with  their  education 
to  conceive  for  them  an  idolatrous  devotion: 
but  I  am  not  writing  to  flatter  parental  egotism, 
to  echo  cant,  or  prop  up  humbug ;  I  am  merely 
telling  the  truth.  I  felt  a  conscientious  solici- 
tude for  Adele's  welfare  and  progress,  and  a 
quiet  liking  to  her  little  self,  just  as  I  cherished 
toward  Mrs.  Fairfax  a  thankfulness  for  her  kind- 
ness, and  a  pleasure  in  her  society  proportionate 
to  the  tranquil  regard  she  had  for  roe,  and  the 
moderation  of  her  mind  and  character. 

Any  body  may  blame  me  who  likes,  when  I 
add,  further,  that,  now  and  then,  when  I  took 
a  walk  by  myself  in  the  grounds — when  I  went 
down  to  the  gates  and  looked  through  them 
along  the  road— or  when,  while  Addle  played 
with  her  nurse,  and  Mrs.  Fairfax  made  jellies 
in  the  store-room,  I  climbed  the  three  stair* 
cases,  raised  the  trap-door  of  the  attic,  and,  hav- 
fug  reached  the  leads,  looked  out  afar  over  se- 
questered field  and  hill,  and  along  dim  sky-Mne : 
that  then  I  longed  for  a  power  of  vision  which 
might  overpass  that  limit ;  which  might  reach 
the  busy  world,  towns,  regions  full  of  life  I  had 
heard  of  but  never  seen :  that  then  I  desired 
more  of  practical  experience  than  I  possessed ; 
more  of  intercourse  with  my  kind,  of  acquaint- 
ance with  variety  of  character,  than  was  here 
within  my  reach.  I  valued  what  was  good  it 
Mrs.  Fairfax,  and  what  was  good  in  Adele; 
but  I  believed  in  the  existence  of  other  and 
more  vivici  kinds  of  goodness,  and  what  I  be- 
lieved in  I  wished  to  behold. 

Who  blames  me  1  Many,  no  doubt ;  and  1 
shall  h^ called  discontented.  I  could  not  help 
it :  the  restlessness  vvjas  in  my  nature ;  it  agi- 
tated me  to  pain  somciimes.  Then  my  sole 
relief  was  towalk^ajong  the  corridor  of  the 
third  story,  backward  and  forward,  safe  in  the 
silence  and  solitude  of  the  spot,  and  allow  my 
mind's  eye  to  dwell  on  whatever  bright  visions 
rose  before  it — and  certainly  they  w«rc  many 
and  glowing  ;  to  let  my  heart  be  heaved  by  the 
exultant  movement  which,  while  it  swelled  il 
in  trouble,  expanded  it  with  life ;  and,  best  of 
all,  to  open  my  inward  ear  to  a  tale  that  waa 
never  ended — a  ule  my  imagination  crested, 
and  narrated  continuously,  quickened  with  al 
of  incident,  life,  fire,  feeling,  that  I  desired  and 
had  not  in  my  actual  existence.  

It  is  vain  to  say  human  beings  ought  to  bs 
satisfied  with  tranquillity  :  they  roust  have  se- 
tion ;  and  they  will  make  it  if  they  can  not  fia^ 
it.  Millions  are  condemned  to  a  stiller  doon 
than  mine,  and  millions  are  in  silent  revsll 
against  their  lot.  Nobody  knows  how  msaif 
rebellions,  besides  political  rebellions,  ferment  m 
the  masses  of  life  which  people  earth.    Wouia* 
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tie  BQpposed  to  be  yerj  calm  generally :  bot 
vomea  feel  just  aa  mea  feel ;  tbej  need  exer- 
cise fur  their  faculties,  and  a  field  for  their  ef- 
forts as  much  as  their  brothers  do ;  they  suffer 
from  too  rigid  a  restraint,  too  absolute  a  stag- 
nation, precisely  as  men  would  suffer ;  and  it  is 
narrow- minded  in  their  more  privileged  fellow- 
creatures  to  say  that  they  ought  to  confine 
tltemselves  to  making  puddings  and  knitting 
Blockings,  to  playing  on  the  piano  and  embroid- 
ering bags.  It  is  thoughtless  to  condemn  them, 
or  laugh  at  them  if  they  seek  to  do  more  or 
learn  more  than  custom  baa  pronounced  necefrr 
•ary  for  their  sex. 

When  thus  alone,  I  not  unfrequently  heard 
Grace  Poole's  laugh:  the  same — the  same 
peal,  the  same  low,  slow  ha !  ba !  which,  when 
first  heard,  had  thrilled  me :  I  heard,  too,  her 
eccentric  murmurs ;  stranger  than  her  laugh. 
Tbere  were  days  when  she  was  quite  silent ; 
bat  there  were  others  when  I  could  not  account 
for  the  sounds  she  made.  Sometimes  I  saw 
ber :  she  would  come  out  of  her  room  with  a 
basin,  or  a  plate,  or  a  tray  in  her  hand,  go 
down  to  the  kitchen  and  shortly  return,  gen- 
erally (oh  romantic  reader,  forgive  me  for  tell- 
ing the  plain  troth !)  bearing  a  pot  of  porter. 
Her  appearance  always  acted  as  a  damper  to 
the  Goriasity  raised  by  her  oral  oddities ;  hard- 
featured  and  staid,  she  had  no  point  to  which 
interest  could  attach.  I  made  some  attempts 
to  draw  her  ioto  i^onveraation,  but  ahe  seemed 
a  person  of  few  words :  a  monosyllabic  reply 
osoally  cut  short  every  effort  of  that  sort. 

The  other  members  of  the  household,  viz., 
John  and  his  wife,  Leah  the  housemaid,  and 
Sophie  the  French  nurse,  were  decent  people, 
but  in  no  respect  remarkable:  with  Sophie  I 
nsed  to  talk  French,  and  sometimes  I  asked  her 
qoestions  about  ber  native  country ;  but  she 
was  not  of  a  desc/iptive  or  narrative  turn,  and 
generally  gave  such  vapid  and  confused  an- 
swers as  were  calculated  rather  to  check  than 
encourage  inquiry. 

October,  November,  December  passed  away. 
One  ariernoon  in  January,  Mrs.  Fairfax  had 
begged  a  bolyday  for  Adele,  because  she  had  a 
cold ;  and,  as  Adele  seconded  the  request  wHh 
an  ardor  that  reminded  me  how  precious  occa- 
sional holydays  had  been  to  me  in  my  own 
childhood,  I  accorded  it,  deeming  that  I  did 
well  in  showing  pliability  on  the  point.  It  was 
a  fine,  calm. day,  though  very  cold  ;  I  was  tired 
of  sitting  still  in  the  library  through  a  whole 
long  morning :  Mrs.  Fairfax  had  just  written  a 
letter  which  was  waiting  to  be  posted,  so  I  put 
on  my  bonnet  and  cloak  and  volunteered  to 
carry  it  to  Hay ;  the  distance,  two  miles, 
Would  be  a  pleasant  winter  aflernoon  walk. 
Having  seen  Adele  comfortably  seated  in  her 
btile  chair  by  Mrs.  Fairfax's  parlor  fireside,  and 
given  her  her  best  wax  doll  (which  I  usually 
Kept  enveloped  m  silver  paper  in  a  drawer)  to 
play  with,  and  a  story-book  for  change  of 
amusement ;  and  having  replied  to  her  '*  Re- 
venez  bieniot,  ma  bonne  amie,  ma  chere  Ma- 
demoiselle Jeannette*'  with  a  kiss,  I  set  out. 

Ttie  ground  was  bard,  the  air  was  still,  my 
road  was  lonely ;  I  walked  fast  till  I  got  warm, 
and  then  I  walked  slowly  to  enjoy  and  analyze 
the  species  of  pleasure  brooding  for  me  in  the 
bonr  and  situation.    It  was  three  o'clock ;  the 


charch-bell  tolled  aa  I  passed  under  the  belfry 
the  charm  of  the  hour  lay  in  its  approaching 
dimness,  in  the  low-gliding  and  pale-beaming 
sun.  I  was  a  mile  from  Thomfield,  in  a  lane 
noted  for  wild  roses  in  summer,  for  nuts  and 
blackberries  in  autumn,  and  even  now  poa- 
aeasing  a  few  coral  treasures  in  hips  and  haws ; 
but  whose  best  winter  delight  lay  in  its  utter 
solitude  and  leafless  repose.  If  a  breath  of  air 
stirred,  it  made  no  aound  here ;  for  there  was 
not  a  holly,  not  an  evergreen  to  rustle,  and 
the  stripped  hawthorn  and  hazel  bushes  were 
aa  still  aa  the  white,  worn  stones  which  cause- 
wayed the  middle  of  the  path.  Far  and  wide, 
on  each  side,  there  were  only  fields,  where  no 
cattle  now  browsed ;  and  the  little  brown 
birds  which  stirred  occaaionally  in  the  hedge 
looked  like  single  russet  leaves  that  had  for- 
gotten to  drop. 

This  lane  inclined  up-hill  all  the  way  to  Hay: 
having  reached  the  middle,  I  sat  down  on  a 
stile  which  led  thence  into  a  field.  Gatliering 
my  mantle  about  me  and  sheltering  my  banda 
in  my  muflf,  I  did  not  feel  the  cold,  though  it 
froze  keenly — as  was  attftated  by  a  sheet  of 
ice  covering  the  causeway,  where  a  little 
brooklet,  now  congealed,  bad  overflowed  after 
a  rapid  thaw  some  days  since.  From  my  seal 
I  could  look  down  on  Thornfieki :  the  gray  and 
battlemented  hall  was  the  principal  object  in  the 
vale  below  me;  its  woods  and  dark  rookery 
rose  against  the  west.  I  lingered  till  the  sua 
went  down  among  the  trees,  and  sunk  crim- 
son and  clear  behind  them.    1  turned  eastward. 

On  the  hill-top  above  me  sat  the  rising 
moon;  pale  yet  as  a  cloud,  but  brightening 
momently:  she  looked  over  Hay,  which,  haU 
lost  in  trees,  sent  up  a  blue  smoke  from  its 
few  chimneys ;  it  was  yet  a  mile  distant,  but 
in  the  absolute  bush  I  could  hear  plainly  ita 
thin  murmurs  of  life.  My  ear,  too,  felt  the  flow 
of  currents;  in  what  dales  and  depths  1  could 
not  tell:  but  there  were  many  hills  beyond 
Hay,  and  doubtless  many  becks  threading  their 
passes.  That  evening  calm  betrayed  alike  the 
tinkle  of  the  nearest  streams,  the  sough  of  the 
most  remote. 

A  rude  noise  broke  on  these  fine  ripplings 
and  whisperings,  at  once  so  far  away  and  so 
clear:  a  positive  tramp,  tramp;  a  roetallio 
clatter,  which  effaced  the  sod  wave-wander- 
ings  ;  as,  in  a  picture,  the  solid  mass  of  a  crag^ 
or  the  rough  boles  of  a  great  oak,  drawn  la 
dark  and  strong  on  the  foreground,  efface  the 
aerial  distance  of  azure  hill,*  sunny  horizon  and  v 
blended  clouds,  where  tint  melu  into  tint.  A 

The  din  was  on  the  causeway :  a  horse  was 
coming ;  the  windings  of  the  lane  yet  hid  it» 
but  it  approached.  1  was  just  leaving  the  stile; 
yet  aa  the  path  was  narrow,  I  sat  still  to  let  it 
go  by.  In  those  days  I  was  young,  and  all 
aorta  of  fancies,  bright  and  dark,  tenanted  niy 
mipd:'the  memoriea  of  nursery  atores  were 
there  among  other  rubbish;  and  when  they 
recurred,  maturing  youth  added  to  them  a 
vigor  and  vividness  beyond  what  childhood 
could  give.  Aa  this  horse  approached,  and  aa 
I  watched  for  it  to  appear  through  the  dusk, 
I  remembered  certain  of  Dessie*s  tales  wherein 
figured  a  North  of  England  spirit,  called  a 
«'Gytraah ;"  which,  in  the  form  of  horse,  mule, 
or  large  dog,  haunted  solitary  ways,  and  some- 
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times  came  upon   belated  travelers,  as  this 
horse  was  now  coming  upon  me. 

It  was  very  near,  but  not  jet  in  sight,  when, 
in  addition  to  the  tramp,  tramp,  I  heard  a  rash 
ander  the  hedge,  and  close  down  by  the  hazel 
steins  glided  a  great  dog,  whose  black  and 
white  color  made  him  a  distinct  object  against 
the  trees.  It  was  exactly  one  mask  of  Bessie's 
**  Gytrash"— a  liun-like  creature  with  long  hair 
and  a  huge  liead:  it  passed  me,  however, 
foietly  enough ;  not  staying  to  look  op,  with 
strange  pretercanine  eyes,  in  my  face,  as  I  half 
expected  it  would.  The  horse  followed-"^  tall 
steed,  end  on  its  back  a  rider.  The  man,  the 
human  being,  broke  the  spell  at  once.  Nothing 
ever  rode  the  "  Gytrash :"  it  was  always  alone; 
and  gi)biins,  to  my  notions,  though  they  might 
tenant  the  dumb  carcasses  of  beasts,  could 
scarce  covet  shelter  in  the  commonplace 
human  form.  No  "  Gytrash"  was  this — only  a 
traveler  taking  the  short  cut  to  Millcote.  He 
passed,  and  I  went  on;  a  few  steps,  and  I 
turned  :  a  sliding  sound  and  an  exclamation  of 
«*  What  the  deuce  is  to  do  now?"  and  a  clatter- 
ing tumble,  arrested  my  attention.  Man  and 
horse  were  down  ;  they  had  slipped  on  the 
sheet  of  ice  which  glased  the  causeway.  The 
dog  came  bounding  back,  and  seeing  his  master 
in  a  predicament,  and  hearing  the  horse  groan, 
harked  till  the  evening  hills  echoed  the  sound  ; 
which  was  deep  in  proportion  to  his  magnitude. 
He  snuffed  roand  the  prostrate  group,  and  then 
he  ran  up  to  me ;  it  was  ail  he  could  do^ihere 
was  no  other  help  at  hand  lo  summon.  I  obeyed 
him,  and  walked  down  to  the  traveler,  by  this 
time  struggling  himself  free  of  his  steed.  His 
efforts  were  so  vigorous,  I  thought  he  could  not 
be  much  hurt ;  but  I  asked  him  the  question — 

**  Are  you  injured,  sir  1" 

I  think  he  was  swearing,  but  am  not  certain ; 
however,  he  was  pronouncing  some  formula 
which  prevented  him  from  replying  to  me  di> 
lecily. 

**  Can  I  do  any  thing  1*'  I  asked  again. 

**Ybu  roust  just  stand  on  one  side,**  he 
tnswered  as  he  rose,  first  to  his  knees,  and 
then  to  his  feet.  I  did ;  whereupon  began  a 
heaving,  stamping,  clattering  process,  accom- 
panied by  a  barking  and  baying,  which  removed 
me  etfectuaily  some  yards  distance:  but  I 
would  nut  be  driven  qaile  away  till  I  saw  the 
event.  This  was  finally  fortunate ;  the  horse 
was  re-established,  and  the  dog  was  silenced 
with  a  "Down,  Pilot!"  The  traveler  now 
stooping,  felt  his  foot  and  leg,  as  if  trying 
whether  they  were  sound ;  apparently  some- 
thing ailed  them,  for  he  halted  to  the  stile 
whence  I  had  just  risen,  and  sat  down. 

I  was  in  the  mood  for  being  useful,  or  at 
least  officious,  I  think,  for  I  now  drew  near 
him  again. 

"  (f  you  are  hurt,  and  want  help,  sir,  I  cap 
fetch  stime  one,  either  from  Thornfield  Hall  or 
from  Hay.** 

**  Thank  you  ;  I  shall  do :  I  have  no  broken 
bones— only  a  sprain  ,**  and  again  he  stood  up 
tnd  tried  his  fcKit,  but  the  result  extorted  ao 
>n voluntary  "  Ugh  !'* 

Something  of  daylight  still  lingered,  and  the 
moon  was  waxing  bright;  I  could  see  him 
plainly.  His  figure  was  enveloped  in  a  riding- 
eoak,  fur-coUared,  and  steel-clasped;  its  de- 


tails were  not  apparent,  but  I  traced  the  general 
points  of  middle  height,  and  considerable  brcsdth 
of  chest.  He  had  a  daik  face,  with  stern  feat- 
ures and  a  heavy  brow  ;  his  eyes  and  gathered 
eyebrows  looked  ireful  and  thwarted  just  now  ; 
he  was  past  youth,  but  bad  not  reached  mid- 
dle age :  perhaps  he  might  be  thirty-five.  I 
felt  no  fear  of  him,  and  but  little  shyness.  Had 
he  been  a  handsome,  heroic-louking  young 
gentleman.  I  should  not  have  dared  to  stand 
ihns  questioning  him  against  his  will,  and  oflhr- 
rng  my  services  unasked.  I  had  hardly  ever 
seen  a  handsome  youth ;  never  in  my  life 
spoken  to  one.  I  had  a  theoretical  reverence 
and  homage  for  beauty,  elegance,  gallantly, 
fascination ;  but  had  I  met  those  qualities  in- 
carnate in  masculine  shape,  I  should  have 
known  instinctively  that  they  neither  had  nor 
could  have  sympathy  with  ahy  thing  in  me, 
and  should  have  shunned  them  as  on0  wooM 
fire,  lightning,  or  any  thing  else  that  is  bright 
but  antipathetic. 

If  even  this  stranger  had  smiled  and  beea 
good-humored  to  me  when  I  addressed  him ; 
if  he  had  pot  ofiT  my  ofl'er  of  assistance  gayty 
and  with  thanks,  I  should  have  gone  on  my 
way  and  not  felt  any  vocation  to  renew  in- 
qniries ;  but  the  frown,  the  roughness  of  the 
traveler  set  me  at  my  ease ;  I  retained  my 
station  when  he  waved  to  me  to  go,  and  an- 
nounced— 

"  I  can  not  tltfnk  of  leaving  yon,  sir,  at  so 
late  an  hour,  in  this  solitary  lane,  till  I  see  yoa 
are  fit  to  mount  your  horse.*' 

He  looked  at  me  when  I  said  this :  he  bad 
hardly  turned  his  eyes  in  my  direction  before. 

'*I  should  think  you  ought  to  be  at  hone 
yourself,**  said  he,  **if  you  have  a  heme  In  this 
neighborhood  ;  where  do  you  come  from  !** 

^*  From  just  below ;  and  I  am  not  at  all  afraid 
of  being  out  late  when  it  is  moonlight :  I  wUl 
run  over  to  Hay  for  you  with  pleasure,  if  yo« 
wish  it — indeed,  I  am  going  there  to  post  a 
letter." 

"  You  live  jnst  below — do  yon  mean  at  that 
honse  with  the  battlements !"  pointing  toTbom- 
field  Hall,  on  which  the  moon  cast  a  hoary 
gleam,  bringing  it  out  distinct  and  pale  from 
the  woods,  that,  by  contrast  with  the  western 
sky,  now  seemed  one  mass  of  shadow. 
•*  Yes,  sir.** 
'•Whose  house  is  it!" 
♦•Mr.  Rochester's.** 
••  Do  you  know  Mr.  Rochester  1" 
••  No,  I  have  never  seen  him." 
'•  He  is  not  resident  then  1** 
••No." 

*•  Can  you  tell  me  where  he  isl" 
«*  I  can  riot." 

'•  Y«>o  are  not  a  servant  at  the  Rail,  of  coarse* 
You  are — **     He  stopped,  ran  his  eye  over 
my  dress,  which,  as  usual,  was  quite  simple: 
a  black  merino  cloak,  a  black  beaver  bonnet ; 
neither  of  them  half  fine  enough  (or  a  lady*s 
maid.    He  seemed  puzzled  to  decide  what  f 
was :  I  helped  him. 
••  I  am  the  governess.** 
••  Ah,  the  governess  !'*  he  repeated ;  ••deooa  ; 
take  me  if  I  had  not  forgotten  !    The  govern-  ' 
ess '."  and  again  my  raiment  underwent  scruti- 
ny.   In  two  minutes  he  rose  from  the  stile ;  his 
faec  expressed  pain  when  he  tried  to  move 
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**  I  can  not  commission  yoa  to  fetch  help/*  be 
said,  **  but  yoa  may  help  me  a  little  youraelf,  if 
yoa  will  be  so  kind.'* 
"  Yes,  sir." 

*•  You  have  not  an  umbrella  that  I  can  use  as 
m  stick  r* 
••  No." 

«'  Try  to  get  hold  of  my  horse's  bridle  and 
lead  him  to  me ;  you  are  not  afraid  1" 

I  should  have  been  afraid  to  touch  a  horse 
when  alone,  but  when  told  to  do  it,  I  was  dis- 
]»osed  to  obey.  I  put  down  my  muff  en  the 
stile,  and  went  up  to  the  tall  steed ;  I  endeav- 
ored to  catch  the  bridle,  but  it  was  a  spirited 
thiiiff,  and  would  not  let  me  come  near  its 
head ;  I  made  effort  on  effort,  though  in  Yain 
meantime,  I  was  mortally  afraid  of  its  tramp- 
ling fore-  feet.  The  traveler  waited  and  watched 
for  some  time,  and  at  last  he  laughed. 

«'  I  see,*'  he  said,  **  the  mountain  will  never 
be  brought  to  Mahomet,  so  all  you  can  do  is 
to  aid  Mahomet  to  go  to  the  mountain ;  I  must 
beff  of  you  to  come  here.*' 

1  came.  **  Excuse  me,*'  he  continued ;  "  ne- 
cessity compels  me  to  make  you  useful*'  He 
laid  a  heavy  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and  leaning 
on  me  with  some  stress,  limped  to  his  horse. 
fffaTiDg  once  caught  the  bridle,  he  mastered  it 
directly,  and  sprung  to  bis  saddle,  grimacing 
grimly  as  he  made  the  effort,  for  it  wrenched 
bis  sprain. 

^  Now,*'  said  he,  releasing  his  under  lip  from 
a  hard  bite,  '*just  hand  me  my  whip;  it  lies 
there  under  the  hedge." 
I  sought  it  and  found  it. 
«« Thank  you  ;  now  make  haste  with  the  ItU 
ter  to  Hay,  and  return  as  fast  as  you  can." 

A  touch  of  a  spurred  heel  made  his  horse 
first  start  and  rear,  and  then  bound  away  ;  the 
dog  rushed  in  his  traces ;  all  three  va4iished 

**  Like  heoth  tbat  in  the  wtldciRMM 
The  wild  wfaut  wlilrk  ewftf.** 

I  took  op  my  muff  and  waPxed  on.  The  inci- 
dent had  occurred  and  was  ^ne  for  me ;  it  was 
an  incident  of  no  moment,  no  romance,  no  in- 
terest in  a  sense ;  yet  iv  marked  with  change 
one  single  hour  of  a  monotonous  life.  My  help 
bad  been  needed  and  claimed ;  I  had  given  it ; 
I  was  pleased  to  have  done  something ;  trivial, 
transitory  though  the  deed  was,  it  was  yet  an 
active  thing,  and  t  was  weary  of  an  existence 
all  passive.  The  new  face,  too,  was  like  a  new 
pictare  introduced  to  the  gallery  of  memory ; 
and  it  was  dissimilar  to  all  the  others  hanging 
there  ;  firstlyy  because  it  was  masculine  ;  and 
secondly,  because  it  was  dark,  strong  and  stern. 
I  had  it  stiw  before  me  when  I  entered  Hay, 
and  slipped  tiie  letter  into  the  post-office ;  I  saw 
it  ss  I  walkeld  fast  down-hill  all  the  way  home. 
When  I  canie  to  the  stile  I  stopped  a  minute, 
looked  rour^  and  listened,  with  an  idea  that  a 
horse's  hoofs  might  ring  on  the  causeway  again, 
and  that  a  )rider  in  a  cloak,  and  a  Gytrash-like 
Newfoundland  dog,  might  be  again  apparent ;  I 
saw  only  thel  hedge  and  a  pollard  willow  before 
nie,  rising  us  still  and  straight  to  meet  the 
moonbeams  ;\r  beard  only  the  faintest  wafl  of 
wind,  roamioA  fitful  among  the  trees  round 
Thornfield,  a  njl^  distant ;  and  when  I  glanced 
down  in  the  direokf'on  of  the  murmur,  my  eye, 
traversing  the  halrV'^^''^'  caught  a  light  kindling 


in  a  window :  it  reaiinded  ms  tbat  I  waa  late, 
and  I  hurried  on. 

I  d id  not  like  re-entering  Thornfield.  To  past 
its  threshold  was  to  return  to  stagnation;  to 
cross  the  silent  hall,  to  ascend  the  darksomo 
stair-case,  to  seek  my  own  lonely  little  room, 
and  then  to  meet  tranquil  Mrs.  Fairfax,  and 
spend  the  long  wipter  evening  with  her  and 
her  only,  was  to  quell  wholly  the  faint  excite- 
ment wakened  by  my  walk — to  slip  again  over 
my  faculties  the  viewless  fetters  of  a  uniform 
and  too  still  existence ;  of  an  existence  whose 
very  privileges  of  security  and  ease  I  was  be- 
coming incapable  of  appreciating.  What  good 
it  would  have  done  me  at  that  time  to  have 
been  tossed  in  the  storms  of  an  uncertain, 
struggling  life,  and  to  have  been  taught  by 
rough  and  bitter  experience  to  long  for  the  calm 
amid  which  I  now  repined !  Yes,  just  as 
much  good  as  it  would  do  a  man  tired  of  sitting 
still  in  a  '*  too  easy  chair"  to  take  a  long  walk ; 
and  just  as  natural  was  tbe  wish  to  stir,  under 
my  circumstances,  as  it  would  be  under  his. 

I  lingered  at  the  gates;  I  lingered  on  the 
lawn ;  I  paced  backward  and  forward  on  the 
pavement ;  the  shutters  of  the  glass  door  wers 
closed  ;  I  could  not  see  into  tbe  interior ;  and 
both  my  eyes  apd  spirit  seemed  drawn  from  the 
gloomy  house — from  tbe  gray  hollow  filled  with 
rayless  cells,  as  it  appeared  to  me— to  that  sky 
expanded  before  me— a  blue  sea  absolved  from 
taint  of  cloud ;  the  moon  ascending  it  in  solemn 
march  ;  her  orb  seeming  to  look  up  as  she  left 
the  hill-tops,  from  behind  which  she  had  come, 
far  und  farther  below  her,  and  aspired  to  the 
':«nith,  midnight-dark  in  its  fathomless  depth 
and, measureless  distance  ;  and  for  those  trem- 
bling stars  that  followed  her  course,  they  made 
my  heart  tremble,  my  veins  glow  when  I  viewed 
them.  Little  things  recall  us  to  earth;  tbe 
clock  struck  in  the  hall ;  that  sufliced — I  turned 
from  moon  and  stars,  opened  a  side-door  and 
went  Ml. 

The  hall  was  not  dark,  nor  yet  was  it  lighted 
only  by  the  high- hung  bronze  lamp;  a  warm 
glow  suffused  both  it  and  the  lower  steps  of  the 
oak  stair-case.  This  ruddy  shine  issued  from 
the  great  dinins-room,  whose  two-lcavcd  door 
stood  open  and  showed  a  genial  fire  in  the 
grate,  glancing  on  marble  hearth  and  brass  fire- 
irons,  and  revealing  purple  draperies  and  pol- 
ished furniture  in  the  most  pleasant  radiance. 
It  revealed,  too,  a  group  near  the  mantle-ptece ; 
I  had  scarcely  caught  it,  and  scarcely  become 
aware  of  a  cheerful  mingling  of  voices,  among 
which  I  seemed  to  distinguish  the  tones  of 
Addle,  when  the  door  closed. 

I  hastened  to  Mrs.  Fairfax's  room;  there 
was  a  fire  there,  too,  but  no  candle,  and  no 
Mrs.  Fairfax.  Instead,  all  alone,  sitting  upright 
on  the  rug  and  gazing  with  gravity  at  the  blaze, 
I  beheld  a  great  black  and  white,  long-haired 
dog,  just  like  the  Gytrash  of  the  lane.  It  waa 
so  like  it  that  I  went  forward  ai^d  said,  "  Pilot," 
and  tbe  thing  got  up  and- came  to  me  and  snuff- 
ed me.  I  c£  eased  him,  and  he  wagged  hu 
great  tail ;  but  he  looked  an  eerie  creature  to 
be  alone  with,  and  I  could  not  tell  whence  bs 
bad  come.  I  rung  the  bell,  for  I  wanted  a  can* 
die,  and  I  wanted,  too,  to  get  an  account  of  tbif 
visitant.  Leah  entered. 
»*Whatdogi8thi8l" 
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"  He  came  with  master." 
«♦  Wiih  whoinr* 

"  Willi  master— Mr.  Rochester— he  is  just 
arrived." 
"  Indeed— and  is  Mrs.  Fairfax  with  him  T* 
"Yes.  and   Miss  Adela — ihey  are  in  the 
dining-room,  and  John  is  gone  for  a  surgeon, 
for  master  has  bad  an  accident — his  horse  fell 
and  his  anklo  is  sprained.*' 
"  Did  the  burse  fall  in  Hay-lane  1" 
**  Yes,  coming  down  hill— it  slipped  on  some 
Ice." 
"  Ah  1  bring  me  a  candle,  will  jou,  Leah  t" 
Leah  bruught  it;  she  entered,  followed  by 
Mrs.  Fairfax,  who  repeated  the  news ;  adding 
that  Mr.  Carter,  the  surgeon,  was  come  and  was 
now  with  Mr.  Rochester ;  then  she  hurried  out 
to  give  orders  about  tea,  and  I  went  up  stairs 
to  take  off  my  things. 


CHAPTER.  XIII. 

Ms.  RocHBSTSR,  it  seems,  by  the  surgeon*s 
orders,  went  to  bed  early  that  night ;  nor  did 
he  rise  soon  next  morning.  When  he  did  come 
down  it  was  to  attend  to  business ;  his  agent 
and  some  of  his  tenants  were  arrived,  and 
waiting  to  speak  with  him. 

Adele  and  I  had  now  to  vacate  the  library  *, 
it  would  be  in  daily  requisition  as  a  reception- 
room  for  callers.  A  fire  was  lighted  in  an  apart- 
ment up  stairs,  and  there  I  carried  our  books, 
and  arranged  it  fur  the  future  schoolroom.  I 
discerned  in  the  course  of  the  morning  that 
Thornfield  Hall  was  a  changed  place ;  no  Ion- 
ger  silent  as  a  church,  it  echoed  every  hour  or 
two  to  a  knock  at  the  door  or  a  clang  of  the 
belt ;  steps,  too,  often  traversed  the  hall,  and 
new  voices  spoke  in  different  keys  below ;  a 
rill  from  the  outer  world  was  flowing  through 
it—it  had  a  master ;  for  my  part,  I  liked  it  better. 

Adele  was  nut  easy  to  teach  that  day ;  she 
could  not  apply,  she  kept  running  to  the  door 
and  looking  over  the  banisters  to  see  if  she 
could  get  a  glimpse  of  Mr.  Rochester;  then  she 
coined  pretexts  to  go  down  stairs,  in  order»  as 
I  shrewdly  suspected,  to  visit  the  library, 
where  I  knew  she  was  not  wanted ;  then, 
when  1  got  a  little  angry,  and  made  her  sit  still, 
she  continued  to  talk  incessantly  of  her  "  ami, 
Monsieur  Edouard  Fairfax  de  Hucbesier,''  as 
she  dubbed  him  (I  had  not  belore  heard  his 
prenomens),  and  to  conjecture  what  presents 
he  had  brought  her :  for  It  appears  he  had  inti- 
mated the  night  before  that,  when  his  luggage 
came  frum  Millcote,  there  would  be  luund 
among  it  a  litilo  box  in  whose  contents  she 
had  an  interest. 

"Et  cela  duit  signifier,"  said  she,  "qo*il  y 
aura  U  dedans  un  cadeau  pour  inoi,et  peut  dtre 
pour  vous,  aussi,  mademoiselle.  Monsieur  a 
parl6  de  vous :  il  m'  a  demand^  le  nom  de  ma 
gouvernante,  et  si  elle  n*  eiait  pas  une  petite 
personne,  assez  mince  et  un  peu  p&le.  J*ai  dit 
que  oui.:  carc'est  vrai,  n*  est-ce  pas,  mademoi- 
selle 1" 

I  and  my  pupil  dined  a§  usual  in  Mrs.  Fair- 
faxes parlor ;  the  afternoon  was  wild  and 
snowy,  and  we  passed  it  in  the  school  room. 
At  dark  I  allowed  Adele  to  put  away  books  and 
*vork,  and  to  run  down  stairs ;  for,  from  the 


comparative  silence  below,  and  Orom  thee 
tion  of  appeals  to  the  door-bell,  I  conjectured 
that  Mr.  Rochester  was  now  at  liberty.  Left 
alone,  I  walked  to  the  window,  but  nothing  was 
to  be  seen  thence ;  twilight  and  snow-flakes  to- 
gether thickened  the  air  and  hid  the  very  shnibi 
on  the  lawn.  I  let  down  the  curtain  and  weot 
back  to  the  fireside. 

In  the  clear  embers  I  was  tracing  a  view,  not 
unlike  a  picture  I  remember  to  have  seen  of 
the  castle  of  Heidelberg,  on  the  Rhine,  wbea 
Mrs.  Fairfax  came  in,  breaking  up  by  her  en- 
trance the  fiery  mosaic  I  had  been  piecing  to- 
gether, and  scattering,  too,  some  heavy,  unwel- 
come thoughts  that  were  beginning  to  ibroog 
on  my  solitude. 

*'  Mr.  Rochester  would  be  glad  if  yoQ  and 
yonr  pupil  would  take  tea  with  him  in  the 
drawing-room  this  evening,"  said  sbe;  "lie 
has  been  so  much  engaged  all  day  that  be 
could  not  ask  to  see  you  before." 

**  When  is  his  tea-time  1"  I  inquired. 

**  Oh,  at  six  o^clock :  he  keeps  early  hoorain 
the  country.  You  had  better  change  yonr  frock 
now :  I  wjll  go  with  you  and  fasten  it.  Here  is 
a  candle.*' 

"Is  it  necessary  to  change  my  frock r 

**  Yes,  you  had  better.  I  always  dress  for  the 
evening  when  Mr.  Rochester  is  here.*' 

This  additional  ceremony  seemed  somewhit 
stately ;  however,  1  repaired  to  my  room,  and, 
with  Mrs.  Fairfax's  aid,  replaced  my  Uack 
stuff  dress  by  one  of  black  silk,  the  best  and 
the  only  additional  one  I  had,  except  one  of 
light  gray,  which,  in  my  Lowood  notions  of  the 
toilet,  I  thought  too  fine  to  be  worn,  except  on 
first-rate  occasions. 

**  You  want  a  brooch,"  said  Mrs.  Fairfax  I 
had  a  single  dittle  pearl  ornament  which  Hits 
Temple  gcve  ine  as  a  parting  keepsake;  I  put 
it  on,  and  then  we  went  down  suirs.  Unased 
as  I  was  to  st/angers,  it  was  rather  a  trial  to 
appear,  thus  formi^y  summoned,  in  Mr.  Roches- 
ter's presence,  riet  Mrs.  Fairfax  precede  me 
into  the  dining-rooi^  and  kept  in  her  shade  as 
we  crossed  thai  apsrttment ;  and,  passinf  the 
arch,  whose  curtain  u^now  droppNed,  entered 
the  elegant  recess  beyoSd. 

Two  wax  candles  stooMighted  on  the  table, 
and  two  on  the  inantle-pidM ;  basking  in  the 
Irght  and  beat  of  a  superb  fiViay  Ptlot ;  Adele 
kneJt  near  him.  Half  reclinei  on  a  cooch  ap- 
peared Mr.  Rochester,  his  fu^  supported  by 
the  cushion  ;  hb  was  looking  4|Adele  and  the 
dog;  tlie  fire  shone  full  on  hisBce.  I  knew 
my  traveler,  with  his  broad  and  jVj  eyebrows, 
his  square  forehead,  made  squarclby  the  hori- 
zontal sweep  of  his  black  hair,  i  recognixed 
his  decisive  nose,  more  remarkab!^r  charac- 
ter than  beauty,  his  full  nostrilsponotinK,  I 
thought,  choler ;  his  grim  mouth,  cfi<u><^J'!^ 
— ^yes,  all  three  were  very  grim,  r|  no  ro* 
take.  His  shape,  now  divested  of  p^  ^  P^* 
ceivcd  harmonized  in  squareness  \^his phys- 
iognomy :  I  suppose  it  was  a  guocVre  in  Uie 
athletic  sense  of  the  term,  broaclMsted  and 
thin-flanked,  though  neither  iall  ir  gracefnl 

Mr.  Rochester  must  have  be^l  aware  of  the 


entrance  of  Mrs.  Fairfax  and  i 
peared  he  was  not  in  the  mo 
he  never  lifted  bis  head  as  i 
•*  Here  is  Miss  Eyre,  sirj 


jlf ;  but  it  ap- 

^_i  notice  us,  foi 
ipprosefaed. 
Mit^Fairfti, 
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ID  her  qa 

hit  eyes  i  seeond  picture  contained  for  foreground 
••  Let  ^  dim  peak  of  a  bill,  with  grass  and  some 
there  was^anted  as  if  by  a  breeaee.  Beyond  and 
the  impatieread  an  expanse  of  sky,  dark-blue  as 
further  to  es^jpping  into  tiie  sky,  was  a  woman's 
me  whether  Mf&iist,  portrayed  in  tints  as  dusk 
this  moment  I  am  \^  combine.  The  dim  forehead 
I  sat  down  quite  ^  a  star ;  the  lineaments  be- 
tion  of  finished  politfc\hrottgh  the  suffusion  of  va- 
pnfiised  me :  I  coulifje  dark  and  wild ;  the  hair 
part:  bmrnswenng  4  like  a  beamless  cloud  torn 
piiion ;  on  tTfe~«apr^,^c  travail.  On  the  neck 
under  the  freak  of  mannw,  ir-»Qplight ;  the  same 
tage.  Besides*  the  eccentricity  "sHi^rroJpiids  from 
in«  was  piquant :  I  felt  interested  to  uc€-«ening 
be  would  go  on.  ^ 

He  went  on  as  a  statue  would ;  that  is,  be 
neither  spoke  nor  moved.  Mrs.  Fairfax  seem- 
ed to  think  it  necessary  that  some  one  should 
be  amiable,  and  she  began  to  talk.  Kindly,  as 
OBoal— and,  as  usoal,  rather  trite — she  con- 
doled with  him  on  the  pressure  of  business  he 
bad  bad  all  day,  on  the  annoyance  it  must  have 
been  to  him  with  that  painful  sprain  ;  then  she 
commended  his  patience  and  perseverance  in 
going  through  with  it. 

"  Madam,  I  should  like  some  tea,"  was  the 
•ote  rejoinder  she  got.  She  hastened  to  ring 
the  bell ;  and,  when  the  tray  came,  she  pro- 
ceeded to  arrange  the  cups,  spoons,  dec,  with 
assiduous  celerity.  I  and  Addle  went  to  the 
table ;  but  the  master  did  not  leave  his  couch. 
"Will  you  hand  Mr.  Rochester's  cupT'  said 
Mrs.  Fairfax  t^  me ;  *'  Addle,  might,  perhaps 
spill  it." 

I  did  as  requested,  As  he  took  the  cup  from 
my  hand,  Adele,  thinking  the  moment  propi- 
tious for  making  a  request  in  my  favor,  cried 
out: 

"K*est-ce-pas,  Monsieur,  qn'il  y  a  un  cadeau 
poor  Mademoiselle  Eyre,  dans  votre  petit 
coffre  V* 

"Who  talks  of  cadeauxl"  said  he  gruffly; 
"did  you  expect  a  present.  Miss  Eyre?  Are 
yoo  fond  of  presents  1"  6nd  he  searched  my 
face  with  eyes  Chat  I  saw  were  dark,  irate,  and 
piercing.  ■ 

"I  hardly  know,  sir ;  I  have  little  experience 
of  them;  they  are  generally  thought  pleasant 
things." 

"Generally  thought!  But  what  do  you 
think  r 

'*  I  should  be  obliged  to  take  time,  sir,  before 
I  could  give  you  an  answer  worthy  of  your  ac- 
ceptance; a  present  has  many  faces  to  it,. has 
it  not  1  and  one  should  consider  all  before  pro- 
Bounring  an  opinion  as  to  its  nature." 

"  Miss  Eyre,  jou  are  not  so  unsophisticated 
as  Adele ;  she  demands  a  *  cadeau,'  ciamorons- 
ly  the  moment  she  sees  me — ^you  beat  about 
the  bush." 

**  Because  I  have  less  confidence  in  my  de- 
serts than  Adele  has ;  she  can  prefer  the  claim 
of  old  acquaintance,  and  the  right,  too,  of  cus- 
tom ;  for  sbo'says  you  have  always  been  in  the 
habit  of  giving  her  playthings ;  but  if  I  had  to 
make  out  a  case  I  should  be  puzzled,  since  I 
am  a  stranger  and  have  done  nothing  to  entitle 
me  to  an  acknowledgment." 
'*0h,  don't  fall  back  on  overmodesty!    I 
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I  had  scarce  tied  the  strings  of  the  portfolio 
when,  looking  at  his  watch,  be  said,  abruptly, 

*'  It  is  nine  o'clock :  what  are  you  about,  Miss 
Eyre,  to  let  Adele  sit  up  eo  long  1  Take  her  to 
bed." 

Addle  went  to  kiss  him  before  quitting  the 
room;  be  endured  the  caress,  but  scarcely 
seemed  to  relish  it  more  than  Pilot  would  have 
done,  nor  so  much. 

"Twish  you  all  good-night,  now,"  said  he, 
making  a  movement  of  the  hand  toward  the 
door,  in  token  tb;it  he  was  tired  of  our  company, 
and  wished  to  dismiss  us.  Mrs.  Fairfax  folded 
up  her  knittinf  ;  I  took  my  portfolio :  we  coort- 
esied  to  him,  received  a  frigid  bow  in  retum» 
;nd  so  withdrew. 
«.]n!T!i^?H»55**^  **""■  Roc^ic«tcr  was  not  strikinglr 

*•  And  you  came  fr^--T' •     ^^^^ 

••  From  Lowood  school  in shire." 

~  **  Ah !  a  charitable  concern.    How  long  were 
you  there  1" 

"  Eight  years." 

**  Eight  years !  you  must  be  tenacious  of  life. 
I  thought  half  the  time  in  such  a  place  would 
have  done  up  any  constitution  t  No  wonder 
you  have  rather  the  look  of  another  world.  I 
marveled  where  you  had  got  that  sort  of  lace. 
When  you  came  on  me  in  Hay-lane  last  night, 
I  thought  unaccountably  of  fairy  tales,  and  had 
half  a  mind  to  demand  whether  you  had  be- 
witched my  horse ;  I  am  not  sure  yet.  Who 
are  your  parents !" 

"I  have  none." 

**  Nor  ever  bad,  I  suppose ;  do  you  remember 
them  r' 

"No." 

"  I  thought  not.  And  so  you  were  waiting 
for  your  people  when  you  sat  on  that  stile  1" 

"For,  whom,  sirl" 

**For  the  men  in  green;  it  was  a  proper 
moonlight  evening  for  them.  Did  I  break 
through  one  of  your  rings,  that  you  spread  that 
damned  ice  on  the  causeway  1" 

I  shook  my  head.  **  The  men  in  green  all 
forsook  England  a  hundred  years  ago,"  said  I, 
speaking  as  seriously  as  he  had  done.  "And 
nut  even  in  Hay-lane  or  the  fields  about  it  could 
you  find  a  trace  of  them.  I  don't  think  either 
summer  or  harvest  or  winter  moon  will  ever 
shine  on  their  revels  more." 

Mrs.  Fairfax  had  dropped  her  knitting,  and 
with  raised  eyebrows  seemed  wontlering  what 
sort  of  talk  this  was. 

"Well,"  resumed  Mr.  Rochester,  "if  you 
disown  parents,  yoo  must  have  some  sort  ot 
kinsfolk — imcles  and  aunts  1 

"  No ;  none  that  I  ever  saw." 

"And  your  homet" 

"  I  have  none." 

"  Where  do  your  brothers  and  sisters  live  V 

"I  have  no  brothers  or  sisters." 

"  Who  recommended  you  to  come  here  V* 

"  I  advertised,  and  Mrs.  Fairfax  answered 
my  advertisement." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  goo&  lady,  who  now  knew 
what  ground  we  were  upon,  "  and  I  am  daily 
thankful  for  the  choice  Providence  led  me  to 
make.    Miss  Eyre  has  been  an  invaluablt  «;om- 
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••  He  came  with  master." 
"With  whom  r* 

**  With  master— Mr.  Rochester—he  is  just 
arrived." 
"  Indeed— and  is  Mrs.  Fairfax  with  him  ?" 
"Yes,  and   Miss  Adela— they  are   in   the 
dining-room,  and  John  is  gone  for  a  surgeon, 
for  master  iias  bad  an  accident— bis  horse  fcU 
and  his  anicio  is  sprained." 
"  Did  the  horse  fall  in  Hay-Ianet*' 
"  Yes,  coming  down  bill— it  slipped  on  some 
ice." 
"Ah !  bring  me  a  candle,  will  you,  Leaht" 
Leah  brought  it;  she  entered,  followed  by 
Mrs.  Fairfax,  who  repeated  the  news;  adding 
that  Mr.  Carter,  the  surgeon,  was  come  and  was 
now  wnh  Mr.  Rochester ;  then  she  hurried  out 
.  lo  give  orders  about  tea,  and  I  went  ui 

a  parson,  h-t> %^  '"'^ 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  And  you  girls  probably  worshiped  him  as  a 
convent  full  vS  leligieuses  would  worship  their 
director.  ** 

"Oh,  no." 

"  Tou  are  very  cool !  No  !  What !  a  novice 
not  worship  her  priest  1  That  sounds  blasphe- 
mous." 

"  1  disliked  Mr.  Brocklehurst ;  and  I  was  not 
alone  in  the  feeling.  He  is  a  harsh  man— at 
once  pompous  and  meddling;  he  cut  off  our 
hair,  and,  for  economy's  sake,  bought  us  bad 
needles  and  thread,  with  which  we  could  hardly 
sew." 

*'  That  was  very  false  economy,"  remarked 
Mrs.  Fairfax,  who  now  again  caught  the  drift 
of  the  dialogue. 

**  And  was  that  the  head  and  front  of  his  of- 
fendihgl"  demanded  Mr.  Rochester. 

"  He  starved  us  when  he  had  the  sole  saper- 
intendence  of  the  provision  department,  before 
the  committee  was  appointed ;  and  he  bored 
us  with  long  lectures  once  a-week,  and  with 
evening  readings  from  books  of  his  own  indit- 
ing, about  sudden  deaths  and  judgments,  which 
made  us  afraid  to  go  to  bed." 

'*  What  age  were  you  when  yon  went  to  Lo- 
wood  t" 

"  About  ten." 

*'  And  you  stayed  there  eig{it  years ;  you  are 
now,  then,  eighteen  1" 

I  assented. 

"  Arithmetic,  you  see,  is  useful ;  without  its 
aid  I  should  hardly  have  been  able  to  guess 
your  age.  It  is  a  point  difficult  to  fix  where 
the  features  and  countenance  are  so  much  at 
variance  as  in  your  case.  And  now,  what  did 
yon  learn  at  Lowood  1    Can  you  play  1" 

"  A  litile.'» 

"  Of  course ;  that  is  the  established  answer. 
Go  into  the  library— I  mean,  if  you  please. 
(Excuse  my  tone  of  command ;  I  am  used  to 
say  *  Do  this,*  and  it  is  done ;  I  can  not  alter 
my  customary  habits  for  one  new  inmate.)  Go, 
then,  into  the  library ;  take  a  candle  with  you, 
leave^be  door  open,  sit  down  to  the  piano,  and 
play  a  tune." 

I  departed,  obeying ^is  directions. 
;     <<  Enough !"  be  called  out  in  a  few  minntes. 
' "  You  play  4,  liule,  I  see ;  like  any  other  English 


comparative  silence  below,  and  from  Ihee^.^^ 
lion  of  appeals  to  the  door-bell,  I  conjeinuntf  ih 
that  Mr.  Rochester  was  now  at  liberty.  Ll# 
alone.  I  walked  to  the  window,  but  nothiog  vi^iIbm 
to  be  seen  thence:  twilight  and  snow-ihEett^ifai 
gether  thickened  the  air  and  hid  the  veiy  sNr  mer  ^ 
on  the  lawn.    I  let  down  the  curtain  and'   ' 


back  to  the  fireside. 
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In  the  clear  embers  I  was  tracing  a  rljffigjNfc&aws 

the  castle  of  Heidelberg,  on  the  Rbir„wn/e*%r-J 
Mrs.  Fairfax  came  in,  breaking  mi^mtsMP-^jge 
trance  the  fiery  mosaic  I^^^^ki^r^^lLr  ' 
gether,  andscaltiBRjbim  from  the  library, 
come  tlimif  ■  Ji  Tbe  table,"  aaid  he ;  and  I  wheel, 
his  couch.    Adile  and  Mrs.  Fairfax 
^ew  near  to  see  the  pictures. 

*'  No  crowding,"  said  Mr.  Rochester ;  "take 
the  drawings  from  my  hand  as  I  finish  with 
them ;  but  don't  push  your  faces  up  to  mine.* 

He  deliberately  scrutinized  each  sketch  and 
painting.  Three  he  laid  aside ;  the  others, 
when  be  had  examined  them,  he  swept  from 
him. 

"  Take  them  off  to  the  other  table,  Mrs.  Fair- 
fax," said  he,  **  and  look  at  them  with  Ad^le ; 
you"  (glancing  at  me)  "  resume  your  seat,  and 
answer  my  questions.  I  perceive  these  picturss 
were  done  by  the  one  hand:  was  that  hand 
yours !" 

"Yes." 

"And  when  did  yon  find  time  to  do  them 9 
They  have  taken  much  time,  and  some  thought" 

"  I  did  them  in  the  last  two  vacations  I  spent 
at  Lowood,  when  I  had  no  other  occupation." 

"  Where  did  yon  get  your  copies !" 

"Out  of  my  head." 

"  That  bead  I  see  now  on  yonr  shoolderBt" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Has  it  other  furniture  of  the  same  kiad 
within  1" 

"  I  should  think  it  may  have :  I  should  hope 
—better." 

He  spread  the  pictures  before  him,  and  again 
surveyed  tbem  alternately. 

While  he  is  so  occupied,  I  will  tell  yoo,  read 
er,  what  they  are :  and  first,  I  must  premiM 
that  they  are  noihingwonderful.  The  subjects 
had,  indeed,  risen  vividly  on  my  mind.  As  I 
saw  them  with  the  spiritual  eye,  before  I  at^ 
tempted  to  embody  them,  they  were  striking } 
but  my  hand  would  not  second  ray  fan^,  and 
in  each  case  it  bad  wrought  out  but  a  pale  por- 
trait of  the  thing  I  had  conceived. 

Tliese  pictures  were  in  water-colors.  Tb« 
first  represented  clouds  low  and  livid,  roBinf 
over  a  swelled  sea:  all  the  distance  was  in 
eclipse ;  so,  too,  was  the  foregroood,  or,  rather, 
the  nearest  billows,  for  there  was  no  land.  One 
gleam  of  light  lifled  into  relief  a  half-submerfed 
mast,  on  which  sat  a  cormorant,  dark  and  large, 
with  wings  flecked  with  foam ;  its  beak  held  a 
geld  bracelet,  set  with  gems,  that  I  bad  toocbtd 
with  as  brilliant  tints  as  my  pallet  could  yields 
and  as  glittering  distinctness  as  my  pencil  could 
impart.  Sinking  below  the  bird  and  mast,  • 
drowned  corpse  glanced  through  the  green  wa^ 
ter ;  a  fair  arm  was  the  only  limb  clearly  visi- 
ble, whence  the  br^let  had  been  wash^  m 
torn.  '  . 
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ni    Th«  second  picture  contained  for  foreground 

K)mly  the  dim  peak  of  a  hill,  with  graas  and  some 

9  leaves  slanted  aa  if  by  a  breese.    Beyond  and 

^  above  spread  an  expaoae  of  sky,  dark-blue  as 

Iflat  twilight :  rising  into  the  sky,  was  a  woroan^s 

^)S|aape  to  the  bast,  portrayed  in  tints  aa  dusk 

gff  nd  soft  as  I  could  combine.    The  dim  forehead 

ep/as  crowned  with  a  star ;  the  lineaments  be- 

^^)w  were  seen  as  through  the  suffusion  or  va- 

/^or ;  the  eyes  shone  dark  and  wild ;  the  hair 

^^treamed  shadowy,  like  a  beamless  cloud  torn 

l^jy  storm  or  by  electric  travail.    On  the  neck 

lay  a  pale  reflection,  like  moonlight ;  the  same 

faint  luster  touched  the  train  Of  thin  clouds  from 

whidi  rose  and  bowed  this  vision  of  the  Evening 

Star. 

The  third  showed  the  pinnacle  of  an  iceberg 
piercing  a  polar  winter  sky ;  a  muster  of  north- 
ern lights  reared  their  dim  lances,  dose  serried, 
along  the  horixon.  Throwing  these  into  dis- 
tance, rose,  in  the  foreground,  a  head,  a  coloa- 
stl  bead,  inclined  toward  the  iceberg,  and  rest- 
ing against  it.  Two  thin  hands,  joined  under 
tbe  forehead,  and  supporting  it,  drew  up  before 
the  lower  features  a  sable  veil ;  a  brow  quite 
Uoodlees,  white  as  bone,  and  an  eye  boUow  and 
fixed,  blaok  of  meaning  but  for  th&  glassiness 
of  despair,  alone  were  visible.  Above  the  tem- 
|)les,  amid  wreathed  turban  folds  of  black  dra- 
per* vague  in  its  character  and  consistency  as 
cloud,  gleamed  a  ring  of  white  flame,  gemmed 
with  sparkles  of  a  more  lurid  tinge.  This  pale 
crescent  was  <*The  likeness  of  a  Kingly 
Crown;"  what  it  diademed  was  "the  shape 
^hich  shape  had  none." 

"Were  yon  happy  when  you  painted  these 
pictures  V  asked  Mr.  Rochester,  presently. 

"  I  Was  absorbed,  sir :  yes,  and  I  was  happy. 
To  paint  them,  in  short,  was  to  enjoy  one  of 
the  keenest  pleasures  I  have  ever  known." 

"That  is  not  saying  much.  Your  pleasures, 
by  your  own  account,  have  been  few ;  but  I 
dare  say  you  did  exist  in  a  kind  of  artist's 
dreamland  while  you  blent  and  arranged  these 
atrange  tints.  Did  you  sit  at  them  long  eiKih 
dayl"   • 

"  I  had  nothing  else  to  do,  because  it  was  the 
vacation,  tind  I  sat  at  them  from  morning  till 
iN>on,  and  from  noon  till  night :  tbe  leng^th  of 
the  midsummer  daya  favored  my  inclination  to 
apply." 

"And  you  felt  self-satisfied  with  the  result 
of  your  ardent  labors  1" 

"  Far  from  it.  I  was  tormented  by  the  con- 
tnist  between  my  idea  and  my  handiwork :  ia 
each  case  I  bad  imagined  something  which  I 
Was  quite  powerless  to  realise.*' 

'*  Not  quite :  you  have  aecured  the  shadow  of 
your  thought ;  but  no  more,  probably.  You  had 
not  enough  of  the  artist'a  skill  and  science  to 
g\^^  it  full  being :  yet  the  drawings  are,  for  a 
school-girl,  peculiar.  As  to  the  thoughts,  they 
are  elfish.  These  eyes  in  the  Evening  Star 
yon  must  have  seen  In  a  dream,  itow  could 
you  make  them  look  so  clear,  and  yet  not  at 
all  brilliant  t  for  the  planet  above  quells  their 
rays.  And  what  meaning  is  that  in  their  sol- 
emn depth!  And  who  taught  you  to  paint 
wintf  1  There  is  a  high  gale  in  that  sky,  and 
DO  this  hill-top.-  Where  dkl  you  seeLatmost 
^  that  is  Latmos*    There,  put  the  drawings 
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r  had  scarce  tied  tbe  strings  of  the  portfolio 
when,  looking  at  his  watch «  be  said,  abruptly^ 

**  It  is  nine  o'clock :  what  are  you  about,  Miss 
Eyre,  to  let  Adele  sit  up  r.o  long  1  Take  her  to 
bed." 

Ad^e  went  to  kiss  him  before  quitting  the 
room;  he  endured  the  caress,  but  scarcely 
seemed  to  relish  it  more  than  Pilot  would  have 
do^e,  nor  so  much. 

"  I  'wish  you  all  good-night,  now,"  said  he, 
making  a  movement  of  the  hand  toward  the 
door,  in  token  th;:it  he  was  tired  of  our  company, 
and  wished  to  dismiss  us.  Mrs.  Fairfax  folded 
up  her  knittinf  ;  I  took  my  portfolio :  we  court- 
esied  to  him,  received  a  frigid  bow  in  return^ 
and  so  withdrew. 

*«  You  said  Mr.  Rochester  was  not  strikingly 
peculiar,  Mrs.  Fairfax,"  I  obaerved,  when  I  re- 
joined her  in  her  room,  after  potting  Addle  to 
bed 

"Well,  is  he  t" 

"  I  think  so :  he  is  very  changeful  and  abrupt." 

"True;  no  dodbt  he  may  appear  so  to  a 
stranger,  but  I  am  so  accustomed  to  his  man- 
ner, I  never  think  of  it ;  and  then,  if  he  has  pe- 
culiarities of  temper,  allowance  should  be 
made." 

••Whyt" 

"Partly,  because  it  is  his  nature — and  we 
can  none  of  us  help  our  nature ;  and  partly,  ha 
has  painful  thoughts,  no  doubt,  to  harass  him, 
and  make  his  spirits  unequal." 

"What  about!" 

"  Family'troubles,  for  one  thing." 

"  But  he  has  no  family." 

"Not  now;  but  he  has  had,  or,  at  least,  rel- 
atives. He  lost  his  elder  brother  a  few  years 
since." 

"  His  fl/i«r  brother!" 

"  Yes.  The  present  Mr.  Rochester  has  not 
been  very  long  in  possession  of  the  property : 
only  about  nine  years." 

"Nine  years  is  a  tolerable  time.  Was  he 
so  very  fond  of  his  brother  as  to  be  still  incon- 
solable for  his  loss !" 

"Why,  do;  perhaps  not.  I  believe  there 
were  some  misunderstandings  between  them. 
Mr.  Rowland  Rochester  was  net  quite  just  to 
Mr.  Edward;  and  perhaps  he  prejudiced  his 
father  against  him.  The  old  gentleman  was 
fond  of  money,  and  anxious  to  keep  the  family 
estate  together.  He  did  not  like  to  diminish 
the  property  by  division,  and  yet  be  was  anxious 
that  Mr.  Edward  should  have  wealth,  too,  to 
keep  up  the  consequence  of  the  name ;  and 
soon  after  he  was  of  age,  some  steps  were  tak- 
en that  were  not  quite  fair,  and  niade  a  great 
deal  of  mischief.  Old  Mr.  Rochester  and  Mr. 
Rowland  combined  to  bring  Mr.  Edward  into 
what  he  considered  a  painful  position,  for  the 
sake  of  making  his  fortune :  what  the  precise 
nature  of  that  position  was  I  never  clearly 
knew,  but  his  spirit  could  not  brook  what  he 
had  to  suflTer  in  it.  He  is  not  very  forgiving : 
I  he  broke  with  his  family,  and  now  for  many 
,  years  he  has  led  an  unsettled  kind  of  life.  I 
I  don't  think  he  has  ever  been  resident  at  Thom- 
fleld  for  a  fortnight  together,  since  the  death  of 
;  his  brother,  without  a  will,  left  him  master  of  the 
I  estate ;  and,  indeed,  no  wonder  he  shuns  the  old 
!  place." 
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'♦Perhaps  he  th'nks  it  gloomy.** 

The  answer  wa-9  evasive— I  should  have 
liked  something  cleaner ;  but  Mrs.  Fairfax  either 
could  not,  or  would  not,  give  me  more  explicit 
Information  of  the  oiigin  and  nature  of  Mr. 
Roche8ter*B  trials.  Sht  aYerred  they  were  a 
mysterjc,  to  herself,  and  that  what  she  knew 
was  chiefly  from  conjecture.  It  was  evident, 
indeed,  that  she  wished  me  to  drop  the  subject, 
which  I  did  accordingly. 


CHAPTER  XIV, 

Fob  several  subsequent  days  \  saw  little  of 
Mr.  Rochester.  In  the  mornings  he  seemed 
much  engaged  with  business,  and  in  the  aAer- 
noon,  gentlemen  from  Millcote  or  the  neighbor- 
hood  called,  and  so/netimes  stayed  to  dine  with 
him.  When  his  sprain  was  well  enough  to  ad- 
mit of  horse  exercise,  he  rode  out  a  good  deal, 
probably  to  return  these  visits,  as  be  generally 
did  not  come  back  till  late  at  night. 

During  this  interval,  even  Adele  was  seldom 
•eot  for  to  bis  presence,  and  all  my  acquaint- 
ance with  him  was  confined  to  an  occasional 
rencounter  in  the  hall,  on  the  stairs,  or  in  the 
gallery;  when  he  would  sometimes  pass  me 
haughtily  and<  coldly,  just  acknowledging  my 
presence  by  a  distant  nod  or  a  cool  glance,  and 
sometimes  bow  and  smile  with  gentlemanlike 
aflability.  His  changes  of  mood  did  not  oifend 
me,  because  I  saw  that  I  had  nothing  to  do  with 
their  alternation :  the  ebb  and  flow  depended 
on  causes  quite  disconnected  with  me. 

One  day  he  had  had  company  to  dinner,  and 
had  sent  for  my  portfolio,  in  order,  doubtless, 
to  exhibit  its  contents :  the  gentlemen  went 
away  early,  to  attend  a  public  meeting  at  Mill- 
cote, as  Mrs.  Fairfax  informed  me ;  but  the 
night  being  wet  and  inclement,  Mr.  Rochester 
did  not  accompany  them.  Soon  aAer  they 
were  gone,  he  rung  the  bell :  a  message  came 
that  I  and  Adele  were  to  go  down  stairs.  I 
brushed  Adele's.  hair  and  made  her  neat,  and 
having  ascertained  that  I  was  myself  in  my  usu- 
al Quaker  trim,  where  there  was  nothing  to 
retouch — all  being  too  close  and  plain,  braided 
locks  included,  to  admit  of  disarrangement — we 
descended,  Adele  wondering  whether  the  petit 
cofre  was  at  length  come :  for,  owing  to  some 
mistake,  its  arrival  had  hitherto  been  delayed. 
She  was  gratified ;  there  it  stood,  a  little  car- 
ton, on  the  table  when  we  entered  the  dining- 
room.    She  appeared  to  know  it  by  instinct. 

**  Ma  botie  !  ma  bolte  !'*  exclaimed  she,  run- 
ning toward  it. 

•*  Yes— there  is  your  *  botte*  at  last ;  take  it 
into  a  corner,  you  genuine  daughter  of  Paris, 
and  amuse  yourself  with  disemboweling  it," 
said  the  deep  and  rather  sarcastic  voice  of  Mr. 
Rochester,  proceeding  from  the  depths  of  aft 
immense  easy-chair  at  the  fireside.  **  And 
mind,**  he  continued,  "don*t  bother  me  with 
any  details  of  the  anatomical  process,  or  any 
notice  of  the  condition  of  the  entrails  :.let  your 
operation  be  conducted  in  silence — tiens-toi 
tranouille,  enfant ;  comprends-tu  1** 

Adele  seemed  scarcely  to  need  the  warning ; 
aha  had  already  retired  to  a  sofa  with  her 
treasure,  and  was  busy  untying  the  cord  which 
iecured  the  lid.    Having  removed  this  impedi- 


ment, and  lifted  certaxi  silvery  envelopes  of 
tissue  paper,  she, merely  exclaimed  : 

"Oh,  del!  Que  c'est  beauV*  and  then  re- 
mained absorbed  in  ecstatic  contemplation. 

**  Is  Miss  Eyre,  there  !'*  now  demanded  the 
master,  half-rising  from  his  seat  to  look  roand 
to  the  door,  near  which  1  stood. 

**  Ah  !  well ;  come  forward ;  be  seated  here.** 
He  drew  a  chair  near  his  own.  "  I  am  not  fund 
of  the  prattle  of  children,*'  he  continued  ;  **  for, 
old  bachelor  as  I  am,  I  have  no  pleasant  asso- 
ciations connected  with  their  lisp.  It  woukl  be 
intolerable  to  me  to  pass  a  whole  evening  tSte  it 
lite  with  a  brat.  Don*t  draw  that  chair  farther 
ofiT,  Miss  Eyre ;  sit  down  exactly  were  I  placed 
it — if  you  please,  that  is.  Confound  these  ci- 
vilities I  I  continaally  forget  them.  Nor  do  I 
girticuLarly  aflfect  simple-minded  old  ladies. 
y  the  by,  I  must  have  in  mine ;  it  wont  do  to 
neglect  her :  she  is  a  Fairfax,  or  wed  to  one ; 
and  blood  is  said  to  be  thicker  than  water.*' 

He  rung  and  dispatched  an  invitation  to  Mrs. 
Fairfax,  who  soon  arrived,  knitting  basket  in 
hand. 

*'  Good-evening,  madam  ;  I  sent  to  yon  for« 
charitable  purpose ;  I  have  forbidden  Adele  to 
talk  to  me  about  her  presents,  and  she  is  borst- 
ing  with  repletion ;  have  the  goodness  to  serve 
her  as  auditress  and  interlocutrice ;  it  will  be 
one  of  the  most  benevolent  acts  yon  ever  per- 
formed.*' 

Ad^le,  indeed,  no  sooner  saw  Mrs.  Fairiaz 
than  she  summoned  her  to  her  sofa,  and  thers 
quickly  filled  her  lap  with  the  porcelain,  the 
ivory,  the  waxen  contents  of  her  "bOSte,* 
pouring  out,  meantime,  explanations  and  rap- 
tures in  snch  broken  English  as  she  was  mis- 
tress of. 

"  Now  I  have  performed  the  part  of  a  good 
host,"  pursued  Mr.  Rochester,  **put  my  guests 
into  the  way  of  amusing  each  other,  I  ought  ts 
be  at  liberty  to  attend  to  my  own  pleasure. 
Miss  Eyre,  draw  your  chair  still  a  little  farther 
forward ;  you  are  yet  too  far  back  :  I  can  not 
see  you  without  disturbing  my  poeiticyi  in  this 
con)rortable  chair,  which  1  have  no  mind  ta 
do." 

I  did  as  I  was  bid,  though  I  would  much 
rather  have  remained  somewhat  in  the  shade ; 
but  Mr.  Rochester  had  such  a  direct  way  of 
giving  orders,  it  seemed  a  matter  of  course  to 
obey  him  promptly. 

We  were,  as  I  have  said,  in  the  dining-room ; 
the  luster,  which  had  been  lighted  for  dinner, 
^lled  the  room  with  a  fesul  breadth  of  light ; 
the  large  fire  was  all  red  and  clear ;  the  purple 
curtains  hung  rich  and  ample  before  the  lofty 
window  and  loftier  arch  ;  every  thing  was  BtiU, 
save  the  subdued  chat  of  Adele  (she  dared  not 
speak  loud),  and,  filling  up  each  pause,  the 
beating  of  winter  rain  against  the  panes. 

Mr.  Rochester,  as  he  sat  in  his  damask- 
covered  chair,  looked  different  to  what  I  had 
seen  him  look  before — not  quite  so  stern ;  much 
less  gloomy.  There  was  a  smile  on  his  lips, 
and  his  eyes  sparkled,  whether  with  wine  or 
not,  I  am  not  sore,  but  I  think  it  very  proba- 
ble. He  wask  in  short,  in  his  after-dinner 
mood — more  expanded  and  genial,  and  also 
more  self-indulgent  thnn  the  frigid  and  rigid 
temper  of  the  morning ;  still,  he  looked  pre- 
ciously grim,  cushloct^lng   his   massive  head 


JANE  EYRE. 


51 


against  the  swelling  back  of  his  chair,  and  re- 
oeifing  the  light  of  the  fire  on  his  granite-hewn 
features,  and  in  his  great,  dark  eyes — for  he 
had  great,  dark  eyes,  and  very  fine  eyes,  too— 
■oC  without  a  certain  change  in  their  depths 
sometimes,  which,  if  it  was  not  softness,  re- 
minded yoQ,  at  least,  of  that  feeling. 

He  had  been  looking  two  intnntes  at  the  fire, 
and  I  had  been  looking  the  same  length  of  time 
at  bim,  when,  turning  suddenly,  he  caught  my 
gaie  fastened  on  hia  physiognomy. 

**Yoa  examine  me.  Miss  Eyre,*'  said  he; 
**  do  yon  think  me  handsome  1" 

I  should,  if  I  had  deliberated,  have  replied 
to  this  question  by  something  conventionally 
vague  and  polite ;  but  the  answer  somehow 
slipped  from  my  tongue  before  I  was  aware. 

-No,  sir." 

-Ah!  By  my  word!  there  is  something 
singular  about  you,'*  said  he;  "you  have  the 
air  of  a  little  nonnette ;  quaint,  quiet,  grave,  and 
simple  as  yoa  sit  with  yonr  hands  before  you, 
and  your  eyes  generally  bent  on  the  carpet 
(except,  by  the  by,  when  they  are  directed 
piercingly  to  my  face,  as  just  now,  for  in- 
itance) ;  and  when  one  asks  you  a  question, 
or  makes  a  remark  to  which  you  are  obliged  to 
reply,  you  rap  out  a  round  rejoinder,  which,  if 
Dot  blunt,  is  at  least  brusque.  What  do  you 
mean  by  it  V* 

**  Sir,  I  was  too  plain ;  I  beg  your  pardon.  I 
oaght  to  have  replied  that  it  was  not  easy  to 
give  an  innpromptu  answer  to  a  question  about 
appearances ;  that  tastes  difl^er ;  that  beauty 
is  of  little  consequence,  or  something  of  that 
•ort" 

**  Yoo  ought  to  have  replied  no  such  thing. 
Beauty  of  little  consequence,  indeed !  And  so, 
Under  pretense  of  softening  the  previous  out- 
rage, of  stroking  and  soothing  me  into  placidi- 
ty, you  stick  a  sly  penknife  under  my  ear! 
Go  on ;  what  fault  do  you  find  with  me,  pray  t 
I  suppose  I  have  all  my  limbs  and  all  my  feat- 
ores  like  any  other  man  V* 

**  Mr.  Rochester,  allow  me  to  disown  my  first 
answer;  I  intended  no  pointed  repartee;  it 
was  only  a  blunder." 

"Jastso;  I  think  so;  and  yoo  shall  be  an- 
swerable for  it.  Criticise  roe ;  does  my  fore- 
haed  not  please  you  V* 

He  lifled  up  the  sable  waves  of  hair  which 
lay  horizontally  over  his  brow,  and  showed  a 
solid  enough  mass  of  intellectual  organs ;  but 
an  abrupt  deficiency  where  the  suave  sign  of 
benevolence  should  have  risen. 

"  Now,  ma*am,  am  I  a  fool  V* 

"  Far  from  it/ sir.  You  would  perhaps  think 
me  rude  if  I  inquired,  in  return,  whether  you 
are  a  philanthropist  1" 

'*  There  again  !  Another  stick  of  the  pen- 
knife, when  she  pretended  to  pat  my  head; 
and  that  is  because  I  said  I  did  not  like  the  ao- 
eiety  of  children  and  old  women  (low  be  it 
spoken  I).  No,  young  lady,  I  am  not  a  general 
philanthropist ;  but  I  bear  a  conscience ;"  and 
be  pointed  to  the  prominences  which  are  said 
lo  indicate  that  facnity— and  which,  fortunate- 
ly for  him,  were  suflSciently  conspicuous ;  giv- 
Hg,  indeed,  a  marked  breadth  to  the  upper  part 
M  his  head ;  **  and  besides,  I  once  had  a  kind  of 
tde  teQiemess  of  heart.    When  I  was  as  old 


to  the  unfledged,  unfostered,  and  unlucky  ;  but 
fortune  has  knocked  me  about  since ;  she  has 
even  kneaded  me  with  her  knuckles,  and  now  I 
flatter  myself  I  am  hard  and  tough  as  an  In- 
dia-rubber ball,  pervious,  though,  through  a 
chink  or  two  still,  and  with  one  sentient  point 
in  the  middle  of  the  lump.  Ye8;4loe«  that 
leave  hope  for  me  1" 
**  Hope  of  what,  sirl^* 

**Of  my  final  retransformation  from  India- 
rubber  back  to  flesh  V 

*'  Decidedly  he  has  had  too  much  wine,**  I 
thought,  and  I  did  not  know  what  answer  to 
make  to  his  queer  question ;  how  coukl  I  tell 
whether  he  was  capable  of  being  retrans- 
formed  1 

"  You  look  very  much  puzzled,  Miss  Eyre , 
and  though  you  are  not  pretty  any  more  than  I 
am  handsome,  yet  a  puzzled  air  becomes  yon ; 
besides,  it  is  convenient,  for  it  keeps  those 
searching  eyes  of  yours  away  from  my  physi- 
ognomy, and  busies  them  with  the  worsted 
flowers  of  the  rug — so  puzzle  on.  Young  lady, 
I  am  disposed  to  be  gregarious  and  communi- 
cative to-nightf*' 

With  this  announcement  he  rose  from  hfs 
chair,  and  atood,  leaning  his  arm  on  the  marble 
mantle-piece ;  in  that  attitude  his  shape  was 
seen  plainly,  as  well  as  his  face ;  his  unusual 
breadth  of  chest,  disproportionate  almost  to 
his  length  of  limb.  I  am  sore  most  people 
would  have  thought  him  an  ugly  man ;  yet 
there  was  so  much  unconscious  pride  in  his 
port ;  so  much  ease  in  his  demeanor ;  such  a 
look  of  complete  indiflference  to  his  own  ex- 
ternal appearance ;  so  haughty  a  reliance  on 
the  power  of  other  qualities,  intrinsic  or  ad- 
ventitious, to  atone  for  the  lack  of  mere  pNer- 
sonal  attractiveness,  that,  in  looking  at  bim, 
one  inevitably  shared  the  indifl!erence;  and 
even,  in  a  blind,  imperfect  sense,  put  faith  in . 
the  confidence. 

"  I  am  disposed  to  be  gregarious  and  com- 
municative to-night,"  he  repeated;  **and  that 
is  why  I  sent  for  you.  llie  fire  and  the  chan- 
delier were  not  suflScient  company  for  me ;  nor 
would  Pilot  have  been,  for  none  of  these  can 
talk.  Adele  is  a  degree  better,  but  still  far  be- 
low the  mark ;  Mrs.  Fairfax  ditto ;  you,  I  am 
persuaded,  can  suit  me  if  you  will ;  you  puzzled 
me  the  first  evening  1  invited  you  down  here. 
I  have  almost  forgotten  yoo  since ;  other  ideas 
have  driven  yours  from  my  head ;  but  to-night 
I  am  resolved  to  be  at  ease — to  dismiss  what 
importunes,  and  recall  what  pleases.  It  would 
please  me  now  to  draw  you  out^to  learn  more 
of  you — therefore  speak." 

Instead  of  speaking,  I  smiled ;  and  not  a  very 
complaisant  or  submissive  smile  either. 

''  Speak,"  he  urged. 

"  What  about,  sir  1" 

"  Whatever  ypu  like.  I  leave  both  the  oholoe 
of  subject  and  the  manner  of  treating  it  en- 
tirely to  yourself." 

Accordingly  I  sat  and  said  nothing.  "  If  he 
expects  me  to  talk,  for  the  mere  sake  of  talking 
and  showing  oflf*,  he  will  find  he  has  addressed 
himself  to  tbe  wrong  person,"  I  thought 

"  You  are  dumb,  Miss  Eyre." 

I  was  dumb  still.  He  bent  his  head  a  little 
toward  me,  and  with  a  single  hasty  glance 


013 


JANE  EYRB. 


" Stubborn  1"  he  said,  "and  aonoyed.  Ab, 
it  is  consistent.  I  put  my  request  in  an  absurd, 
almost  insolent  form.  Miss  £yre,  I  beg  your 
pardon.  The  fact  is,  once  for  all,  I  don't  wish 
to  treat  yeo  like  an  inferior ;  that  is  (correcting 
himself),  I  claim  only  such  superiority  as  must 
result  from  twenty  years*  difierence  in  age,  and 
a  century*s  advance  in  experience.  This  i» 
legitimate,  et  j'y  tiens,  as  Adele  would  say ; 
and  it  is  by  virtue  of  this  superiority,  and  this 
alone,  that  I  desire  you  to  have  the  goodness  to 
talk  to  me  a  little  now,  and  divert  my  thoughts, 
which  are  galled  with  dwelling  on  one  point — 
cankeripg  as  a  rusty  nail.'* 

He  had  deigned  an  explanation — almost  an 
apology.  I  did  not  feel  insensible  to  his  conde- 
scension, and  would  not  seem  so. 

"  I  am  willing  to  amuse  you  if  I  can,  sir — 
quite  willing ;  but  I  can  not  introduce  a  topic, 
because  how  do  I  know  what  will  interest  you  1 
Ask  me  questions,  and  I  will  do  my  best  to  an- 
swer them." 

'*  Then,  in  the  first  place,  do  you  agree  with 
me  that  I  have  a  right  to  be  a  little  masterful— 
abrupt — perhaps  exacfing,  sometimes,  on  the 
grounds  I  stated :  namely,  that  I  am  old  enough 
to  be  your  father,  and  that  I  have  battled  through 
a  varied  experience  with  many  men  of  many 
nations,  and  roamed  over  half  the  globe,  while 
you  have  lived  quietly  with  one  set  of  people 
in  one  house  t" 

**  Do  as  you  please,  sir." 

"  That  is  no  answer ;  or,  rather,  it  is  a  very 
irritating,  because  a  verynevasivfl  one:  reply 
clearly." 

*'  I  don*t  think,  sir,  you  have  a  right  to  com- 
mand me,  merely  because  you  are  older  than 
Jl  or  because  you  have  sben  more  of  the  world 
than  I  have ;  your  claim  to  superiority  depends 
on  the  use  you  have  made  of  your  time  and 
experience." 

"  Humph !  promptly  spoken.  But  I  won't 
allow  that,  seeing  that  it  would  never  suit  my 
case,  as  I  have  made  an  indiflerent,  not  to  say, 
a  bad  use  of  both  advantages.  Leaving  su- 
periority out  of  the  question,  then,  you  must 
still  agree  to  receive  my  orders  now  and  then, 
without  being  piqued  or  hurt  by  the  tone  of 
command — will  you  1" 

I  smiled.  I  thought  to  myself  Mr.  Roches- 
ter is  peculiar.  He  seems  to  forget  that  he  pays 
me  £30  per  annum  for  receiving  his  orders. 

"The  smile  is  very  well,"  said  he,  catch- 
ing  instantly  the  passing  expression;  *'but 
speak,  too." 

»•  I  was  thinking,  sir,  that  very  few  masters 
would  trouble  themselves  to  inquire  whether  or 
not  their  paid  subordinates  were  piqued  and  hurt 
by  their  orders." 

"Paid  subordinates!  What!  you  are  my 
paid  subordinate,  are  you  1  Oh,  yes,  I  had  for- 
gotten the  salaiy !  Well,  then,  on  that  merce- 
nary ground,  will  you  agree  to  let  me  hector  a 
little  f" 

"No,  sir,  not  on  that  ground;  but  on  the 
ground  that  you  did  forget  it,  and  that  you  care 
whether  or  not  a  dependent  is  comfortable  in 
his  dependency,  I  agree  heartily.'* 

"  And  will  you  consent  to  dispense  with  a 
great  many  conventional  forms  and  phrases, 
■»''hout  thinking  that  the  omission  arises  from 
lence '" 


*  I  am  sure,  sir,  I  should  never  mistake  in 
formality  for  idsolence :  one,  I  rather  like :  the 
other,  nothing  free-born  would  submit  to,  eves 
for  a  salary." 

"  Humbug !  Most  things  free-bom  will  snb- 
nait  to  any  thing  for  a  salary ;  therefore,  keep 
to  yourself,  and  don't  venture  on  generalities  of 
which  you  are  intensely  ignorant.  However, 
I  mentally  shake  hands  with  you  for  year  an- 
swer, despite  its  inaccuracy  ;  and  as  much  for 
the  manner  in  which  it  was  said',  as  for  the  sub- 
stance of  the  speech ;  the  manner  was  frank 
and  sincere ;  one  does  not  often  see  such  a 
manner :  no,  on  the  contrary,  affectation  or 
coldness,  or  stupid,  coarse-minded  miaappre- 
hension  of  one's  meaning  are  the  usual  rewards 
of  candor.  Not  three  in  three  thooaand  raw 
school-girl-governesses  would  have  answered 
me  as  you  have  just  done.  But  I  don't  mean 
to  flatter  yoi^ ;  if  you  are  cast  in  a  diffefent 
mold  to  the  majority,  it  is  no  merit  of  yoars ; 
Nature  did  it.  And  then,  after  all,  I  go  too  foat 
in  my  conclusions ;  for  what  I  yet  know,  you 
may  he  no  better  than  the  rest ;  you  may  have 
intolerable  defects  to  counterbalance  your  few 
good  points." 

"  And  80  may  yon,"  I  thought. .  My  eye  met 
his  as  the  idea  crossed  my  mind.  He  seemed 
to  read  the  glance,  answering  as  if  its  import 
had  been  spoken,  as  well  as  imagined : 

"  Yes,  yes,  you  are  right,"  said  he ;  **  I  have 
plenty  of  faults  of  my  own ;  I  know  it,  and  I 
don't  wish  to  palliate  them,  I  assure  you.  God 
wot  I  need  not  be  too  severe  about  others.  I 
have  a  past  existence,  a  series  of  deeda,  a  exAoi 
of  life  to  contemplate  within  my  own  breast, 
which  might  well  call  my  sneers  and  ceaaures 
from  my  neighbors  to  myself  I  started,  or,  ra- 
ther (for,  like  other  defaultera,  I  like  to  tey 
half  the  blame  on  ill  fortune  and  adverse  cir- 
cumstances), was  thrust  on  to  a  wrong  tack  at 
the  age  of  one-and-twenty,  and  have  never  re* 
covered  the  right  course  since;  but  I  might 
have  been  very  different ;  I  might  have  been  as 
good  as  you — wiser — almost  as  stainless.  I 
envy  you  your  peace  of  mind,  your  clean  con- 
science, your  unpolluted  memory.  Little  girl 
a  memory  without  blot  or  contamination  most 
be  an  exquisite  treasure-^an  inexhaustible 
source  of  pure  refreshment ;  ia  it  not  1" 

"How  was  your  memory  when  you  were 
eighteen,  sir  1" 

"  All  right,  then — limpid,  salubrious ;  no  gosh 
of  bilge-water  had  turned  it  to  fetid  puddle.    I 
was  your  equal  at  eighteen — quite  your  eqoaL 
Nature  meant  me  to  be,  on  the  whole,  a  good 
man.  Miss  Eyre,  one  of  the  better  end,  and  you 
see  I  am  not  so.    You  would  say  you  doo't  see 
it ;  at  least,  I  flatter  myself  I  read  as  much  in 
your  eye  (beware,  by  the  by,  what  you  express 
with  that  organ,  I  am  quick  at  interpreting  its 
language).    Then,  take  my  word  for  it,  I  am 
not  a  villain  ;  you  are  not  to  suppose  that — not 
to  attribute  to  me  any  such  bad  eminence ;  but, 
owing,  I  verily  believe,  rather  to  circumstances 
than  to  my  natural  bent,  I  am  a  trite,  common- 
place sinner,  haokneyed  in  all  the  poor,  petty 
dissipations,  wiib  which  the  rich  and  worthless;' 
try  to  put  on  life.    Do  you  wonder  that  I  avo^ 
this  to  you '    Know,  that  in  the  course  of  y^r^J 
future  life  you  will  often  find  yourself  elect^JJ 
the  involuntary  confident  of  your  acquaintance  ^^ 
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secrets.  People  will  instinctively  find  out,  as 
I  have  done,  tbat  it  is  not  your  forte  to  talk  of 
yoH^elC  but  to  listen  while  others  talk  of  them- 
selves ;  they  will  feel,  too,  that  you  lisfen  with 
DO  malcTolent  scorn  of  their  indiscretion,  but 
with  a  kind  of  innate  sympathy — not  the  less 
comforting  and  encouraging  because  it  is  very 
uoebtrusive  in  its  manifestations/' 

"  How  do  you  know  1  how  can  you  guess  all 
this,  sir  V 

**  I  know  it  well :  therefore  I  proceed  almost 
as  freely  as  if  I  were  writing  my  thoughts  in  a 
diary.  Ton  would  say,  I  should  have  been 
superior  to  circumstances ;  so  I  should — so  I 
should ;  but  you  liee  I  was  not.  When  fate 
wronged  me,  I  bad  not  the  «risdoro  to  remain 
cool :  I  turned  desperate  ;  then  I  degenerated. 
Now,  when  any  vicious  simpleton  excites  my 
disgust  by  his  paltry  ribaldry,  J  can  not  flj^tter 
myself  that  I  am  belter  than  he :  I  am  forced 
to  confess  that  he  and  I  are  on  a  level.  I  wish 
I'h^d  »tood  firm — God  knows  I  do!  Dread 
remorse  when  yon  are  tempted  to  err,  Miss 
Eyre:  remorse  is  the  poison  of  life." 

"  Repentance  is  said  to  be  its  cure,  sir.*' 

**  It  is  not  its'  cure.  Reformation  may  be  its 
core ;  and  I  could  reform — I  have  strength  yet 
for  that— if— but  where  is  the  use  of  thinking 
of  it,  hampered,  burdened,  cursed  as  I  ami 
Besides,  since  happiness  is  irrevocably  denied 
me,  I  have  a  right  to  get  pleasure  out  of  life ; 
and  I  v/iU  get  it  cost  what  it  may.*' 

"  Then  you  will  degenerate  still  more,  bir." 

"  Possibly :  yet  why  should  f ,  if  I  can  get 
sweet  fresh  pleasure  1  And  I  may  get  it  as 
sweet  and  fresh  as  the  wild  honey  the  bee 
gathers  on  the  moor.*' 

"  It  will  sting— it  will  taste  bitter,  sir." 

"How  do  you  knowl  you  never  tried  it. 
How  very  serious — how  very  solemn  you  look ; 
ind  you  are  as  ignorant  of  the  matter  as  this 
lameo  head  (taking  one  from  the  mantle-piece)! 
y<'U  have  no  right  to  preach  to  me,  you  Neo- 
phyte, that  have  not  passed  the  porch  of  liAi 
ind  are  absolutely  unacquainted  with  its  mys- 
Icries." 

"I  only  remind  you  of  your  own  words,  sir ; 
yoQ  jaid  error  brought  remorse,  and  you  pro- 
aoonced  remorse  the  poison  of  existence." 

"And  who  talks  of  error  nowl  I  scarcely 
think  the  uotion  that  flittered  across  my  brain 
was  an  error.  I  believe  it  was  an  inspiration 
rather  than  a  temptation ;  it  was  very  genial, 
very  soothing,  I  know-^at.  Here  it  comea 
igain  !  jt  is  no  devil,  I  assure  you :  or  if  i(  be, 
it  has  put  on  the  robes  of  an  angel  of  light.  I 
think  1  must  admit  so  f&ir  a  guest  when  it  asks 
its  entrance  to  my  heart.** 

'^  Distrust  it,  s\r ;  it  is  not  a  true  angel." 

"Once  more,  how  do  yob  knowl  By  what 
instinct  do  you  pretend  to  distinguish  between 
a  fallen  seraph  of  the.  abyss,  and  a  messenger 
from  the  eternal  throne — between  a  guide  and 
I  seducer  T" 

**  I  judged  by  your  countenance,  sir,  which 

was  troubled,  when  you  said  the  suggestion  had 

*  returned  upon  you.    I  feel  sure  it  will  work 

^jou  more  misery  if  you  listen  to  it." 

>    "Not  at  all— -it  bears   the  most  gracious 

Jimessage  in  the  world:  for  the  rest,  you  are 

tot  my  eonscience-Keeper,  so  don't  make  your- 


He  said  this  as  if  he  spoke  to  a  vision,  view- 
less to  any  eye  but  his  own ;  then  folding  his 
arms,  which  he  had  half  extended,  on  his  chest, 
he  seemed  to  inclose  in  their  embrace  the  in- 
visible being. 

*'  Now,"  he  continued,  aeain  addressing  me, 
"I  have  receifed  the  pilgrim — a  disguised 
deity,  as  I  verily  believe.  Already  it  has  dona 
me  good  ;  my  heart  was  a  sort  of  charnel ;  it 
will  now  be  a  shrine." 

"  To  speak  truth,  sir,  I  dont  understand  you 
at  all ;  I  can  not  keep  up  the  conversation,  be- 
cause it  has  got  out  of  my  depth.  Only  one 
thing  I  know ;  yon  said  you  were  not  as  good 
as  you  should  lik»to  be,  and  that  you  regretted 
your  own  impe/fection — one  thing  I  can  com- 
prehend :  you-  intimated  that  to  have  a  sullied 
memory  was  a  perpetual  bane.  It  seems  to 
me,  that  if  you  tried  hard,  you  would  in  time 
find  it  possible  to  become  what  you  yom'self- 
would  approve ;  and  that  if  from  this  day  y 
began  with  resolution  to  correct  your  tboughle- 
and  actions,  yon  would,  in  a  few  years,  hJ  at 
laid  up  a  new  and  stainless  store  of  recollV>n- 
tions,  to  which  you  might  revert  with  pleasure!  ^ 

"Justly  thought,  rightly  said,  Miss  Eyre^e 
and  at  this  moment,  I  am  paving  hell  with 
energy." 

"Sir!" 

"i  am  laying  down  good  intentions,  which  I 
believe  durable  as  flint.  Certainly,  my  asso- 
ciates and  pursuits  shall  be  other  than  they 
have  been." 

"And  better  1" 

"  And  better — as  much  better  as  pure  ore  is 
than  foul  dross.  You  seem  to  doubt  me;  I 
don't  doubt  myself;  I  know  what  ray  aim  is, 
what  my  motives  are ;  and,  at  this  moment  ( 
pass  a  law,  unalterable  as  that  of  the  Medea 
and  Persians,  that,  both  are  right." 

"  They  can  not  be,  sir,  if  they  require  a  new 
statute  to  legalize  them." 

"They  are.  Miss  Eyre,  though  they  abso- 
lutely require  a  new  statute ;  unheard-of  com- 
binations of  circumstances  demand  unheard-of 
rules.*' 

"  That  sounds  a  dangerous  maxim,  sir ;  be- 
cause one  can  see  at  once  that  it  is  liable  to 
abuse." 

"  Sententious  sage !  so  it  is ;  but  I  swear  by 
my  household  gods  not  to  abuse  it.*' 

"  You  are  human  and  fallible." 

"  I  am  ;  so  are  you — what  then  V 

"  The  huiodan  and  fallible  should  not  arrogate 
a  power  with  which  the  divine  and  perfebc 
alone  can  be  safely  intrusted." 

"  What^wer  1" 

"  That  of  saying  of  any  strange,  unsanction- 
ed line  of  action,  *  Let  u  be  right.' " 

"*Let  it  be  right* — ^the  very  words;  you 
have  pronounced  them." 

"May  it  be  right,  then,"  I  said  as  I  rose; 
deeming  it  useless  qfcontioue  a  discourse  which 
was  all  darkness  to  iie  ;  and,  besides,  sensible 
that  the  character  of  my  imerlocutor  was  be- 
yond my  penetration:  at  least,  beyond  its 
present  reach;  and  feeling  the  uncertain y 
the  vague  sense  of  insecurity,  which. aocom* 
panics  a  conviction  of  ignorance. 

"Where  are  you  going  1" 

"  To  put  Adile  to  bed :  it  is  past  her  be^ 
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"  You  are  afraid  of  me,  because  I  talk  like  a 
Spbynx." 

<*Your  language  is  enigmatical,  sir;  but 
tboagh  I  am  bewildered,  I  am  certainly  not 
afraid." 

**You  are  afraid — ^your  self-love  dreads  a 
blunder." 

"  In  that  sense  I  do  feel  apprehensive — ^I  have 
no  wish  to  talk  nonsense." 

"If  you  did,  it  would  be  in  such  a  grave, 
quiet  manner,  I  should  mistake  it  for  sense. 
Do  you  never  laugh,  Miss  Eyrel  Don't  trouble 
yourself  to  answer — I  see,  you  laugh  rarely ; 
but  you  can  laugh  very  merrily ;  believe  me, 
you  are  not  naturally  austerci^any  more  than  I 
am  naturally  vicious.  The  Lowood  constraint 
still  clings  to  you  somewhat ;  controlling  your 
features,  muffling  your  voice,  and  restricting 
your  limbs ;  and  you  fear  in  the  presence  of  a 
«nan  and  a  brother— -or  father,  or  master,  or 
Av^at  you  will — to  smile  too  gayly,  speak  too 
s^ly,  or  move  too  quickly  ;  but  in  time,  I  think 

\  will  learn  to  be  natural  with  me,  as  I  find 
mnapossible  to  be  conventional  with  you ;  and 
al^n  your  looks  and  movements  will  have  more 
g;vacity  and  variety  than  they  dare  offer  now. 
(  see,  at  intervals,  the  glance  of  a  curious 
^oort  of  bird  through  the  close-set  bars  of  the 
cage;  a  vivid,  restless,  resolute  captive  is 
there ;  were  it  but  free,  it  would  soar  cl«ud- 
high.    You  are  still  bent  on  going  ?" 

<*  It  has  struck  nine,  sir." 

**' Never  mind ;  wait  a  minute :  Adele  is  not 
ready  to  go  to  bed  yet.  My  position.  Miss  £yre, 
with  my  back  to  the  fire,  and  my  face  to  the 
room,  favors  observation.  While  talking  to 
you,  I  have  occasionally  watched  Adele  (I 
have  my  own  reasons  for  thinking  her  a  curious 
study,  reasons  that  I  may — nay  that  I  shall  im- 
part to  you  some  day) ;  she  pulled  out  of  her 
box,  about  ten  minutes  ago,  a  little  pink  silk 
frock ;  rapture  lighted  her  face  as  she  unfolded 
it ;  coquetry  runs  in  her  blood,  blends  with  her 
brains,  and  seasons  the  marrow  of  her  bones. 
'  II  faut  que  je  Tessaie !'  cried  she  ;  *  ft  i  Tin- 
slant  mdme !'  and  she  rushed  out  of  the  room. 
She  is  now  with  Sophie,  undergoing  a  robing 
process ;  in  a  few  roiniUes  she  will  re-enter ; 
and  I  know  what  I  shall  see,  a  miniature  of 
Celine  Yarens,  as  she  used  to  appear  on  the 

boards  at  the  rising  of ;  but  never  mind 

that.  However,  my  tenderest  feelings  arc  about 
to  receive  a  shock ;  such  is  my  presentiment ; 
stay,  now,  to  see  whether  it  will  be  realized." 

£re  long,  Addle*s  little  foot  was  heard  trip- 
ping across  the  hall.  She  entered,  transformed 
as  her  guardian  had  predicted.  A,  dress  of 
rose-colored  satin,  very  short,  and  lis  full  in 
the  skirt  as  it  eould  be  gathered,  replaced  the 
brown  frock  she  had  previously  worn ;  a  wreath 
of  rosebuds  circled  her  forehead;  her  feet 
were  dressed  in  silk  stockings  and  small  white 
satin  sandals.  ^ 

«*£st-ce  que  ma  robe  Yt  bieni"  cried  she, 
bounding  forward ;  **  et  roes  souliers  1  et  mes 
bas  1    Tenez-je  crois  que  je  vais  denser  !*' 

And  spreading  out  her  dress,  she  chassted 
across  the  room;  till,  having  reached  Mr. 
Rochester,  she  wheeled  lightly  round  before 
bim  on  tip-toe,  then  dropped  on  one  knee  at 
his  feet,  exclaiming — 

**  Monsieur,  je  vous  remercie  mille  fois  de 


votre  bont^;"  then  rising,  she  added,  "Ceit 
oomme  cela  que  maman  faisait,  n*est-ce-pa8, 
monsieur  1" 

•*  Pre-eise-ly !"  was  the  answer;  "  and  'com- 
me  cela,*  she  charmed  my  English  gold  out  o( 
my  British  breeches*  pocket.  I  have  been 
green,  too,  Miss  Eyre — ay,  grass-green  :  not  a 
more  vernal  tint  freshens  you  now  than  once 
freshened  me.  My  Spring  is  gone,  however; 
but  it  has  left  me  that  French  floweret  on  my 
hands;  which,  in  some  moods,  I  would  fain 
be  rid  of.  Not  valuing  now  the  root  whence 
it  sprung  ,*  having  found  that  it  was  of  a  sort 
which  nothing  but  gold  dust  could  manure,  I 
have  but  half  a  liking  to  the  blossom;  es- 
pecially when  it  loc^s  so  artificial,  as  just  now. 
I  keep  it  and  rear  it  rather  on  the  Roman 
Catholic  principle  of  expiating  numerous  sins, 
great  or  small,  by  one  good  work.  1*11  explain 
all  this  some  day.    Good-night." 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Mb.  Rochxstxk  did,  on  a  future  occasion 
explain  it. 

it  was  one  afternoon,  when  he  chanced  to 
meet  m%and  Adele  in  the  grounds,  and  wbili 
she  played  with  Pilot  and^  her  shuttlecock,  be 
asked  me  to  walk  up  and  down  a  long  beech 
avenue  within  sight  of  her. 

He  then  said  that  she  was  the  daiigbter  of  i 
French  opera  dancer,  Celine  Yarens,  toward 
whom  he  had  once  cherished  what  be  called  s 
**grande  passion."  This  passion  Celine  had 
professed  Iq  return  with  even  superior  ardor. 
He  thought  himself  her  idol,  ugly  as  he  was ; 
he  believed,  as  he  said,  that  she  preferred  hit 
'*  taille  d*athlete"  to  the  elegance  of  the  ApoUo 
Belvidere. 

"  And,  Miss  Eyre,  so  much  was  I  flattered 
by  this  preference  of  the  Gallic  sylph  for  bei 
British  gnome,  that  I  installed  her  in  a  hotel ; 
ipive  jier  a  complete  establishment  of  servants, 
a  carriage,  cashmeres,  diamonds,  dentelles,  Ac. 
In  short,  I  beganithe  process  of  mining  myself 
in  the  received  st^le-— like  any  other  spoony. 
I  had  not,  it  seems,  the  originality  to  chalk  out 
a  new  road  to  shame  and  destruction,  bat  trod 
the  old  trapk  with  stupid  exactness  not  to  de- 
viate an  inch  from  the  beaten  center.  I  had — as  I 
deserve  to  have — the  fate  of  all  other  spoonies. 
Happening  to  call  one  evening,  when  C^iae 
did  not  expect  me,  I  found  her  out ;  but  it  was 
a  warm  night,  and  I  was  tired  with  strolling 
through  Paris,  so  I  sat  down  in  her  boudoir; 
happy  to  breathe  the  air  consecrated  so  lately 
by  her  presence.  No — I  exaggerate ;  I  nevei 
•thought  there  was  any  consecrating  vinai 
about  her :  it  was  rather  a  sort  of  pastile  per- 
fume she  had  leA — a  scent  of  musk  and  amber, 
than  an  odor  of  sanctity.  I  was  just  beginning 
to  stifle  with  the  fumes  o(  conservatory  flowen 
and  sprinkled  essences,  when  I  bethought  my- 
self to  open  the  window  and  step  out  on  to  the 
balcony.  It  was  moonlight,  and  gas-light  be- 
sides, and  very  still  and  serene.  The  balcony 
was  furnished  with  a  chair  or  two ;  I  sat  down, 
took  out  a  cigar— I  will  take  one  now,  if  yo« 
will  excuse  me." 

Here  ensued  a  pause,  tilled  np  by  the  pr^ 
ducing  and  lighting  of  a  cjgar ;  having  ptoo^ 
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tt  to  his  lips  and  breathed  a  trail  of  HaTannah 
incense  on  the  freezing  and  sunless  air,  he 
went  on. 

■*  I  liked  bonbohs,  too,  in  those  days,  Miss 
Eyre,  and  I  was  croquant — (overlook  the  bar- 
teriam)  croquant  chocolate  comfits,  and  smoking 
ftlternateiy,  watching,  meantime,  the  equipages 
that  rolled  along  the  fashionable  street  toward 
the  neighboring  opera-house,  when  in  an  ele- 

fant  close  carriage  drawn  by  a  beautiful  pair  of 
Snglisb  horses,  and  distinctly- seen  in  the  brill- 
iant eity-night,  I  recognized  the  *voitare'  I 
bad  given  Celine.  She  was  returning;  of 
course  my  heart  thumped  with  impatience 
a^inst  the  iron  rails  1  leaned  upon.  The  car- 
riage stopped,  as  I  bad  expected,  at  tbe  hotel 
door ;  my  flame  (that  is  the  very  word  for  an 
opera  inamorata)  alighted :  though  muffled  in 
ft  cloak— an  unnecessary  incumbrance,  by  tbe 
bj,  on  so  warm  a  June  evening — I  knew  her 
iostanily  by  her  little  foot,  seen  peeping  from 
the  skirt  of  herxlress,  as  she  skipped  ft-om  the 
carriage-step.  Bending  over  the  balcony,  I  was 
about  to  murmur  *  Mon  Ange' — in  a  tone,  of 
course,  which  should  be  audible  to  tbe  ear  of 
love  alone — ^when  a  figure  jumped  from  tbe 
carriage  afler  her,  cloaked  also ;  but  that  was  a 
spurred  heel  which  had  rung  oA  the  pavement, 
and  that  was  a  hatted  head  which  now  passed 
under  the  arched  porie  eoehere  of  the  hotel. 

"You  never  felt  jealousy  did  you.  Miss  Eyre! 
Of  course  not :  I  need  not  ask  you ;  because 
you  never  felt  love.  You  have  both  seiitiiyents 
yet  to  experience :  your  soul  sleeps ;  the  shock 
is  yet  to  be  given  which  shall  waken  it.-  l^u 
think  all  existence  lapses  in  as  quiet  a  flow  as 
that  in  which  your  youth  has  hitherto  slid 
away.  Floating  on  with  closed  eyes  and 
mufiled  ears,  yon  neither  see  the  rocks  bris- 
tling not  far  off  in  the  bed  of  the  flood,  nor  hear 
tbe  breakers  boil  at  their  base.  But  T  tell  you 
— and  you  may  mark  my  words — you  will  come 
Bome  day  to  a  craggy  pass  of  the  channel, 
where  the  whole  of  life's  stream  will  be  broken 
op  into  whirl  and  tumult,  foam  and  noise: 
either  you  will  be  dashed  to' atoms  on  crag- 
points,  or  lifted  up  and  borne  on  by  some 
Bvaster  wave  into  a  calmer  cnrrent-^as  I  am 

BOW. 

•*  I  like  this  day ;  I  like  that  sky  of  steel ; 
I  like  the  sternness  and  stillness  of  the  world 
ander  this  frost  I  like  Thornfield ;  its  an- 
tiquity ;  its  retirement ;  its  old  crow-trees  and 
thorn-trees ;  its  gray  facade,  and  lines  of  dark 
windows  reflecting  that  metal  welkin  :  and  yet 
how  long  have  I  abhorred  the  very  thought  of 
it ;  shunned  it  bke  a  great  plague-house !  How 
I  do  stin  abhor—** 

He  ground  his  teeth  and  was  silent ;  he  ar- 
rested bis  step  and  struck  his  boot  against  the 
hard  ground.  Some  hated  thought  seemed  to 
have  him  in  its  grip,  and  to  hold  him  so  tightly 
that  he  could  not  advance. 

We  were  ascending  the  avenue  when  he 
thus  paused ;  the  hall  was  before  us.  Lifting 
his  eye  to  its  battlements,  he  cast  over  them  a 
glare  such  as  I  never  saw  before  or  since. 
Pain,  shame,  ire — impatience,  disgust,  detests- 
tron — seemed  momentarily  to  hold  a  quivering 
conflict  in  the  large  pupil  dilating  under  his 
ebon  eyebrow.  Wild  was  ihe  wrestle  which 
shottid  be  paramount ;  but  another  feeling  rose 


and  triumphed :  something  hard  and  cynical, 
self-willed  and  resolute :  it  settled  his  passioa 
and  petrified  his  eonotenance.    Jie  went  on 

**  During  the  moment  I  was  silent,  Misa 
Eyre,  I  was  arranging  a  point  with  my  destiny. 
She  stood  there,  by  that  beech-trunk — a  hag 
like  one  of  those  who  appeared  to  Macbeth 
on  the  heath  of  Forres.  *  You  like  Thornfieldt' 
she  said,  lifting  her  finger;  and  then  she  wrote 
in  the  air  a  memento,  which  ran  in  lurid  hiero- 
glyphics all  along  the  house-front,  between  the 
upper  and  lower  row  of  windows.  *  Like  it 
if  you  can !    Like  it  if  you  dare  !' 

"«I  will  like  it,*  said  I.  •!  dare  like  it;* 
and  (he  subjoined  moodily)  I  will  keep  my 
word :  I  will  break  obstacles  to  happiness,  to 
goodness — ^yes,  goodness.  I  wish  to  be  a  better 
man  than  I  have  been ;  than  I  am ;  as  Job's 
leviathan  broke  the  spear,  the  dart,  and  the 
habergeon,  hinderances  which  others  count  as 
iron  and  brass,  I  will  esteem  but  straw  and 
rotten  wood." 

Addle  here  ran  before  him  with  her  shuttle- 
cock. **  Away !"  he  cried  harshly ;  **  keep  at 
a  distance,  child ;  or  go  in  to  Sophie  !*'  Con- 
tinuing then  to  pursue  his  walk  in  silence,  I 
ventured  to  recall  him  to  the  point  whence  he 
had  abruptly  diverged. 

"  Did  you  leave  the  balcony,  sir,"  I  asked, 
"  when  Mademoiselle  Varens  entered  V* 

I  almost  expected  a  rebufiT  for  this  hardly 
well-timed  question ;  but,  on  the  Antraiy, 
waking  out  of  bia  scowling  abstraction,  he 
turned  his  eyes  toward  me,  and  the  shade 
seemed  to  clear  off  his  brow. 

"  Ob,  I  had  forgotten^C^line !  Well,  to  re- 
sume. When  I  saw  my'^cbarmer  thus  come  in 
accompanied  by  a  cavalier,  I  seemed  to  hear  a 
hiss,  and  the  green  snake  of  jealousy,  rising 
on  undulating  coils  from  the  moonlit  balcony, 
glided  within  my  waistcoat  and  eat  its  way  in 
two  minutes  to  my  heart's  core.  Strange !" 
he  exclaimed,  suddenly  starting  again  from  the 
point.  **  Strange  that  1  should  choose  you  for 
the  confident  of  all  this,  young  lady;  passing 
strange  that  you  should  listen  to  me  quietly, 
as  if  it  were  tbe  most  usual  thing  in  the  worM 
for  a  man  like  me  to  tell  stories  of  his  opera- 
mistresses  to  a  quaint,  inexperieneed  girl  like 
you !  But  the  last  singularity  explains  the 
first,  as  I  intimated  once  before:  you,  with 
your  gravity,  oonsiderateness,  and  caution  were 
made  to  be  the  recipient  of  secrets.-  Besides, 
I  know  what  sort  of  a  mind  I  have  placed  in 
communication  with  my  own— i  know  it  is  one 
not  liable  to  take  infection :  it  is  a  peculiar  mind ; 
it  is  a  unique  one.  Happily  I  do  not  mean  to 
harm  it :  but  if  I  did,  it  would  not  take  harm 
from  me.  The  more  you  and  I  converse  the 
better:  for  while  I  can  not  blight  yon,  yoa 
may  refresh  me."  After  this  digression  he 
proceeded. 

**I  remained  in  the  balcony.  *They  will 
come  to  her  boudafr  no  dohbt,'  thought  I :  'let 
me  prepare  an  annidsh.'  So,  putting  my  hand 
in  through  the  open  window,  I  drew  the  curtain 
over  it,  leaving  only  an  opening  through  which 
I  could  take  observations ;  then  I  dosed  the 
easement,  all  but  a  chink  just  wide  enough  to 
furnish  an  outlet  to  *  lovers*  whispered  vows  ?' 
then  r  stole  back  to  my  chair ;  and  as  I  resumed 
it  tbe  pair  came  in.    My^ye  waa^ickly  at  tho 
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apertare.  Celine's  ehambernvai<)  entered,  light- 
ed a  lamp,  left  it  on  the  table  and  withdrew. 
The  couple  were  thus  revealed  to  me  clearly ; 
both  removed  their  cloaks,  and  there  was  *  the 
Varens'  shining  in  satin  and  jewels — my  gifts 
of  cooree— and  there  was  her  companion  in  an 
officer's  nniform ;  and  I  knew  hhn  for  a  young 
TY)u6  of  a  vieomte — a  brainless  and  vicious 
youth  whom  I  had  sometimes  met  in  society, 
and  had  never  thought  of  bating  beoaose  I  de- 
spised him  so  absolutely.  On  recc^izing  him, 
the  (ang  of  the  snake— jealousy,  was  instantly 
broken ;  because  at  the  same  momeat  my  love 
for  Celine  sunk  under  an  extinguisher.  A 
woman  who  conld  betray  me  for  such  a  rival 
was  not  worth  contending  for;  she  deserved 
only  scorn ;  less,  however,  than  I,  who  had  been 
her  dupe." 

'  They  began  to  talk ;  their  oonveraatioa  eased 
me  completely :  frivolous,  mercenary,  heartless, 
and  senseless,  it  was  rather  calculated  to  weary 
than  enrage  a  listener.  A  card  of  mme  h^  on 
the  table;  this  being  perceived  brought  my 
name  under  discussion.  Neither  of  them  pos- 
sessed energy  or  wit  to  belabor  me  soundly ; 
but  they  insulted  me  as  coarsely  as  they  could 
in  their  little  way :  especially  C^ine ;  who  even 
waxed  rather  brilliant  on  my  personal  defects 
^--deformities  she  terdied  them.  Now  it  had 
been  her  custom  to  lanch  out  into  fervent  ad- 
miration of  what  she  called  my  *  beaute  mile ;' 
wbereiifshe  differed  diametrically  from  you, 
who  told  me  point-blank  at  the  second  inter- 
view, that  you  did  not  think  me  handsome. 
The  contrast  struck  me  at  the  time,  and — " 

Adele  here  came  running  up  again. 

**  Monsieur,  John  has  just  been  to  say  that 
your  agent  has  called  and  wishes  to  see  you." 

"  Ah !  in  thirt  case  I  must  abridge.  Opening 
the  window,  I  walked  in  upon  them ;  liberated 
Celine  from  my  protection ;  gave  her  notice  to 
vacate  her  hotel ;  offered  her  a  purse  for  im- 
mediate exigencies ;  disregarded  screams,  hys- 
terics, prayers,  protestations,  convulsions; 
made  an  appointment  with  the  vicorote  for  a 
meeting  at  the  Bois  de  Boulogne.  Next  morn- 
ing I  had  the  pleasure  of  enooonteriog  him ; 
left  a  bullet  in  one  of  his  poor,  etiolated  arms, 
feeble  as  the  wing  of  a  chicken  in  the  pip,  and 
then  thought  I  had  done  with  the  whole  crew. 
But,  unluckily,  the  Varens,  six  months  before, 
bad  given  me  this  fiUette  Adtie,  who  she  af- 
finned  was  my  daughter ;  and  perhape  she  jnay 
be,  though  I  see  no  proofs  of  such  grim  pater- 
nity written  in  ker  countenanee ;  PUot  is  more 
like  me  than  she.  Some  years  after  I  had  bro- 
ken with  the  mother,  she  abandoned  her  child 
and  ran  away  to  Italy  with  a  nMisioian,  or 
singer.  I  acknowledged  no  natural  claim  on 
Ad^le's  part  to  be  supported  by  me ;  nor  do  I 
now  acknowledge  any,  for  I  am  not  her  father ; 
but  hearing  that  she  was  quite  destitute,  I  e*en 
took  the  poor  thing  out  of  the  slime  and  mud 
of  Paris,  and  UansfJlanted  •Ift.here,  to  grow  up 
dean  in  the  wholesome  soil  of  an  English  coun- 
try garden.  Mrs.  Fairfax  found  you  to  train  it ; 
but  now  yon  know  that  it  is  the  illegitimate  ofi^ 
s|ning  of  a  French  opera  girl,  you  will  periiaps 
think  differently  of  your  post  and  protegee ;  yon 
will  be  coming  to  me  some  day  with  notice  that 
you  have  found  another  place — that  you  beg 
me  to  look  out  for  a  new  governess,  dec. — eh  1" 


'*  No— Adtie  is  not  aaswentble  for  either  bet 
mother's  faults  or  yours ;  I  have  a  regard  foi 
her,  and  now  that  I  know  she  is,  in  a  sense, 
parentiess — forsaken  by  her  mother  and  dis- 
ownei^  by  you,  sir— I  shall  cling  doeer  to  her 
than  before.  How  could  I  possibly  prefer  the 
spoiled  pet  of  a  wealthy  family,  who  would  bate 
her  governess  as  a  nuisance,  to  a  hmely  liule 
mrphan,  who  leans  toward  her  as  a  friend  ?'* 

"  Oh,  that  is  the  light  in  whk^h  yon  view  it! 
Well,  I  must  go  in  now ,  and  you  too ;  it  dark- 
ens." 

But  I  stayed  out  a  few  minntes  longer  with 
Addle  and  Pitot— ran  a  race  with  her,  and  play* 
ed  a  game  of  battledore  and ,  shuttleoick. 
When  we  went  in  and  I  had  removed  her  bon- 
net and  coat,  I  took  her  on  my  knee,  kept  her 
there  an  hour,  allowing  her  to  pratUe  as  she 
liked,  not  rebuking  even  some  little  freedoms 
and  trivialities  into  which  she  was  ^>t  to  stray 
when  much  noticed ;  and  which  betrayed  in  her 
a  superficiality  of  oharaoter,  inherited  probably 
from  her  mother,  hardly  congenial  to  an  En- 
glish mind.  Still  she  bad  her  merits ;  and  I 
was  disposed  to  appreciate  all  that  was  good  in 
her  to  the  utmost.  I  sought  in  her  countenanos 
and  features  a  likeness  to  Mr.  Rochester,  but 
found  none ;  n<»  trait,  no  turn  of  expression 
announced  relationship.  It  was  a  pity ;  if  she 
could  but  have  been  proved  to  resemble  bini» 
be  would  have  thought  more  of  her. 

It  was  not  till  after  I  had  withdrawn  to  my 
own  ghamber  for  the  night,  that  I  steadily  ra-> 
viewed  the  tale  Mr.  Rochester  had  told  me. 
A%  be  bad  said,  there  was  probably  nothing  at 
all  extraordinary  in  the  substance  of  the  nar- 
rative itself:  a  wealthy  Englishman's  passion 
for  a  French  dancer,  and  her  treachery  to  him, 
were  every-day  matters  enough,  no  doubt,  in 
society;  but  Utere  was  something  dcNstdedty 
strange  in  the  paroxysm  of  emotion  which  had 
suddenly  seized  him,  when  he  was  in  the  act 
of  expressing  the  present  contentment  of  bis 
mood,  and  his  newly-revived  pleasure  in  the 
old  hall  and  its  environs.  I  meditated  wonder 
ingly  on  this  incident ;  but  gradually  qoUting 
it,  as  I  found  it  for  the  present  inexplicable,  I 
turned  to  the  consideration  of  my  master'e 
manner  to  myselC  The  confidence  be  had 
thought  fit  to  repoee  in  me  seemed  a  tribute 
to  my  discretion ;  I  regarded  and  accepted  i€ 
as  such.  His  deportment  had  now  for  soodb 
we^ks  been  more  uniform  toward  me  tban 
at  first.  I  never  seemed  in  his  way ;  be  did 
not  take  fits  of  chilling  hauteur ;  when  be  meg 
me  unexpectedly  the  enoounter  seemed  wel-^ 
come ;  he  had  always  a  word  and  sometimes  a 
smile  .for  me ;  when  summoned  by  formal  in- 
vitation to  his  presence,  I  was  honored  by  a 
cordiality  of  reception  that  made  me  feel  1 
really  possessed  the  power  to  amuse  him,  acid 
that  these  evening  conferences  were  sought  aa 
much  for  his  pleasure  as  for  my  benefit' 

I,  indeed,  talked  comparatively  little ;  bat  I 
heard  him  talk  with  relish.  It  was  his  nature 
to  be  commanicative ;  he  liked  to  open  to  « 
mind  unacquainted  with  the  workl,  glimpses  <h 
its  scenes  and  ways  (I  do  not  mean  its  eorropt 
scenes  and  wicked  ways,  hot  such  as  derived 
their  interest  from  the  great  scale  on  whioli 
they  were  acted,  the  strange  novelty  by  whio^ 
they  wer«  charaoterixed) ;  and  I  bad  a  ke« 
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delight  in  receiving  ;he  new  ideas  he  offered, 
in  ima^ifiing  the  new  .'^y;tores  be  portrayed,  and 
foUuwing  biin  in  thought  through  the  new  re- 
gioas  he  diBcloeed ;  never  startled  or  troabled 
bj  one  nozioQS  allusion.  « 

The  ease  of  hts  manner  freed  me  from  pain- 
ful restraint ;  the  (riendly  franltness,  as  correct 
SB  cordial,  with  which  he  treated  me,  drew  me 
tu  him.  I  felt  at  times,  as  if  be  were  my  rela- 
tion, rather  than  my  master,  yet  he  was  impe- 
rioQs  sometimes  still,  bat  I  did  not  mind  that,  I 
saw  it  was  his  way.  So  happy,  so  gratified  did 
\  become  with  this  new  interest  added  to  life, 
that  I  ceased  to  pine  after  kindred :  my  thin 
creaeent-destiny  seemed  to  enlarge,  the  blanks 
uf  existence  were  filled  np,  my  bodily  health 
improved ;  I  gathered  ftesh  and  strength. 

And  was  Mr.  Rochester  now  agly  in  my 
•7es1  No,  reader:  gratitude,  and  many  asso- 
ciations, all  pleasurable  and  genial,  made  hia 
fooe  the  object  I  best  Kked  to  see ;  bis  pres- 
ence in  a  room  was  more  cheering  than  the 
bngfhtest  ire.  Yet  I  had  not  forgotten  his 
.  buiu,  indeed,  I  could  not,  for  he  brou^t  them 
freqaently  before  me.  He  was  proud,  smtiooic, 
harsh  to  inferiority  of  every  description ;  in 
my  secret  soal  1  knew  that  his  great  kindness 
to  me  was  balanced  by  anjust  severity  to  oth- 
ers. He  was  moody,  too,  unaccountably  so ;« 
I  more  than  once,  when  sent  for  to  read  to 
liim,  found  him  sitting  in  his  library  alone,  with 
hia  bead  bent  on  his  folded  arms ;  and,  when 
he  kraked  np,  a  morose,  almost  a  malignant, 
acowl  blackened  his  features.  But  I  believe 
that  his  moodiness,  his  harshness,  and  bis  for- 
mer faults  of  morality  (I  say  former^  for  now 
he  seemed  corrected  of  them)  had  their  source 
bk  some  cruel  cross  of  fate.  I  believed  be 
Was  naturally  a  man  of  better  tendencies,  high- 
er principles,  and  purer  tastes  than  such  as 
circumstances  had  developed,  education  in- 
stilled, or  destiny  encouraged.  I  thought  there 
Were  excellent  materials  in  him,  though  for  the 
present  they  hung  together  somewhat  spoiled 
and  tangled.  I  can  not  deny  that  I  grieved  for 
hi»  grief,  whatever  that  was,  and  would  have 
given  much  to  assuage  it. 

Though  I  had  now  extinguished  my  candle 
anH  was  laid  down  in  bed,  I  could  not  sleep, 
for  thinking  of  his  look  when  he  paused  in  the 
avenae,  and  told  how  tis  destiny  had  risen  up 
before  hitp  and  dared  him  to  be  happy  at  Thorn- 
fieU. 

"Why  not  1"  I  asked  myself:  "what  alien- 
ates him  from  the  house  1  Will  he  leave  it 
•gain  SDonI  Mrs.  Fairfax  said  he  seldom 
stayed  hero  longer  than  a  fortnight  at  a  time, 
and  he  has  now  been  resident  eight  weeks.  If 
he  does  go  the  change  will  be  doleflil.  Suppose 
he  should  be  absent,  spring,  summer,  and  au- 
tamn,  how  joyless  sunshine  and  fine  davs  will 
seem ,"» 

I  hardly  know  whether  I  had  sle^t  or  not  af- 
ter this  muring ;  at  any  rate  I  started  wide 
awake  on  Hearing  a  vague  murmur,  peculiar 
and  lugubriaiis,  which  sounded,  I  thought,  just 
^^e  me.  I  I  wished  I  had  kept  my  candle 
Darning :  thfs  night  was  dreanly  dark,  my  spirits 
Were  depreilsed.  I  rose  and  sat  up  in  bed,  lis- 
leatng.  Ttke  sound  was  hushed. 
.  I  tried  ag^xD  to  sleep,  but  my  heart  beat  anx- 
^'^ff  my  ijAward  tranqaiUity  was  broken.  The 


clock,  far  down  in  the  hall,  struck  twe.  Just 
then  it  seeuif  d  my  chainber-door  was  touched, 
as  if  lingers  had  swept  the  panels  in  groping  a 
way  along  the  dark  gallery  outside.  I  said, 
"Who  is  there r*  Nothing  answered.  I  was 
chilled  with  fear. 

All  at  once  I  remembered  that  it  might  be 
Pilot ;  who,  when  the  kitchen-door  chanced  to 
be  left  open,  not  unfrequently  found  his  way 
up  to  the  threshold  of  Mr.  Rochester's  cham- 
ber ;  I  had  seen  hilh  l3ring  there  myself  in  the 
mornings.  The  idea  cahned  me  somewhat ;  I 
laid  down.  Silence  composes  the  nerves,  and 
as  an  unbroken  hush  now  reigned  again  through 
the  whole  house,  I  began  to  feel  the  return  of 
slumber.  But  it  was  not  fated  that  I  shouM 
sleep  that  night.  A  dream  had  scarcely  ap- 
proached my  ear,  when  it  fled  affrighted,  scared 
by  a  marrow-freezing  incident  enough. 

This  was  a  dembniac  laugh ;  low,  suppressed, 
and  deep,  muttered,  as  it  seemed,  at  the  very 
keyhole  of  my  chamber-door.  The  head  of 
my  bed  was  near  the  door,  and  I  thought  at 
first  the  goblin- laugher  stood  at  my  bedside, 
or,  rather,  crouched  by  my  pillow ;  but  I  rose, 
looked  roond,  and  could  see  nothing ;  while,  aa 
I  still  gazed,  the  unnatural  sound  was  reitera- 
ted, and  I  knew  it  came  firom  behind  the  pan- 
els. My  first  impulse  was  to  rise  and  fasten 
the  bolt ;  my  next,  again  to  ery  out,  '*  Who  la 
there  1" 

Something  gnrgted  and  moaned.  Ere  long, 
steps  retreated  up  the  gaUery  toward  the  thira 
story  stair-case ;  a  door  had  lately  been  made  to 
shut  in  that  stair-case ;  I  heard  it  open  and 
close,  and  all  was  still. 

'*Waf  that  Grace  Poole?  and  is  she  pos- 
sessed with  a  devill"  thought  I.  Impossible 
now  to  remain  longer  by  myself,  I  must  go  to 
Mrs.  Fairfax.  I' hurried  on  my  frock  and  a 
shawl;  I  withdrew  the  bolt  and  opened  the 
door  with  a  trembling  hand.  There  was  a  can- 
dle burning  just  outside,  led  on  the  noiatting  io 
the  gallery.  I  was  surprised  at  this  circum- 
stance, but  still  more  was  I  amazed  to  perceive 
the  air  quite  dim,  as  if  filled  with  smoke ;  and, 
while  looking  to  the  right  band  and  left,  to  find 
whence  these  blue  wreaths  issued,  I  became 
further  aware  of  a  strong  smell  of  burning. 

Something  creaked ;  it  was  a  door  ajar :  and 
that  door  was  Mr.  Roeheater's,  and  the  smoke 
rushed  in  a  cloud  from  thence.  I  thought  no 
more  of  Mra.  Fairfax ;  1  thought  no  more  of 
Grace  Poole  or  the  laugh  -,  in  an  instant  I  was 
within  the  chamber.  Tongues  of  flame  darted 
round  the  bed ;  the  curtains  were  on  fire.  la 
the  midst  of  blaze  and  vapor,  Mr.  Rochester  lay 
stretched  motionless,  in  deep  sleep. 

"  Wake  !  wake  !*'  I  cried-— I  shook  him,  but 
he  only  murmured  and  turned  ;  the  smoke  had' 
stupefied  him.  Not  a  moment  could  be  lost ; 
the  very  sheeu  were  kindling. .  I  rushed  to  his 
basin  and  ewer;  fortunately,  one  was  wide 
and  the  other  deep,  and  both  were  filled  with 
water.  I  heaved  them  op,  deluged  4he  bed  and 
its  occupant,  flew  back  to  my  own  room,  brought 
my  own  waterjog,  baptised  the  couch  afresh, 
and  by  God's  aid,  succeeded  in  extinguishing 
the  flames  wbioh  wcte  devouring  it. 

The  hiss  of  the  quenched  element,  the  break- 
age of  a  pitcher  which  I  flung  from  my  hand 
when  I  had  emptied  it,  and  above  ail,  the  splash 
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o''  the  shower-bath  I  had  liberally  bestowed, 
roused  Mr.  Rochester  at  last.  Though  it  was 
now  dark,  1  knew  he  was  awake ;  because  I 
beard  him  fulminating  strange  anathemas  at 
finding  himself  lying  in  a  pool  of  water. 

*'  Is  there  a  flood  V"  he  cried. 

**  No,  sir,'*  I  answered ;  "  but  there  has  been 
a  fire ;  get  up,  do,  you  are  quenched  now ;  I 
will  feteh  you  a  candle  ** 

*'  In  the  name  of  all  the  elves  in  Christendom, 
is  that  Jane  EyreV  he  demanded.  "What 
have  you  done  with  me,  witch,  sorceress! 
Who  is  in  the  room  besides  you  1  Have  you 
plotted  to  drown  me  1" 

"  I  will  fetch  you  a  eatidle,  sir ;  and  in  Heav- 
en*s  name,  get  up.  Somebody  has  plotted  some- 
thing ;  you  can  not  too  soon  find  out  who  and 
what  it  is.** 

"There— I  am  up  now;  but  at  your  peril 
you  fetch  a  candle  yet ;  wait  two  minutes  till  I 
get  into  some  dry  garments,  if  any  dry  there  be 
•—yes,  here  is  my  dressing^own,  now  run  !** 

I  did  run ;  I  brought  the  candle  which  still 
remained  in  the  gallery.  He  took  it  from  my 
hand,  held  it  up,  and  surveyed  the  bed,  all 
blackened  and  scorched,  the  sheets  drenched, 
the  carpet  round  swimming  in  water. 

"  What  is  it !  and  who  did  it  V  he  asked. 

I  briefly  related  to  him  what  had  transpired ; 
the  strange  laugh  I  bad  heard  in  the  gallery ; 
the  step  ascending  to  the  third  story ;  the 
smoke — the  smell  of  fire  which  had  conducted 
me  to  his  room ;  in  what  state  I  bad  found 
matters  there,  and  how  I  had  deluged  him  with 
all  the  water  I  could  lay  hands  on. 

He  listened  very  gravely ;  bis  face,  as  I  went 
on,  expressed  more  concern  than  astonishment ; 
he  did  not  immediately  speak  when  I  bad  con- 
cluded. 

"  Shall  I  call  Mrs.  Fairfax  1'*  I  asked. 

"  Mrs.  Fairfax  1  No— what  the  deuce  would 
you  call  her  for  1  What  can  she  dol  Let  her 
Bleep  unmolested." 

"  Then  I  will  fetch  Leah,  and  wake  John  and 
bis  wife.'* 

**  Not  at  all ;  just  be  still.  You  have  a  shawl 
on  ;  if  you  are  not  warm  enough,  you  may  take 
my  eloak  yonder ;  wrap  it  about  you,  and  sit 
down  in  the  arm-chair ;  there— I  will  put  it  on. 
Now  place  your  feet  on  the  stool,  to  keep  them 
out  of  the  wet.  I  am  going  to  leave  you  a  few 
minutes.  I  shall  take  the  candle.  Remain 
where  you  are  till  I  return ;  be  as  still  as  a 
mouse.  I  must  pay  a  visit  to  this  second  story. 
DoQ*t  move,  remember,  or  call  any  one.'* 

He  went ;  I  watched  the  light  withdraw.  He 
passed  up  the  gallery  very  softly,  unclosed  the 
Biair-case  dour  with  as  little  noise  as  possible, 
shut  it  after  him,  and  the  la^t  ray  vanished.  I 
was  left  in  total  darkness.  I  listened  for  some 
noise,  but  beard  nothing.  A  very  long  time 
elapsed.  I  grew  weary ;  it  was  cold,  in  spite 
of  the  cloak  ;  and  then  I  did  not  see  the  use  of 
staying,  as  I  was  not  to  rouse  the  bouse.  I 
was  on  the  point  of  risking  Mr.  Roche8ter*8 
displeasure,  by  disobeying  his  orders,  when  the 
tight  once  more  gleamed  dimly  on  the  gallery- 
wall,  and  I  heard  bis  unshod  feet  tread  the 
matting.  "  I  hope  it  is  he,"  thought  I,  "and 
not  something  worse.** 

He  re-entered  pale  and  very  gloomy.     "I 

re  found  it  all  out,'*  said  he,  setting  his 


candle  down  on  the  wash-stand ;  "  it  is  as  ( 
thought.'* 

"How,  sirl" 

He  made  no  reply,  but  stood  with  his  arms 
folded,  looking  on  the  ground.  At  the  end  of  a 
fow  minutes  he  inquired,  in  rather  a  pecaliar 
tone — 

"  I  forget  whether  you  said  you  saw  any 
thing  when  you  opened  your  chamber-door." 

"No,  sir,  only  the  candlestick  on  the  ground.* 

"  But  you  heard  an  odd  laugh  1  You  haw 
heard  that  laugh  before  I  should  think,  or  some- 
thing like  it  1" 

"Yes,  sir;  there  is  a  woman  who  sews  here, 
called  Grace  Poole — she  laughs  in  that  way. 
She  is  a  singular  person." 

"Just  so.  Grace  Poole ;  you  have  guessed 
it.  She  is,  as  you  say,  singular — ^very.  Well, 
I  shall  reflect  on  the  subject.  Meantime,  I  am 
glad  that  you  are  the  only  person,  besides  my- 
self, acquainted  with  the  precise  details  ot  to- 
night's incident.  You  are  no  talking  fool ;  say 
nothing  about  it.  I  will  account  for  this  state 
of  aflairs  (pointing  to  the  bed) :  and  now  return 
to  youAwn  room.  I  shall  do  very  well  on  the 
sofa  in  the  library  for  the  rest  of  the  night  li 
is  near  four ;  in  two  hours  the  servants  w31  be 
up." 

"  Good-night  then,  sir,"  said  I,  departing. 

He  seemed  surprised — very  inconsiatently  so, 
as  he  had  just  told  me  to  go. 

"  What  !*^  he  exclaimed,  "  are  yoa  quitting 
me  already  ;  and  in  that  way  V* 

"  You  said  I  might  go,  sir." 

"  But  not  without  taking  leave  ;  not  without 
a  word  or  two  ef  acknowledgment  and  good 
will ;  not,  in  short,  in  that  brief,  dry  fashion. 
Why,  you  have  saved  my  life!  snatched  m 
from  a  horrible  and  excruciating  death !  and 
you  walk  past  me  as  if  we  were  mutn^  atraa 
gers  1    At  least  shake  hands." 

He  held  out  his  hand ;  I  gave  him  mine :  he 
took  it  first  in  one,  then  in  bothliis  own. 

"  Yo\x  have  saved  my  life ;  I  have  a  pleaaoie 
in  owing  you  so  immense  a  debt.  I  can  not 
say  more.  Nothing  else  that  has  being  would 
have  been  tolerable  to  me  in  the  character  of 
creditor  for  such  an  obligation ;  but  yon,  it  is 
different — I  feel  your  benefits  no  burden,  Jan6." 

He  paused ;  gazed  at  me :  words  almost  visi- 
ble trembled  on  his  lips— but  his  Toice  was 
checked. 

"  Good-night  again,  sir.  There  is  no  debt, 
benefit,  burden,  obligation  in  the  case.** 

"  I  knew,"  he  continned,  "  you  would  do  me 
good  in  some  way,  at  some  time ;  I  saw  it  in 
your  eyes  when  I  first  beheld  you ;  their  ex- 
pression and  smile  did  not— (again  he  stopped) 
—did  not  (be  proceeded,  hastily)  strike  delight 
to  my  very  inmost  heart  so  for  nothing.  Peo- 
ple talk  of  natural  sympathies ;  X  ^ap^eaid 
of  good  genii ;  there  are  grains  (f  ()f  tnihhk  the 
wildest  fable.  My  cherished  pre  ' 
night  !'* 

Strange  energy  was  in  his  vol 
fire  in  his  look. 

"  I  am  glad  I  happened  to  he  a^ 
and  then  I  was  going. 

"  What,  you  toill  go  1" 

"  I  am  cold,  sir.*' 

"  Gold  1    Yes— and  standing  in 
then,  Jaoe;  gol"    But  he  ctUl 
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hand,  and  I  could  not  free  it.  I  bethought  my- 
self of  an  expedient 

•M  think  I  hear  Mrs.  Fairfax  moTe,  air," 
said  I. 

**  Wen,  leave  me  :**  he  relaxed  his  fingers, 
and  I  waft  gone. 

I  regained  my  conch,  but  never  thought  of 
sleep.  Till  morning  dawned  I  was  toaaed  on 
a  buoyant  but  unquiet  aea,  where  billows  of 
trooble  rolled  under  surges  of  joy.  I  thought 
sometimes  I  aaw  beyond  its  wild  waters  a 
shore,  sweet  as  the  hills  of  Beulah  ;  and  now 
and  th^  a  freshening  gale,  wakened  by  hope, 
bore  my  spirit  triumphantly  toward  the  bourne ; 
but  I  could  not  reach  it,  even  in  fancy — a  coun- 
teracting breeze  blew  off  land,  and  continually 
drove  me  back.  Senae  would  resist  delirium  ; 
judgment  would  warn  passion.  Too  feverish 
to  rest,  I  rose  as  soon  as  day  dawned. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

1  BOTH  wished  and  feared  to  see  Mr.  Rocbes- 
*  ter  on  the  day  which  followed  this  sleepless 
night :  I  wanted  to  hear  his  voice  again,  yet 
feared  to  meet  his  eye.  During  the  early  part 
of  the  morning,  I  momentarily  expected  his 
eoming.  He  waa  not  in  the  frequent  habit  of 
entering  the  school-room ;  but  he  did  step  in  for 
a  few  minutes  sometimes,  and  I  had  the  imprea- 
sioa  that  he  was  sur^  to  visit  it  that  day. 

Bat  the  morning  passed  just  as  usual ;  noth- 
ing happened  to  interrupt  the  quiet  course  of 
*8  studies ;  only,  soon  aller  breakfast,  I 
some  bustle  in  the  neighborhood  of  Mr. 
hester's  chamber,  Mrs.  Fairfax's  voice,  and 
Leah's,  and  the  cook's — ^that  is,  John's  wife — and 
even  John's  own  gruff  tones.  There  were  ex- 
clamations of  "  What  a  mercy  master  was  not 
burned  in  his  bed  !"  "  It  is  always  dangerous 
to  keep  a  candle  lit  at  night."  **  How  provi- 
dential that  he  had  presence  of  mind  to  think 
of  the  water-jug !"  "I  wonder  he  waked  no- 
body !'*  "  It  is  to  be  hoped  he  will  not  take 
cold  with  sleeping  on  the  library  sofa,"  &c. 

To  nmch  confabulation  aucceeded  a  sound  of 
seruhbing  and  setting  to  rights ;  snd  when  I 
passed  the  room,  in  going  oown  stairs  to  din- 
ner, I  saw  through  the  open  door  that  all  was 
again  restored  to  complete  order,  only  the  bed 
was  stripped  of*its  hangings.  Leah  stood  up 
in  the  window-seat,  rubbing  the  panea  of  glass 
dimmed  with  smoke.  I  was  about  to  address 
her,  for  I  wishecf  to  know  what  account  had 
been  given  of  the  affair ;  but,  on  advancing,  I 
saw  a  second  person  in  the  chamber — a  woman 
sitting  on  a  chair  by  the-  bedaide,  and  aewing 
rings  to  new  curtains.  That  woman  was  no 
other  than  Grace  Poole. 

There  she  sat,  ataid  and  taciturn-looking,  as 
usual,  in  her  brown  stuff  gown,  her  check  apron, 
whfte  handkerchief,  and  cap.  She  was  intent 
on  her  work,  in  which  her  whole  thoughts 
seemed  absorbed  ;  on  her  hard  forehead,  and  in 
her  commonplace  features,  waa  nothing  either 
of  the  paleness  or  desperation  one  would  have 
expected  to  see  marking  the  countenance  of  a 
woaian  who  had  attempted  murder,  and  whose 
L  intended  victim  had  followed  her  last  night  to 
^  her  lair,  and,  as  1 1>elieved,  charged  her  with  the 
arime  she  wished  to  perpetrate.    I  was  amazed 


—confounded.  She  looked  up  while  I  still  gazed 
at  her ;  no  start,  no  increase  or  failure  of  color 
betrayed  emotion,  consciousness  of  guilt,  or  feai 
of  detection.  She  said, "  Good  morning,  miss," 
in  her  usual  phlegmatic  and  brief  manner ;  and, 
taking  up  another  ring  and  more  tape,  went  on 
with  her  sewing. 

"  I  will  put  her  to  some  test,"  thought  I ; 
"  such  absolute  impenetrability  is  past  compre- 
hension." 

"  Good  morning,  Grace,"  I  said.  "  Has  any 
thing  happened  herel  I  thought  I  heard  tho 
servants  all  talking  together  a  while  ago." 

"  Only  master  bad  been  reading  in  his  bed 
last  night ;  he  fell  asleep  with  his  candle  lit, 
and  the  curtains  got  on  fire  ;  but,  fortunately, 
be  awoke  before  the  bed-clothes  or  the  wood- 
work caught,  and  contrived  to  quench  the  flame 
with  the  water  in  the  ewer." 

"A  strange  affair !"  I  said,  in  a  low  voice ; 
then,  looking  at  her  fixedly— <'J)id  Mr.  Roch- 
ester wake  nobody  1  Did  no  one  hear  him 
move  V* 

She  again  riaised  her  eyes  to  me,  and  this 
time  there  was  something  of  consciousness  in 
their  expression.  She  seemed  to  examine  me 
warily ;  then  she  answered — 

**  The  servants  sleep  so  far  ofif,  you  know 
miss,  they  would  not  be  likely  to  hear.  Mrs. 
Fairfax's  room  and  yours  are  the  nearest  to 
master's ;  but  Mrs.  Fairfax  said  she  heard  noth- 
ing. When  people  get  elderly,  they  oAen  sleep 
heavy."  She  pauaed,  and  then  added,  with  a 
sort  of  assumed  IndiflTerence,  but  still  irf  a  mark- 
ed and  significant  tone,  "But  you  are  young, 
miss,  and  I  should  say  a  light  sleeper ;  perhaps 
you  may  have  heard  a  noise  I" 

"  I  did,"  said  I,  dropping  my  voice,  so  tha 
Leah,  who  was  still  polishing  the  panes,  could 
not  hear  me ;  '*  and  at  first  I  thought  it  was 
Pilot ;  but  Pilot  can  not  laugh  ;  and  I  am  cer- 
tain I  heard  a  laugh,  and  a  strange  one." 

She  took  a  new  needleful  of  thread,  waxed  it 
carefully,  thresRled  her  needle  with  a  steady  hand, 
and  then  observed,  with  perfect  composure — 

"  It  is  hardly  likely  master  would  laugh,  I 
should  think,  miss,  when  he  was  in  such  dan- 
ger ;  you  must  have  been  dreaming." 

"  1  was  not  dreaming,"  I  said,  with  somo 
warmth,  for  her  brazen  coolness  provoked  me. 
Again  she  looked  at  me,  and  with  the  aamo 
acrutinizing  and  conscious  eye. 

"Have  you  told  master  that  you  heard  a 
laugh  1"  she  inquired. 

"  I  have  not  had  the  opportunity  of  speaking 
to  him  this  morning." 

"  You  did  not  think  of  opening  your  door 
and  looking  out  into  the  gallery  1"  she  further 
asked. 

She  appeared  to  be  cross-questioning  me-^ 
attempting  to  draw  from  me  information  una- 
wares ;  the  idea  struck  me  that  if  she  discover- 
ed I  knew  or  suspected  her  guilt,  she  would  be 
playing  oflT  some  of  her  malignant  pranks  on 
me ;  I  thought  it  advisable  to  be  on  my  guard. 

"On  the  contrary,"  said  I,  "I  bolted  my 
door." 

"  Then  you  are  not  in  the  habit  of  bolting 
your  door  every  night  before  you  get  into  bed  1" 

Fiend !  she  wanta  to  know  my  habits,  that 
she  may  lay  her  plans  accordingly  !    Indigna 
tion  again  prevailed  over  prudence.    I  replied 
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sharply,  "  Hitherto  I  hare  often  omitted  to  fas- 
ten the  bolt— I  did  not  think  it  necessary.  I 
was  not  aware  any  danger  or  annoyance  was  tp 
be  dreaded  at  Thornfield  Hall ;  but  in  future 
(and  I  laid  marked  stress  on  the  words)  I  shall 
ake  good  care  to  make  all  secure  before  I  ven- 
ture to  lie  down." 

"  It  will  be  wise  so  fo  do,"  was  her  answer. 
**  This  neighborhood  is  as  quiet  as  any  I  know, 
and  I  never  heard  of  the  Hall  being  attempted 
by  robbers  since  it  was  a  house  ;  though  there 
are  hundreds  of  pounds'  worth  of  plate  in  the 
plate*clo8et,  as  is  well  known.  And,  you  see, 
for  such  a  large  house  there  are  very  few  ser- 
vants, because  master  has  never  lived  here 
much  ;  dnd  when  he  does  come,  being  a  bache- 
lor, he  needs  little  waiting  on ;  but  I  always 
think  it  best  to  err  on  the  safe  side ;  a  door  is 
soon  fastened,  and  it  is  as  well  to  have  a  drawn 
bolt  between  one  and  any  mischief  that  may  be 
about.  A  deal  of  people,  miss,  are  for  trusting 
all  to  Providence ;  but  I  say  Providence  will 
not  dispense  with  the  means,  though  he  often 
blesses  them  when  they  are  used  discreetly." 
And  here  she  closed  her  harangue — a  long  one 
for  her,  and  uttered  with  the  demureness  of  a 
Quakeress. 

I  still  stood  absolutely  dumbfoundered  at  what 
appeared  to  me  her  miraculous  self-possession 
and  most  inscrutable  hypocrisy,  when  the  cook 
entered. 

"Mrs.  Poole,"  said  she,  addressing  Grace, 
"  the  seryants'  dinner  will  soon  be  ready ;  will 
you  come  down  1" 

"  No ;  just  put  my  pint  of  porter  and  a  bit  of 
pudding  on  a  tray,  and  Til  carry  it  up  stairs." 

"  You'll  have  some  meat  t" 

"  Just  a  morsel,  and  a  taste  of  cheese— that's 
all." 

"And  the- sago T" 

**  Never  mind  it,  at  present ;  I  shall  bo  com- 
ing down  before  tea-time ;  Til  make  it  myself" 

The  cook  here  turned  to  me,  saving  that  Mrs. 
Fairfax  was  waiting  for  me  ;  so  I  departed. 

I  hardly  heard  Mrs.  Fairfax's  account  of  the 
curtain  conflagration  during  dinner,  so  much 
was  I  occupied  in  puzzling  my  brains  over  the 
enigmatical  character  of  Grace  Poole,  and  still 
more  in  pondering  the  problem  of  her  position 
at  Thornfield  ;  in  questioning  why  she  had  not 
been  given  into  custody  that  morning,  or  at  the 
very  least  dismissed  from  her  master's  service. 
He  had  almost  as  much  as  declared  his  convic- 
tion of  her  criminality  last  night ;  what  myste- 
rious cause  withheld  him  from  accusing  hcrl 
Why  had  he  enjoined  me  to  secresy  1  It  was 
strange — a  bold,  vindictive,  and  haughty  gen- 
tleman seemed  somehow  in  the  power  of  one 
of  the  meanest  of  his  dependents ;  so  much  in 
Aer  power  that  even  when  she  lifted  her  hand 
against  his  life  he  dared  not  openly  charge  her 
with  the  attempt,  much  less  punish  her  for  it. 

Had  Grace  been  young  and  handsome,  I 
should  have  been  tempted  to  think  that  tender- 
jr  feelings  than  prudence  or  fear  influenced  Mr. 
Jlochesier  in  her  behalf;  but,  hard- favored  and 
matronly  as  she  was,  the  idea  could  not  be  ad- 
mitted. "Yet,"  I  reflected,  "she  has  been 
young  once — her  youth  would  be  cotemporary 
with  her  master's ;  Mrs.  Fairfax  told  me,  once, 
•Ke  had  lived  here  many  years.    I  don't  think 

» can  ever  have  been  pretty ;  but,  for  aught  I 


know,  she  may  possess  originality  and  strenfrth 
of  character  to  compensate  for  the  want  uf  per- 
sonal advantages.  Mr.  Rochester  is  an  anra- 
teur  of  the  decided  and  eccentric;  Grace  is 
eccentric  at  least.  Wltot  if  a  former  caprice  (a 
freak  very  possible  to  a  nature  so  sudden  and 
headstrong  as  his)  has  delivered  him  into  her 
power,  and  she  now  exercises  over  his  actiona 
a  secret  influence,  the  result  of  his  own  indis- 
cretion, which  he  can  not  shake  oflT,  and  dare 
not  disregard  1"  But,  having  reached  this  point 
of  conjecture,  Mrs.  Poole's  square,  flat  fif  urp, 
and  uncomely,  dry,  even  coarse  face,  recurred 
so  distinctly  to  my  mind's  eye,  that  I  ihoaght, 
"  No ;  impossible !  my  supposition  can  not  be 
correct.  Yet,"  suggesteid  the  secret  voice 
which  talks  to  us  in  our  own  hearts,  **y<m  are 
not  beautiful,  either,  and  perhaps  Mr.  Rochester 
approves  yon ;  at  any  rate,  you  have  often  felt 
as  if  he  did ;  and  last  night — remember  his 
words;  remember  his  look;  remember  bis 
voice !"  f 

I  well  remembered  all;  language,  glance, 
and  tone  seemed  at  the  moment  vividly  renew- 
ed. I  was  now  in  the  school-room ;  Ad^e 
was  drawing ;  I  bent  over  her  and  directed  hex 
pencil.    She  looked  up  with  a  sort  of  start. 

" Qu'avez-vous,  mademoiselle  1"  said  she; 
"  Yos  doigts  tremblent  comme  la  feuille,  et  vos 
joues  sont  rouges,  mais  rouges  oomme  dee  ce- 
rises!" 

"I  am  hot,  Ad^le,  with  stooping!"  She 
went  on  sketching,  I  went  on  thinking. 

I  hastened  to  drive  from  my  mind  the  batefid 
notion  I  bad  been  conceiving  respecting  Grace 
Poole— it  disgusted  me.  I  compared  myself 
with  her,  ana  found  we  were  different.  Bes- 
sie Leaven  had  said  I  was  quite  a  lady,  and 
she  spoke  truth — I  was  a  lady.  And  now  I 
looked  much  better  than  I  did  when  Bessie  saw 
me — I  had  more  color  and  more  flesh ;  more 
Ufe,  more  vivaeity;  because  I  had  brighter 
hopes  and  keener  enjoyments. 

"Evening  approaches,"  said  I,  as  I  looked 
toward  the  window.  "  I  have  pever  heard  Mr. 
Rochester's  voice  or  step  in  the  house  to-day ; 
but  surely  I  shall  see  him  before  night :  I  fear- 
ed the  meeting  in  tbe  morning,  now  I  desire  it, 
because  expectation  has  been  so  long  baflled 
that  it  is  grown  impatient." 

When  dusk  actually  closed,  and  when  Addle 
left. me  to  go  and  play  in  the  nursery  with  So- 
phie, I  did  most  keenly  desire  it  I  listened  for 
tbe  bell  to  ring  below ;  I  listened  for  Leah  com- 
ing up  with  a  message ;  I  fancied  sometimes  I 
heard  Mr.  Rochester's  own  tread,  and  I  turned 
to  tbe  door,  expecting  it  to  open  and  admit  bim. 
The  door  remained  shut ;  darkness  only  came 
in  through  the  window.  Still  it  was  not  late ; 
he  often  sent  for  me  at  seven  and  eight  o'clock, 
and  it  was  yet  but  six.  Surely  I  should  not  be 
wholly  disappointed  to-night,  when  I  had  so 
many  things  to  say  to  him !  I  wanted  again 
to  introduce  the  subject  of  Grace  Poole,  and  to 
hear  what  he  would  answer ;  I  wanted  to  ask 
him  plainly  if  he  really  believed  it  was  she  who 
had  made  last  night's  hideous  attempt ;  and,  if 
so,  why  he  kept  her  wickedness  a  secret.  1% 
little  mattered  whether  my  curiosity  irritated 
him ;  I  knew  the  pleasure  of  vexing  and  sootb^ 
ing  him  by  turns ;  it  was  one  I  chiefly  delighr 
in,  and  a  sure  instinct  always  prevented 
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from  going  too  far ;  beyond  the  verge  of  provo- 
cation I  never  ventured — on  the  extreme  brink 
I  Uked  well  to  try  my  skiU.  Retaining  every 
minute  form  of  respect,  every  propriety  of  my 
station*  I  could  still  meet  him  in  argument 
without  fear  or  uneasy  restraint:  this  suited 
both  him  and  me. 

A  tread  creaked  on  the  stairs  at  last ;  Leah 
made  her  appearance,  but  it  was  only  to  inti- 
mate that  tea  was  ready  in  Mrs^  Fairfax's  room. 
Thither  I  repaired,  glad  at  least  to  go  down 
stairs,  for  that  brought  me,  I  imagihed,  nearer 
to  Mr.  Rochester's  present). 

**  You  must  want  your  tea,'*  said  the  good 
lady,  as  I  joined  her,  **  you  ate  so  little  at  din- 
ner. I  am  afraid,*'  she  continued,  "you  are 
not  well  to-day ;  you  look  flushed  and  feverish.'* 

"  Oh,  quite  well !    I  never  felt  better." 

"  Then  you  must  prove  it  by  evincing  a  good 
appetite  ;  will  you  fill  the  tea-pot  while  I  knit 
off  this  needle  1"  Having  completed  her  task, 
she  rose  to  draw  down  ihe  blind,  which  she 
had  hitherto  kept  up,  by  way,  I  suppose,  of 
making  the  most  of  daylight,  though  dusk  was 
Duw  fast  deepening  into  total  obscurity. 

"  It  is  fair  to-night,"  said  she,  as  she  looked 
through  the  panes,  "  though  not  starlight.  Mr. 
Rochester  has,  on  the  whole,  had  a  favorable 
day  for  his  jdurney." 

*'  Journey !  Is  Mr.  Rochester  gone  any  where  1 
I  did  not  know  he  was  out." 

''  Oh,  he  set  off  the  moment  he  had  break- 
fasted. He  is  gone  to  the  Leas,  Mr.  Eshton*s 
place,  ten  miles  on  the  other  side  Millcote.  I 
believe  there  is  quite  a  party  assembled  there ; 
Lord  Ingram,  Sir  George  Lynn,  Colonel  Dent, 
and  others." 

"  Do  you  expect  him  back  to-night  T" 

'*  No,  nor  to-morrow  either ;  I  should  think 
be  is  very  likely  to  stay  a  week  or  more ;  when 
these  fine,  fashionable  people  gel  together,  they 
are  so  surrounded  by  elegance  and  gayety,  so 
well  provided  with  all  that  can  please  and  en- 
tertain, they  are  in  no  hurry  to  separate.  Gen- 
tlemen, especially,  are  often  in  request  on  such 
evasions,  and  Mr.  Rochester  is  so  talented 
and  so  lively  in  society,  that  I  belicYe  he  is  a 
general  favorite ;  the  ladies  are  very  fond  of 
him,  though  you  would  not  think  his  appearance 
calculated  to  recommend  him  particularly  in 
their  eyes ;  but  I  suppose  his  acquirements  and 
abilities,  perhaps  his  wealth  and  good  blood, 
make  amends  for  any  little  fault  of  look." 

"Are  there  ladies  at  the  Leasl" 

''Tliere  are  Mrs.  Eshton  and  her  three 
daaghters — very  elegant  young  ladies  indeed ; 
and  there  are  the  honorable  Blanche  and  Mary 
Ingram ;  most  beautiful  women,  I  suppose.  In- 
deed, I  have  seen  Blanche,  six  or  seven  years 
since,  when  she  was  a  girl  of  eighteen.  She 
came  here  to  a  Christmas  ball  and  party  Mr. 
Rochester  gave.  You  should  have  seen  the 
dining-room  that  day — how  richly  it  was  deco- 
rated, how  brilliantly  lighted  up !  I  should  think 
there  were  fifty  ladies  and  gentlemen  present- 
all  of  the  first  county- families  ;  and  Miss  In- 
gram ^as  considered  the  belle  of  the  evening." 

"  Y(^  saw  her,  you  say,  Mrs.  Fairfax :  what 
^aa  she  like  1" 

"Yes,  I  saw  her.  The  dining-room  doors 
Were  thrc^wn  open ;  and,  as  it  was  Christmas- 
^e,  the  Servants  were  allowed  to  assemble  in 


the  hall,  to  hear  some  of  the  ladies  sing  and 
play.  ^r.  Rochester  wooki  have  me  to  come 
in,  and  I  sat  down  in  a  quiet  corner  and  watohr 
ed  them.  I  never  saw  a  more  splendid  scene : 
the  ladies  were  magnificently  dressed ;  most  of 
them — at  least  most  of  the  younger  ones— look- 
ed handsome ;  but  Miss  Ingram  was  certainly 
the  queen." 

«*  And  what  was  she  like !" 

'*Tall,  fine  bust,  sloping  shoulders;  long, 
graceful  neck ;  olive  complexion,  dark  and  clear ; 
noble  features;  eyes  rather  like  Mr.  Roches- 
ter's— ^large  and  blacic,  and  as  brilliant  as  her 
jewels.  And  then  she  had  such  a  fine  head  of 
hair,  raven-black,  and  so  becomingly  arranged : 
a  crown  of  thick  plaits  behind,  and  in  front  the 
longest,  the  glossiest  curls  I  ever  saw.  She 
was  dressed  in  pure  white ;  an  amber-colored 
scarf  was  passed  over  her  shoulder  and  across 
her  breast,  tied  at  the  side,  and  descending  in 
long,  iVinged  ends  below  her  knee.  She  wore 
an  amber-colored  flower,  too,  in  her  hair ;  it 
contrasted  well  with  the  jetty  mass  of  her  curls." 

.**  She  was  great]y  admired,  of  course  t" 

'*  Yes,  indeed ;  and  not  only  for  her  beauty 
but  for  her  accomplishments.  She  was  one  of 
the  ladies  who  sang ;  a  gentleman  accompanied 
her  on  the  piano.  She  and  Mr.  Rochester  sung 
a  duet." 

"  Mr.  Rochester !  I  was  not  aware  be  could 
sing." 

*'  Oh !  he  has  a  fine  bass  voice,  and  an  ex- 
cellent taste  for  music." 

**  And  Miss  Ingram :  what  sort  of  a  voice  had 
shot" 

"  A  very  rich  and  powerful  one :  she  sang  de- 
lightfully ;  it  was  a  treat  to  listen  to  her ;  and 
she  played  afterward.  I  am  no  judge  of  music, 
but  Mr.  Rochester  is ;  and  I  heard  him  say  her 
execution  was  remarkably  good." 

**  And  this  beautiful  and  accomplished  lady  is 
not  yet  married  V 

"  It  appears  not.  I  fancy  neither  she  nor  her 
sister  have  very  large  fortunes.  Old  Lord  In- 
gram's estates  were  chiefly  entailed,  and  tho 
eldest  son  came  in  for  every  thing  almost." 

**  But  I  wonder  no  wealthy  nobleman  or  gen- 
tleman has  taken  a  fancy  to  her :  Mr.  Roches- 
ter, for  instance.    He  is  rich,  is  he  not  V* 

•»  Oh !  yes.  But,  you  see,  there  is  a  consid- 
erable difference  in  age  :  Mr.  Rochester  is  near 
forty ;  she  is  but  tweniy-ifive." 

"  What  of  that  1  More  unequal  matches  are 
made  every  day." 

*»True;  yet  I  should  scarcely  fancy  Mr. 
Rochester  would  entertain  an, idea  of  the  sort. 
But  you  eat  nothing :  you  have  scarcely  tasted 
since  you  began  tea." 

"*  No ;  I  am  too  thirsty  to  eat  Will  you  let 
zne  have  another  cup  t" 

I  was  about  again  to  revert  to  the  probability 
of  a  union  between  Mr.  Rochester  and  the  beau- 
tiful Blanche :  but  Addle  came  in,  and  the  con- 
versation was  turned  into  another  channel. 

When  once  more  alooe,  I  reviewed  the  In 
formation  I  had  got ;  iDoked  into  my  heart,  ex 
amined  its  thoughts  and  feelings,  and  endeavor 
ed  to  bring  back  with  a  strict  hand  such  as  had 
been  straying  through  imagination's  boundless 
and  trackless  waste,  into  the  safe  fold  of  com 
mon  sense. 

Arraiffned  at  my  ouw  bar.  Memory  havinc 
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given  her  eTidence  of  the  hopes,  wishes,  senti- 
ments I  had  been  cherishing  since  last  night — 
of  the  general  state  of  mind  in  which  I  had  in- 
dulged for  nearly  a  fortnight  past ;  Reason  havr 
iog  come  forward  and  told,  in  her  own  quiet 
way,  a  ^ain,  unvarnished  tale,  showing  how  I 
had  rejected  the  real  and  rabidly  devoured  the 
ideal ;  I  pronounced  judgment  to  this  effect : 

That  a  greater  fool  than  Jane  Eyre  had  never 
breathed  the  breath  of  life :  that  a  more  fantas- 
tic idiot  had  never  surfeited  herself  on  sweet 
lies,  and  swallowed  poisop  as  if  it  were  nectar. 

"  You,*'  I  said,  "  a  favorite  with  Mr.  Roches- 
ter 1  You  gifted  with  the  power  of  pleasing 
him  T  You  of  importance  to  him  in  any  way ! 
Go !  your  folly  sickens  me.  And  you  have  de- 
rived pleasure  from  occasional  tokens  of  pref- 
erence—equivocal tokens  shown  by  a  gentle- 
man of  family,  and  a  man  of  the  world,  to  a 
dependent  and  a  novice.  How  dared  yoal 
Poor  stupid  dupe !  Could  not  even  self-inter- 
est make  you  wiser!  You  repeated  to  your- 
self this  morning  the  brief  scene  of  last  night  1 
Cover  your  face  and  be  ashamed !  He  said 
something  in  praise  of  your  eyes,  did  he  t  Blind 
puppy !  Open  their  bleared  lids  and  look  on 
your  own  accursed  senselessness !  Jt  does 
good  to  no  woman  to  be  flattered  by  her  supe- 
rior, who  can  not  possibly  intend  to  marry  her ; 
and  it  is  madness  in  all  women  to  let  a  secret 
love  kin.dle  within  them,  which,  if  unreturned 
and  unknown,  must  devour  the  life  that  feeds  it ; 
and,  if  discovered  and  responded  to,  must  lead, 
ignis  fatuus'Mket  into  miry  wilds  whence  there 
IH  no  extrication. 

**  Listen,  then,  Jane  Eyre,  to  yonr  sentence  : 
to-murrow,  place  the  glass  before  you,  and  draw 
in  chalk  your  own.  picture,  faithfully ;  without 
softening  one  defect :  omit  no  harsh  line,  smooth 
away  no  displeasing  irregularfty ;  write  under 
tt,  *  Portrait  of  a  governess,  disconnected,  poor, 
and  plain.* 

"  AAerward,  take  a  piece  of  smooth  ivory — 
you  have  one  prepared  in  your  drawing-box: 
lake  your  pallet,  mix  your  freshest,  finest, 
dearest  tints ;  choose  your  most  delicate  cam- 
el-hair pencils  ;  delineate  carefully  the  loveliest 
face  you  can  imagine ;  paint  it  in  your  softest 
shades  and  sweetest  hues,  according  to  the  de- 
scription given  by  Mrs.  Fairfax  of  Blanche  In- 
gram :  remember  the  raven  ringlets,  the  orien- 
tal eye ;  what !  you  revert  to  Mr.  Rochester's 
as  a  model!  Order!  No,  snivel!  no  senii- 
ment!  no  regret!  I  will  endure  only  sense 
and  resolution.  Recall  the  august  yet  harmo- 
nious lineaments,  the  Grecian  neck  and  bust : 
let  the  round  and  dazzling  arm  be  visible,  and 
the  delicate  hand ;  omit  neither  diamond  ring 
nor  gold  bracelet ;  portray  faithfully  the  attire, 
aorial  lace  and  glistening  satin,  graceful  scarf 
and  golden  rose— call  it  *  Blanche,  an  accom- 
plished lady  of  rank.' 

**  Whenever,  in  future,  you  should  chance  to 
fancy  Mr.  Rothester  thinks  well  of  you,  take 
out  these  two  pictures  and  compare  them ;  say, 
*  Mr.  Rochester  might  probably  win  that  noble 
tady's  love,  if  he  chose  to  strive  for  it ;  is  it 
hkely  he  would  waste  a  serious  thought  on  this 
indigent  and  insignificant  plebeian  1 ' 

'*  ril  do  it,"  I  resolved :  and  having  framed 

lis  determination,  t  grew  calm,  and  fell  asleep. 

I  kpnt  mv  xrnrA.     An  hour  nr  tw(i  nnfRnArl  u\ 


sketch  my  own  portrait  in  crayons ;  and  to  leas 
than  a  fortnight  I  had  completed  an  ivory  min- 
iature of  an  imaginary  Blanche  Ingram.  It 
looked  a  lovely  face  enough,  and  when  com- 
pared with  the  real  head  in  chalk,  the  contrast 
was  as  great  as  self-control  could  desire.  I 
derived  benefit  from  the  task :  it  had  kept  my 
head  and  hands  employed,  and  had  given  force 
and  fixedness  to  the  new  impressions  I  wished 
to  stamp  indelibly  on  my  heart 

Ere  long  I  had  reason  to  congratnlate  myself 
on  the  course  of  wholesome  discipline  to  wbich 
I  had  thus  forced  my  feelings  to  submit :  thanks 
to  it,  I  was  able  to  meet  subsequent  occorrenees 
with  a  decent  calm  ;  which,  had  they  found  me 
unprepared,  I  should,  probably,  have  been  on- 
equal  to  maintain  even  externally. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  wsxx  passed,  and  no  news  arriTed  of  Mr. 
Rochester :  ten  days,  and  still  he  did  not  cooei 
Mrs.  Fairfax  said  she  should  not  be  sarprised 
if  he  were  to  go  straight  from  the  Leas  to  Loo- 
don,  and  thence  to  the  continent,  and  not  show 
his  face  again  at  Thomfield  for  a  year  to  oome: 
he  had  not  unfrequently  quitted  it  in  a  manner 
quite  as  abrupt  and  unexpected.  When  I  beaid 
this  I  was  beginning  to  feel  a  strange  chill  snd 
failing  at  the  heart.  I  was  actually  permitting 
myself  to  experience  a  sickening  sense  of  dis- 
appointment :  but  rallying  my  wits,  and  recol- 
lecting my  principles,  I  at  once  called  my 
sensaiions  to  order ;  and  it'was  wonderful  how 
I  got  over  the  temporary  blufider — how  I  cleared 
up  the  mistake  of  supposing  Mr.  Rochester^ 
movements  a  matter  in  which  I  had  any  caoaa 
to  take  a  vital  interest.  Not  that  I  humbled 
myself  by  a  slavish  notion  of  inferiority :  on  the 
contrary,  I  just  said, 

*<  You  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  master  of 
Thornfield,  further  than  to  receive  the  salaiy 
he  gives  you  for  teaching  his  prot^Me,  and  to 
be  grateful  for  such  respectful  and  kind  treat- 
ment as,  if  you  do  your  duty,  you  have  a  right 
to  expect  at  his  hands.  Be  sure  that  b  the 
only  tie  he  seriously  acknowledges  between  yoa 
and  him :  so  don't  make  him  the  object  of  your 
fine  feelings,  your  raptures,  agonies,  and  so 
forth.  He  is  not  of  your  order ;  keep  to  ^oor 
caste ;  and  be  too  self-respecting  to  lavish  the 
love  of  the  whole  heart,  soul,  and  strength, 
where  such  a  gift  is  not  wanted  and  would  be 
despised." 

I  went  on  with  my  day*s  business  tranquilly: 
but,  ever  and  anon,  vague  suggestion  kept  wan- 
dering across  my  brain  of  reasons  why  I  shoiiU 
quit  Thornfield ;  and  I  kept  involuntarily  fram- 
mg  advertisements  and  pondering  eonjeciures 
abtmt  new  situations :  these  thoughts  f  did  not 
think  it  necessary  to  check ;  they  might  genni- 
nate  and  bear  fruit  if  they  could. 

Mr.  Rochester  had  been  absent  upward  of  a 
fortnight,  when  the  post  brought  Mrs.  Fairfax  a 
letter. 

"  It  is  from  the  master,**  said  she,  as  sbe 
looked  at  the  direction.  *'  Now  I  su  )pooe  we 
shall  know  whether  we  are  to  expect  Uis  retain 
or  not."  J 

And  while  she  broke  the  seal  and  mBrwfd  tha 

r1ntf«nmr>nl_  T  waM  nn  taking  mv  AiifTiTu^iiMi  Wi 
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al  breakfast),  it  was  hot,  and  I  attributed  to  that 
circumstance  a  fiery  glow  which  suddenly  rose 
to  my  face.  Why  my  hand  shook,  and  why  I 
inToluntarily  spilled  half  the  contents  of  my  cap 
into  my  saucer,  I  did  not  choose  to  consider. 

^  Well — I  sometimes  think  we  are  too  quiet ; 
bat  we  run  a  chance  of  being  busy  enough  now, 
for  a  little  while  at  least,*'  said  Mrs.  Fairfax, 
Biill  holding  the  note  before  her  spectacles. 

Ere  I  permitted  myself  to  request  ap  expla- 
nation, I  tied  the  string  of  Adele^s  (dnafore, 
which  happened  to  be  loose:  having  helped  her 
also  to  another  bun  and  refilled  her  mug  with 
milk,  I  said,  nonchalantly, 

"  Mr.  Rochester  is  not  likely  to  return  soon, 
I  suppose  t" 

**  indeed  he  is — ^io  three  days,  he  says ;  that 
will  be  next  Thursday ;  and  not  alone  either. 
I  don*t  know  how  many  of  the  fine  people  at 
the  Leas  are  coming  with  him ;  he  sends  direc- 
tioas  for  all  the  best  bedrooms  to  be  prepared ; 
and  the  library  and  drawing-rooms  are  to  be 
cleaned  out ;  and  I  am  to  get  more  kitchen 
hands  from  the  George  Inn,  at  Millcote,  and 
from  wherever  else  I  can ;  and  the  ladies  will 
bring  their  maids  and  the  gentlemen  their 
▼alets;  so  we  shall  have  a  full  house  of  it." 
And  Mrs.  Fairfax  swallowed  her  breakfast  and 
hastened  away  to  commence  operations. 

The  three  days  were,  as  she  had  foretold, 
busy  enough.  I  had  thought  all  the  rooms  at 
Thornfield  beautifully  clean  and  well-arranged ; 
but  it  appears  I  was  mistaken.  Three  women 
were  got  to  help ;  and  such  scrubbing,  such 
brushing,  such  washing  of  paint  and  beating 
of  carpets,  such  taking  down  and  putting  op 
of  pictures,  such  polishing  of  mirrors  and  lus- 
ters, such  lighting  of  fires  in  bedrooms,  and 
airing  of  sheets  and  feather-beds  on  hearths,  I 
never  beheld,  either  before  or  since.  Addle 
ran  quite  wild  in  the  midst  of  it :  the  prepara- 
tions for  company  and  the  prospect  of  their  ar- 
rival, seemed  to  throw  her  into  ecstasies.  She 
would  have  Sophie  to  look  over  all  her  "  toi- 
lettes" as  she  called  frocks ;  to  furbish  up  any 
that  were  **  pass^es,**  and  to  air  and  arrange 
the  new.  For  herself,  she  did  nothing  but  caper 
aboui  m  the  front  chambers,  jumping  on  and  off 
the  bedsteads,  and  lie  on  the  matresses  and 
piled-up  bolsters  and  pillows  before  the  enor- 
mous fires  roaring  in  the  chimneys.  From  school 
duties  she  was  exonerated — Mrs.  Fairfax  had 
pressed  me  into  her  service,  and  I  was  all  day 
in  the  store-room,  helping  (or  hindering)  her 
and  the  cook;  learning  to- make  custards  and 
cheesecakes,  and  French  pastry,  to  truss  game 
and  garnish  dessert- dishes. 

The  party  were  expected  to  arrive  on  Thurs- 
day afternoon,  in  time  for  dinner  at  six.  During 
the  intervening  period  I  had  no  time  to  nurse 
chimera ;  and,  I  believe,  I  was  as  active  and 
gay  as  any  body—  Addle  excepted.  Still,  now 
and  then,  I  Received  a  damping  check  to  my 
cheerfulnes9 ;  'and  was,  in  spite  of  myself, 
thrown  back  on  the  region  of  doubts  and  por- 
tents, and./.ark  conjectures.  This  was  when 
I  chanced  ib  see  the  third  story  stair-case  door 
(which  of^late  bad  always  been  kept  locked) 
open  sIowhr,^and  give  passage  to  the  form  of 
Grace  PouKc,  in  prim  cap,  white  apron,  and 
handkerchMf— when  I  watched  her  glide  along 


slipper ;  when  I  saw  her  look  into  the  bustling, 
topsy-turvy  bedrooms— just  say  a  Word,  per- 
haps,  to  the  charwomen  about  the  proper  way 
to  polish  a  grate,  or  clean  a  marble  mantle-piece, 
or  take  stains  from  papered  walls,  and  then  pass 
on.  She  would  thus  descend  to  the  kitchen 
once  a-day,  eat  her  dinner,  smoke  a  moderate 
pipe  on  the  hearth',  and  go  back,  carrying  her 
pot  of  porter  with  her,  for  her  private  solace, 
in  her  own  gloomy  upper  haunt.  Only  one 
hour  in  the  twenty-four  did  she  pAs  with  her 
fellow-servants  below ;  all  the  rest  of  her  time 
was  spent  in  some  low-ceiled,  oaken  chamber 
of  the  second  story ;  there  she  sat  and  sewed 
— and  probably  laughed  drearily  to  herself— as 
compantonless  as  a  prisoner  in  his  dungeon. 

The  strangest  thing  of  all  was,  that  not  a 
soul  in  the  house,  except  me,  noticed  her  hab< 
its,  or  seemed  to  marvel  at  them ;  no  one  dis* 
cussed  her  position  or  employment,  no  ona 
pitied  her  solitude  or  isolation.  I  once,  indeed* 
overheard  a  part  of  a  dialogue  between  Leah 
and  'one  of  the  charwomen,  of  which  Grace 
formed  the  subject.  Leah  had  been  saying 
something  I  had  not  caught,  and  the  charwom- 
an remarked  : 

*'  She  gets  good  wages,  I  guess  1" 

**  Yes,"  said  Leah ;  '*  I  wish  I  had  as  good : 
not  that  mine  are  to  complain  of— there^s  no 
stinginess  at  Tbomfield-^-but  they're  not  one* 
fiAh  of  the  sum  Mrs.  Poole  receives.  And  she 
is  laying  by:  she  goes  every  quarter  to  the 
bank  at  Millcote.  I  should  not  wonder  but  she 
has  saved  enough  to  keep  her  independent  it 
she  liked  to  leave,  but  I  suppose  she's  got  used 
to  the  place,  and  then  she's  not  forty  yet,  and 
strong  and  able  for  any  thing.  It  is  too  soon 
for  her  to  give  up  business." 

**  She's  a  good  hand,  I  dare  say,"  said  the 
charwoman. 

'*  Ah  !  she  understands  what  she  has  to  do ; 
nobody  better,"  rejoined  Leah,  significantly ; 
**  and  it  is  not  every  one  could  fill  her  shoes, 
not  for  all  the  money  she  gets." 

"  That  it  is  not  >"  was  the  reply.  •*  I  won-, 
der  whether  master—'* 

The  charwpman  was  going  on,  but  here 
Leah  turned  and  perceived  me,  and  she  in- 
stantly gave  her  companion  a  nudge. 

"Doesn't  she  know!"  I  heard  the  woman 
whisper. 

Leah  shook  her  head,  and  the  conversation 
was,  of  course,  dropped.  All  I  had  gathered 
from  it  amounted  to  this,  that  there  was  a  mys- 
tery at  Thornfield,  and  that  from  participation 
in  that  mystery  1  was  purposely  excluded. 

Thursday  came :  all  work  had  been  complet- 
ed the  previous  evening,  carpets  were  laid 
down,  beU-hangings  festooned,  radiant  white 
counterpanes  spread,  toilet-tables  arranged,  fur- 
niture rubbed,  fiowers  piled  in  vases;   both 
chambers  and  saloons  looked    as  fresh  and 
bright  as  hands  could  make  them.    The  ball, 
too,  was  scoured,  and  the  great  carved  clock, 
as  well  as  the  steps   and   banisters  of  the 
stair-case,  were  piilished  to*  the  brightness  ot 
glass  ;  in  the  dining-room,  the  sidch«»ard  fiash 
ed  resplendent  with  plate;  in  the  drawing 
room  and  boudoir,  vases  of  exotics  bloomed  o 
all  sides. 

AAernoon  arrived:  Mrs.  Fairfax  assumed 
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gold  watch  ;  for  it  was  her  part  lo  receiTe  the 
eum pa ny-^to conduct  the  ladies  to  their  rooms, 
6lc.  Adele,  too,  woo  id  be  diessed,  thoogh  1 
thought  she  had  little  chance  of  being  intro- 
duced to  the  party,  thai  day  at  least.  How- 
ever, to  please  her,  I  ailowed  Sophie  to  apparel 
her  in  one  of  her  short,  full  muslin  frocks.  For 
myself,  I  had  no  need  to  make  any  change ;  I 
should  not  he  called  upon  to  quit  my  sanctum 
of  the  school-room,  for  a  sanctum  it  was^now 
become  to  me,  "  a  very  pleasant  refnge  in'time 
of  trouble.*' 

It  had  been  a  mild,  serene,  spring  day  :  one 
of  those  days  which  toward  the  end  of  March 
or  the  beginning  of  April,  rise  shining  over  the 
earth  as  heralds  of  summer.  It  was  drawing 
to  an  end  now,  but  the  evening  was  even  warm, 
and  I  sat  at  work  in  the^school-room  with  the 
window  open. 

**  It  gets  late,**  said  Mrs.  Fairfax,  entering  in 
rustling  state.  "  I  am  glad  I  ordered  dinner  an 
hour  after  the  time  Mr.  Rochester  mentioned, 
fur  it  is  past  six  now.  I  have  sent  John  down 
to  the  gates  to  see  if  there  is  any  thing  on  the 
,  road :  one  can  see  a  long  way  from  thence  ic 
the  direction  of  Millcote."  She  went  to  the 
window.  *»  Here 'he  is!"  said  she.  ««WeIl, 
John  (leaning  out),  any  news !" 

"  They*re  coming,  ma*am,"  was  the  answer. 
"  They*!!  be  here  in  ten  minutes.'* 

Adele  flew  to  the  window.  I  followed,  tak- 
ing care  to  stand  on  one  side,  so  that,  screened 
by  the  curtain,  I  could  see  without  being  seen. 

The  ten  minutes  John  had  given  seemed 
very  long,  but  at  last  wheels  were  heard ;  four 
equestrians  galloped  op  the  drive,  and  after 
them  came  two  open  carriages.  Fluttering 
veils  and  waving  plumes  filled  the  vehicles; 
two.  of  the  cavaliers  were  young,  dashing-look- 
ing gentlemen ;  the  third  was  Mr.  Rochester, 
on  his  black  horse,  Mesrooti  Pilot  bounding 
before  him  ;  at  his  side  rode  a  lady,  and  he  and 
she  were  the  first  of  the  party.  Her  purple  rid- 
ing-habit almost  swept  the  ground,  her  veil 
.  streamed  long  on  the  breeze,  mingling  with  its 
transparent  folds,  and  gleaming  through  them 
shone  rich  raven  ripglets. 

'•Miss  Ingram!**  exclaimed  Mrs.  Fairfax, 
and  away  she  hurried  to  her  post  below. 

The  cavalcade,  following  the  sweep  of  the 
drive,  quickly  turned  the  angle  of  the  house, 
and  I  lost  sight  of  it.  Addle  now  petitioned  to 
go  down,  but  I  took  her  on  my  knee  and  gave 
her  to  understand  that  she  must  not  on  any 
account  think  of  venturing  in  sight  of  the 
ladies,  either  now  or  at  any  other  time,  unless 
expressly  sent  for,  that  Mr.  Rochester  would 
be  very  angry,  dec.  **  Some  natural  tears  she 
shed"  on  being  told  this ;  but  as  I  began  to  look 
very  grave,  she  consented  at  last  to  wipe 
them. 

A  joyous  stir  was  now  audible  in  the  hall ; 

ntlemen*8  deep  tones,  and  ladies  silvery  ac- 

kts  blent  harmoniously  together,  and  distin- 
^Sisbable  above  all,  though  not  loud,  was  the 
sonorous  voice  of  the  master  of  Thomfield 
Hall,  welcoming  his  fair  and  gallant  guests  un- 
der his  roof  Then  light  steps  ascended  the 
stairs,  and  there  was  a  tripping  through  the 
gallery,  and  soft,  cheerful  laughs,  and  opening 

ad  closing  doors,  and,  for  a  time,  a  hush. 


who,  listening  attentively,  had  followed  every 
movement ;  and  she  sighed. 

**  Chez  maman,'*  said  she,  "  quand  i!  y  svait 
du  monde,  je  lei  suivais  partout,  au  saloo  et 
i.  leurs  cbambres;  souvent  je  regardals  les 
femmes  de  chambreooifler  et  habiller  lea  dames, 
et  c'^tait  si  amusant :  oomme  cela  on  appread.'* 

"Don't  you  feel  hungry,  AdAle?" 

*'  Mais  oai,  mademuiseHe :  voila  ctnq  on  six 
heures  aue  nous,n*avoos  pas  mange." 

"  Weil  now,  while  the  ladies  are  in  their 
rooms,  I  will  venture  down  and  get  you  aeme> 
thing  to  eat" 

And  issuing  from  my  asylum  wiih  precantion, 
I  sought  a  back  stairs  which  conducted  directly 
to  the  kitchen.  All  in  that  region  was  fire  and 
commotion ;  the  soup  and  fish  were  in  the  last 
stage  of  projection,  and  the  cook  hong  over 
crucibles  in  a  frame  of  mind  and  body  threaten- 
ing spontaneous  combustion.  In  the  servants* 
hall  two  coachmen  and  three  gentlemen's  gen- 
tlemen stood  or  sat  round  the  fire ;  the  Abigails 
I  suppose  were  up  stairs  with  their  mistresbes, 
the  new  servants  that  had  been  hired  from 
MiUcote  were  bustling  about  every  where. 
Threading  this  chaos,  I  at  last  reached  the  lar- 
der ;  there  I  took  posseastoo  of  a  cold  chicken, 
a  roll  of  bread,  some  tarts,  a  plate  or  two,  and  . 
a  knife  and  fork ;  with  this  booty  I  made  a 
hasty  retreat.  I  had  regained  the  gallery,  and 
was  just  shutting  the  back  door  behind  ue, 
when  an  accelerated  hum  warned  me  that  the 
ladies  were  about  to  issue  from  their  chambers. 
I  could  not  proceed  to  the  school-room  without 
passing  some  of  their  doors,  and  running  Uie 
risk  of  being  surprised  with  my  cargo  of  victa- 
alage,  so  I  stood  still  at  this  end,  which,  being 
windowless,  was  dark,  quite  dark  now,  for  the 
sun  was  set  and  twilight  gathering. 

Presently  the  chambers  gave  op,  their  fair 
tenants  one  afler  another :  each  came  out  gayly 
and  airily,  with  dress  that  gleamed  luatrous 
through  the  dusk.  For  a  moment  they  stood 
grou}^  together  at  the  other  extremity  ef  the 
galleiy,  conversing  in  a  key  of  sweet  subdued 
vivacity :  they  then  descended  the  stair-case, 
almost  as  noiselessly  as  a  bright  miat  roils 
down  a  hill.  Their  collective  appearance  had 
left  on  me  an  impression  of  high-born  elegance, 
such  as  I  had  never  before  received. 

I  found  AdMe  peepins  through  the  school 
room  door,  which  she  held  ^ar.  "  Wliat  beau 
tiful  ladies!"  cried  she,  in  English.  '*0h,  I 
wish  I  might  go  to  them !  Do  you  think  Mr. 
Rochester  wriU  send  for  us  by  and  by,  after 
dinner  1"  i 

*'No,  indeed,  I  don't;  Mr.  Rochester  has 
something  else  to  think  about.  Never  mind 
the  ladies  to-night ;  perhaps,  you  will  see  them 
to-morrow :  here  is  your  dinner." 

She  was  really  hungry,  so  the  chicken  and 
tarts  served  to  divert  her  attention  for  a  time. 
It  was  well  I  secured  this  foraget;  or  both  she, 
I,  and  Sophie,  to  whom  I  conveyed  a  share  of 
our  repast,  would  have  run  a  chance  of  getting 
no  dinner  at  all :  every  one  dowu  stairs  was 
too  much  engaged  to  think  of  us.  The  dessert 
was  not  carried  out  till  afler  nine,  and  at  ten, 
footmen  were  stiU  running  to  a^  fro  with 
trays  and  coffee-cups,  I  allowed  lAd^  to  sit 
op  much  later  than  usual ;  for  she  iieelared  she 
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apt  opening  and  shntting  below,  and  people 
bustling  about.  Besides,  she  added,  a  message 
uigbt  possibt^r  come  from  Mr.  Rochester  when 
she  was  nndreeaed ;  "et  alors  qoel  dommage  !** 
I  told  her  stones  as  long  as  she  would  listen 
to  them ;  and  then,  for  a  change,  I  took  her  oat 
ioto  the  gallery.  The  hali  lamp  was  now  lighted, 
ioditamased  her  to  look  over  the  balustrade 
iDd  watch  the  servants  passing  backward  and 
forward.  When  the  evening  was  far  advanced, 
t  sound  of -music  issued  from  the  drawing- 
^011),  whither  the  piano  had  been  removed ; 
Addle  and  I  sat  down  on  the  top  step  of  the 
ttairs  to  listen.  Presently  a  voice  blent  with 
die  rich  tones  of  the  instrument :  it  was  a  lady 
who  sang,  and  very  sweet  her  notes  were. 
The  solo  over,  a  duet  followed,  and  then  a 
glee :  a  joyous  conversational  monntir  filled  up 
llie  intervals.  I  listened  long :  suddenly  I  dis- 
covered  that  my  ear  was  wholly  intent  on  ana- 
IjTsing  tbe  mingled  soonds,  and  trying  to  dis- 
criminate amid  the  confusion  of  accents  those 
of  Mr.  Rochester ;  and  when  it  caught  them, 
vhielr  it  soon  did,  it  found  a  farther  task  in 
/riming  the  tones,  rendered  by  distance  inar- 
ticulate, into  words. 

The  clock  stmck  eleven.  I  looked  at  Addle, 
whose  bead  leaned  against  my  shoulder;  her 
eyes  were  waxing  heavy,  so  I  took  her  up  in 
my  arms  and  carried  her  off  to  bed.  It  was 
near  one  before  the  gentlemen  and  ladies  sought 
their  chambers. 

The  next  day  was  as  fine  as  its  predecessor ; 
ft  was  devoted  by  the  party  to  an  excursion  to 
some  site  in  the  neighborhood.  They  set  out 
early  in  the  forenoon,  some  on  horseback,  the 
rest  in  carriages ;  I  witnessed  both  the  depart- 
ore  and  the  retorn.  Miss  IngVam,  as  before, 
Was  the  only  lady  equestrian ;  and,  as  beforor 
Mr.  Rochester  galloped  at  her  side :  the  two 
rode  a  little  apart  from  the  rest.  I  pointed  out 
this  circumstance  to  Mrs.  Fairfax,  who  was 
standing  at  the  window  with  me. 

**¥ou  said  it  was  not  likely  they  should 
think  of  being  married,"  said  I ;  **  but  yea  see 
Mr.  Rochester  evidently  prefers  her  to  any  of 
the  other  ladies.'' 
"  Yes  ;  1  dare  say :  no  doubt  he  admires  her." 
**ADd  she  him,"^  1  added;  **look  how  she 
leans  her  bead  toward  him  as  If  she  were  con- 
versing confidentially !  P  wish  I  could  see  her 
lace  ;  I  have  never  had  a  gliuipse  of  it  yet." 

^  Yoa  will  see  her  this  evening ;"  answered 
Krs.  Fairfax.  '*  I  happened  to  remark  to  Mr. 
flochester  how  much  Addle  wished  to  be  intro- 
laoed  to  the  ladies,  and  he  said :  *  Oh  let  her 
Bome  ioto  the  drawing-room  aAer  dinner ;  and 
lequest  Miss  Eyre  to  accompany  her.' " 

*'  Yes — he  said  that  firom  mere  politeness ;  I 
leed  not  go,  I  am  sore,"  I  answered. 

*•  Well — ^I  observed  to  him  that  as  you  were 
inosed  to  company,  I  did  not  think  you  would 
\ke appearing  before  so  gay  a  pe.ty— all  stran- 
^rs ;  and  he  replied,  in  his  quick  way,  *  Non- 
ense  !  If  she  objects,  tell  her  it  is  my  partio- 
Elar  wish  ;  and  if  she  resists,  say  I  shall  come 
ad  fetch  her  in  case  of  contumacy.' " 

^  I  will  n6t  give  him  that  trouble,"  I  an- 
wered^  "  I  will  go,  if  no  better  may  be ;  but 
don*t  like  it.    Shall  yon  be  there,  Mrs.  Fair- 


plea,  ru  tell  you  how  to  manage  so  as  to 
avoid  the  embarrassment  of  making  a  formal 
entrance,  which  is  the  most  disagreeable  part 
of  the  business.  You  must  go  into  the  draw- 
ing-room while  it  is  empty,  before  the  ladies 
leave  the  dining-table ;  choose  your  seat  in 
any  quiet  nook  you  like ;  you  need  not  stay 
long  after  the  gentlemen  come  in,  unless  yoa 
please ;  jost  let  Mr.  Rochester  see  you  are 
there  and  then  slip  away— nobody  will  notice 
you." 

"Will  these  people  remain  long,  do  yoa 
think  1" 

'*  Perhaps  two  or  three  weeks ;  certainly  not 
more.  After  the  Easter  recess,  Sir  George 
Lynn,  who  was  lately  elected  member  for 
Millcote,  will  have  to  go  up  -to  town  and  take 
his  seat ;  I  dare  say  Mr.  Rochester  will  accom- 
pany him ;  it  surprises  me  that  he  has  already 
made  so  protracted  a  stay  at  Thornfield." 

It  was  with  some  trepidation  that  I  perceived 
the  hoar  approach  when  I  was  to  repair  with 
my  charge  to  the  drawing-room.  Adele  had 
been  in  a  state  of  ecstasy  all  day,  after  hearing 
she  was  to  be  presented  to  the  ladies  in  the 
evening ;  and  it  was  not  till  Sophie  commenced 
the  operation  of  dressing  her,  that  she  sobered 
down.  Then  the  importance  of  the  process 
quickly  steadied  her ;  and  by  the  time  she  had 
her  curls  arranged  in  well-smoothed,  drooping 
clusters,  her  pink  satin  frock  put  on,  her  long 
sash  tieid,  and  her  lace  mittens  adjusted,  she 
looked  as  grave  as  any  judge.  No  need  to 
warn  her  not  to  disarrange  her  attire ;  when 
she  was  dressed,  she  sat  demurely  down  in 
her  little  chair,  taking  care  previously  to  lift  up 
the  satin  skirt  for  fear  she  should  crease  it, 
and  assured  me  she  would  not  stir  thence  till  I 
was  ready.  This  I  quickly  was;  my  best 
dress  (the  silver-gray  one,  purchased  for  Miss 
Temple's  wedding  and  never  worn  since)  was 
soon  put  on  ;  my  hair  was  soon  smoothed ;  my 
sole  ornament,  the  pearl  brooch,  soon  assumed. 
We  descended. 

Fortunately  there  was  another  entrance  to 
the  drawing-room  than  that  through  the  saloon 
where  they  were  all  seated  at  dinner.  We 
found  the  apartment  vacant ;  a  large  fire  burn- 
ing silently  on  the  marble  hearth,  and  wax  can- 
dles shining  in  bright  solitude,  amid  the  ex- 
quisite flowers  with  which  the  tables  were 
adorned.  The  crimson  curtain  hung  before 
the  arch;  slight  as  was  the  separation  this 
drapery  formed  from  the  party  in  the  adjoining 
saloon,  they  spoke  in  so  low  a  key  that  noth 
ing  of  their  conversation  could  be  distinguished 
beyond  a  soothing  murmur. 

Addle,  who  appeared  to  be  still  under  the  in- 
fluence of  a  most  solemnizing  impression,  sat 
down  withont  a  word  on  the  footstool  I  pointed 
out  to  her.  I  retired  to  a  window-seat,  and 
taking  a  book  from  a  table  near,  endeavored  to 
read.  Addle  brought  her  stool  to  my  feet ;  ere 
long  she  tooched  my  knee.' 

"  What  is  it.  Addle  1" 

•*Es^ce  que  je  ne  puis  pas  prendve  una 
senle  de  ces  fleurs  magnifiqaes,  mademoiselle  1 
Seulement  pour  completer  ma  toilette." 

"  Yoa  think  too  much  of  your  *  toilette,' 
Addle;  but  you  may  have  a  flower."  And  I 
took  a  rose  from  a  vase  and  fastened  it  in  bet 
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tian,  as  if  her  cup  of  happiness  were  now  fulh 
I  turned  my  face  away  to  cooceai  a  smile  I 
could  not  suppress ;  there  was  something  lu- 
dicrous as  well  as  painful  in  the  little  Pari- 
aienne*8  earnest  and  innate  devotion  to  matters 
of  dress. 

A  soft  sound  of  rising  now  became  at\^ible ; 
the  curtain  was  swept  back  from  the  arch ; 
Uiroogh  it  appeared  the  dining-room,  with  iu 
lighted  luster  pouring  down  light  on  the  silver 
and  glass  of  a  magnificent  dessert-service  cover* 
iog  a  long  table ;  a  band  of  ladies  stood  in  the 
opening ;  they  entered,  and  the  curtain  fell  be- 
hind them. 

There  were  but  eight ;  yet»  aomebowr,  as  they 
flocked  in,  they  gave  the  impressioa  of  a  much 
larger  numhor.  .  Some  of  them  were  very  taU ; 
many  were  dressed  in  white;  and  all  had  a 
Bweepiog  amfditude  of  array  that  seemed  to 
magnify  their  persons  as  a  mist  roagoifies  the 
moon.  I  rose  and  oourtesied  to  them ;  one  or 
two  bent  their  heads  in  return ;  the  others  only 
■tared  at  me. 

Tjiey  dispersed  about  the  room ;  reminding 
me,  by  the  lightness  and  buoyancy  of  their 
movements,  of  a  flock  of  white  plun^y  birds. 
Some  of  them  threw  themselves  in  half-reclin- 
ing positions  on  the  sofas  and  ottomans ;  some 
hent  over  the  tables  and  examined  the  flowers 
and  books ;  the  rest  gathered  in  a  group  round 
the  lire^-all  talked  in  a  low  but  clear  tone 
which  seemed  habitual  to  theai.  I  knew,  their 
names  ^alterward,  and  may  as  well  mention 
them  now. 

First,  there  was  Mrs.  Eshton  and  two  of  her 
daughters.  She  bad  evidently  been  a  hand- 
some woman,  and  was  well  preserved  still. 
Of  her  daughters,  the  eldest,  Amy,  was  rather 
little ;  naive,  and  childlike  in  face  and  manner, 
and  piquant  in  form ;  her  white  muslin  dress 
and  blue  sash  became  her  well.  The  second, 
Louisa,  was  taller  and  more  elegant  in  figure ; 
with  a  very  pretty  face,  of  that  order  the  French 
term  **  minois  chifibn^ ;"  both  sisters  were  &ir 
as  lilies. 

Lady  Lynn  was  a  large  and  stout  personage 
of  about  forty ;  very  erect,  very  haughty-looking, 
richly  dressed  in  a  satin  robe  of  changeful 
sheen  ;  her  dark  hair  shone  glossily  under  the 
shade  of  an  azure  plume,  and  within  the  circlet 
of  a  band  of  gems. 

Mrs.  Colonel  Dent  was  less  showy ;  but,  I 
thought,  more  ladylike.  She  had  a  slight  fig- 
ure, a  pale,  gentle  face,  and  fair  hair.  Her 
black  satin  dress,  her  scarf  of  rich  foreign  lace, 
and  her  pearl  ornaments,  pleased  me  better 
than  the  rainbow  radiance  of  the  titled  dame. 

But  the  three  most  distinguished — partly, 
perhaps,  because  the  tallest  figures  of  the  band 
— were  'the  Dowager  Lady  Ingram  and  her 
daughters,  Blanche  and  Mar)'.  They  were  all 
three  of  the  loftiest  atature  of  woman.  The 
dowager  might  be  between  forty  and  fifly  ;  her 
shape  was  still  fine ;  her  hair  (by  candle  light  at 
least)  still  blacks;  her  teeth,  too,  were  still 
apparently  perfect.  Most  people  would  have 
termed  her  a  splendid  woman  of  her  age ;  and 
80  she  was.  no  doubt,  physically  speaking ;  bat 
then  there  was  an  expression  of  almost  insup- 
portable haughtiness  in  her  bearing  and  counte- 
nance.   She  had  Roman  features  and  a  double 


these  features  appeared  to  me  not  only  inflated 
and  darkened,  but  even  fiirrowed  with  pride ; 
and  the  chin  was  sustained  by  the  same  prin- 
ciple, in  a  position  of  almost  preternatiml  erect- 
ness.  She  had,  likewise,  a  fierce  and  a  bard 
eye ;  it  reminded  me  pf  Mrs.  Reed*8 ;  she 
mouthed  her  words  in  speaking ;.  Jier  voice  was 
deep,  its  inflections  veiy  pompous,  very  dof* 
noatical — very  intolerable,  in  short.  A  enansim 
velvet  robe,  and  a  shawl  turban  of  some  gold- 
wrought  Indian  fabric,  invested  her  (I  suppose 
she  thought)  with  a  truly  imperial  dignity. 

Blanche  and  Mary  were  of  equal  stature— * 
straight  and  tall. as  poplars.  Mary  was  too 
slim  for  her  height ;  but  Blanche  was  molded 
like  a  Diana.  Iregarded  her,  of  course,  with 
special  interest.  First,  I  wished  to  see  whether 
her  appearance  accorded  with  Mrs.  Fair/ax*B 
description ;  secondly,  whether  it  at  all  resem* 
bled  the  fancy  miniature  I  had  paintsd  of  her ; 
and  thirdly— it  will  out !  whether  it  ware  suoh 
as  I  should  fancy  likely  to  suit  Mr.  Eodiester's 
taste. 

As  far  as  person  went,  she  answered-pohit 
for  point,  both  to  my  picture  and  Mrs.  Faiifax-a 
description.  The  noble  bust,  the  sloping  shoul- 
ders, the  graceful  neck,  the  dark  eyes  and  black 
ringlets  were  all  there-— but  her  faeel  Her 
face  was  like  her  mother's ;  a  youthful,  onfur- 
rowed  likeness ;  Xhe  same  low  brow,  the  same 
high  features,  ^e  same  pride.  It  waa  not, 
however,  so  sff  urnine  a  pride ;  she  laughed 
continually;  her  laugh  was  satirical,  and  so 
was  the  habitual  expression  of  her  arched  and 
haughty  lip. 

Genius  is  said  to  be  self-oonseioos ;  I  eao  not 
tell  whether  Miss  Ingram  was  a  genius,  bnl  she 
was  self-conscious — remarkably  self-conadoes 
indeed .  She  entered  into  a  discourse  on  botanT 
with  the  gentle  Mrs.  Dent.  It  seenoe  Mn. 
Dent  had  not  studied  that  science,  tbougti.  as 
she  said,  she  liked  flowers,  "especially  «ild 
ones ;"  Miss  Ingram  had,  and  she  ran  over  Its 
vocabulary  with  an  air.  I  presently  perceived 
she  was  (what  is  vernacularly  termed)  trmikmg 
Mrs.  Dent ;  that  is,  playing  on  her  ignorance: 
her  trail  might  be  clever,  but  it  was  decidedly 
not  good-natured.  She  played  ;  her  execution 
was  brilliant ;  she  sang :  her  voice  was  tine ; 
she  talked  French  aput  to  her  mamma,  nnl 
she  talked  it  well,  with  fluency  and  with  k  good 
accent. 

Mary  had  a  milder  and  more  open  eonnte* 
nance  than  Blanche ;  softer  features  too»  and  a 
skin  some  shades  fairer  (Miss  Ingram  wan  dark 
as  a  Spaniard)— hut  Mary  was  deficient  in  life; 
her  face  lacked  expression,  her  eye  luster ;  she 
had  nothing  to  say,  and  having  once  taken  her 
seat,  remained  fixed  like  a  statue  in  its  ntdie. 
The  sisters  were  both  auired  in  spotless  white. 

And  did  I  now  think  Miss  Ingram  eeeh  a 
choice  as  Mr.  Rochester  would  be  likely  to 
maket  I  could  not  tell— I  did  not  knew  hia 
taste  in  female  beauty.  If  he  liked  the  tnmjie^' 
tic,  she  was  the  very  type  of  m^eaty ;  then  ab« 
was  accomplished,  sprightly.  Most  genilcnea 
would  admire  her,  I  thought ;  and  that  he  d«i 
admire  her,  I  already  seemed  to  Rave  ohuinod 
proof;  to  remove  the  last  shade  of  doebt,  la 
remained  but  to  see  them  together. 

You  are  not  to  suppose,  reider,  that  Adi 
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itool  at  my  feet ;  no,  when  the  ladi.es  entered, 

•he  ruse,  advanced  to  meet  them,  made  a  stately 

xverenee,  and  said,  with  graTity— 
'*  Bun  jonr,  meedames.*' 
Aod  Miss  Ingram  had  looked  down  at  her 

with  a  mocking  air,  aod  exclaimed,  **  Oh,  what 

a  litito  pappet !" . 
Lady  Lynn  had  remarked,  "  It  is  Mr.  Roches- 

ler*s  ward,  I  suppose— the  little  French  girl  be 

irss  speaking  of.** 
Mrs.  Dent  bad  kindly  taken  her  hand,  and 

fiven  her  a  kiss.    Amy  and  Louisa  Eshtoa  had 

cried  out  simuJianeousiy-^ 
*«  What  a  love  of  a  child  r' 
And  then  they  had  called  her  to  a  sofa,  where 

ihe  now  sat,  ensconced  between  them,  chatter- 

iog  alternately  in  French  and  broken  English ; 

ibsorbing  not  only  the  young  ladies*  attention, 

tei  that  of  Mrs.  Eshton  and  Lady  Lynn,  and 

getting  spoiled  to  her  heart's  content. 
At  last  coffee  isbrooght  in,  and  the  gentlemen 

ira  summoned.  I  sit  in  the  shade — if  any  shade 
there  be  in  this  brilliantly-lighted  apartment; 

the  window-curtain  half  hides  me.  Again  the 
ttth  yawns;  they  come.    The  collective  ap- 

prance  of  the  gentlemen,  like  that  of  the 
lulies,  is  very  imposing ;  they  are  all  costumed 
k  black ;  most  of  them  are  tall,  some  yonng. 
Henry  and  Frederic  Lynn  are  very  dashing 
aparks,  indeed ;  and  Colonel  Dent  is  a  fine  sol- 
diery man.  Mr.  Eshton,  the  magistrate  of  the 
district,  is  gentlemanlike  ;  his  hair  is  quite 
white,  his  eyebrows  and  whiskers  still  dark. 
Which  gives  him  something  of  the  appearance 
of  a  **  pere  nuble  de  ibeAtre.*'  Lord  Ingram, 
libe  his  sisters,  is  very  tall ;  like  them,  also,,  he 
is  handsome ;  but  he  shares  Mary's  apathetic 
sod  listleas  look ;  he  seems  to  have  more  length 
of  limb  than  vivacity  of  blood  or  vigor  of  brain. 

And  where  is  Mr.  Rochester  1 

He  comes  in  last ;  I  am  not  looking  at  the 
uch,  yet  I  see  him  enter.  I  try  to  concentrate 
ny  attention,  on  these  netting-needles,  on  the 
netihes  of  the  purse  I  am  forming — I  wish  to 
think  only  of  the  work  I  have  in  my  hands,  to 
ee  only  the  silver  beads  and  silk  threads  that 
ie  in  my  lap ;  whereas,  I  distinctly  behold  his 
igare,  and  I  inevitably  recall  the  moment  when 

last  saw  it;  just  after  I  had  rendered  him, 
rhat  be  deemed,  an  essential  service — and  he, 
toUing  my  hand,  and  looking  down  on  my  face, 
urveyed  me  with  eyea  that  revealed  a  heart 
■til  and  eager  to  overflow ;  in  whose  emotions 
bad  a  part.  How  near  had  I  approached  bira 
t  that  moment !  What  had  occurred  since, 
alculated  to  change  bis  and  my  relative  posi- 
onsl  Vet  now,  how  distant,  how  far  ea- 
aqged  we  were !  so  far  estranged,  that  I  did 
M  expect  him  to  come  and  speak  to  me.  I 
id  not  wonder,  when,  without  looking  at  me, 
3  took  a  seat  at  the  uther  side  of  the  room,  and 
«a  conversing.with  ^me  of  the  ladies. 
No  sociner  did  I  see  that  his  attention  was 
vf  ted  OQ  them,  and  that  I  might  gaze  without 
sing  observed,  than  my  eyes  were  drawn  in- 
4iiiitarily  to  his  face ;  I  could  not  keep  their 
Is  under  control;  they  would  rise,  and  the 
ids  would  fix  on  him.  I  looked,  and  had  an 
lito  pleasure  in  looking — ^a  precious,  yet  ptiig- 
M  pleasure.;  pure  gold,  with  a  steely  point 

agimy  ;  a  pleasure  like  what  the  thirst-per- 


which  he  has  crept  is  poisoned,  yet  stoops  and 
drinks  divine  draughts  nevertheless. 

Most  true  is  it  that  **  beauty  is  in  the  eye  of 
the  gazer."  My  master's  colorless,  olive  face, 
aquars,  massive  brow,  broad  and  jetty  eye- 
brows, deep  eyes,  strong  features,  firm,  grim 
moQt^ — all  energy,  decision,  will — were  not 
beautiful,  according  to  rule;  but  they  were 
more  than  beautiful  to  me ;  they  were  full  of 
an  interest,  an  influence  that  quite  mastered 
me — that  took  my  feelings  from  my  own  power 
and  fettered  them  in  his.  I  had  not  intended 
to  love  him ;  the  reader  knows  I  had  wrought 
hard  to  extirpate  from  my  soul  the  germs  of 
love  there  detected ;  and  now,  at  the  first  re- 
newed view  of  him,  they  spontaneously  revived, 
green  and  atrong !  He  n^ade  me  love  him  with- 
out looking  at  me. 

I  compared  him  with  his  guests.  What  was 
the  gallant  grace  of  the  Lynns,  the  languid  ele- 
gance of  Lord  Ingram— even  the  military  dis- 
tinction of  Colonel  Dent  contrasted  with  his 
look  of  native  pith  and  genuine  power  1  I  had 
no  sympathy  in  their  appearance,  their  expres- 
aion ;  yet  I  could  imagine  that  most  observers 
would  call  them  attractive,  handsome,  imposing; 
while  they  would  pronounce  Mr.  Rochester  at 
once  harsh-featured  and  melancholy-looking.  I 
saw  them  smile,  laugh— it  was  nothing ;  the 
light  of  the  candles  had  as  much  soul  in  it  as 
their  smile ;  the  tinkle  of  the  bell  as  much  sig- 
nificance as  their  laugh.  I  saw  Mr.  Rochester 
smile-— his  stern  features  softened;  his  eye 
grew  both  brilliant  and  gentle,  its  ray  both 
searching  and  sweet.  He  was  talking,  at  the 
moment,  to  Louisa  and  Amy  Eshton.  I  won- 
dered to  see  them  receive  with  calm  that  look 
which  seemed  to  me  so  penetrating ;  I  expected 
their  eyes  to  fall,  their  color  to  rise  under  it ; 
yet  I  was  glad  when  I  found  they  were  in  no 
sense  moved.  "  He  is  not  to  them  what  he  is 
to  me,"  I  thought,  **  he  is  not  of  their  kind.  1 
believe  he  is  of  mine ;  I  am  sore  he  is — I  feel 
akin  to  him— I  understand  the  language  of  hia 
countenance  and  movements ;  though  rank  and 
wealth  sever  us  widely,  I  have  something  in 
my  brain  and  heart,  in  my  blood  and  nerve«i 
that  assimilates  me  mentally  to  him.  Did  I 
say,  a  few  days  since,  that  I  had  nothing  to  do 
with  him  but  to  receive  my  salaiy  at  bis  hands! 
Did  1  forbid  myself  to  think  of  him  in  any  other 
light  than  as  a  paymaster  1  Blasphemy  again*! 
nature !  Every  good,  true,  vigorous  feeling  I 
have,  gathers  impulsively  round  him.  I  know 
I  must  conceal  my  sentiments :  I  must  smother 
hope ;  I  must  remember  that  he  can  not  care 
much  for  me.  For  when  I  say  that  I  am  of  hi 
kind,  J  do  not  mean  that  I  have  his  force  tc 
influence,  and  his  spell  to  attract ;  I  mean  only 
that  I  have  certain  tastes  and  feeling  in  com- 
mon with  him.  I  must,  then,  repeat  continually 
that  we  are  forever  sundered ;  and  yet,  while  I 
breathe  and  think,  I  must  love  him. 

Coffee  is  handed.  The  ladies,  since  the  gen* 
tiemen  entered,  have  become  lively  as  larks ; 
conversation  waxes  brisk  and  merry.  Colonel 
Dent  and  Mr.  Eshton  argue  on  politics ;  their 
wives  listen.  The  two  proud  dowagers.  Lady 
Lynn  and  Lady  Ingram,  confabulate  together. 
Sir  George — whom,  by  the  by,  I  have  forgutlen 
to  describe — a  very  big,  and  very  fresh-looking 
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fee-cap  in  hand,  and  occasionally  puts  in  a 
word.  Mr.  Frederic  Lynn  has  taken  a  seat 
beside  Mary  Ingram,  and  is  showing  her  the 
engravings  of  a  splendid  volume;  she  looks, 
smiles  now  and  then,  but  apparently  says  little. 
The  tall  and  phlegmatic  Lord  Ingram  leans 
with  folded  arms  on  the  chair-back  of  the  little 
and  lively  Amy  Eshton;  she  glances  up  at 
him,  and  chatters  like  a  wren ;  she  likes  him 
better  than  she  does  Mr.  Rochester.  Henry 
Lynn  has  taken  possession  of  an  ottoman  at 
he  feet  of  Louisa  ;  Addle  shares  it  with  biro ; 
he  is  trying  to  talk  French  with  her,  and  Louisa 
laughs  ai  his  blunders.  With  whom  will 
Blanche  Ingram  repair  1  She  is  standing  alone 
at  the  table,  bending  gracefully  over  an  album. 
She  seems  waiting  to  be  sought ;  but  she  will 
not  wait  too  long ;  she  herself  selects  a  mate. 

Mr.  Rochester,  having  quitted  the  Esbtons, 
stands  on  the  hearth  as  solitary  as  she  stands 
by  the  table;  she  confronts  him,  taking  her 
station  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  mantle- 
piece. 

**Mr.  Rochester,  I  thpQght  you  were  not 
fond  of  children!*' 

"Nor am  L" 

**  Then,  what  induced  you  to  take  charge  of 
SQch  a  little  doN  as  that  t  (pointing  to  Adele). 
Where  did  you  pick  her  apV* 

"  I  did  not  pick  her  up,  she  was  left  on  my 
hands." 

<*  You  should  have  sent  her  to  school." 

<*  I  could  not  afford  it ;  schools  are  so  dear." 

"  Why,  I  suppose  you  have  a  governess  for 
her ;  I  saw  a  person  with  her  just  now — is  she 
gone?  Oh,  no!  there  she  is  still  behind  the 
window-curtain.  You  pay  her,  of  course ;  I 
should  think  it  quite  as  expensive — more  so ; 
for  you  have  them  both  to  keep  in  addition." 

I  feared — or  should  I  say,  hoped  1 — ^the  alia- 
aion  to  me  would  make  Mr.  Rochester  glance 
my  way;  and  I  involuntarily  ahmnk  farther 
into  the  shade ;  but  he  never  turned  his  eyes. 

*'  I  have  not  considered  the  subject,'*  said  be, 
indifferently,  looking  straight  hefore  him. 

»*  No — you  men  never  do  consider  economy 
and  common  sense.  You  should  hear  mamma 
on  the  chapter  of  governesses ;  Mary  and  I 
have  had,  I  should  think,  a  dozen  at  least  in 
our  day ;  half  of  them  detestable  and  the  rest 
ridiciilousy  and  all  incubi — were  they  not,  mam- 
ma!" 

**  Did  you  speak,  my  own  1" 

The  ytmng  lady  thus  claimed  as  the  dow- 
agers's  special  property,  reiterated  her  question 
with  an  explanation. 

*•  My  dearest,  don't  mention  governesses ; 
the  word  makes  me  nervous.  I  have  suffered 
a  martyrdom  from  their  incompetency  and  ca- 
price ;  I  thank  Heaven  I  have  now  done  with 
them !" 

Mrs.  Dent  now  bent  over  to  the  pious  lady, 
and  whispered  something  in  her  ear ;  I  suppose 
from  the  answer  elicited,  it  was  a  reminder 
that  one  df  the  anathematized  race  was  present. 

"Tanl  pis!"  said  her  ladyship,  "I  hope  it 
may  do  her  good !"  Then,  in  a  tower  tone, 
but  still  loud  enough  for  me  to  hear,  **  I  noticed 
her ;  I  am  a  judge  of  physiognomy,  and  in  hers 
I  see  all  the  faults  of  her  class." 

"What   are   they,  madam  1"  inquired  Mr. 


"  I  will  tell  you  in  your  private  e«r,"  repM 
she,  wagging  her  turban  three  times  with  por 
tentous  significancy. 

"  But  my  curiosity  will  be  past  its  appetite 
it  craves  food  now." 

^  Ask  Blanche ;  she  is  nearer  you  than  I." 

"  Oh,  don*t  refer  him  to  me,  mamma !  i 
have  just  one  word  to  say  of  the  whole  tribe— 
they  are  a  nuisance.  Not  that  I  ever  auflered 
much  from  them;  I  took  care  to  torn  the 
tables.  What  tricks  Theodore  and  I  used  to 
play  on  our  Miss  Wilsons,  and  Mrs.  Greys,  and 
Madame  Jouberts !  Mary  was  always  too 
sleepy  to  join  in  a  plot  with  spirit.  The  best 
fun  was  with  Madame  Joubert;  Miss  Wilson 
was  a  poor  sickly  thing,  lachrymose  and  low- 
spirited  ;  not  worth  the  trouble  of  VAnqoiehing, 
in  short;  and  Mrs.  Grey  was  coarse  and  io- 
sensible ;  no  blow  took  effect'  on  her.  But 
poor  Madame  Joubert !  I  see  her  yet  in  ber 
raging  passions,  when  we  bad  driveb  her  to  ex- 
tremities— spilled  our  tea,  erumbled  our  bread 
and  butter,  tossed  our  books  up  to  the  ceiling, 
and  played  a  charivari  with  the  ruler  and  desk, 
the  fender  and  flreirons.  Theodore,  do  you 
remember  those  merry  days  1" 

*'  Yaas,  to  be  sure  I  do,"  drawled  Lord  In- 
gram ;  '•  and  the  poor  old  stick  used  to  cry  out 
*  Oh  you  villains  cbilds !'— and  then  we  aerrooe- 
ized  her  on  the  presumption  of  attemptiBg  to 
teacb  such  clever  blades  as  we  were,  wiien  she 
was  herself  so  ignorant." 

"  We  did ;  and  Tedo,  yon  know,  I  helped 
you  in  prosecuting  (or  persecuting)  your  totor, 
wbey*  faced  Mr.  Vining— the  parson  in  the  pip, 
as  we  used  to  call  bim.  He  and  Miss  WUsoe 
took  the  liberty  of  fallinf  in  love  with  each 
other^at  least  Tedo  and  I  thought  so;  we 
snrprised  sundry  tender .  glances  and  sighs 
which  we  interpreted  as  tokens  of  Ma  beUe 
passion,'  and  I  prbmise  you  tbe  public  soon  bad 
the  benefit  of  our  discovery ;  we  employed  ift  as 
a  sort  of  lever  to  hoist  our  dead- weights  from 
the  house.  Dear  mamma  there,  as  soon  as  she 
got  an  inkling  of  the  business,  found  oat  ibst  It 
was  of  an  immoral  tendency.  Did  you  i^ 
my  lady-mother!" 

**  Certai nly,  my  best.  And  I  was  qo ite  right ; 
depend  on  that ;  there  are  a  thousand  reasoni 
why  liaisons  between  governesses  and  tutors 
should  never  be  tolerated  a  moment  in  sny 
well-regulated  house ;  firstly — " 

"  Oh  gracious,  mamma  I  Spare  ns  the  eao- 
meration !  An  reste,  we  all  know  them  ;  dag- 
ger uf  bad  example  to  innocence  of  childhood ; 
distractions  and  consequent  neglect  of  duty  oa 
the  part  of  the  attached ;  mutual  alliance  and 
reliance ;  confidence  thence  resulting  —  iaao 
lenue  accompanying — motiny  and  general  Mow 
up.  Am  I  right,  Baroness  Ingram  of  Inf  raa 
Parkl" 

*«My  lily-flower,  yoa  are  right  now  as  nl 
ways." 

"  Then  no  more  need  be  said ;  chan^  tls 
subject." 

Amy  Eshton,  not  hearing  or  not  beading  tlia 
dictum,  joined  in  vfith  ber  soft,  infantine  toese 
"  Louisa  and  I  used  to  quiz  our  governess  too 
but  she  was  such  a  good  creature,  she  wosal 
bear  any  tbiiig ;  nothing  put  her  out.  She  o^a 
never  cross  with  us ;  was  she,  Louisa  f  ** 
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nnsaek  her  desk  and  her  workbox,  and  tarn 
her  drawers  inside  out ;  ,^nd  she  was  so  good- 
Mtared  she  would  give  us  any  thing  we  asked 
for." 

**  I  suppose  now/'  said  Miss  Ingram,  curling 
her  lip  sarcastically, "  we  shall  have  an  abstract 
of  the  memoirs  of  all  the  governesses  extant ; 
in  order  to  avert  such  a  visitation,  I  again  move 
the  introduction  of  a  new  topic.  Mr.  Roches- 
ter, do  you  second  my  motion !" 

**  Madam,  I  support  you  on  this  point  as  on 
•very  other." 

'*  Then  on  me  be  the  onus  of  bringing  it  for- 
ward.   Signior  Ednardo,  are  you  in  voice  to- 
Bi|iit  t" 
**  Donna  Bianoa,  if  yon  command  it,  I  will 
^be.» 

"  "Then,  signior,  I  lay  on  you  my  sovereign 
behest  to  fuitish  up  your  lungs  and  other  vocal 
Ofgans,  as  they  will  be  wanted  on  my  royal 
•ervice." 

**Who  would  not  be  the  Rizzio  of  so  divine 
tMaryl" 

**A  fig  for  Rizzio !"  cried  she,  tossing  her 
bead  with  all  its  curls,  as  she  moved  to  the 
piano.  **It  is  my  opinion  the  fiddler  David 
most  have  been  an  insipid  sort  of  fellow ;  I 
like  black  Bothwell  better ;  to  my  mind  a  man 
is  nothing  withont  a  spice  of  the  devil  in  him  ; 
and  history  may  say.  what  it  will  of  James 
Hepburn,  but  I  have  a  notion  he  was  just  that 
iort  of  wild,  fierce,  bandit-hero  whom  I  could 
have  consented  to  gift  with  my  hand." 

'*  Gentlemen,  you  hear !  Now  which  of  you 
most  resembles  Bothwell  1"  cried  Mr.  Roches- 
ter. 

**  I  should  say  the  preference  lies  with  yoq," 
responded  Colonel  Dent. 

'*  On  my  honor,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you," 
was  the  reply. 

Miss  Ingram,  who  had  now  seated  herself 
with  proud  grace  at  the  piano,  spreading  out 
her  snowy  robes  in  queenly  amplitude,  com- 
menced a  brilliant  prelude,  talking  meantime. 
She  appeared  to  be  on  her  high  horse  to-night ; 
both  her  words  and  her  air  seemed  intended  to 
ejifcite  not  only  the  admiration,  but  the  amaze- 
ment of  her  auditors ;  she  was  evidently  bent 
OB  striking  them  as  something  very  dashing 
and  daring  indeed. 

"  Ob,  I  am  so  sick  of  the  young  men  of  the 
present  day  !"  exclaimed  she,  rattling  away  at 
the  instrument.  '*  Poor,  puny  things,  not  fit  to 
stir  a  step  beyond  papa*s  park-gates ;  nor  to  go 
even  so  far  without  mammals  permission  and 
guardianship !  Creatures  so  absorbed  in  C|ire 
aboat  their  pretty  faces  and  their  white  hands, 
and  their  small  feet ;  as  if  a  man  had  any  thing 
to  do  with  beauty  !  As  if  loveliness  were  not 
the  special  prerogative  of  woman — her  legiti- 
mate appanage  and  heritage !  I  grant  an  ugly 
fcoman  ia  a  blot  on  t'he  fair  face  of  creation ; 
but  as  to  the  gentUnuTi^  let  them  be  solicitous 
10  possess  only  strength  and  valor;  let  their 
anotto  be^Hunt,  dioot,  and  fight ;  the  rest  is 
not  worth  a  fillip.  Such  should  be  my  device, 
were  I  a  man." 

•'  V/^benever  I  marry,"  she  continued,  after  a 

paDse,  'Which  none  interrupted,  "  I  am  resolv- 

id  my  husband  shall  not  be  a  rival,  but  a  foil 

A  me.     I  will  suffer  no  competitor  near  the 

none :  I  shall  exact  an  undivided  homage ; 


his  devotions  shall  not  be  shared  between  me 
and  the  shape  he  sees  in  hfs  mirror.  Mr.  Ro- 
chester, now  sing,  and  1  will  play  for  you." 

**  I  am  an  obedience,"  was  the  response. 

**  Here,  then,  is  a  corsair-song.  Know  that 
I  dote  on  corsairs ;  and  for  that  reason,  sing 
it  •  con  spirito.* " 

*<  Commands  from  Miss  Ingram*s  lips  would 
put  spirit  into  a  mug  of  milk  and  water." 

"  I'ake  care,  then ;  if  you  don't  please  me,  I 
will  shame  you  by  showing  how  such  things 
should  be  done." 

**  That  is  ofiTering  a  premium  on  incapacity  : 
I  shall  now  endeavor  to  fail.? 

"  Gardez-vous  en  bien !  I.'  yon  err  willfully, 
I  shall  devise  a  proportionate  punishment." 

'*  Miss  Ingram  ought  to  be  clement,  for  she 
has  it  in  her  power  to  inflict  a  chastisement 
beyond  mortal  endurance." 

"  Ha !  explain !"  commanded  the  lady. 

"Pardon  me,  maHaro  ;  no  need  of  explana- 
tion; your  own  fine  sense  most  inform  you 
that  one  of  your  frowns  would  be  a  sufilcient 
substitute  for  capital  punishment." 

**Sing!"  said  she,  and  again  touching  the 
piano  she  commeneed  an  accompaniment  in 
spirited  style. 

•*«  Now  is  my  time  to  slip  away,"  thought  I : 
but  the  tones  that  then  severed  the  air  arrested 
me.  Mrs.  Fairfax  had  said  Mr.  Rochester 
possessed  a  fine  voice:  he  did — a  mellow, 
powerful  bass,  into  which  he  threw  his  own 
feeling,  his  own  force ;  finding  a  way  through 
the  ear  to  the  heart,  and  there  waking  sensa- 
tion strangely.  I  waited  till  the  last  deep  and 
full  vibration  had  expired — ^till  the  tide  of  talk, 
checked  an  instant,  had  resumed  its  flow;  I 
then  quitted  my  sheltered  comer  and  made  my 
exit  by  the  side-door,  which  was  fortunately 
near.  Thence  a  aarrow  passage  led  into  the 
hall ;  in  crossing  it,  I  perceived  my  sandal  was 
loose ;  I  stooped  to  tie  it,  kneeling  down  for 
that  purpose  on  the  mat  at  the  foot  of  the  stair-, 
case.  I  heard  the  dining-room  door  unclose ; 
a  gentlemah  came  out ;  rising  hastily,  I  stood 
face  to  face  with  him ;  it  was  Mr.  Rochester 

'*  How  do  you  do  1"  he  asked. 

*»  I  am  very  well,  sir." 

"  "Why  did  you  not  come  and  speak  to  me  in 
the  room  V* 

I  thought  I  might  have  retorted  the  question 
on  him  who  put  it ;  but  I  would  not  take  that 
freedom.    I  answered, 

**  I  did  not  wish  to  disturb  you,  as  you  seem- 
ed engaged,  sir." 

<*  What  have  you  been  doing  during  my  ab- 
sence t" 

** Nothing  particular;  teaching  AdMe  as 
usual." 

**  And  getting  a  good  deal  paler  than  yoa 
were— ^s  I  saw  at  first  sight.  4  What  is  the 
matter  1" 

••  Nothing  at  all,  sir." 

"  Did  you  take  any  cold  that  night  you  half 
drowned  me !" 

*<  Not  the  least." 

"Return  to  the  drawing-room;  you  are  de- 
serting too  early." 

"  I  am  tired,  sir." 

He  looked  at  roe  for  a  minute. 

"And  a  litUe  depressed,"  he  said.  "Wha^ 
about  1    Tell  me." 
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"  Nothing— nothing,  sir.  I  am  not  depress- 
ed." 

"But  I  affirm  that  you  are;  so  much  de- 
pressed that  a  few  more  words  would  bring 
tears  to  your  eyes — indeed,  they  are  there  now, 
shining  and  swimming ;  and  a  bead  has  slipped 
from  the  lash  and  fallen  on  to  the  flag.  If  I 
bad  time,  and  was  not  in  mortal  dread  of  some 
prating  prig  of  a  servant  passing,  I  would  know 
What  all  this  means.  Well,  to-night  I  excuse 
you  ;  but  understand  that  so  long  as  my  visit- 
ors stay,  I  expect  you  to  appear  in  the  drawing- 
riDom  every  evening ;  it  is  my  wish  :  don't  neg- 
lect it.  Now  go,  and  send  Sophie  for  Addle. 
Good  night,  my—*'  He  stopped,  bit  bis  lip, 
and  abruptly  left  me. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Mbbbt  days  were  these  at  Thomfield  Hall, 
and  busy  days  too ;  how  different  from  the  first 
three  months  of  stillness,  monotony,  and  soli- 
tude I  bad  passed  beneath  its  roof!  All  sad 
feelings  seemed  now  driven  from  the  house,  all 
gloomy  associations  forgotten  ;  there  was  life 
every  where,  movement  all  day  long.  You 
could  not  now  traverse  the  gallery,  once  So 
hushed,  nor  enter  the  front  chamber,  once  so 
tenantless,  without  encountering  a  smart  lady*8- 
tiaaid  or  a  dandy  valet. 

The  kitchen,  the  butler's  pantry,  the  servants' 
ball,  the  entrance-hall,  were  equally  alive ;  and 
the  saloons  were  only  left  void  and  still,  when 
the  blue  sky  and  halcyon  sunshine  of  the  genial 
spring  weather  callecl  their  occupants  out  iuto 
the  grounds.  Even  when  that  weather  was 
broken,  and  continuous  raiu  set  in  for  some 
days,  no  damp  seemed  cast  over  enjoyment ; 
in-door  amusements  only  became  more  lively 
and  varied,  in  consequence  of  the  stop  put  to 
out-door  gayety. 

I  wondered  what  they  were  going  to  do  the 
first  evening  a  change  of  entertainment  was 
proposed :  they  spoke  of  *•  playing  charades," 
but  in  iny  ignorance  I  did  not  understand  the 
term.  The  servants  were  called  in,  the  dining- 
room  tables  wheeled  away,  the  lights  otherwise 
disposed,  the  chairs  placed  in  a  semicircle  op- 
fx»site  the  arch.  While  Mr.  Rochester  and  the 
other  gentlemen  directed  these  alterations,  the 
ladies  were  running  up  and  down  stairs  ringing 
for  their  maids.  Mrs.  Fairfax  was  summoned 
to  give  information  respecting  the  resources  of 
the  house  in  shawls,  dresses,  draperies  of  any 
kind :  and  certain  wardrobes  of  the  third  story 
were  ransacked,  and  their  contents,  in  the 
shape  of  brocaded  and  hooped  petticoats,  satin 
sacques,  black  modes,  lace  lappets,  dec.,  were 
brought  down  in  armfuls  by  the  abigails ;  then 
a  selection  ^s  made,  and  such  thihgs  as  were 
ehosen  were  carried  to  the  boudoir  within  the 
drawing-room. 

Meantime,  Mr.  Rochester  had  again  sum- 
aaoned  the  ladies  round  him,  and  was  selecting 
certain  of  their  number  to  be  of  his  party. 
•«MiS8  Ingram  is  mine,  of  course,"  said  he; 
afterward  he  named  the  two  Misses  Esbton, 
and  Mrs.  Dent.  He  looked  at  me ;  I  happened 
to  be  near  him,  as  I  had  been  fastening  the 
elasp  of  Ma.  Dent's  bracelet,  which  bad  got 


**Wi1l  you  play!"  he  asVed.  I  shook  my 
head.  He  did  not  insist,  which  T  rather  feared 
he  would  have  done ;  he  altowad  me  to  retun 
quietly  to  my  usual  seat. 

He  and  his  aids  now  withdrew  behind  the 
curtain ;  the  other  party,  which  was  headed  by 
Colonel  Dent,  sat  down  on  the  cresi^nt  of 
chairs.  One  of  the  gentlemen,  Mr.  Eshton,  ob- 
serving me,  seemed  to  propose  that  I  should  be 
asked  to  join  them ;  but  Lady  Ingram  instantly 
negatived  the  notion. 

**No,"  I  heard  her  say;  "she  looks  tos 
stupid  for  any  game  of  the  sort.*' 

Ere  long,  a  bell  tinkled,  and  the  eurtaio  drew 
up.  Within  the  arch,  the  bulky  figure  of  Sir 
George  Ljmn,  whom  Mr.  Rochester  had  like- 
wise chosen,  was  seen  enveloped  in  a  wfaitoj 
sheet ;  before  him,  on  a  table,  lay  open  a  large 
book;  and  at  his  side  stood  Amy  Esbton, 
draped  in  Mr.  Rochester's  cloak,  and  holding  a 
book  in  her  hand.  Somebody,  unseen,  rung  tli« 
bell  merrily ;  then  Addle  (who  bad  insisted  on 
being  one  of  her  guardian's  party),  bounded  for- 
ward, scattering  round  her  the  contents  of  a 
basket  of  flowers  she  carried  on  her  ami. 
Then  appeared  the  magnificent  figure  of  Miss 
Ingram,  clad  in  white,  a  long  veil  on  her  bead« 
and  a  wreath  of  roses  round  her  brow :  by  her 
side  walked  Mr.  Rochester,  and  together  tbey 
drew  near  the  table.  They  kneeled,  whilo 
Mrs.  Dent  and  Louisa  Esbton,  dressed  also  in 
white,  took  up  their  stations  behind  them.  A 
ceremony  followed  in  dumb  show,  in  which  ic 
was  easy  to  recognize  the  pantomime  of  a  ma^ 
riage.  At  its  termination,  Colonel  Dent  and 
his^arty  consulted  in  whispers  for  two  minutes^ 
then  the  colonel  called  out, 

"Bride!"  Mr.  Rochester  bowed  and  Ite 
curtain  fell. 

A  considerable  interval  elapsed  before  it  again 
rose.  Its  second  rising  displayed  a  more  elab> 
orately-prepared  scene  than  the  last  The 
drawing-room,  as  I  have  before  observed,  was 
raised  two  steps  above  the  dining-room,  and  oa 
the  top  of  the  upper  step,  placed  a  yard  or  two 
back  within  the  room,  appeared  a  large  marble 
basin,  whrch  I  recognized  as  an  ornament  of 
the  conservatory — where  it  usually  stood  sur- 
rounded by  exotics,  and  tenanted  by  goM-fisb— 
and  whence  it  must  have  been  transported  with 
some  trouble,  on  account  of  its  size  and  weiclil 

Seated  on  the  carpet,  by  the  side  (»f  thk 
basin,  was  seen  Mr.  Rochester,  costumed  ii 
shawls,  with  a  turban  on  his  head.  His  davl 
eyes  and  swarth  skin  and  Paynim  featiir» 
suited  the  costume  exactly ;  he  looked  the  ver] 
model  of  an  eastern  emir,  an  agent  or  a  vietiii 
of  the  bowstring.  Presently  advaoeed  intii 
view  Miss  Ingram.  She,  too,  was  attired  ii 
oriental  fashion ;  a  crimson  soarf  tied  sasb-Kfc 
round  the  waist ;  an  embroidered  haodkereliic 
knotted  about  her  temples;  her  beantiftall] 
molded  arms  bare,  one  of  them  upraised  i 
the  act  of  supporting  a  pitoher,  poised  grmot 
folly  on  her  head.  Both  her  cast  of  form  an 
feature,  her  complexion  and  her  general  m 
suggested  the  idea  of  some  Israelitish  princ^a 
of  the  patriarchal  days ;  and  such  was  doaak 
less  the  character  she  intended  to  repres^^ 

She  approached  the  basin,  and  bent  over  iaa  t 
if  to  fill  her  pitcher ;  she  again  lifted  it  lo  ^ 
head.    The  personage  on  the  w^-briak   ^ 
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Memed  to  accost  her ;  to  make  some  request : 
•*  She  hasied,  let  down  her  pitcher  on  her  band, 
and  gave  him  to  drink."  From  the  bosom  of 
his  )X)be,  he  then  produced  a  casket,  opened 
it  and  showed  magnificent  bracelets  and  ear* 
rings;  she  acted  astonishment  and  admiration: 
kneeling,  he  laid  the  treasure  at  her  feet :  in- 
credulity and  delight  were  expressed  by  her 
kwks  and  gestures  ;  the  stranger  fB]|tened  the 
bracelets  on  her  arms  and  the  nngs  in  her  ears. 
It  was  Eliezer  and  Rebecca :  the  camels  only 
were  wanting. 

The  ditining  party  again  laid  their  heads  to- 
gether ;  apparently  they  could  not  agree  about 
the  word  or  syllable  this  scene  illustrated. 
Colonel  Dent,  their  spokesman,  demanded  **the 
,  tableau  of  the  Whole  ;^'*  whereupon  the  curtain 
again  descended. 

On  its  third  rising  only  a  portion  of  the 
drawing-room  was  disclosed,  the  rest  being 
oonceated  by  a  screen,  hung  with  some  sort  of 
dark  and  coarse  drapery.  The  marble  basin 
was  removed;  in  its  place  stood  a  deal  table 
and  a  kitchen  chair :  these  objects  were  visible 
by  a  very  dim  light  proceeding  from  a  horn 
lantern,  the  wax  candles  being  all  extinguished. 

Amid  this  sordid  scene,  sat  a  roan  with  his 
clenched  hands  resting  on  his  knees,  and  his 
eyea  bent  on  the  ground.  I  knew  Mr.  Roches- 
ter ;  though  the  begrimed  face,  the  disordered 
dress  (his  coat  hanging  loose  from  one  arm,  as 
if  it  had  been  almost  torn  from  his  back  in  a 
acoflle),  the  desperate  and  scowling  counte- 
nance, the  rough,  bristling  hair  might  well  have 
disguised  him.  As  he  moved,  a  chain  clanked  ; 
to  bis  wrists  were  attached  fetters. 

*■  Bridewell !"  exclaimed  Colonel  Dent,  and 
the  charade  was  solved. 
•  A  sufficient  interval  having  elapsed  for  the 
performera  to  resume  their  ordinary  costume, 
they  re-entered  the  dining-room.  Mr.  Roches- 
ter led  in  Miss  Ingram ;  she  was  complimenting 
liim  on  his  acting. 

•*Do  you  know,"  said  she,  "that,  of  the 
three  characters,  I  liked  you  in  the  last  best  1 
Oh,  bad  you  but  lived  a  few  years  earlier,  what 
a  gallant  gentleman-highwayman  you  would 
have  made  !** 

<*  Is  all  the  soot  washed  IVom  my  face  1"  he 
asked,  turning  it  toward  her. 

"  Alas !  yes  ;  the  more*s  the  pity !  Nothing 
could  be  more  becoming  to  your  complexion 
that  than^  ruffian*s  rouge." 

'*  You  would  like  a  hero  of  the  road,  then  ?** 

"  An  English  hero  of  the  road  would  be  the 
next  best  thing  to  an  Italian  bandit ;  and  that 
eould  only  be  surpassed  by  a  Levantine  pirate." 

••Well,  whatever  I  am,  remember  yon  are 
my  wife :  we  were  married  an  hour  since,  in 
the  presence  of  all  these  witnesses."  Slie  gig- 
gled, and  her  color  rose. 

••  Now,  Dent,"  continued  Mr:  Rochester,  "  it 
is  your  turn."  And,  as  the  other  party  with- 
drew, he  and  his  band  took  the  vacated  seats. 
Miss  Ingram  placed  herself  at  her  leader's  right 
hand ;  the  other  diviners  filled  the  chairs  on 
each  side  of  him  and  her.  I  did  not  now  watch 
the  actors—I  no  longer  waited  with  interest  for 
the  curtain  to  rise  ;  my  attention  was  absorbed 
by  the  spectators  ;  my  eyes,  erewhile  fixed  on 
Che  arch,  were  now  irresistibly  attracted  to  the 
■eoueirele  of  chairs.    What  charade  Colonel 


Dent  and  his  party  (dayed,  what  word  they 
chose,  how  they  acquitted  themselves,  I  no 
longer  remember ;  but  I  still  see  the  consulta- 
tion which  followed  each  scene — I  see  Mr. 
Rochester  turn  to  Miss  Ingram,  and  Miss  In* 
gram  to  him — ^I  see  her  incline  her  head  toward 
him,  till  the  jetty  curls  almost  touch  his  shoul- 
der, and  wave  against  his  cheek^-I  hear  their 
mutual  whisperings— -I  recall  their  interohansed 
glances ;  and  something  even  of  the  feeliDg 
roused  by  the  spectacle  returns  in  memory  at 
this  moment. 

I  have  told  you,  reader,  that  I  had  learned  to 
love  Mr.  Rochester:  I  could  not  aniove  him 
now,  merely  because  I  found  that  he  had  ceased 
to  notice  me — because  I  might  pass  hoars  in  hit 
presence,  and  he  would  never  onoe  turn  his  eyes 
in  my  direction—because  I  saw  all  his  atten- 
tions appropriated  by  a  great  lady,  who  scorned 
to  touch  me  with  the  hem  of  her  robes  as  she 
passed — ^who,  if  ever  her  dark  and  imperious 
eye  fell  on  me  by  chance,  weuld  withdraw  it 
instantly,  as  from  an  object  too  mean  to  merit 
observation.  I  could  not  unlove  him,  because 
I  felt  sure  ho  would  soon  marry  this  very  lady 
— ^because  I  read  daily  in  her  a  proud  security 
in  his  intentions  respecting  her— because  I  wit- 
nessed hourly  in  him  a  style  of  oourtship, 
which,  if  careless,  and  choosing  rather  to  be 
sought  than  to  seek,  was  yet,  in  its  very  care- 
lessness, captivating,  and  in  its  very  pride  Irre- 
sistible. 

There  was  nothing  to  cool  or  banish  love 
in  these  circumstances,  though  much  to  create 
despair.  Much,  too,  you  will  think,  reader,  to 
engender  jealousy,  if  a  woman  in  my  pHOsltion 
could  presume  to  be  jealous  of  a  woman  in  Miss 
Ingram's.  But  I  was  not  jealous,  or  very  rare- 
ly—the nature  of  the  pain  I  suflTered  could  not 
be  explained  by  that  word.  Miss  Ingram  was  a 
mark  beneath  jealousy :  she  was  too  inferior  to 
excite  the  feeling.  Pardon  the  aeeming  para- 
dox—I mean  vvhat  I  say.  She  was  very  showy, 
but  she  was  not  genuine ;  she  had  a  fine  person, 
many  brilliant  attainments ;  but  her  mind  was 
posr,  her  heart  barren  by  nature — nothing 
bloomed  spontaneously  on  that  soil— no  un- 
forced natural  fruit  delighted  by  its  freshness. 
She  was  not  good,  she  was  not  original ;  she 
used  to  repeat  sounding  phrases  from  books ; 
she  never  offered,  nor  had,  an  opinion  of  her 
own.  She  advocated  a  high  tone  of  sentiment ; 
but  she  did  not  know  the  sensations  of  sympathy 
and  pity ;  tenderness  and  truth  were  not  in  her. 
Too  often  she  betrayed  this  by  the  undue  vent 
she  gave  to  a  spiteful  antipathy  she  had  con- 
ceived against  little  Ad^le,  pushing  her  away 
with  some  contumelious  epithet  if  she  happened 
to  approach  her ;  sometimes  ordering  her  flrom 
the  room,  aud  always  treating  her  with  cohlness 
and  acrimony.  Other  eyes  besides  mine  watch- 
ed these  manifestations  of  character — watched 
them  closely,  keenly,  shrewdly.  Yes,  the  fli- 
ture  bridegroom,  Mr.  Rochester  himself,  exer- 
cised over  his  intended  a  ceaseless  surveillance; . 
and  it  was  from  this  sagacity— this  guardedneas 
of  his — ^this  perfect,  clear  consciousness  of  his 
fair  one's  defects — this  obvious  absence  of  pas- 
sion in  his  sentiments  toward  her,  that  ray  ever- 
tortnriog  pain  arose. 

I  saw  he  was  going  to  marry  her,  for  family, 
perhaps  political  reasons— 4)eoause  her  rank  and 


72 


JANE  EYRB. 


connections  suited  him  ;  I  felt  he  had  not  given 
her  his  love,  and  that  her  qualifications  were  ill 
adapted  to  win  from  him  that  treasure.  This 
was  the  point^this  was  where  the  nerve  was 
touched  and  teased — this  was  where  the  fever 
was  sustained  and  fed :  ghe  could  not  charm 

IttSfl, 

If  she  had  managed  the  victory  at  once,  and 
he  had  yielded  and  sincerely  laid  hie  heart  at 
her  feet,  I  should  have  covered  my  face,  turned 
to  the  wall,  and  (figuratively)  have  died  to  them. 
If  Miss  Ingram  had  been  a  good  and  noble 
woman,  endowed  with  force,  fervor,  kindness, 
sense,  I  should  have  had  one  vital  struggle 
with  two  tigers—jealonsy  and  despair;  then, 
my  heart  torn  out  and  devoured,  I  should  have 
admired  her — acknowledged  her  excellence,  and 
been  quiet  for  the  rest  of  my  days ;  and  the 
more  absolute  her  superiority,  the  deeper  would 
have  been  my  admiration — ^ihe  more  truly  tran- 
quil my  quiescence.  But  as  matters  really  stood, 
to  watch  Miss  Ingram*8  efforts  at  fascinating 
Mr.  Rochester — to  witness  their  repeated  fail- 
ure— herself  unconscious  that  they  did  fail — 
vainly  fancying  that  each  shaft  lanched  hit  the 
mark,  and  infatuatedly  pluming  herself  on  suc- 
cess, when  her  pride  and  self-complaisancy  re- 
pelled further  and  further  what  she  wished  to 
allure — ^to  witness  this  was  to  be  at  once  under 
ceaseless  excitation  and  ruthless  restraint. 

Because,  when  she  failed,  I  saw  how  she 
might  have  succeeded.  Arrows  that  continu- 
ally glanced  off  from  Mr.  Rochester's  breast, 
and  fell  harmless  at  his  feet,  might,  I  knew,  if 
shot  by  a  surer  hand,  have  quivered  keen  in  his 
proud  heart — have  called  love  into  his  stern  eye, 
and  softness  into  his  sardonic  face ;  or,  better 
still,  without  weapons,  a  silent  conquest  might 
have  been  won. 

"  Why  can  she  not  influence  him  more,  when 
filie  is  privileged  to  draw  so  near  to  him  1*'  I 
asked  myself.  *' Surely  she  can  not  truly  like 
him,  or  not  like  him  with  true  affection !  If 
she  did,  she  need  not  coin  her  smiles  so  lavish* 
ly,  flash  her  glances  so  unremittingly,  manufac- 
ture airs  so  elaborate,  graces  so  multitudinous. 
It  seems  to  me  that  she  might,  by  merely  sit- 
ting quietly  at  his  side,  saying  little  and  looking 
less,  get  nigher  his  heart.  I  have  seen  in  his 
face  a  far  diflTerent  expression  from  that  which 
hardens  it  now  while  she  is  so  vivaciously  ac- 
costing him  I  but  then  it  came  of  itself ;  it  was 
not  elicited  by  meretricious  arts  and  oatoulated 
manoeuvers ;  and  one  had  hut  to  accept  it — ^to 
answer  what  be  asked,  without  pretension,  to 
address  him,  when  needful,  without  grimace — 
and  it  increased,  and  grew  kinder  and  more  ge- 
nial, and  warmed  one  like  a  fostering  sunbeam. 
How  will  she  manage  to  please  him  when  they 
are  married  1  I  do  not  think  she  will  manage 
t :  and  yet  it  might  be  managed  ;  and  his  wife 
night,  I  verily  believe,  be  the  very  happiest 
woman  the  sun  shines  on." 

I  have  not  yet  said  any  thing  condemnatory 
^f  Mr.  Rochester's  project  of  marrying  for  in- 
terest and  connections.  It  surprised  me  when 
I  first  discovered  that  such  was  his  intention ,  I 
had  thought  him  a  man  unlikely  to  be  influenced 
by  motives  so  commonplace  in  his  choice  of  a 
wife ;  but  the  longer  I  considered  the  position, 
education,  &c.,  of  the  parties,  the  less  I  felt 
instified  in  judging  and  blaming  either  him  or 


Miss  Ingram,  for  acting  in  conformity  to  Meat 
and  principles  instilled  into  them,  doubtlMS» 
from  their  childhood.  All  their  class  held  these 
principles :  I  supposed,  then,  they  bad  reasons 
for  holding  them  such  as  I  could  not  fathom. 
It  seemed  to  me  that,  were  I  a  gentleman  like 
him,  I  would  take  to  my  bosom  only  such  a 
wife  as  I  could  love ;  but  the  very  obviousness 
of  the  advantages  to  the  husband's  own  hap- 
piness, offered  by  this  plan,  convinced  roe  that 
there  must  be  arguments  against  its  general 
adoption  of  which  I  was  quite  ignorant,  other- 
wise I  felt  sure  all  the  world  would  act  as  I 
wished  to  act. 

But  in  other  points,  as  well  as  this,  I  was 
growing  very  lenient  to  my  master :  I  was  for- 
getting all  his  faults,  for  which  I  had  once  kept  ^ 
a  sharp  look-out.  It  had  formerly  been  my  en-  ' 
deavor  to  study  all  sides  of  his  character— to 
take  the  bad  with  the  good,  and,  from  the  just 
weighing  of  both,  to  form  an  equitable  judg- 
ment. Now  I  saw  no  bad.  The  sarcasm  that 
had  repelled,  the  harshness  that  had  startled 
me  once,  were  only  like  keen  condiments  in  a 
choice  dish — ^their  presence  was  pungent,  bat 
their  absence  would  be  felt  as  comparatively  in- 
sipid. And  as  for  the  vague  something—was 
it  a  sinister  or  a  sorrowful,  a  designing  or  a 
desponding  expression  1 — that  opened  upon  a 
careful  observer,  now  and  then,  in  bis  eye,  and 
closed  again  before  ene  could  fathom  the  strange 
depth  partially  disclosed ;  that  something  which 
used  to  make  me  fear  and  shrink,  as  if  I  had 
been  wandering  among  volcanic-kioking  hiOs, 
and  had  suddenly  felt  the  ground  quiver  and 
seen  it  gape ;  that  something  I,  at  intervals,  be- 
held still,  and  with  throbbing  heart,  but  not 
with  palsied  nerves.  Instead  of  wishing  to 
shun,  I  longed  only  to  dare,  to  divine  it ;  aod  I 
thought  Miss  Ingram  happy,  because  one  day 
she  might  look  into  the  abyss  at  her  leisure,  ex- 
plore its  secrets,  and  analyze  their  nature. 

Meantime,  while  I  thought  only  of  my  mas- 
ter and  his  future  bride — saw  only  them,  beaid 
only  their  discourse,  and  considered  only  their 
movements  of  importance— the  rest  of  the  party 
were  occupied  with  their  own  separate  interests 
and  pleasures.  The  ladies  Lynn  and  Ingram 
continued  to  consort  in  solemn  confereaces; 
where  they  nodded  their  two  turbans  at  each 
other,  and  held  up  their  four  bands  in  confront- 
ing gestures  of  surprise,  or  mystery,  or  borrort 
according  to  the  theme  on  which  their  gossiii 
ran,  like  a  pair  of  magnified  puppets.  Mild  Mrs. 
Dent  talked  with  good-natured  Mrs.  Eshton; 
and  the  two  sometimes  bestowed  a  coorteom 
word  or  smile  on  me.  Sir  George  Lyon,  Cok»- 
nelDent,  and  Mr.  Eshton,  discQ»ed  politics,  or 
county  affairs,  or  joatiee  business.  Lord  iograoi 
flirted  with  Amy  £shton ;  Louisa  played  and 
sang  to  and  with  one  of  the  Messrs.  Lynn ;  and 
Mary  Ingram  listened  languidly  lo  the  gallant 
speeches  of  the  other.  Sometimes  all,  as  with 
one  consent,  suspended  their  by-play  to  observa 
and  listen  to  the  principal  actors ;  for,  after  all, 
Mr.'  Rochester,  and,  because  closely  oonoectad 
with  him,  Miss  Ingram,  were  the  life  and  soul 
of  the  party.  If  he  were  absent  from  the  roooa 
an  hoar,  a  perceptible  dullness  seemed  to  steal 
over  the  spirits  of  his  guests ;  and  his  n-€m* 
trance  was  sure  to  give  a  Oreah  impolbie  to  tte 
vivacity  of  conversation. 
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The  want  of  bis  animating  inflaence  appear- 
ed to  be  peculiarly  felt  one  day  that  hu  bad 
been  aummuned  tu  Millcote  on  business,  and 
was  not  likely  to  return  till  late.  The  afler- 
Buon  was  wet ;  a  walk  the  party  bad  proposed 
lo  take  to  see  a  gipsy  camp,  lately  pitched  on 
a  common  beyond  Hay,  was  consequently  de- 
ferred. Some  of  the  gentlemen  were  gone  to 
the  stables  ;  the  younger  ones,  together  with 
the  younger  ladies,  were  playing  billiards  in  the 
billiard-room.  The  dowagers  Ingram  and  Lynn 
soaght  solace  in  a  quiet  game  at  cards.  Blanche 
Ingram,  after  having  repelled,  by  supercilious 
taciturnity,  some  eflTorts  of  Mrs.  Dent  and  Mrs. 
£shton  to  draw  her  into  conversation,  had  first 
murmured  over  some  sentimental  tunes  and 
airs  on  the  piano,  and  then,  having  fetched  a 
f  novel  from  the  library,  had  flung  herself  in 
oaughty  listlessness  on  a  sofa,  and  prepared  to 
beguile,  by  the  spell  of  fiction,  the  tedious  hours 
of  absence.  The  room  and  the  bouse  were  si- 
lent ;  only  now  and  then  the  merriment  vf  the 
billiard  players  was  heard  from  above. 

It  was  verging  on  dusk,  and  the  clock  had  al- 
ready given  warning  of  the  hour  to  dress  for 
dinner,  when  little  Ad^Ie,  who  knelt  by  me  in 
the  drawing-room  window-seat,  exclaimed  : 
•*  Voila  Monsieur  Rochester,  qui  revient !" 
I  turned,  and  Miss  Ingram  darted  forward 
from  her  sofa :  the  others,  too,  looked  up  from 
their  several  occupations ;  for,  at  the  same  time, 
a  crunching  of  wheels,  and  a  splashing  tramp 
of  horse-hoofs  became  audible  on  the  wet  grav- 
eL     A  post-chaise  was  approaching. 

**  What  can  possess  him  to  come  home  in 
that  style  V*  said  Miss  Ingram.  **He  rode 
Mesruur  (the  black  horse),  did  he  not,  when  he 
went  out!  and  Pilot  was  with  him.  What  has 
he  done  with  the  animals  V* 

As  she  said  this,  she  approached  her  tall  per- 
son and  ample  garments  so  near  the  window, 
that  I  was  obliged  to  bend  back  almost  to  the 
breaking  of  my  spine :  in  her  eagerness  she  did 
not  observe  me  at  first,  but  when  she  did,  she 
curled  her  lip  and  moved  to  another  casement. 
The  post-chaise  stopped ;  the  driver  rang  the 
door-bell,  and  a  gentleman  alighted,  attired  in 
traveling  garb  ;  but  it  was  not  Mr.  Rochester ; 
it  was  a  tall,  fashionable-looking  man,  a  stranger. 
•♦Provoking!"  exclaimed  Miss  Ingram  :  "you 
tiresome  monkey  !"  (apostrophizing  Addle), 
•«  who  perched  you  up  in  the  window  to  give 
false  intelligence  1*'  and  she  cast  on  me  an  angry 
glaocct  as  if  I  were  in  fault. 

Some  parleying  was  audible  in  the  hall,  and 
soon  the  new-comer  entered.  He  bowed  to 
Ijkdy  Ingram,  as  deeming  her  the  eldest  lady 
present. 

^  It  appears  I  come  at  an  inopportune  time, 
naadam,"  said  he,  "  when  my  friend,  Mr.  Roch- 
ester, is  from  home ;  but  I  arrive  from  a  long 
ioorney,  and  I  think  I  may  presume  so  far  on 
old  and  intimate  acquaintance  as  to  install  my- 
self here  till  he  returns." 

His  manner  was  polite ;  his  accent,  in  speak- 
ing, struck  me  as  being  somewhat  unusual — not 
precisely  foreign,  but  still  not  altogether  En- 
glish ;  his  age  might  be  about  Mr.  Rochester's, 
between  thirty  and  forty  ;  his  complexion  was 
•ingalarly  sallow:  otherwise  he  was  a  fine- 
looking  man,  at  first  sight  especially.  On  closer 
examination,  you  detected  something  in  his  face 


that  displeased,  or,  rather,  that  failed  to  pleaae. 
His  features  were  regular,  but  too  relaxed ;  hia' 
eye  was  large  and  well  cut,  but  the  life  looking 
out  of  it  was  a  tame,  vacant  life,  at  least  so  I 
thought. 

The  sound  of  the  dressing-bell  dispersed  the 
party.  It  was  not  till  after  dinner  that  I  saw 
him  again ;  he  then  seemed  quite  at  his  ease. 
But  I  liked  his  physiognomy  even  less  than  be- 
fore ;  it  struck  me  as  being,  at  the  same  time, 
unsettled  and  inanimate.  His  eye  wandered, 
and  had  no  meaning  in  its  wandering ;  this  gave 
him  an  odd  look,  such  as  I  never  remembered 
to  have  seen.  For  a  handsome  and  not  an  uo- 
amiable-looking  man,  he  repelled  me  exceed- 
ingly ;  there  was  no  power  in  that  smooth-skin- 
ned face  of  a  full  oval  shape ;  no  firmness  in 
that  aquiline  nose  and  small,  cherry  mouth ; 
there  was  no  thought  on  the  low,  even  fore- 
head ;  no  command  in  that  blank,  brown  eye. 

As  I  sat  in  my  usual  nook,  and  looked  at  him 
with  the  light  of  the  girandoles  on  the  mantle- 
piec^  beaming  full  over  him — for  he  occupied 
an  arm-chair,  drawn  close  to  the  fire,  and  kept 
shrinking  still  nearer,  as  if  he  were  cold — I 
compared  him  with  Mr.  Rochester.  I  think 
(with  deference  be  it  spoken)  the  contrast  could 
not  be  much  greater  between  a  sleek  gander 
and  a  fierce  falcon  :  between  a  meek  sheep  and 
the  rough  coated  keen-eyed  dog,  its  guardian. 

He  had  spoken  of  Mr.  Rochester  as  an  old 
friend.  A  curious  friendship  theirs  must  have 
been :  a  pointed  illustration,  indeed,  of  the  old 
adage  that  '*  extremes  meet." 

Two  or  three  of  the  gentlemen  sat  near  him, 
and  I  caught  at  times  scraps  of  their  conversa- 
tion across  the  room.  At  first  I  could  not  make 
much  sense  of  what  I  heard  ;  for  the  discourse 
of  Louisa  Eshton  and  Mary  Ingram,  who  sat 
nearer  to  me,  confused  the  fragmentary  sen- 
tences that  reached  me  at  intervals.  These 
last  were  discussing  the  stranger ;  they  both 
called  him  "  a  beautiful  roan."  Louisa  said  he 
was  "  a  love  of  a  creature,**  and  she  *'  adored 
him ;"  and  Mary  instanced  his  "  pretty  little 
mouth,  and  nice  nose,"  as  her  ideal  of  the 
charming. 

*'And  what  a  sweet-tempered  forehead  ho 
has  !*'  cried  Louisa ;  '*  so  smooth — none  of  those 
frowning  irregularities  I  dislike  so  much  ;  and 
such  a  placid  eye  and  smile !" 

And  then,  to  my  great  relief,  Mr.  Henry  Lynn 
summoned  them  to  the  other  side  of  the  room, 
to  settle  some  point  about  the  deferred  excur- 
sion to  Hay  Common. 

I  was  now  able  to  concentrate  my  attention 
on  the  group  by  the  fire,  and  I  presently  gath- 
ered that  the  new-comer  was  called  Mr.  Ma- 
son ;  then  I  learned  that  he  was  but  just  arrived 
in  England,  and  that  he  came  from  some  hot 
country,  which  was  the  reason,  doubtless,  his 
face  was  so  sallow,  and  that  he  sat  so  near  the 
hearth,  and  wore  a  surtout  in  the  house.  Pres* 
ently  the  words  Jamaica,  Kingston,  Spanish 
Town,  indicated  the  West  Indies  as  his  rial 
dence ;  and  it  was  with  no  little  surprise  .' 
gathered,  ere  long,  that  he  had  there  first  ae^ 
and  become  acquainted  with  Mr.  Rocbest  . 
He  spoke  of  his  friend^s  dislike  of  the  burrj^j" 
heats,  the  hurricanes,  and  rainy  season^ 
that  region^  I  knew  Mr.  Rochester  had.  bL  . 
a  traveler ;  Mrs.  Fairfax  had  said  so  f  btl^  ■ 


7i 


JANE  EYRE. 


thought  the  continent  of  Europe  had  hounded 
his  wanderings;  till  now  I  had  never  heard  a 
hint  given  of  visits  lo  more  distant  shores. 

I  was  pondering  these  things,  when  an  inci- 
dent, and  a  somewhat  unexpected  one,  broke 
the  thread  of  my  musings.  Mr.  Mason,  shiver- 
ing as  some  one  chanced  to  open  the  door,  asked 
for  more  coal  to  be  pot  on  the  fire,  which  bad 
burned  out  its  flame,  though  its  mass  of  cinder 
BtvU  shone  b<>t  and  red.  The  footman  who 
brought  the  coal,  in  going  out,  stopped  near  Mr. 
Eshton*8  chair,  and  said  someibing  to  him  in  a 
low  voice,  of  which  I  heard  only  the  worda, 
"old  woman" — ** quite  troublesome.'* 

**Tell  her  she  shall  be  put  in  the  stocks,  if 
she  does  not  take  herself  off,'*  replied  the  mag- 
istrate. 

"  No,  stop ! "  interrupted  Colonel  Dent. 
•<  Don't  send  her  away,  Esbton;  we  might 
turn  the  thing  to  account — better  consult  the 
ladies."  And  speaking  aloud,  he  continued, 
<*  Ladies,  you  talked  of  going  to  Hay  Common 
to  visit  the  gipsy  camp ;  Sam,  here,  says  that 
one  of  the  old  Mother  Bunches  is  in  the  serv- 
ants' hall  at  this  moment,  and  insists  upon  be> 
jng  brought  in  before  *  the  quality,'  to  tell  them 
their  fortunes.    Would  you  like  to  see  her!" 

"Surely,  colonel,  cried  Lady  Ingram,  "you 
would  not  encourage  Ruch  a  low  impostor  1 
Dismiss  her,  by  all  means,  at  once  1" 

"  But  I  can  not  persuade  her  to  go  away,  my 
lady,"  said  the  footman ;  "nor  can  any  of  the 
servants ;  Mrs.  Fairfax  is  with  her  just  now, 
entreating  her  to  be  gone ;  but  she  has  taken  a 
chair  in  the  chimney-corner,  and  says  nothing 
shall  stir  her  from  it  till  she  gets  leave  to  come 
in  here." 

"  What  does  she  want?"  asked  Mrs.  Eshton. 

" '  To  tell  the  gentry  their  fortunes,'  she  says, 
ma'am ;  and  she  swears  she  must  and  will  do 
it." 

"  What  is  she  like  1"  inquired  the  misses  Esh- 
ton, in  a  breath. 

"A  shockingly  ugly  old  creature,  miss;  almost 
as  black  as  a  crock." 

"  Why,  she's  a  real  soroeress !"  cried  Fred- 
eric Lynn.     "  Let  us  have  her  in,  of  course." 

"To  be  sure,"  rejoined  his  brother;  "it 
would  be  a  thousand  pities  to  throw  away  such 
a  chance  of  fun." 

"  My  dear  boys,  what  are  you  thinking 
about  V  exclaimed  Lady  Lynn. 

"  I  can  not  possibly  countenance  any  such  in- 
consistent proceeding,"  chimed  in  the  Dowager 
Ingram. 

"  Indeed,  mamma,  but  you  can — and  will," 
pronounced  the  haughty  voice  of  Blanche,  as 
she  turned  round  on  the  piano-stool,  where  till 
DOW  she  had  sat  silent,  apparently  examining 
sundry  sheets  of  music.  "  I  have  a  curiosity  to 
hoar  my  fortune  told;  therefore,  Sam,  order 
the  beldame  forward." 

"My  darling  Blanche !  recollect—" 
.  "  I  do — I  recollect  all  you  can  suggest ;  and 
1  must  have  my  will — quick,  Sam !" 

"  Yes— yes— yes !"  cried  all  the  juveniles, 
b^th  ladies  and  gentlemen.    "  Let  her  come — 

will  be  excellent  sport !" 

The  footman  still  lingered.   "  She  looks  such 

\>ugh  one,"  said  he. 

^"  Go !"  ejaculated  Miss  Ingram,  and  the  man 

cut. 


Excitement  instantly  seized  the  whole  party; 
a  running  fire  of  raillery  and  jests  was  proceed- 
ing when  Sam  returned. 

"  She  won*t  come  now,"  said  he.  "  She  uyi 
it*s  not  her  mission  to  appear  before  the  *  vulgar 
herd'  (themes  her  words).  I  must  show  her 
into  a  room  by  herself,  and  then  those  who 
wish  to  consult  her  must  go  to  her  ooe  b/ 
one." 

"  You  see  now,  my  queenly  Blanche,"  began 
Lady  Ingram,  "  she  encroaches.  Be  adviwd, 
my  angel-girl— and — " 

"  Show  her  into  the  library,  of  coarse,"  tot 
in  the  "  angel-girl."  "  It  is  not  my  mission  to 
listen  to  her  before  the  vulgar  herd  either;  I 
mean  to  have  her  all  to  myself.  Is  there  a  fire 
in  the  library!"  | 

"  Yes,  ma'am — but  she  looks  such  a  tinkler." 

"  Cease  that  chatter,  blockhead !  and  do  my 
bidding." 

Again  Sam  vanished ;  and  mystery,  anioi- 
tion,  expectation  rose  to  full  flow  once  more. 

"  She's  ready  now,"  said  the  footman  as  he 
reappeared.  "  She  wishes  to  know  who  vill 
be  her  first  visitior." 

"  I  think  I  had  better  just  look  in  open  her 
before  any  of  the  ladies  go,"  said  Colonel  Dent 
Tell  her,  Sam,  a  gentleman  is  coming." 

Sam  went  and  returned. 

"  She  says,  sir,  that  shell  have  no  gentle 
men  ;  they  need  not  trouble  themselves  to  come 
near  her ;  nor,"  he  added,  with  diflScuIty  sup- 
pressing a  titter,  "  any  ladies  either,  except  the 
young  and  single." 

"  By  Jove,  she  has  taste !"  exclaimed  Reory 
Lynn. 

Miss  Ingram  rose  solemnly,  "  I  go  first,**  siia 
said,  in  a  tone  which  might  have  befitted  the 
leader  of  a  forlorn  hope,  mounting  a  breach  in 
the  van  of  his  men.  ^ 

"  Oh,  my  best  I  oh,  my  dearest !  paate— r0 
fleet !"  was  her  mamma's  cry ;  bnt  she  swept 
past  her  in  stated  silence,  passed  through  the 
door  which  Colonel  Dent  held  open,  and  wa 
heard  her  enter  the  library. 

A  comparative  silence  ensued.  Lady  logram 
thought  it  "  le  cas"  to  wring  her  hands,  which 
she  did  accordingly.  Miss  Mary  declared  she 
felt,  for  her  part,  she  never  dared  venture.  Amy 
and  Louisa  Eshton  tittered  under  their  breath* 
and  looked  a  little  frightened. 

The  minutes  passed  very  alowly — fifteen 
were  counted  before  the  library-deor  again 
opened.  Miss  Ingram  returned  to  us  through 
the  arch. 

Would  she  laugh  1  Would  she  Uke  it  as  a 
joke  1  All  eyes  met  her  with  a  glance  of  eager 
curiosity,  and  she  met  all  eyes  with  one  of  re- 
buff and  coldness ;  she  looked  neither  flarried 
nor  merry :  she  walked  stiflSy  to  her  scat,  and 
took  it  in  silence. 

"  Well,  Blanche !"  aaid  Lord  Ingram. 

"  What  did  she  say,  sister!"  asked  Maiy. 

"  What  did  you  think !  How  do  you  feel  ?  Ii 
she  a  real  fortune-teller,"  demanded  the  misses 
Eshton. 

"  Now,  now,  good  people,'*  returned  Miss  lo- 
gram. "  don't  press  upon  rae.  Really  your  or- 
gans of  wonder  and  credulity  are  easily  excited ; 
you  seem  by  the  importance  yea  all — ^my  good 
mamma  included — ascribe  to  this  matter  aoso- 
latcly  to  believe  we  have  a  genuine  witeh  in  the 
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•oQse,  who  is  in  close  alliance  with  the  old  gen- 
•leman.  I  have  seen  a  gipsy  vagabond ;  she  has 
practiced  in  hackneyed  fashion  the  science  of 
palmistry,  and  told  me  what  such  people  nsually 
tell.  My  whim  is  gratified  ;  and  now,  I  think, 
Mr.  Esbton  will  do  well  to  put  the  hag  in  the 
stocks  to-morrow  morning,  as  he  threatened." 

Miss  Ingram  took  a  book,  leaned  back  in  her 
chair,  and  so  declined  further  conversation.  I 
watched  her  for  nearly  half  an  hour-— during  all 
that  time  she  never  turned  a  page,  and  her  face 
grew  momently  darker,  more  mssatisfied,  and 
more  sourly  ezpressiye  of  disappointment.  She 
had  obviously  not  heard  any  thing  to  her  ad- 
vantage ;  and  it  seemed  to  me,  from  her  pro- 
longed fit  of  gloom  and  taciturnity,  that  she 
herself,  notwithstanding  her  professed  indiffer- 
ence, attached  undue  importance  to  whatever 
revelations  bad  been  made  her. 

Meantime,  Mary  Ingram,  Amy  and  Louisa 
Eshton  declared  they  dared  not  go  alone ;  and 
yet  they  all  wished  to  go.  A  negotiation  was 
opened  through  the  medium  of  the  embassador, 
Sam;  and  after  much  pacing  to  and  fro,  till,  I 
think,  the  said  SanWs  calves  must  have  acbed 
with  th^^xercise,  permission  was  at  last,  with 
great  difficulty,  extorted  from  the  rigorous  sibyl, 
tor  the  three  to  wait  upon  her  in  a  body. 

Their  visit  was  not  so  still  as  Miss  Ingram's 
bad  been ;  we  heard  hysterical  giggling  and 
little  shrieks  proceeding  from  the  library ;  and 
at  the  end  of  about  twenty  minutes  they  burst 
the  door  open,  and  came  running  across  the 
batl,  as  if  they  were  half  scared  out  of  their 
wits. 

**  Tm  sure  she  is  something  not  right !"  they 
cried,  one  and  all.  "  She  told  us  such  things ! 
She  knows  all  about  us  !'*  and  they  sunk  breath- 
less into  the  various  seats  the  gentlemen  has- 
tened to  bring  them. 

Pressed  for  further  explanation,  they  declared 
slke  had  told  them  of  things  they  had  said  and 
done  when  they  were  mere  children ;  described 
Dooks  and  ornaments  they  had  in  their  boudoirs 
at  home ;  keepsakes  that  different  relations  had 
presented  to  them.  They  affirmed  that  she  had 
even  divined  their  thoughts,  and  had  whispered 
in  the  ear  of  each  the  name  of  the  person  she 
liked  best  in  the  world,  and  informed  them  of 
what  they  most  wished  for. 

Here  the  gentlemen  interposed  with  earnest 
petitions  to  be  further  enlightened  on  these  two 
last-named  points ;  but  they  got  only  blushes, 
ejaculations^  tremors,  and  titters  in  return  for 
their  importunity.  The  ros^rons,  meantime, 
offered  vinaigrettes  and  wielded  fans;  and 
again  and  again  reiterated  the  expression  of 
their  concern  that  their  warning  had  not  been 
takeq  in  time  ;  and  the  elder  gentlemen  laughed, 
and  the  younger  urged  their  services  on  the 
agitated  fair  ones. 

In  the  midst  of  the  tumult,  and  while  my 
eyes  and  ears  were  fully  engaged  in  the  scene 
before  roe,  I  heard  a  hem  close  at  my  elbow :  I 
turned  and  saw  Sam. 

**  If  you  please,  miss,  the  gipsy  declares  that 
there  is  another  young  single  lady  in  the  room 
who  has  not  been  to  her  yet,  and  she  swears 
she  will  nQ(  go  till  she  has  seen  all.  I  thought 
it  must  be  you ;  there  is  no  one  else  for  it. 
What  shaUlteU  her  r* 

**  Qfa,  I  wjUl  go  by  all  means,*'  I  answered ; 


and  I  was  glad  of  the  nnexpected  opportunity  to 
gratify  my  much-excited  curiosity.  I  slipped 
out  of  the  room,  unobserved  by  any  eye,  for  the 
company  were  gathered  in  one  mass  about  the 
trembling  trio  just  returned,  and  I  closed  the 
door  quietly  behind  me. 

**  If  you  like,  miss,  said  Sam, '"  1*11  watt  in 
the  hall  for  yon ;  and  if  she  frightens  you,  juat 
call  and  PU  come  in." 

"  No,  Sam,  return  to  the  kitchen — ^I  am  not 
in  the  least  afraid."  Nor  was  I ;  but  I  was  a 
good  deal  interested  and  excited 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

Thb  library  looked  tranquil  enough  as  I  en- 
tered it,  and  the  sibyl — if  sibyl  she  were — was 
seated  snugly  enough  in  an  easy-chair  at  the 
chimney-corner.  She  had  on  a  red  cloak  and 
a  black  bonnet,  or,  rather,  a  broad-brimmed 
gipsy  bat,  tied  down  with  a  striped  handker- 
chief under  her  chin.  An  extinguished  candle 
stood  on  the  table;  she  was  bending  over  the 
fire,  and  seemed  reading  in  a  little  black  book, 
like  a  prayer-book,  by  the  Hght  of  the  blaze ; 
she  muttered  the  words  to  herself,  as  most  old 
women  do,  while  she  read.  She  did  not  desist 
immediately  on  my  entrance ;  it  appeared  she 
wished  to  finish  a  paragraph. 

I  stood  on  the  rug  and  warmed  my  hands, 
which  were  rather  cold  with  sitting  at  a  distance 
from  the  drawing-room  fire.  I  felt  now  as  com- 
posed as  ever  I  did  in  my  life  ;  there  was  noth 
ing,  indeed,  in  the  gipsy's  appearance  to  trouble 
one*s  calm.  She  shut  her  book  and  slowly 
looked  up ;  her  hat-brim  partially  shaded  her 
face,  yet  I  could  see,  as  she  raised  it,  that  it 
was  a  strange  one.  It  looked  all  brown  and 
black;  elf-locks  bristled  out  from  beneath  a 
white  band  which  passed  under  her  chin,  and 
came  half  over  her  cheeks,  or,  rather,  jaws ;  her 
eye  confronted  me  at  once  with  a  bold  and  di- 
rect gaze. 

**Well,  and  you  want  your  fortune  toldV 
she  said  in  a  voice  as  decided  as  her  glance,  as 
harsh  as  her  features. 

"I  don*t  care  about  it,  mother;  you  may 
please  yourself;  but  I  ought  to  warn  you,  I 
have  no  faith." 

"  It's  like  your  impudence  to  say  so ;  I  ex- 
pected it  of  you ;  I  heard  it  in  your  step  as  you 
crossed  the  threshold." 

"  Did  you  1    You*ve  a  quick  ear." 

**  1  have — and  a  quick  eye,  and  a  quick  brain.* 

*'  You  need  them  all  in  your  trade." 

"  I  do ;  especially  when  Pve  customers  like 
you  to  deal  with.     Why  donU  you  tremble  V* 
'  "  Tm  not  cold." 

"  Why  don't  you  turn  palel" 

"  I  am  not  sick." 

"  Why  don't  you  consult  my  art  t" 

"  Pm  not  silly." 

The  old  crone  "  nichered"  a  laugh  under  her 
bonnet  and  bandage;  she  then  drew  out  a 
short,  black  pipe,  and,  lighting  it,  began  to 
smoke.  Having  indulged  a  while  in  this  seda- 
tive, she  raised  her  bent  body,  took  the  pipe 
from  her  lips,  and,  while  gazing  steadily  at  tfa 
fire,  said,  very  deliberately : 

"  You  are  cold ;  you  are  sick ;  and  yoa  ai 
silly," 


76 


JANE  EYRE. 


«•  Pro  e  it/'  I  rejoined. 

*♦  I  will,  in  few  words.  You  are  cold  because 
you  are  alone ;  no  contact  strikes  the  fire  from 
you  that  is  in  you ;  you  are  sick,  because  the 
best  of  feelings,  the  highest  and  the  sweetest. 
;iven  to  man,  keeps  far  away  from  you ;  you 
ire  silly,  because,  suffbr  as  you  may,  jtdu  will 
•ot  beckon  it  to  approach,  nor  will  yoa  stir  one 
«tep  to  meet  it  where  it  awaits  you/* 

She  again  put  her  short,  black  pipe  to  her 
lips,  and  renewed  her  smoking  with  vigor. 

"  You  might  say  all  that  to  almost  any  one 
who  you  knew  lived  as  a  solitary  dependent  in 
a  great  house.*' 

**  I  might  say  it  to  almost  any  one ;  but  would 
it  be  true  of  almost  any  oneV* 

"  In  my  circumstances." 

**  Yes ;  just  so,  in  your  circumstances :  but 
find  me  another  precisely  placed  as  you  are." 

**  It  would  be  easy  to  find  yon  thousands." 

"You  could  scarcely  find  me  one.  If  you 
knew  it,  you  are  peculiarly  situated :  very  near 
happiness ;  yes ;  within  reach  of  it.  The  ma- 
terials are  all  prepared;  there  only  wants  a 
novement  to  combine  them.  Chance  laid  them 
somewhat  apart ;  let  them  be  onc^  approached 
and  bliss  results." 

'*  I  don*t  understand  enigmas.  I  never  could 
guess  a  riddle  in  my  life." 

**  If  you  wish  me  to  speak  more  plainly,  show 
me  your  palm." 

**  And  I  must  cross  it  with  silver,  I  suppose  1" 

"To  be  sure." 

I  gave  her  a  shilling ;  she  put  it  into  an  old 
9tocking-foot  which  she  took  out  of  her  pocket, 
and  having  tied  it  round  and  returned  it,  she 
iold  me  to  hold  out  my  hand.  I  did.  She  ap- 
proached her  face  to  the  palm,  and  pored  over 
t  without  touching  it. 

"It  is  too  fine,*'  said  she.  "I  can  make 
lothing  of  such  a  hand  as  that ;  almost  wlth- 
iut  lines ;  besides,  what  is  in  a  palm  1  Destiny 
B  not  written  there." 

"  I  believe  you,"  said  I. 

"  No,'*  she  continued,  "  it  is  in  the  face ;  on 
ihe  forehead,  about  the  eyes,  in  the  eyes  them- 
selves, in  the  lines  of  the  mouth.  Kneel,  and 
aft  up  your  head.** 

"  Ah  !  Now  you  are  coming  to  reality,'*  I 
taid,  as  I  obeyed  her.  "  I  shall  begin  to  put 
some  faith  in  you  presently." 

I  knelt  within  half  a  yard  of  her.  She  stirred 
the  fire,  so  that  a  ripple  of  light  broke  from  the 
disturbed  coal ;  the  glare,  however,  as  she  sat, 
only  threw  her  face  into  deeper  shadow ;  mine, 
it  illumined.  ' 

"  I  wonder  with  what  feelings  yon  came  to 
me  to-night,"  she  said,  when  she  bad  examined 
me  a  while.  "  I  wonder  what  thoughts  are  busy 
in  your  heart  during  all  the  hours  you  sit  in 
yonder  room  with  the  fine  people  flitting  before 
you  like  shapes  in  a  magic-lantern :  just  as  lit- 
tle sympathetic  eommunion  passing  between 
you  and  them  as  if  they  were  really  mere 
shadows  of  human  forms  and  not  the  actual 
•uhstance." 

"  I  feel  tired  often,  sleepy  sometimes ;  but 
seldom  sad.'* 

"  Then  you  have  some  secret  hope  to  buoy 
yon  up  and  please  you  with  whispers  of  the 
future  1" 
-  "Not  I.     The  utmost  I  hope  is,  to  save 


money  enough  out  of  my  earnings  to  set  up 
a  school  some  day  in  a  little  house  rented  by 
myself." 

"A  mean  nutriment  for  the  spirit  to  exist 
on :  and  sitting  in  that  window-seat  (you  see 
I  know  your  habits)—" 

"You  have  learned  them  from  the  ser- 
vants.'* 

"  Ah  !  You  think  yourself  sharp.  Well-- 
perhaps  I  have :  to  speak  truth,  I  have  an  ac- 
quaintance with  one  of  them — Mrs.  Poole — " 

I  started  to  my  feet  when  I  heard  the  name. 

'*  You  have— have  you  V*  thought  I ;  "  there 
is  diablerie  in  the  business  after  all,  then !" 

"  Don't  be  alarmed,"  continued  the  strange 
being;  "she*8  a  safe  hand,  is  Mrs.  Poole: 
close  and  quiet ;  any  one  may  repose  confi- 
dence in  her.  But,  as  I  was  saying :  sitting 
in  that  window-seat,  do  you  think  of  nothing 
but  your  future  schoolt  Have  you  no  present 
interest  in  any  of  the  company  who  occupy  the 
'sofas  and  chairs  before  you?  Is  there  not  one 
face  you  study  ?  One  figure  whose  movements 
you  follow  with,  at  least,  curiosity!** 

"  I  like  to  observe  all  the  faces,  and  all  the 
figures.** 

"  But  do  you  never  single  one  from  the  rest 
—or  it  may  be,  two  t'* 

**  I  do  frequently ;  when  the  gestures  or  looks 
of  a  pair  seem  telling  a  tale ;  it  amuses  me  to 
watch  them.** 

"  What  tale  do  you  like  best  to  hear  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  have  not  much  choice !  They  gener- 
ally run  on  the  same  theme— courtship ;  and 
promise  to  end  in  the  same  catastrophe— mar 
riage.** 

"  And  do  you  like  that  monotonous  theme  ?*" 

"  Positively  I  don*t  care  about  it :  it  is  noth- 
ing to  me.*' 

"  Nothing  to  you  1  When  a  lady,  young  and 
full  of  life  and  health,  charming  with  beauty 
and  endowed  with  the  gifts  of  rank  and  for- 
tune, sits  and  smiles  in  the  eyes  of  a  gentleman 
you — " 

"I  what r* 

"  You  know— and,  perhaps,  think  well  of.** 

"  I  don't  know  the  gentlemen  here.  I  have 
scarcely  interchanged  a  syllable  with  ene  of 
them ;  and  as  to  thinking  well  of  them,  I  con- 
sider some  respectable  and  stately,  and  middle- 
aged,  and  others  young,  dashing,  handsome,  and 
lively ;  but  certainly  they  are  all  at  liberty  to 
be  the  recipients  of  whose  smiles  thej  please^ 
without  my  feeling  disposed  to  consider  tb« 
transaction  of  any  moment  to  me." 

"  You  don*t  know  the  gentlemen  here  1  Ton 
have  not  exchanged  a  syllable  with  one  of 
them  1  Will  you  say  that  ef  the  master  of  the 
house  t" 

"  He  is  not  at  home." 

"A  profound  remark!  A  most  ingenious 
quibble !  He  went  to  Miltcote  this  morning, 
and  will  be  back  here  to-night,  or  to-morrow : 
does  that  circumstance  exclude  him  from  the 
list  of  your  acquaintance — blot  him,  as  it  were, 
out  of  existence  t" 

"  No ;  but  I  can  scarcely  see  what  Mr.  Roch* 
ester  has  to  do  with  the  theme  you  had  intro- 
duced." 

•*  1  was  talking  of  ladies  smiling  >;n  the  eyes 
of  gentlemen ;  and  of  late  so  many/smiles  have 
been  shed  into  Mr.  Rochester's  eyts,  that  theT 
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overflow  like  two  caps  filled  above  the  brim ; 
have  you  never  remarked  that  V* 

*'Mr.  Rocheater  has  a  right  to  ei^joy  the 
aociety  of^hia  guests." 

**  No  question  about  hia  right :  but  have  yon 
never  observed  that,  of  all  the  tales  told  here 
about  matrimony,  Mr.  Rochester  has  been 
fiivored  wiih  the  most  lively  and  the  most 
continuous  V* 

'*  The  eagerness  of  a  listener  quickens  the 
ttmgue  of  a  narrator.*'  I  said  this  rather  to 
myself'  than  to  the  gipsy ;  whose  strange  talk, 
voice,  manner  had  by  thia  time  wrapped  me 
in  a  kind  of  dream.  One  unexpected  sentence 
came  from  her  lips  after  another,  till  I  got  in- 
volved in  a  web  of  mystification ;  and  wonder- 
ed what  unseen  spirit  bad  been  sitting  for 
weeks  by  my  heart,  watching  its  workings,  and 
taking  record  of  every  poise. 

**  Eagerness  of  a  listener  !**  repeated  she ; 
*«  yes  ;  Mr.  Rochester  has  sat  by  the  hour,  his 
ear  inclined  to  the  fascinating  lips  that  took 
aucb  delight  in  their  task  of  communicating ; 
and  Mr.  Rochester  was  so  willing  to  receive, 
and  looked  so  grateful  for  the  pastime  given 
hinn :  you  have  noticed  this  t** 

•'  Grateful !  I  can  not  remember  detecting 
gratitude  in  his  face." 

•*  Detectinff !  You  have  analyzed,  then. 
And  what  did  yoa  detect,  if  not  gratitude  V* 

I  said  nothing. 

**  You  have  seen  love :  have  yoa  not  1 — and, 
looking  forward,  you  have  seen  him  married, 
and  beheld  his  bride  happy  1" 

«*  Humph  !  Not  exactly.  Your  witch's  skill 
is  rather  at  fault  aometimes." 

*<  What  the  devil  have  you  seen,  then  V 

"  Never  mind :  I  came  here  to  inquire,  not 
to  confess.  Is  it  known  that  Mr.  Rochester  is 
to  be  married  t" 

*«  Yes ;  and  to  the  beautiful  Miss  Ingram." 

"  Shortly," 

**  Appearances  would  warrant  that  conclu- 
sion ;  and,  no  doubt  (though,  with  an  audacity 
that  wants  chastising  out  of  yoa,  yoa  seem  to 
qaestion  it),  they  will  be  a  superlatively  happy 
pair.  He  must  love  such  a  handsome,  noble, 
witty,  accomplished  lady;  and  probably  she 
loves  him ;  or,  if  not  his  person,  at  least  his 
purse.  I  know  she  considers  the  Rochester 
estate  eligible  to  the  last  degree ;  though  (Qod 
pardon  me !)  I  told  her  something  on  that  point 
about  an  hour  ago,  which  made  her  look  won- 
drous grave ;  the  corners  of  her  month  fell  half 
an  inch.  I  would  advise  her  black  a- viced  suitor 
to  look  out ;  if  ano(her,comes,  with  a  longer  or 
clearer  rent-roll,  he*s^ished." 

•'  But,  mother,  I  did  not  come  to  bear  Mr. 
Rochester's  fortune^  I  came  to  bear  my  own, 
and  you  have  told  n^e  nothing  of  it." 

**  Your  fortune  is  yet  doubtful ;  when  I  ex- 
amined your  face,  one  trait  contradicted  another. 
Chance  has  meted  jovL.a  measure  of  happiness ; 
that  I  know.  I  knew  it  before  I  came  here  this 
evening.  She  has  laid  it  carefully  on  one  side 
for  you ;  I  saw  her  do  it ;  it  depends  on  yoar- 
aelf  to  stretch  mi  your  hand,  and  take  it  up: 
but  whether  yoni  will  do  so,  is  the  problem  J 
atudy.    Kneel  a|ain  on  the  rug.*' 

*' Don't  keep  me  long— the  fire  scorches 
me." 

T  IrnAlt  •  nhtk  rfirf  Aiot  stooD  toward  mo.  but  onlv 


gazed,  leanmg  back  in  her  chair.    She  began 
muttering : 

*<The  flame  flickers  in  the  eye — the  eye 
shines  like  dew ;  it  looks  soft  and  full  of  feel- 
ing—it smiles  at  my  jargon — ^it  is  susceptible ; 
impression  follows  impression  through  its  clear 
sphere ;  when  it  ceases  to  smile,  it  is  sad — an 
unconscious  lassitude  weighs  on  the  lid,  that 
signifies  melancholy  resulting  from  loneliness ; 
it  turns  from  me ;  it  will  not  sufler  further 
scrutiny;  it  seems  to  deny,  by  a  mocking 
glance,  the  truth  of  the  discoveries  I  hav« 
already  made — to  disown  the  charge  both  of 
sensibility  and  chagrin ;  its  pride  and  reserve 
only  confirm  me  in  my  opinion.  The  eye  is 
favorable. 

"As  to  the  mouth,  it  delights  at  times  in 
laughter ;  it  is  disposed  to  impart  all  that  the 
brain  conceives,  though,  I  dare  say,  it  would 
be  silent  on  macb  the  heart  experiences. 
Mobile  and  flexible,  it  was  never  intended  to 
be  compressed  in  the  eternal  silence  of  soli- 
tude ;  it  is  a  mouth  which  should  speak  much 
and  smile  often,  and  have  humaa  afl^ection  for 
ita  interlocutor.  That  feature,  too,  is  pro 
pitious. 

*'  I  see  no  enemy  to  a  fortunate  issue  but  in 
the  brow ;  and  that  brow  professes  to  say — *  1 
can  live  alone,  if  self-respect  and  circum- 
stances require  me  so  to  do.  I  need  not  sell 
my  soul  to  buy  bliss.  I  have  an  inward  treas* 
ure,  bom  with  me,  which  can  keep  me  alive 
if  all  extraneous  delights  should  be  withheld, 
or  ofiTered  only  at  a  price  I  can  not  aflbrd  to 
give.'  The  forehead  declares— ^Reason  sita 
firm  and  holds  the  reins,  and  she  will  not  let 
the  feelings  burst  away  and  hurry  her  to  wild 
chaams.  The  passions  may  rsge  furiously, 
like  true  heathens,  aa  they  are,  and  the  desires 
may  imagine  all  sorts  of  vain  things ;  but  judg- 
ment shall  still  have  the  last  word  in  every  ar- 
gument, and  the  casting  vote  in  every  decision. 
Strong  wind,  earthquake,  shock,  and  fire  may 
pass  by,  I  shall  follow  the  guiding  but  of  that 
still  small  voice  which  interprets  the  dictates 
of  conscience.' 

"Well  said,  forehead :  year  declaration  shall 
be  respected.  I  have  formed  my  plans — right 
plans  I  deem  theny*-and  in  them  I  have  attend- 
ed to  tbe  claims  of  conscience,  the  counsels  of 
reason.  I  know  how  soon  youth  would  fade, 
and  bloom  perish,  if,  in  the  cup  of  bliss  offer- 
ed, but  one  dreg  of  shame,  or  one  flavor  of 
remorse  were  detected;  and  I  do  not; want 
aacrifice,  sorrow,  dissolution — such  is  not  my 
taste.  I  wish  to  foster,  not  to  blight — to  earn 
gratitude,  not  to  wring  teara  of  bhK»d— no,  nor 
of  brine  ;  my  harvest  must  be  in  smiles,  in  en- 
dearments, in  sweet — that  will  do.  I  think  I 
rave  in  a  kind  of  exquisite  delirium.  I  should 
wiah  now  to  protract  this  moment  ad  infinitum ; 
but  I  dare  not.  So  far  I  have  governed  myself 
thoroughly.  I  have  acted  as  I  inwardly  swore 
I  would  act ;  but  farther  might  try  me  beyond 
my  strength.  Rise,  Miss  Eyre,  leave  me ;  *  the 
play  is  played  out.' " 

Where  was  1 1  Did  I  wake  or  sleep  1  Had 
I  been  dreaming  1  Did  I  dream  stiill  The 
old  woman's  voice  had  changed.  Her  accent, 
her  gesture,  and  all,  were  familiar  to  nie  as  my 
own  face  in  the  glaas — as  the  speech  of  my  owr 
toniriifi.     I  ool  iiD.  hot  did  not  fro.     I  InokpH;  I 
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stirred  the  fire,  and  I  looked  again ;  bat  she 
drew  her  bonnet  and  her  bandage  closer  about 
her  face,  and  again  beckoned  me  to  depart. 
The  flame  illaniinated  her  hand  stretched  out. 
RoQsed  now,  and  on  the  alert  for  discoveries, 
I  at  once  noticed  that  hand ;  it  was  no  more  the 
withered  lirab  of  eld  than  my  own ;  it  was  a 
rounded,  supple  member,  with  smooth  fingers, 
syoimetrically  turned ;  a  broad  ring  flashed  on 
the  little  finger,  and,  stooping  forward,  I  looked 
at  it,  and  saw  a  gem  I  had  seen  a  hundred  times 
before.  Again  I  looked  at  the  face,  which  was 
no  longer  turned  from  me ;  on  the  contrary,  the 
bonnet  was  doflTed,  the  bandage  displaced,  the 
head  advanced. 

'*  Well,  Jane,  do  you  know  met'*  asked  the 
familiar  voice. 

"Only  take  ofiT  the  red  cloak,  air,  and 
then—" 

**  But  the  string  is  in  a  knot— help  me.'* 

"  Break  it,  sir." 

"  There,  then— « (Mr,  ye  tendings !'"  And  Mr. 
Rochester  stepped  oat  of  his  disguise. 

•*  Now,  sir,  what  a  strange  idea !" 

**  But  well  carried  out,  eh  1  Don*t  you  think 
sol"- 

**  With  the  ladies  yon  most  have  managed 
well." 

••But  not  with  you." 

<*  You  did  not  act  the  character  of  a  gipsy 
«ttth  me  ** 

'*  WhPt  character  did  I  act  t    My  own  t" 

••  No :  some  nnacconntable  one.  In  short, 
I  believe  you  have  been  trying  to  draw  me 
out— or  in.  •  You  have  been  talking  nonsense 
to  make  me  talk  nonsense.  •  It  is  scarcely  fair, 
sir." 

*•  Do  you  forgive  me,  Jane  V* 

**  I  can  n()t  tell  till  I  have  thought  it  all  over. 
If,  on  reflection,  I  find  I  have  fallen  into  no 
great  absurdity,  I  shall  try  to  forgive  you ;  bat 
it  was  not  right." 

•*  Oh,  ytm  have  been  veiy  correct,  very  eare- 
ful,  very  sensible !" 

I  reflected,  and  thoaght,  on  the  whole,  I  had. 
It  was  a  comfort ;  but,  indeed,  I  had  been  on 
my  guard  almost  from  the  beginning  of  the  in- 
terview. Something  of  masquerade  I  suspect- 
ed. I  knew  gipsies  and  fortune-tellers  did  not 
express  themselves  as  this  seeming  old  woman 
had  expressed  herself;  besides,  I  had  noted  her 
feigned  voice— her  anxiety  to  conceal  her  fea- 
tures. But  my  mind  had  been  running  on 
Grace  Poole — ^that  living  enigma— that  mystery 
of  mysteries,  as  I  considered  her ;  I  had  never 
thoufrht  of  Mr.  Rochester. 

**Well,V  said  he,  <*what  are  you  mosing 
about  1  What  does  that  grave  smile  sig- 
nify r 

**  Wonder  and  self  oongratolation,' sir.  I 
have  your  permission  to  retire*  now,  I  sup- 
pose 1" 

••No;  stay  a  moment,  and  tell  me  what 
the  people  in  the  drawing-room,  yonder,  are 
doing." 

*•  Discussing  the  gipay,  I  dare  say." 
.    •«  Sit  down,  sit  down!  Let  me  hear  what  they 
said  about  me." 

••  I  had  better  not  stay  long,  sir ;  it  most  be 
near  eleven  o'clock.  Oh  !  are  you  aware,  Mr. 
^')che8ter,  that  a  stranger  has  arrived  here 

lee  you  letl  this  morning  1" 


**A  stranger!— no;  who  oan  i|  bel  I  ei- 
pected  no  one ;  is  he  gone  1" 

•'  No ;  he  said  he  bad  known  you  long,  and 
that  he  could  take  the  liberty  of  installing  hifl»* 
self  here  till  you  returned." 

**  The  devil  he  did !   Did  he  give  his  name  !** 

*•  His  name  is  Mason,  sir ;  and  he  comes  from 
the  West  Indies— from  Spanish  Town,  in  Ja- 
maica, I  think." 

Mr.  Rochester  was  ataoding  near  me;  he 
had  taken  my  hand,  as  if  to  lead  me  to  a  chair. 
As  I  apoke,  he  gave  my  wrist  aconvulaive  grasp; 
the  smile  on  his  lip  froze — apparently  a  spasm 
caught  bis  breath. 

**  Mason !— the  West  Indies  I"  he  said,  in  the 
tone  one  might  fancy  a  speaking  automaton  to 
enounce  its  single  words ;  **  Mason !  the  West 
Indies !"  he  reiterated ;  and  he  went  over  tbe 
syllables  three  times,  growing,  in  the  intervals  of 
speaking,  whiter  than  ashes :  be  hardly  seemed 
to  know  what  he  was  doing. 

••Do  yon  feel  ill,  sir  I"  I  inouired., 

•'  Jane,  Tve  got  a  blow ;  I've  got  a  blo«» 
JaneP'    He  staggeredi 

••  Oh !  lean  on  me,  sir.** 

''Jane,  you  ofl^ered  me  your  shoulder  onoo 
before ;  let  me  have  it  now." 

••  Yes,  sir,  yes ;  and  my  arm.'* 

He  sat  down,  and  made  me  sit  beside  him. 
Holding  my  band  in  both  of  bis  own,  he  chafed 
it,  gating  on  me,  at  the  same  time,  with  the 
most  troubles!  and  dreary  look. 

••My  little  friend  >"  said  he,  ••!  wish  I  were 
in  a  quiet  island  with  only  you,  and  tronble, 
and  danger,  and  hideous  recollections  removed 
from  me." 

•*  Can  I  help  yoo,  airl  Pd  give  my  life  to 
serve  you." 

•'Jane,  if  aid  is  wanted,  111  seek  it  at  yoor 
hands— I  promise  yon  that." 

••Thank  you,  air;  teQ  me  what  to  dcH-PD 
try,  at  least,  to  do  it." 

*•  Fetch  me  now,  Jane,  a  glaas  of  wine  from 
the  dining-room — they  vrill  be  at  supper  there ; 
and  tell  me  if  Mason  is  with  them,  and  what 
be  is  doing." 

I  went.  I  found  all  the  party  in  the  dining 
room  at  sopper,  as  Mr.  BLochester  had  said; 
they  were  nut  seated  at  table— the  aapper  was 
arranged  on  tbe  aideboard ;  each  had  taken 
what  he  chose,  and  they  staod  about,  here  and 
there,  in  groups,  their  plates  and  glasses  in  ' 
their  bands.  Every  one  seemed  in  high  glee; 
laughter  and  conversation  were  general  and 
animated.  Mr.  Mason  stood  near  the  fire,  talk- 
ing to  Colonel  and  Mrs.  I)|Bt,  and  appeared  aa 
merry  as  any  of  them.  I  allied  a  wine-glass  (I 
saw  Miss  Ingram  watch  roe  frowningly  as  I  did 
so :  she  thought  I  waa  taking  a  liberty,  I  dare 
say),  and  I  returned  to  tha  library. 

Mr.  Rochester's  extrenie  pallor  had  disap 
peared,  and  he  looked  onceviore  firm  and  stw^n. 
He  took  the  glass  frommyibaod. 

••Here  is  your  health Lministrant  spirit  1" 
he  said :  be  swallowed  the  nteota  and  returned 
it  to  me.    "  What  are  tbey^Siog*  Jane  1" 

••  Laughing  and  talking,  sir^ 

"^They  (Hn*t  look  grave  anJ>ny8terioaa,aalt 
they  had  l«^.ard  something  sig|ig«  ^" 

••Not  at  all;  they  are  Jlttl  «f  JaaU  and 
gayeiy.*' 

•'AndMareql'' 


JAKE  EYRE. 


*'  He  was  laughing  too.*'  . 

"  If  all  these  people  came  id  a  bodj  and  spit 
tt  me,  what  would  you  do,  Jane  V* 

**  Turn  them  out  of  the  room,  sir,  if  I  eould." 

He  half  smiled.  '*  But  if  I  were  to  go  to 
Uiem,  and  they  only  looked  at  me  eoMlj,  and 
whispered  soeeringly  among  each  other,  and 
then  dropped  off  and  left  me  one  hy  one,  what 
then  1    Would  you  go  with  them  t" 

"  I  rather  think  not,  sir ;  I  should  ha?6  more 
pleasure  in  staying  with  yoa." 

"  To  comfort  roe." 

**  Yes,  sir,  to  comfort  you,  aa  well  as  I  could." 

"And  if  they  laid  yon  under  a  ban  for  adher- 
ing tome  1" 

'*I,  probaUf,  should  know  nothing  about 
their  ban ;  and  if  I  did,  I  should  care  nothing 
about  it." 

**Then,  yon  could  dare  censure  for  my 
aakel" 

'*  I  could  dare  it  for  the  sake  of  any  friend 
who  deserved  my  adherence,  as  you,  I  am  anre, 
.do." 

**  Go  back  now  into  .the  room ;  step  quietly 
up  to  Mason,  and  whisper  in  his  ear  that  Mr. 
Rochester  is  come  and  wishes  to  see  him ; 
show  him  in  here,  and  then  leaye  me." 

"Yes,  sir." 

I  did  his  behest.  The  company  all  stared  at 
me  as  I  passed  straight  among  them.  I  sought 
Mr.  Mason,  delivered  the  message,  and  preced- 
ed him  from  the  room :  I  ushered  him  into  the 
Ubrary,  and  then  I  went  up  stairs. 

At  a  late  hour,  after  I  had  been  in  bed  some 
time,  I  beard  the  visitors  repair  to  their  cham- 
bers: I  distinguished  Mr.  Rochester's  voice, 
and  heard  him  say,  •*  This  way.  Mason ;  this  is 
yottr  room." 

He  spoke  cheerfully :  the  gay  tones  set  my 
heart  at  ease.    I  was  soon  a^eep. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

I  BAD  forgotten  to  draw  my  curtain,  which  I 
asoaily  did,  and  also  to  let  down  my  window- 
blind.  The  consequence  was,  that  wh^n  the 
noon,  u  hich  was  full  and  bright  (for  the  night 
Was  fine),  came  in  her  course  to  that  space  in 
the  sky  opposite  my  casement,  and  looked  in  at 
me  through  the  unveiled  panes,  her  glorious 

fixe  roused  me.  Awaking  in  the  dead  of  night, 
opened  my  eyes  on  her  disk — silver-white  and 
erystaJ-clear.  It  was  beautiful,  but  too  solemn ; 
I  half  rose,  and  stretched  my  arm  to  draw  the 
curtain. 

Good  God !    What  a  cry ! 

The  night— rits  silence — its  rest,  was  rent  in 
twain  by  a  savage,  a  sharp,  a  shrilly  sound  that 
ran  from  end  to  end  of  Thorn  field  Hall. 

My  pulse  stopped— my  heart  stood  still--my 
stretched  arm  was  paralyzed.  The  cry  died, 
and  was  not  renewed.  Indeed,  whatever  being 
attered  thai  fearful  shriek  could  not  soon  repeat 
it :  not  the  widest- winged  condor  on  the  Andes 
soold,  twice  in  succession,  send  out  such  a  yell 
from  the  cloud  sbroodiog  his  eyry.  The  tiling 
delivering  such  utterance  must  rest  ere  it  could 
lepeat  the  effort. 

It  came  out  of  the  third  story ;  for  it  passed 
overhead.  And  overhead — ^yes,  in  the  room 
iost  above  my  chamber-ceiling — I  now  hcsard  a 


struggle:   a  deadly  one  it  seemed  from  Iho 
noise ;  and  a  half-smothered  voice  shouted-^ 

**  Help !  help !  help !"  three  times  rapidlr. 

"Will  no  one  comet"  it  cried;  and  tbeiv 
while  the  staggering  and  stamping  went  od 
wildly,  I  distinguished,  through  plank  and 
plaster— 

"  Rochester !  Rochester !  For  God's  sake. 
Come !" 

A  chamber-door  opened ;  some  one  ran,  (ft* 
rushed,  along  the  gallery.  Another  step 
stamped  on  the  flooring  above,  and  some- 
thing fell ;  and  there  was  silence. 

I  had  put  on  some  clothes,  though  horror 
shook  all  my  limbs :  I  issued  from  my  apart- 
ment. The  sleepers  were  all  aroused ;  ejacu- 
lationa,  terrified  murmurs  aounded  in  every 
room;  door  after  door  unclosed;  one  looked 
out  and  another  looked  out ;  the  gallery  filled. 
Gentlemen  and  ladies  alike  had  quitted  their 
beds;  and  "Oh!  What  is  it?"— ."Who  ii 
hurt  1"— •'What  has  happened  1"—" Fetch  « 
light!"— "Is  it  firel"— "  Are  there  robbers V 
— "Where  shall  we  nii>1"  was  demanded 
confusedly  on  all  hands.  But  for  the  moon- 
light they  would  have  been  in  complete  dark- 
ness. They  ran  to  and  fro;  they  crowded 
together :  some  sobbed,  some  stumbled ;  the 
confusion  waa  inextricable. 

"Where  the  devil  is  Rochester?"  cried 
Colonel  Dent.  "I  can  not  find  him  in  his 
bed." 

"Here!  here!"  was  shouted  in  return. 
"  Be  composed,  all  of  you ;  Tm  coming'' 

And  the  door  at  the  end  of  the  gallery    • 
opened,  and  Mr.  Rochester  advanced  with  a 
candle ;  he  had  just  descended  from  the  upper 
story.    One  of  the  ladiea  ran  to  him  directly ; 
she  seized  his  arm  *t  it  was  Miss  Ingram. 

"What  awful  eyent  has  taken  place?"  said 
she.  "  Speak !  let  us  know  th.e  worst  at  once!" 
- "  But  don't  pull  me  down  or  strangle  me,** 
he  replied ;  for  the  Misses  Eshton  were  cling- 
ing about  him  now ;  and  the  two  dowagere,  in 
vast  white  wrappers,  were  bearing  down  oa 
him  like  ships  in  full  sail. 

"  All's  right !— all's  right !"  he  cried.    "  It's     . 
a  mere  rehearsal  of  much  ado  about  nothing. 
Ladies,  keep  off,  or  I  shall  wax  dangerous." 

And  dangerous  he  looked ;  hib  black  eyes 
darted  sparks.  Claiming  himself  by  an  efibrtp 
he  added, 

"  A  servant  has  had  the  nightmare ;  that  In 
all.    She's  an  excitable,  nervous  person ;  ahi 
construed    her  dream  into  an  apparition,  or 
something  of  that  sort,  no  doubt;   and  baa 
taken  a  fit  with  fright.    Now,  then,  I  must  sea 
yon  all  back  into  your  rooms;  for,  till  the  house 
is  settled,  she  can  not  be  looked  after.    Gentle- 
men, have  the  goodness  to  set  the  ladies  the 
example.     Miss  Ingram,  I  am  sure  yon  .^ 
not  fail  in  evincing  superiority  to  idle  terrore 
Amy  and  Louisa,  return  to  your  nesta  like  ii 
pair  of  doves,  as  you  are.    Mesdames  (to  the       | 
doM'agers),  you  will  take  cold  to  a  dead  cer*      m 
tainty.  if  you  atay  in  this  chill  galleiy  aqy-  .di 
longer."  ^ 

And  so,  by  dint  of  alternate  coaxirtg  atil 
commanding,  he  contrived  tu  get  tlicm  aliOMiil 
more  inclosed  in  their  separate  (iormitoriea. 
I  did  not  wait  to  he  ordered  hack  tu  mine,  but 
retreated  unnoticed,  as  unnoticed  I  hrul  left  it 
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Not,  however,  to  go  to  bed ;  on  the  contrary, 
I  began  and  dressed  myself  carefully.  The 
sounds  I  had  heard  after  the  scream,  and  the 
words  that  had  been  uttered,  had  probably  been 
beard  only  by  me ;  for  they  bad  proceeded  from 
the  room  above  mine ;  but  they  assured  me 
that  it  was  not  a  servant's  dream  which  had 
thus  struck  horror  througii  the  house ;  and  that 
the  explanation  Mr.  Rochester  had  given  was 
merely  an  invention  framed  to  pacify  his  guests. 
I  dressed,  then,  to  be  ready  for  emergencies. 
When  dressed,  I  sat  a  long  time  by  the  win- 
iow,  looking  oat  over  the  silent  grounds  and 
silvered  fields,  and  waiting  for  I  knew  not 
what.  It  seemed  to  me  that  some  event  must 
follow  the  strange  cry,  struggle,  and  call. 

No  ;  stillness  returned ;  each  murmur  and 
movement  ceased  gradually,  and,  in  about  an 
hour,  Thornfield  Hall  was  agaib  as  boshed  as 
a  desert.  It  seemed  that  sleep  and  night  had 
resumed  their  empire.  Meantime  the  moon 
declined ;  she  was  about  to  set.  Not  liking  to 
sit  in  ihe  cold  and  darkness,  I  thought  I  would 
lie  down  on  my  bed,  dressed  as  I  was.  I  left 
the  window,  and  moved  with  little  noise  across 
the  carpet ;  as  I  stooped  to  take  off  my  shoes, 
a  cautious  hand  tapped  low  at  the  door. 

"  Am  I  wanted  V  I  asked. 

*<Are  you  upT'  asked  the  voice  I  expected 
to  hear,  viz.,  my  master's. 
.     "Yes,  sir." 

"  And  dressed  V* 

"Yes." 

"  Come  out,  then,  quietly." 

I  obeyed.  Mr.' Rochester  stood  io  the  gal- 
lery, holding  a  liglit. 

"  I  want  you,"  he  said ;  **  come  this  way ; 
take  your  time,  and  make  no  noise." 

My  slippers  were  thin;  I  could  walk  the 
matted  floor  as  softly  as  a  cat.  He  glided  up 
the  gallery  and  upnbe  stairs,  and  stopped  in 
the  dark,  low  corridor  of  the  fateful  third  story ; 
I  had  followed  and  stood  at  his  side. 

**Have  you  a  sponge  in  your  room!"  he 
9sked  in  a  whisper. 

"  Yes,  sir." 

*•  Have  you  any  salts — ^volatile  salts  V* 

"  Yes." 

"  Go  back  and  fetch  both." 

I  returned,  sought  the  sponge  on  the  wash- 
stand,  the  salts  in  my  drawer,  and  once  more 
retraced  my  steps.  He  still  waited ;  be  held 
a  key  in  his  hand:  approaching  one  of  the 
small,  black  doors,  he  pot  it  in  the  lock ;  he 
paused  and  addressed  me  again. 

"  You  don't  turn  sick  at  the  sight  of  blood  1" 

"  I  think  I  shall  not ;  I  have  never  been 
tried  yet." 

1  felt  a  thrill  while  I  answered  him ;  but  no 
coldness,  and  no  falntness. 

**  Just  give  me  yottr  band,"  bd  said,  "  it  will 
not  do  to  risk  a  fainting  fit." 

I  put  my  fingers  into  his.  <'Warm  and 
steady,"  was  his  remark:  he  turned  the  key 
and  opened  the  door. 

I  saw  a  room  I  remembered  to  have  seen 
before,  the  day  Mrs.  Fairfax  showed  me  over 
the  house ;  it  was  hung  with  tapestry;  but  the 
tapestry  was  now  looped  up  in  one  pait,  and 
there  was  a  door  apparent,  which  bad  then 
been  concealed.  This  door  was  open ;  a  light 
bone  out  of  the  room  within ;  I  heard  thence 


a  snarling,  snatching  sound,  almost  like  a  dog 
quarreling.  Mr.  Rochester,' putting  down  his 
candle,  said  to  me,  "  Wait  a  minute,"  and  b6 
went  forward  to  the  inner  apartment.  A  shout 
of  laughter  greeted  his  entrance ;  noisy  at  first, 
and  terminating  in  Grace  Poole's  own  goblin 
ha  !  ha !  SAe,  then,  was  there.  He  made  sorao 
sort  of  arrangement,  without  speaking ;  though 
I  heard  a  low  voice  address  him :  he  came  out 
and  closed  the  door  behind  him. 

'*Here,  Jane !"  he  said ;  and  I  walked  round 
to  the  other  side  of  a  large  bed,  which,  with  its 
drawn  curtains,  concealed  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  the  chamber.  An  easy-chair  was  near 
the  bed-head :  a  man  sat  io  it,  dressed,  with 
the  exception  of  his  coat ;  he  Was  still ;  bis 
head  leaned  back ;  bis  eyes  were  closed.  Mr. 
Rochester  held  the  candle  over  him  ;  I  reoog* 
nized  in  his  pale  ftnd  seemingly  lifeless  face — 
the  stranger.  Mason :  I  saw,  too,  that  his  linen 
on  one  side,  and  one  arm,  was  almost  soaked 
in  blood. 

**  Hold  the  candle."  said  Mr.  Rochester,  and 
I  took  it ;  he  fetched  a  basin  of  water  from  the 
wash-stand :  "  hold  that,"  said  he.  I  obeyed. 
He  took  the  sponge,  dipped  it  in  and  moistened 
the  corpse-like  face :  he  asked  for  my  smelling- 
bottle,  and  applied  it  to  the  nostrils.  Mr.  Ma* 
son  shortly  unclosed  his  eyes;  he  groaned. 
Mr.  Rochester  opened  the  shirt  of  tbe  wouAded 
man,  whose  arm  and  shoulder  were  t»andaged* 
he  sponged  away  blood,  trickling  fast  down. 

**  Is  there  immediate  danger,"  munnured  Mr. 
Mason. 

"  Pooh !  No— a  mere  scratch.  Do&*t  be  so 
overcome,  man :  bear  up  1  I'll  fetch  a  surgeon 
for  you  now,  myself— you'll  be  able  to  be  le* 
moved  by  morning,  I  hope.  Jane—"  be  goo- 
tinned. 

•»Sir1" 

•«  I  shall  have  to  leave  you  in  this  room  with 
this  gentlemen  for  an  hour,  dr,  perhaps,  two 
hours ;  you  will  sponge  the  blood  as  I  do  when 
it  returns :  if  he  feels  faint,  you  will  put  the 
glass  of  water  on  that  stand,  to  bia  lipe,  and 
your  salts  to  his  nose.  You  will  not  apeak  to 
him  on  any  pretext — and,  Richard,  it  will  be 
at  the  peril  of  your  life  you  speak  to  ber; 
open  your  lips — agitate  yourself-^and  I'll  not 
answer  for  the  consequences." 

Again  the  poor  man  groaned ;  be  looked  aa 
if  he  dared  not  move — (ear,  either  of  death  or 
of  something  else,  appeared  almost  to  paralyxe 
him.  Mr  Rochester  put  the  now  bloody  sponge 
into  my  hand,  and  I  proceeded  to  use  it  as  he 
had  done.  He  watched  me  a  second,  then  say- 
ing, "Remember! — no  conversation,"  be  lA 
the  room.  I  experienced  a  strange  feeling  aa 
the  key  grated  in  the  lock,  and  tbe  sound  of  hia 
retreating  step  ceased  to  be  beard. 

Here  then  I  was  in  the  third  story,  i 
into  one  of  its  mystic  cells — night  around  i 
a  pale  and  bloody  spectacle  under  my  eyea  and 
hands — a  murderess  hardly  separated  from  UM 
by  a  single  door:  yes — that  was  appaUiog-^ 
the  rest  I  could  bear ;  but  I  shuddered  at  tho 
thought  of  Grace  Poole  bursting  out  upoa  me. 

I  must  keep  to  my  post,  however.  I  moal 
watch  this  ghastly  countenance — these  blue* 
still  lips  forbidden  to  unclose— these  eyes  now 
abut,  Qow-opeoing,  now  wandering  tir-""*"  Hm 
room/  now  fixing  on  me,  and  ever  gii         ^ 
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(he  doHness  of  horror.  I  mast  dip  ray  hand 
if^in  and  again  in  the  basin  of  biood  and 
water,  and  wipe  away  the  trickling  gore.  I 
most  see  the  light  of  the  unsnuffed  candle  wane 
OR  my  emDJoyment ;  the  shadows  darken  on 
the  wrought,  antique  tapestry  round  rae,  and 
grow  black  under  the  hangings  of  the  vast  old 
bed,  and  quiver  strangely  over  the  doors  of  a 
great  cabinet  oppobite — whose  front,  divided 
jnto  twelve  panels,  bore,  in  grim  design,  the 
iheads  of  the  twelve  apostles,  each  inclosed  in 
jits  separate  panel  as  in  a  frame ;  while  above 
/them  at  the  top  rose  an  ebon  crucifix  and  a  dy- 
.-ing  Christ. 

According  as  the  shifting  obscurity  and  flick- 
STing  gieaoi  hovered  here  or  glanced  there,  it 
was  nuw  the  bearded  physician,  Luke,  that  bent 
his  br(»w  ;  now  St.  John's  long  hair  that  waved  ; 
aod  anon  the  devilish  face  of  Judas,  that  grew 
oat  of  the  panel  and  seemed  gathering  life  and 
4ireaiening  a  revelation  of  the  arch-traitor — 
3f  Saian  himself— in  his  subordinate's  form. 

Amid  all  this,  I  had  to  listen  as  welt  as 
watcb~to  listen  for  the  movements  of  the  wild 
Deast  or  the  fiend  in  yonder  side  den.  But 
•ince  Mr.  Hnchestefs  visit,  it  seemed  spell- 
Dound  i  all  the  night  I  heard  but  three  sounds, 
at  three  hing  intervals — a  step,  creak,  a  mfi- 
mentary  renewal  of  the  snarling,  canine  noise, 
aad  a  deep  human  groan. 

Then  my  own  thoughts  worried  me.  What 
crime  was  this,  that  lived  incarnate  in  this 
leqoestered  mansion,  and  could  neither  be  ex- 
pelled nor  subdued  by  the  owner?  What  mys- 
tery, that  broke  ont,  no\#  in  fire  ami  now  in 
blood,  at  the  deadest  hours  of  night  1  What 
creature  was  it,  that,  masked  in  an  ordinary 
woman's  face  and  shape,  uttered  the  voice, 
now  of  a  mocking  demon,  and  anon  of  a  car- 
rion-seeking bird  of  prey  1 

And  this  man  I  bent  over — this  common- 
place, quiet  stranger— 4iow  had  he  become  in- 
volved in  the  web  of  horror  1  and  why  had  the 
Fury  flown  at  him?     What  made  him  seek 
this  quarter  of  the  house  at  an  untimely  season, 
when  he  shduld  have  been  asleep  in  bed  ?    I 
had  heard  Mr.  Ilocbester  assign  him  an  apart- 
laeot  below — ^what  brought  him  here?    And 
why,  DOW,  was  he  so  tame  under  the  violence 
or  treachery  done  him  1    Why  did  he  so  quietly 
•ubmit  to  the  concealment  Mr.  Rochester  en- 
forced ?     Why  did  Mr.  Rochester  enforce  this 
eoncealmcnt?    His  guest  had  been  outraged, 
his  own  life  on  a  former  occasion  had  been  hid- 
'  consly  plotted  against ;  and  both  attempts  be 
I  smothered  in  secrecy  and  sunk  in  oblivion ! 
I  lastly,  I  saw  Mr.  Mason  was  submissive  to  Mr^ 
ilLoehester ;  that  the  impetuous  will  of  the  lat- 
|ler  held  complete  sway  over  the  inertness  of 
e  former :  the  few  words  which  had  passed 
etwecn  them  assured  me  of  this.     It  was  ey 
lent  that,  in  their  former  intercourse,  the  pass- 
es disposition  of  the  one  bad  been  habitually 
idoenced  by  the  active  energy  of  the  other  : 
whence,  then,  had  arisen  Mr.  Rochester's  dis 
lay  when  he  beard  of  Mr.  Mason's  arri/al  1 
(^by  had  the  mere  name  of  this  unresisting  in- 
ividoal — whom  his  word  now  sufficed  to  con- 
i»I  like  a  child — fallen  on  him,  a  few  hours 
iaee,  as  a  thunderbolt  might  fall  on  an  oak ! 
Ob  I  1   could   not  forget  his  look  and  his 


got  a  blow — ^I  have  got  a  blow,  Jane."  I  could 
not  forget  how  Iho  arm  had  trembled  which 
be  rested  on  my  shoulder :  and  it  was  no  light 
matter  which  eould  thus  bow  the  resolute 
spirit  and  thrill  the  vigorous  frame  of  Fairfax 
Rochester. 

"  When  will  he  come !  When  will  he 
come?"  i  cried  inwardly,  as  the  night  lingered 
and  lingered — as  my  bleeding  patient  d moped, 
moaned,  sickened;  and  neither  day  nor  aid 
arrived.  I  had,  again  and  again,  held  the 
water  to  Mason's  white  lips ;  again  and  again 
ofTered  him  the  stimulating  salts;  my  efforts 
seemed  ineffpctual :  either  bodily  or  mental 
suffering,  or  loss  of  blood,  or  all  threo  com- 
bined, were  fast  prostrating  his  strength.  He 
moaned  so,  and  looked  so  weak,  wild,  and  lost, 
I  feared  he  was  dying ;  and  I  might  not  even 
speak  to  him ! 

The  candle,  wasted  at  last,  went  oat ;  as  it 
expired,  I  perceived  streaks  of  gray  light 
edging  the  window-curtains ;  dawn  was  thea 
approaching.  Presently  I  heard  Pilot  bark  far 
below,  out  of  his  distant  kennel  in  the  court- 
yard ;  hope  revived.  Nor  was  It  unwarranted ; 
in  five  minutes  more  the  grating  key,  the  yield- 
ing lock,  warned  me  my  watch  was  relieved. 
It  could  not  have  lasted  more  than  two  hours ; 
many  a  week  has  seemed  shorter. 

Mr.  Rochester  entered,  and  with  him  tha 
surgeon  he  had  been  to  fetch. 

**  Now,  Caher,  be  on  the  alert,"  he  said  to 
this  last;  **I  give  you  but  half  an  hour  for 
dressing  the  wound,  fastening  the  bandages, 
getting  the  patient  down  stairs  and  all." 

•*  But  is  he  fit  to  move,  sir  ?" 

**  No  doubt  of  it ;  it  is  nothing  serious :  he 
is  nervous,  his  spirits  must  be  kept  up.  Come, 
set  to  work." 

Mr.  Rochester  drew  back  the  thick  curtain, 
drew  up  the  holland-blind,  let  in  all  the  day- 
light he  could  ;  and  I  was  surprised  aod  cheered  « 
to  see  how  far  dawn  was  advanced  ;  what  rosy 
streaks  were  beginning  to  brighten  the  east. 
Then  he  approached  Mason,  whom  the  sur 
geon  was  already  handling. 

**  Now,  my  good  fellow,  how  are  you  V*  ha 
asked. 

**  She's  done  for  me,  I  fear,"  was  the  faint 
reply. 

"Not  a  whit! — courage!  This  day  fort- 
night you'll  hardly  be  a  pin  the  worse  of  it : 
you've  lost  a  little  blood,  that's  ail.  Carter, 
assure  him  there's  no  danger." 

"  I  can  do  that  conscientiously,"  said  Carter, 
who  had  now  undone  the  bandages ;  "  only  I 
wish  I  could  have  got  here  sooner ;  be  would  . 
not  have  bled  so  much — but  how  is  this  ?  The 
flesh  on  the  shoulder  is  torn  as  well  as  cut! 
This  vveund  was  not  done  with  a  knife :  there 
have  been  teeth  here?" 

**  She  bit  me,"  he  murmured.  *'  Sne  worried 
mc  like  a  tigress,  wiien  Rochester  got  the  knife 
from  her." 

"  You  should  not  have  yielded  ;  you  should 
have  grappled  with  her  at  once,"  said  Mr. 
Rochester. 

'*  But  under  such  circumstances,  what  could 
one  do  t"  returned  Mason.  "  Oh,  it  was  fright 
ful !"  he  added,  shuddering.  "And  I  did  not 
expect  it ;  she  looked  so  quiet  at  first." 
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M I  said— be  on  your  gpard  when  you  go  near 
her.  Besides,  you  might  have  waited  till  to- 
morrow and  had  roe  with  you ;  it  was  mere 
folly  to  attempi  the  interview  to-night,  and 
alone.'* 

"  I  thought  I  coold  have  done  some  good." 

"  Yuu  thought !  you  thought !  Yes,  it  makes 
mo  impatient  to  hear  you  ;  but,  however,  you 
have  sufTered,  and  are  likely  to  suflTer  enough 
for  not  taking  my  advice ;  so  Til  say  no  more. 
Carter — hurry  !  hurry !  The  sun  will  soon 
rise,  and  I  must  have  him  off*." 

'*  Directly,  sir ;  the  shoulder  is  just  bandaged. 
I  must  loolrto  this  other  wound  in  the  arm : 
she  has  had  her  teeth  here  too,  I  think." 

**  She  has  sucked  the  blood :  she  said  she'd 
drain  my  heart,"  said  Mason. 

I  saw  Mr.  Rochester  shudder:  a  singularly 
marked  expression  of  disgust,  horror,  hatred 
warped  his  countenance  almost  to  distortion ; 
but  he  only  said — 

**  Come,  be  silent,  Richard,  and  never  mind 
her  gibberish :  don't  repeat  it." 
'  <*  I  wish  I  coijld  fiirget  it,"  was  the  answer. 

*'  You  will  wlien  you  are  out  of  the  country  : 
when  you  get  back  to  Spanish  Town  you  may 
think  of  her  as  dead  and  buried — or  rather,  you 
need  not  think  of  her  at  ail." 

"  Impossible  to  forget  this  night !" 

**  It  IS  not  impossible ;  have  some  energy, 
man.  Yi>u  thought  you  were  as  dead  as  a 
herring  two  hours  since,  and  you  ar^  all  alive 
and  talking  now.  There  !~Carter  has  done 
with  you,  or  nearly  so ;  Til  make  you  decent  in 
a  trice.  Jane  (he  turned  to  me  for  the  first 
time  since  his  re-entrance),  take  this  key  ;  go 
down  into  my  dressing-room;  open  the  top 
drawer  of  the  wardrobe  and  take  out  a  clean 
shirt  and  neck- handkerchief ;  bring  them  here  ; 
and  be  nimble." 

I  went  i  sought  tbe  repository  he  had  men- 
tioned, found  the  articles  named,  and  returned 
with  ihem. 

*'  Nuw,"  said  he,  "go  to  the  other  side  of  the 
bed  while  I  order  his  toilet ;  but  don't  leave  the 
room  ;  you  may  be  wanted  again." 

I  retired  as  directed. 

"Was  any  body  stirring  below  when  you 
went  down,  Janel"  inquired  Mr.  Rochester, 
presently. 

"  N(i,  sir  ;  all  was  very  still." 

"  We  shall  get  you  off  cannily,  Dick ;-  and  it 
'  will  be  better  both  for  your  sake,  and  for  that 
of  the  poor  creature  in  yonder.  I  have  striven 
long  to  avoid  exposure,  and  I  should  not  like 
it  to  come  at  last.  Here,  Carter,  help  him  on 
with  his  waistcoat.  Where  did  you  leave  your 
furred  cloak  1    You  can't  travel  a  mile  without 

that,  I  know,  in  this  d d  cold  climate.    In 

your  room!  Jane,  run  down  to  Mr.  Mason's 
room,  the  one  next  mine,  and  fetch  a  cfoak  you 
wDl  see  ihere.'* 

Again  I  ran,  and  again  returned,  bearing  an 
immense  mantle  lined  and  edged  with  fur. 

"  Now  I've  another  errand  for  you,"  said  my 
untiring  master;  **you  must  away  to  my  room 
again.  What  a  mercy  you  are  shod  with  vel- 
vet, Jane  ! — a  clod-hopping  messenger  would 
never  do  at  this  juncture.  You  must  open  the 
middle  drawer  of  my  toilet-table  and  take  out 
a  little  phial  and  a  little  giass  you  will  find 
there— quick !" 


I  flew  thither  and  hack,  bringing  the  desired 
vessels. 

"  That's  well !  Now,  doctor,  I  shall  take  tbe 
liberty  of  administering  a  dose  myself;  on  my 
own  responsibility.  I  got  this  cordial  at  Rome, 
of  an  Italian  charlatan — a  fellow syuu  would 
have  kicked,  Carter.  It  is  not  a  thing  to  be 
used  indiscriminately,  but  it  is  good  upon  occa- 
sion, as  now,  for  instance.  Jane,  a  little  water." 

He  held  out  the  tiny  glass,  and  I  half  filled  it 
from  the  water-bottle  on  the  wash-stand. 

"  That  will  do ;  now  wet  the  lip  of  the  phiaL** 

I  did  so ;  be  measured  twelve  drops  of  a 
crimson  liquid,  and  presented  it  to  Mason. 

"  Drink,  Richard ;  it  will  give  you  tbe  heart 
you  lack,  for  an  hour  or  so." 

"  But  will  it  hurt  me  1 — is  it  inflammatory  1* 

"Drink!  drink!  drink!" 

Mr.  Mason  obeyed,  because  it  was  evidco^ 
ly  useless  to  resist.  He  was  dressed  now ;  he 
still  looked  pale,  but  he  was  no  longer  gory  and 
sullied.  Mr.  Rochester  let  him  sit  three  min- 
utes after  he  had  swallowed  the  liquid ;  he  then 
took  his  arm. 

"  Now  I  am  sure  you  can  get  on  your  feet," 
he  said ;  "  try." 

The  patient  rose. 

"  Carter,  take  him  under  the  other  shoulder. 
Be  of  good  cheer,  Richard ;  step  out ;  that's 
it!" 

"  I  do  feel  better."  remarked  Mr.  Mason. 

"  I  am  sure  you  do.  Now,  Jane,  trip  on  be- 
fore us  away  to  the  back  stairs ;  unbolt  the  side- 
passage  door,  and  lell  the  driver  of  tbe  post- 
chaise  you  will  see  in  the  yard— or  just  outside, 
for  I  told  him  not  to  drive  his  rattling  wheels 
over  the  pavement — to  be  ready  ;  we  are  com- 
ing ;  and,  Jane,  if  any  one  is  about,  come  to  tbe 
foot  of  tbe  stairs  and  hem." 

It  was  by  this  time  half-past  five,  and  the 
sun  was  on  the  point  of  rising;  but  I  found  the 
kitclten  still  dark  and  silent.  'The  side-passage 
door  was  fastened ;  I  opened  it  with  as  little 
noise  as  possible  ;  all  the  yard  was  quiet ;  but 
the  gates  stood  wide  open,  and  there  was  a 
post-chaise,  with  horsea  ready  harnessed,  and 
driver  seated  on  the  box,  stationed  outside.  I 
approached  him,  and  said  the  gentlemen  were 
coming ;  he  nodded  ;  then  I  looked  carefully 
round  and  listened.  The  stillness  of  early 
morning  slumbered  every  where ;  the  cortaiaa 
were  yet  drawn  over  the  servants'  chamber 
windows ;  little  birds  were  just  twittering  in  the 
blossom-blanched  orchard  trees,  whose  boughs 
drooped  like  white  garlands  over  the  wall  ta- 
ciosingone  side  of  the  yard ;  the  carriage  boraes 
stamped  from  time  to  time  in  their  closed  8t» 
bles :  all  else  was  still. 

The  gentlemen  now  appeared.  Mason,  8izp> 
ported  by  Mr.  Rochester  and  tbe  surgeoa, 
seemed  to  walk  with  tolerable  ease^  they  aa> 
sisted  him  into  the  chaise;  Carter  followed. 

"Take  care  of  him,"  said  Mr.  Rochester  ti 
the  latter,  "  and  keep  him  at  your  house  liU  bi 
is  quite  well ;  I  shall  ride  over  in  a  day  or  tw^ 
to  see  how  he  gets  on.  Richard,  bow  ia  it  wit] 
you  1" 

"  The  fresh  air  revives  me,  Fairfax." 

"  Leave  tbe  window  open  on  bis  side.  Cu 
ter ;  there  is  no  wind — good-bye,  Dick  ** 

"Fairfax—" 

"Well,  what  ia  it  1" 
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«*  Let  her  be  taken  care  of;  let  her  be  treated 
•0  tenderly  as  may  be ;  let  her—*'  He  stopped 
And  burst  into  tears. 

•«  I  do  ny  best ;  and  haye  done  it,  and  will 
do  it,*'  was  the  answer.  He  shut  np  the  chaise 
door,  and  the  vehieie  drove  away. 

**  Yet  would  to  God  there  was  an  end  of  all 
tiifd !"  added  Mr.  Rochester,  as  he  closed  and 
barred  the  heavy  yard-gates.  This  done,  he 
moved  with  slow  step  and  abstracted  air,  to* 
ward  a  door  in  the  wall  bordering  the  orchard 
I,  sopposing  he  had  done  with  me,  prepared  to 
return  to. the  boose;  again,  however,  I  heard 
him  call  **  Jane !"  He  had  opened  the  portal 
and  stood  at  it,  waiting  for  me. 

^  Come  where  there  is  some  freshness,  for 
•  few  moments,**  he  said ;  **  that  house  is  a 
mere  dungeon ;  don*t  you  feel  it  so  V* 

•'  It  seems  to  me  a  splendid  mansion,  sir.** 

'*  The  glanoour  of  inexperience  is  over  your 
eyes,"  he  answered ;  **  and  you  see  it  through 
a  charmed  medibm ;  you  can  not  discern  that 
Che  gilding  is  slime  and  the  silk  draperies  cob- 
webs ;  that  the  marble  is  sordid  slate,  and  the 
polished  woods  mere  refuse  chips  and  scaly 
bark.  Now  here  (be  pointed  to  the  leafy  in- 
closure  we  had  entered)  all  is  real,  sweet,  and 
pure." 

He  strayed  down  a  walk  edged  with  box ; 
with  apple-trees,  pear-trees,  and  cherry-trees 
on  one  side,  and  a  border  on  the  other,  full  of 
all  sorta^of  old-fashioned  flowers,  stocks,  sweet- 
williams,  primroses,  pansies,  mingled  with 
aoothernwuod,  sweet-brier,  and  various  fra- 
grant herbs.  They  were  fresh  now  as  a  suc- 
cession of  April  showers  and  gleams,  followed 
by  a  lovely  spring  morning,  could  make  them ; 
the  sun  was  just  entering  ihe  dappled  east,  and 
his  light  illumined  the  wreathed  and  dewy  or- 
chard trees  and  shone  dowd  the  quiet  walks 
under  them. 

"  Jane,  will  yon  have  a  flower t'* 

He  gathered  a  lialf-blown  rose,  the  first  on 
the  bush,  and  ofi'ered  it  to  me. 

"Thank  yoo,  sir,'* 

"Do  yiHi  like  this  sunrise,  Janel  That  sky 
wHh  its  high  and  light  clouds  which  are  sore  to 
melt  away  as  the  day  waxes  warm — ^this  placid 
«iid  balmy  atmosphere  1" 

«•  I  do,  yery  much." 

"You  have  passed  a  strange  night,  Jane." 

••  Yea,  sir." 

"  And  it  has  made  yon  look  pale— were  you 
afraid  when  I  left  yoo  alone  with  Mason  V 

"  I  was  afraid  of  some  one  coming  out  of  the 
inner  niom." 

"  But  I  had  fastened  the  door — I  had  the 
key  in  my  pocket ;  I  should  have  been  a  care- 
less Ahephefd  if  I  had  left  a  lamb— my  pet  lamb, 
BO  near  a  wolfs-den,  unguarded;  you  were  safe." 

"  Will  Grace  Poole  live  here  still,  sir!" 

"  Oh,  yes !  donH  trouble  your  head  about  her 
—pot  the  thing  out  of  your  thoughts." 

"  Yet  it  seems  to  me  your  life  is  hardly  se- 
eare  while  she  stays." 

"  Never  fear— I  wiH  take  care  of  myself." 

«*  Is  the  danger  yoo  apprehended  last  night 
gone  by  now,  fir?" 

••  I  can  not  viuch  for  that  till  Ma^m  is  out  of 

;  "ngland  f  nor  even  then.     To  liv ;,  for  me, 

e,  is  to  stand  d^  a  crater-crust  which  may 

i  i       *lr  «nH  itnufi  fim  anv  dav." 


"  But  Mr.  Mason  seems  a  roan  easily  led. 
Your  influence,  air,  is  evidently  potent  vrith 
him ;  he  will  never  set  you  at  defiance,  or  wiU- 
ftally  injure  you." 

*<  Oh,  00 !  MaaoB  will  not  defy  me ;  nor,  know- 
ing It,  will  he  hurt  me— but,  unintentionally,  ho 
might  in  a  moment,  by  one  careless  word,  de- 
prive roe,  if  not  of  life,  yet  forever  of  happiness." 

"  TeU  htm  to  be  cautious,  sur ;  let  him  know 
what  you  fear,  and  show  him  how  to  avert  the 
danger." 

He  laughed  aardonieaDy,  hazily  took  my 
band,  and  as  hastily  threw  it  from  him. 

"  If  I  could  do  that,  simpleton,  wbero  would 
the  danger  bet  Annihilate^)  in  a  moment. 
Ever  since  I  have  known  Mason,  I  have  only 
had  to  say  to  him  « Do  that,*  and  the  thing  haa 
been  done.  But  1  can  not  give  him  orders  ia 
this  case :  I  can  «ot  say  *  Beware  of  harming 
me,  Richard ;'  for  it  is  imperative  that  I  should 
keep  him  ignorant  that  harm  to  me  is  possible. 
Now  you  look  puzzled ;  and  I  will  puzzle  you 
further.    You  are  my  little  friend,  are  you  not  t " 

"  I  like  to  serve  you,  sir,  and  to  obey  you  ia 
all  that  is  right." 

"  Precisely :  I  see  you  do.  I  see  genuine 
contentment  in  your  gait  and  mien,  your  eye 
and  face,  when  yoo  a^  helping  roe  and  pleaa- 
ing  me — working  for  me,  and  with  me,  in,  as 
you  characteristically  say,  *  all  that  is  right :'  for 
if  I  bid  you  do  what  you  thought  wrong,  there 
would  be  no  light-footed  running,  no  neat- 
handed  alacrity,  no  lively  glanoe  and  animated 
complexion.  My  friend  would  then  turn  to  me, 
quiet  and  pale,  and  would  say,  *  No,  sir ;  that 
is  impossible:  I  can  not  do  it,  because  it  is 
wrong,'  and  would  become  immutable  as  a 
fixed  star.  Well,  you,  too,  have  power  over  me, 
and  may  injure  me :  yet  I  dare  not  show  you 
wliere  I  am  vulnerable,  lest,  faithful  and  friend* 
ly  as  you  are,  you  should  transfix  me  at  once." 

*'If  you  have  no  more  to  fear  from  Mr.  Ma- 
son than  you  have  from  me,  air,  you  are  veir 
safe." 

>«  God  grant  it  may  be  so  I  Here,  Jane,  is  an 
arbor ;  sit  down." 

The  arbor  was  an  arch  in  the  wall,  lined 
with  ivy;  it  contained  a  rustic  seat.  Mr. 
Rochester  took  it,  leaving  room,  however,  for 
me :  but  I  stood  before  hi^. 

"  Sit,*'  he  said ;  "  the  bench  is  long  enough 
for  two.  You  don't  hesitate  to  take  a  place  at 
my  aide,  do  you  1    Is  that  wrong  1" 

I  answered  him  by  assuming  it :  to  refuse 
would,  I  felt,  have  been  unwise. 

**  Now,  my  little  friend,  while  the  son  drinks 
the  dcw-a— while  all  the  flowers  in  this  old  garden 
awake  and  expand,  and  the  birds  fetch  their 
young  ones'  breakfast  out  of  the  thorn-field, 
and  the  early  bees  do  their  first  spell  of  work 
— I'll  put  a  case  to  you,  whksh  you  must  en- 
deavor to  suppose  your  own :  but  first,  took  at 
me,  and  tell  me  you  are  at  ease,  and  not  fear- 
ing that  I  err  in  detaining  you,  or  that  you  err 
in  staying."   * 

"No,  sir;  I  am  content" 

"Well,  tlien,  Jane,  call  to  aid  your  fancy : — 
supposed  you  were  no  longer  a  girl  well  reared 
and  disciplined,  but  a  wild  boy,  indulged  from 
chHdhood  upward ;  imagine  yourself  in  a  re- 
mote foreign  land;  conceive  that  you  there 
oommit  a  canital  error,  no  matter  of  what  na 
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wre  or  from  what  motiYes,  but  odo  whose  con- 
•equences  must  follow  you  .through  life  and 
taint  all  your  existence.  Mind^I  don*t  say  a 
irime ;  I  am  not  speaking  of  shedding  Of  blood 
or  any  other  guilty  act,  which  might  make  the 
^rpetrator  amenable  to  the  law :  my  word  is 
error.  The  results  of  what  you  have  done  be- 
come in  time  to  you  utterly  insupportable ;  you 
take  measures  to  obtain  relief:  unusual  meas- 
ures, but  neither  unlawful  nor  culpable.  Still 
you  are  miserable ;  for  hope  has  quitted  you  on 
the  very  confines  of  life :  your  sun  at  noon 
darkens  in  an  eclipse,  which  you  feel  will  not 
leave  it  till*  the  time  of  setting.  Bitter  and 
base  associationa  have  become  the  sole  food 
of  your  memory  :  you  wander  here  and  there, 
aeeking  rest  in  exile ;  happiness  in  pleasure-^I 
mean  in  heartless,  sensual  pleasure — such  as 
dulls  intellect  and  blights  feeling.  Heart- 
weary  and  soul- withered,  you  come  home  after 
years  of  voluntary  banishment ;  you  make  a 
•ew  acquaintance — ^how,  or  where,  no  matter : 
you  find  in  this  stranger  much  of  the  good  and 
bright  qualities  which  you  have  sought  for 
twenty  years,  and  never  before  encountered ; 
and  they  are  all  fresh,  healthy,  without  soil  and 
without  taint.  Such  society  revives,  regene- 
rates :  you  feef  better  d^ys  come  back— higher 
wishes,  purer  feelings ;  you  desire  to  recom- 
mence your  life,  and  to  spend  what  rediains  to 
you  of  days  in  a  way  more  worthy  of  an  im- 
mortal being.  To  attain  this  end,  are  you 
justified  in  overleaping  an  obstacle  of  custom— 
a  mere  conventional  impediment,  which  neither 
jour  conscience  sanctifies  nor  your  judgment 
approves  V* 

He  paused  for  an  answer :  and  what  waa  I 
to  sayl  Oh,  for  some  good  spirit  ^to  suggest 
a  judicious  and  satisfactory  response !  Vain 
aspiration !  The  west  wind  whispered  in  the 
ivy  round  me;  but  no  gentle  Ariel  borrowed 
its  breath  as  a  medium  of  speech :  the  birds 
sang  in  the  tree-tops ;  but  their  song,  however 
sweet,  was  inarticulate. 

Again  Mr.  Ilochester  propounded  his  query : 

"Is  the  wandering  and  sinful,  but  now  rest- 
seeking  and  repentant  man,  justified  in  daring 
the  world's  opinion,  in  order  to  attach  to  him 
forever,  this  gentle,  gracious,,  genial  stranger ; 
thereby  securing  his.  own  peace  of  mind  and 
regeneration  of  life  1 " 

*'Sir,"  I  answered,  *'a  wanderer's  repose 
or  a  sinner's  reformation  should  never  depend 
on  a  felluW-creaturc^  Men  and  women  die; 
philosophers  falter  in  wisdom,  and  Christians 
in  goodness :  if  any  one  you  know  has  suffered 
and  erred,  let  him  look  higher  than  his  equals 
for  strength  to  amend,  and  solace  to  heal." 

"  But  the  instrument — the  instrument !  God, 
who  does  the  work,  ordains  the  instrument.  I 
have  myself— I  tell  it  you  without  parable- 
been  a  worldly,  dissipated,  restless  man ;  and 
I  believe  I  have  found  the  instrument  for  my 
,  cure,  in — " 

He  paused :  the  birds  went  oir  caroling,  the 
leaves  lightly  rustling.  I  almost  wondered 
they  did  not  check  their  songs  and  whispers  to 
catch  the  suspended  revelation :  but  they  would 
have  had  to  wait  many  minutes— so  long  was 
the  silence  protracted.  At  last  I  looked  up  at 
the  tardy  speaker :  he  was  looking  eagerly  at 


*'  Little  friend,*'  said  be,  in  qoite  a  ebanged 
tone — while  his  face  changed  too,  losing  all 
its  softness  and  gravity,  and  becoming  luirsh 
and  sarcastic-^'*  you  have  mHioed,  my  tender 
penchant  for  Miss  Ingram :  don't  you  think  if  I 
married  her  she  would  regenerate  me  with  a 
vengeance  t** 

He  got  up  instantly,  went  qoite  to  the  othei 
end  of  the  walk,  and  when  he  came  back  ht 
was  humming  a  tune. 

"  Jane,  Jane,"  said  he,  stopping  before  me, 
'*yoo  are  quite  pale  with  your  vigils :  don't  yoa 
curse  me  for  disturbing  your  rest  1" 

"  Curse  you  1    No,  sir." 

"  Shako  hands  in  confirmation  of  the  word. 
What  cold  fingers !  They  were  warmer  last 
night  when  I  touched  them  at  the  door  of  the 
mysterious  chamber.  Jane,  when  will  yoo 
watch  with  me  again  t" 

"  Whenever  I  can  be  useful,  air." 

"  For  instance,  the  night  before  I  am  mar- 
ried 1  I  am  sure  I  shall  not  be  able  to  sleep. 
Will  you  promise  to  sit  up  with  me  to  bear  me 
company  1  To  you  I  can  talk  of  my  tovely 
one;  for  now  you  have  seen  her  itnd  know 
her." 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  She's  a  rare  one,  is  she  not,  Jane  1** 

"  Yes,  sir."  ^ 

"A  strapper — a  real  strapper,  Jane:  blg^ 
brown,  and  buxom ;  with  hair  just  such  as  tba 
ladies  of  Carthage  must  have  had.  Bleas  me! 
there's  Dent  and  Lynn  in  the  stables !  Go  in 
by  the  shrubbery,  through  that  wicket" 

As  I  went  one  way,  he  went  another,  and  I 
heard  him  in  the  yard,  saying,  cheeringly. 

"  Mason  got  the  start  of  you  all  this  morning; 
he  was  gone  before  sunrise — ^I  rose  at  foor  to 
see  him  off." 


CHAPTER  XXL 

Pbbskntixbnts  are  strange  things !  and  so 
are  sympathies,  and  so  are  signs ;  and  the  three 
combined  make  one  mystery  to  which  humaDl- 
ty  has  not  yet  found  the^key.  I  never  laughed 
at  presentiments  in  my  life,  because  I  have  bad 
strange  ones  of  my  own^  Sympathies,  I  be- 
lieve, exist  (for  instance,  between  far-distant, 
long-absent,  wholly  estranged  relatives;  as- 
serting, notwithstanding  their  alienation,  the 
unity  of  the  source  to  which  eadi  incem  bis 
origin),  whose  workings  baffle  mortal  compre- 
hension. And  signs,  for  augbt  we  know,  may 
be  but  the  sympathies  of  nature  with  man. 

When  I  was  a  little  girl,  only  six  years  old,  I 
one  night  heard  Bessie  Leaven  aay  to  Martha 
Abbott  that  she  had  been  dreaming^aboat  a  Uw 
tie  child ;  and  that  to  dream  of  children  waa  a 
sure  sign  of  trouble,  either  to  one's  self  or  one*a 
kin.  The  saying  might  have  worn  out  of  my 
memory,  had  not  a  circumstance  Immediately 
followed  which  served  indelibly  to  fix  it  there. 
The  next  day  Bessie  waa  sent  for  home  to  tbc 
death- bed  of  her  little  sister. 

Of  late  I  had  often  recalled  thia  aaying  uni 
this  incident ;  for  during  the  padt  week  scarcely 
a  night  hai'  gone-  over  my  coulah  that  had  not 
brought  wi'.h  it  a  dream  of  an  infantt  which  1 
sometime^  hushed  In  my  arn£,  sometiroea  dan 
died  oa  luy  knee,  sometim^  watched  pl^ria^ 
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with  daisies  on  a  lawn ;  or  again,  dabbling  its 
bands  in  running  water.  It  was  a  wailing  child 
this  night,  and  a  laughing  one  the  next — now  it 
nestled  close  to  me,  and  now  it  ran  from  roe ; 
but  whatever  mood  the  apparition  evinced, 
whatever  aspect  it  wore,  it  failed  not  for  seven 
successive  nights  to  meet  me  the  moment  I 
aotered  the  land  of  slumber. 

I  did  not  like  this  iteration  of  one  idea — this 
•trange  recurrence  of  one  image ;  and  I  grew 
nervous  as  bedtime  approached,  and  the  hour 
of  the  vision  drew  near.  It  was  from  compan- 
ionship with  this  babjr-phantom  I  had  been 
roused  on  that  moonlight  night  when  I  heard 
the  cry ;  and  it  was  on  the  afternoon  of  the  day 
following  I  was  summoned  down  stairs  by  a 
message  that  some  one  wanted  me  in  Mrs. 
Fairfax's  room.  On  repairing  tifitber,  I  found 
a  man  waiting  for  mc,  having  the  appearance 
of  a  gentleman's  servant ;  he  was  dressed  in 
deep  mourning,  and  the  hat  he  hela  iniiis  hand 
was  surrounded  with  a  crape  band. 

**  I  dare  say  yau  hardly  remember  me, 
miss,*'  he  said,  rising  as  I  entered  ;  **  but  my 
namu  is  Leaven ;  I  lived  coachman  with  Mrs. 
Keed  when  you  were  at  Gateshead  eight  or 
Bine  years  since,  and  I  live  there  still." 

**  Ob,  Robert !  how  do  you  do  1  I  remember 
yon  very  well;  you  used  to  give  me  a  ride 
sometimes  on  Miss  Georgia nt^  bay  pony. 
And  huw  is  Bessie  1  You  are  married  to 
fiessier* 

•«  Yes,  miss — my  wife  is  very  hearty,  thank 
you ;  sbe  brought  me  another  little  one  about 
(wo  months  since— we  have  three  now — and 
both  mother  and  child  arelhriving." 

*'  And  are  the  family  well  at  the  house,  Rob- 
ert V 

•*  I  am  sorry  I  can't  give  you  better  news  of 
them,  miss ;  they  are  very  badly  at  present- 
in  great  trouble."  ' 

**  I  hope  no  one  is  dead,"  I  said,  glancing  at 
his  black  dress.  He,  too,  looked  down  at  the 
crape  round  his  hat,  and  replied, 

'•Mr.  John  died  yesterday  was  a  week,  at  his 
ehambers  in  Ix)ndon." 
"Mr.  John V 
•*  Yes." 

'•  And  how  does  his  mother  bear  it  1" 
*'  VI by  you  see,  Miss  Eyre,  it  is  not  a  common 
mishap ;  his  life  has  been  very  wild ;  these  last 
three  years  he  gave  himself  up  to  strange  ways, 
and  his  death  was  shocking." 

**l  beacd  from  Bessie  he  was  not  doing 
wdl." 

'  "  Doing  well !  *  He  could  not  do  worse ;  be 
rained  bis  health  and  his  estate  among  the 
worst  men  and  -the  worst  women.  He  got 
into  debt  and  into  jail ;  his  mother  helped  him 
oot  twice,  but  as  soon  as  he  was  free  he 
returned  to  his  old  companions  and  habits. 
His  head  was  not  strong ;  the  knaves  he  lived 
among  fooled  him  beyond  any  thing  I  ever 
hfi^rvl.  He  came  down  to  Gateshead  about 
thf«e  weeks  ago  and  wanted  missis  to  give  up 
an  to  him.  Missis  refused  ;  her  means  have 
lor^S  been  much  reduced  by  his  extravagance ; 
ao  lie  went  back  again,  and  the  next  news  was 
that  lie  'vas  dead.  How  he  djed,  God  knows ! 
Ijiey  aay  be  kilted  himself." 

1  was  silent — the  tidings  were  frightful.  Rob- 
ert l«eaven  resumed : 


**  Missis  had  been  out  of  health  herse  f  for 
some  time ;  she  had  got  very  stout,  but  was 
not  strong  with  it ;  and  the  loss  of  money  and 
fear  of  poverty  were  quite  breaking  her  down. 
The  information  about  Mr.  John's  death  and 
the  manner  of  it  came  too  suddenly— it  brought 
on ,  a  stroke.  Sbe  was  three  days  without 
speaking ;  but  laat  Tuesday  she  seemed  rather 
better ;  she  appeared  as  if  she  wanted  to  say 
something,  and  kept  making  signs  to  my  wife 
and  mumbling.  It  was  only  yesterday  morn- 
ing, however,  that  Bessie  understood  she  wai 
pronouncing  your  name ;  and  at  last  she  made 
oot  the  words,  'Bring  Jane— fetch  Jane  Eyre; 
I  want  to  speak  to  her.'  Bessie  is  not  sum 
whether  she  is  in  her  right  mind,  or  means  any 
thing  by  the  words;  but  she  told  Miss  Reed 
and  Miss  Georgiana,  and  advised  them  to  send 
for  you.  The  young  ladies  put  it  off  at  first; 
but  their  mother  grew  so  restless,  and  said, 
*  Jane,  Jane,'  so  many  times,  that  at  last  they 
consented.  I  left  Gateshead  yesterday ;  and  if 
you  can  get  ready,  miss,  I  should  like  to  take 
you  back  with  me  early  to-morrow  morning." 

*'  Yes,  Robert,  I  shall  be  ready ;  it  seems  to 
me  that  I  ought  to  go." 

"  I  think  so  too,  miss.  Bessie  said  she  was 
sure  you  would  not  refuse ;  but  I  suppose  yoa 
will  have  V  isk  leave  before  you  can  get  off!*' 

"  Yes,  a.  i  I  will  do  it  now ;"  and  having  di- 
rected hie.  to  the  servanu'  ball,  and  recom- 
mended l.im  to  the  care  of  John's  wife,  and  the 
attentions  of  John  himself,  I  went  in  search  of 
Mr.  Rochester. 

He  was  not  in  any  of  the  lower  rooms ;  he 
was  not  in  the  yard,  the  stables,  or  the  grounds. 
I  asked  Mrs.  Fairfax  if  she  had  seen  him — yes ; 
she  believed  he  was  playing  billiards  with  Miss 
Ingram.  To  ihe  billiard-room  I  hastened ;  the 
click  of  balls  and  the  hum  of  voices  resounded 
thence;  Mr.  Rochester,  Miss  Ingram,  the  two 
misses  Eshton  and  their  admirers,  were  all  bus- 
ied in  the  game.  It  required  some  courage  to 
disturb  so  interesting  »party ;  my  errand,  how- 
ever, was  one  I  could  not  defer,  so  I  approached 
the  master  where  he  stood  at  Miss  Ingram's 
side.  She  turned  as  I  drew  near,  and  looked 
at  me  haughtily ;  her  eyes  seemed  to  demand. 
'*  What  can  the  creeping  creature  want  nowl" 
and  when  I  said,  in  a  low  voice,  *'  Mr.  Roches- 
ter," she  made  a  movement  as  if  tempted  to 
order  me  away.  I  remember  her  appearance 
at  the  moment — it  was  very  graceful  and  very 
striking ;  she  wore  a  mouing  robe  of  sky-blue 
crape ;  a  gauxy  azure  sclrf  was  twisted  in  her 
hair.  She  bad  been  all  animation  with  the  game, 
and  irritated  pride  did  not  lower  the  expression 
of  her  haught  lineaments. 

"  Does  that  person  want  youl"  she  inquired 
of  Mr.  Rochester ;  and  Mr.  Rochester  turned  to 
see  who  the  **  person"  was.  He  made  a  coriooa 
grimace— one  of  his  strange  and  equivocal  dem- 
onstrations—threw down  his  cue  and. followed 
me  from  the  room. 

**  Well,  Jane  1"  he  said,  as  he  rested  his  back 
against  the  schooi-room  door,  which  he  had 
shut. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  I  want  leave  of  absence 
for  a  week  or  two.**- 

**  W  bat  to  do  1    Where  to  go  1" 

"  To  see  a  sick  lady  who  has  sent  for  me.** 

"  What  sick  lady  1    Where  does  she  live  ^** 
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•*  At  Gateshead,  in shire." 

** shire  1    That  is  a  hundred  miles  off! 

Who  may  she  be  ihat  sends  for  people  to  see 
ber  at  that  distance  t** 

"  Her  name  is  Reed,  sir — Mrs.  Reed." 

**  Reed  of  Gateshead  t  There  was  a  Reed  of 
Gateshead,  a  magistrate." 

"  It  is  his  widow,  sir." 

<*  And  what  have  jou  to  do  with  herl  Bow 
do  you  knew  herl" 

*'Mr.  Reed  was  mj  uocle,  my  mother's 
J>rother." 

'*  The  deuce  he  was !  Yon  never  told  me 
that  before :  you  always  said  that  you  had  no 
relations." 

**  None  that  woold  own  me,  sir.  Mr.  Reed 
la  dead,  and  his  wife  cast  me  off." 

"  Why  t" 

<*  Because  I  was  poor,  and  burdensome,  and 
^e  disliked  me." 

"But  Reed  left  children!  you  must  have 
eopsins !  Sir  George  Lynn  was  talking  of  a 
Reed  of  Gateshead,  yesterday — who,  he  said, 
was  one  of  the  veriest  rascals  on  town ;  and 
Ingram  was  mentioning  a  Georgiana  Reed  of 
the  same  place,  who  was  much  admired  for  her 
beauty,  a  season  or  two  ago,  in  London. 

"John  Reed  is  dead,  too,  sir:  he  ruined 
himself  and  half  ruined  his  faqpily,  and  is  sup- 
posed to  have  committed  suicide.  The  news 
80  shocked  his  mother  that  it  brought  on  an 
apoplectic  attack." 

"  And  what  good  can  you  do  to  her !  Non- 
sense, Jane !  I  would  never  think  of  running  a 
hundred  miles  to  see  an  old  lady  who  will, 
perhaps,  be  dead  before  you  reach  her;  besides, 
you  say  she  cast  you  off." 

**  Yes,  sir,  but  that  is  long  ago ;  and  when 
ber  circumstances  were  very  different :  I  could 
not  be  easy  to  neglect  her  wishes  now." 

"  How  long  will  you  stay  1" 

"  As  short  a  time  as  possible,  sir." 

"  Promise  me  only  to  stay  a  week " 

**  I  had  better  not  p^  my  word  i  I  might 
be  obliged  to  break  it.** 

*'  At  all  events  you  vnll  come  back ;  you  will 
not  be  induced  under  any  pretext  to  take  up  a 
permanent  residence  with  her  t'* 

*'  Oh,  no !  I  shall  ccnaiiiiy  return  if  all  be 
we:i" 

■*  And  who  goes  with  you  ?  You  don't  traTel 
a  hundred  miles  alone  1" 

"  No,  sir ;  she  has  sent  her  coachman." 

"A  person  to  be  trusted  1" 

"Yes,  sir;  he  hH  lived  ten  years  in  the 
femily." 

Mr.  Rochester  ooeditated.  "  When  do  you 
wish  to  go  V* 

"  Early  to-morrow  morning,  sir." 

"Well,  you  must  have  money;  you  can't 
travel  without  money,  and  I  dare  say  yon  have 
not  much;  I  have  given  you  no  salary  yet. 
How  much  have  you  in  the  world,  Jane  1"  he 
naked  smiling. 

I  drew  out  ray  parse:  a  meager  thing  it 
was.  '*  Five  shillings,  sir."  He  took  the  purse, 
poured  the  hoard  into  his  palm  and  chuckled 
over  it  as  if  its  scantiness  pleased  him.  Soon 
he  produced  his  pocket-book.  "  Here,"  said  he, 
offering  me  a  note  ;  it  was  fifiy  pounds,  and  he 
oWed  me  but  fifteen.  I  told  him  I  had  no 
^ange. 


"I  doa't  want  change:  you  Irnow  cfaii 
Take  your  wtfges." 

I  declined  accepting  more  than  was  my  dos; 
He  scowled  at  first;  then,  as  if  recoUeeting 
aomething,  he  said : 

"  Right,  right !  Better  not  give  you  all  now : 
you  would,  perhaps,  stay  away  three  months  if 
you  had  fifty  pounds.  There  are  ten ;  is  it  aol 
plenty  1" 

"  Yes,  sir,  but  now  yon  owe  me  five." 

"  Come  back  for  it,  then :  1  am  your  banker 
for  forty  pounds." 

"Mr.  Rochester,  I  may  as  weD  mention 
another  matter  of  business  to  yon  while  I  have 
the  opportunity." 

"  Matter  of  business  1  Vm  cnrioaa  to  hear 
it." 

"  You  have  as  good  as  informed  me,  sir,  thU 
you  are  going  shortly  to  be  married  V* 

"Yes;  what  then  1" 

"In  that  case,  sir,  Adele  ought  to  go  to 
school  ;*  I  am  sore  you  will  perceive  tlw  nn- 
cessityofit." 

"  To  get  her  oat  of  my  bride*s  way ;  who 
might  otherwise  walk  over  her  ratber^oo  em- 
phatically. There^s  sense  in  the  suggestion ; 
not  a  doubt  of  it :  Addle^  as  you  say,  most  go 
to  school ;  and  you,  of  coarse,  must  march 
straight  to— the  devil !" 

"  r  hope  not,  sir ;  but  I  must  seek  anotba 
situation  somewhere." 

"  In  course !"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  twaog  •! 
▼oice  and  a  distortion  of  features  equally  fan- 
tastic and  ludicrous.  He  looked  at  me  soma 
minutes. 

"  And  M  Madam  Reed,  or  the  misses,  bar 
daughters,  will  be  solicited  by  you  tf»  seek  a 
place,  I  suppose  1" 

"  No,  sir ;  I  am  not  on  soch  tenns  with  my 
relatives  as  would  justify  me  in  asking  favois 
of  them — but  I  shall  advertise." 

"  You  shall  walk  up  the  pyramids  of  Egypt !" 
he  growled.  "At  your  peril  you  advertise!  I 
wish  I  had  only  offered  you  a  sovereign  instead 
of  ten  pounds.  Give  me  back  nine  poaods» 
Jane ;  Tve  a  use  for  it." 

"  And  so  have  1,  sir,"  I  returned,  potUog  my 
hands  and  my  purse  behind  me.  "  I  oouU  not 
spare  the  money  on  any  account." 

*' Little  oi^'H*^ !"  said  he,  " refusinf  aw 
a  pecuniary  rei^uc&t!  Give  me  live  fiuiuidi^ 
Jane." 

"  Not  five  shillinas,  sir ;  nor  five  pence." 

"  Just  let  me  look  at  the  cash." 

"  No,  sir ;  you  are  not  to  be  trusted." 

"Jane!" 

"  Sir  1" 

^*  Promise  me  one  thing." . 

**  ru  promise  you  any  thing,  sir,  that  I  thi^ 
I  am  likely  to  perform." 

"  Not  to  advertise :  and  to  trnst  this  qoctf 
of  a  situation  to  me.    1*11  find  yoa  one  in  tiroei" 

"  I  shall  be  glad  so  to  do,  sir,  if  you,  in  yoor 
turn,  will  promise  that  I  and  Addle  shall  be 
both  safe  out  of  the  house  before  your  bride 
enters  it." 

"  Very  well !  very  well !  Til  pledge  my  word 
on  it.    You  go  to-morrow,  then  T" 

"Yes,  sir;  early." 

"  Shall  you  come  down  to  the  drawing-rooin 
after  dinner  1" 

"  tip,  sir,  I  most  prepare  for  the  joumef  .** 
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*'Then  joa  and  I  must  bid  good-bye  for  a 
dttle  while!" 

"  I  suppose  sp,  sir."    ' 

<*  And  how  do  people  perfonn  that  ceremony 
of  parting,  Jane  1  Teach  me :  Vm  not  quite 
up  to  ft." 

"  They  say  farewell ;  or  any  other  form  they 
tirefer." 

"  Then  sav  it." 

*'  Farewell,  Mr.  Rochester,  for  the  present." 

««  What  must  I  say  V 

'*  The  same,  if  you  like,  sir." 

'*  Farewell,  Miss  Eyre,  for  the  present ;  is 
hatalM"  • 

"Yes."     • 

"  It  seems  stingy  to  my  notions,  and  diy, 
ind  unfriendly.  I  should  like  something  else  : 
a  little  addition  to  the  rite.  If  one  shook  hands, 
for  instance ;  but  no,  that  would  not  content  me 
either.  So  you'll  do  no  more  than  say  *  Aire- 
weil/Janel" 

**It  is  enough  sir;  as  much  good-win  may 
be  conveyed  In  one  hearty  word  as  in  many." 

**Very  likely;  but  it  is  blank  and  coo! — 
•farewell.'" 

"How  long  is  he  going  to  stand  with  his 
back  against  that  door?"  I  asked  myself;  **I 
want  to  commence  ray  packing."  The  dinner- 
bell  rung,  and  suddenly  away  be  bolted,  with- 
out another  syllable :  I  saw  him  no  more,  during 
the  day,  and  was  off  before  he  had  risen  in  the 
morning. 

I  reached  the  lodge  at  Gateshead  about  five 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon  of  the  first  of  May ;  I 
stepped  in  there  before  going  up  to  the  Hall.  It 
was  very  clean  and  neat ;  the  ornamental  win- 
dows were  hung  with  littlo  white  curtains,  the 
floor  was  spotless,  the  grate  and  fireirons  were 
burnished  bright,  and  the  fire  burned  clear. 
Bessie  sat  on  the  hearth,  nursing  her  last-born, 
and  Kobert  and  bis  sister  played  quietly  in  a 
corner. 

"  Bless  you !  I  knew  you  would  come !"  ex- 
claimed Mrs.  Leaven,  as  I  entered. 

*•  Yes,  Bessie,"  said  I,  after  I  had  kissed  her ; 
**  and  I  trust  I  am  not  too  late.  How  is  Mrs. 
Reed!    Alive  stilM  hope." 

"Yes,  she  is  alive,  and  more  sensible  and 
collected  than  she  was.  The  doctor  says  she 
may  linger  a  week  or  two  yet ;  bat  he  hardly 
thinks  she  will  finally  recover." 

"  Has  she  mentioned  me  lately  1" 

"  She  was  talking  of  you  only  this  morning, 
Imd  wishing  you  would  come ;  but  she  is  sleep- 
ing DOW,  or  was  ten  minutes  ago,  when  I  was 
op  at  the  house.  She  generally  lies  in  a  kind 
of  lethargy  all  the  afternoon,  and  wakes  up 
about  six  ur  seven.  Will  you  rest  yourself  here 
an  hour,  miss,  and  then  I  will  go  up  with  you  1" 

Robert  here  entered,  and  Bessie  laid  her 
Meeping  child  in  the  cradle  and  went  to  wel- 
come him ;  afterward  she  insisted  on  my  taking 
•AT  my  bonnet  and  having  some  tea,  for  she  said 
I  looked  pale  and  tired.  I  was  glad  to  accopt 
her  hospitality,  and  I  submitted  to  be  relieved 
of  my  traveling  garb  just  as  passively  as  I  used 
to  let  her  undress  me  when  a  child. 

Old  times  crowded  fast  back  on  me  as  I 
Watched  her  bustling  about — setting  out  the 
tea-tr^  with  her  best  china,  cutting  breed  and 
batter,  toasting  a  tea-cake,  and,  between  whiles, 
giving  liicle  lUibert  or  Jane  an  occasional  tap 


or  push,  just  as  she  used  to  give  me  in  former 
days.  Bessie  had  retained  her  quick  temper 
as  well  as  her  light  foot  and  good  looks. 

Tea  ready,  I  was  going  to  approach  the  table ; 
but  she  desired  me  to  sit  still,  quite  in  her  old^ 
peremptory  tones.  I  must  be  served  at  the 
fireside,  she  said ;  and  she  placed  before  me  %• 
little  round  stand  with  my  cup  and  a  plate  of 
toast,  absolutely  as  she  used  to  acCommodAa^ 
me  with  some  privately  purloined  dainty  on  k 
nursery  chair ;  and  I  smiled  and  obeyed  her  Hi 
in  bygone  days. 

She  wanted  to  knoW  iTI  was  happy  at  Thortl- 
field  Halli  and  what  sort  of  a  person  the  niUi^ 
tress' was ;  and  when  I  told  her  there  was  on^ 
a  master,  whether  he  was  t  nice  gentlemin, 
and  if  I  liked  him.  I  told  her  he  was  rather  all 
ugly  man,  but  quite  a  gentleman ;  tod  that  he 
treated  me  kindly,  and  I  was  content.  Then  I 
went  on  to  describe  to  ber  the  gay  company 
that  had  lately  been  staying  at  the  boose ;  and 
to  these  details  Bessie  listened  with  interest ; 
they  were  precisely  of  the  kind  she  relished. 

In  such  conversation  an  hour  was  soon  gone  i 
Bessie  restored  to  me  my  bonnet,  dec.,  and,  ao- 
companied  by  her,  I  quitted  the  lodge  for  th« 
Hall.  It  was  also  accompanied  by  ber  that  I 
had,  nearly  nine  years  ago,  walked  down  the 
path  I  was  now  ascending.  On  a  dark,  miatTt 
raw  morning  fh  January,  I  bad  left  a  bostils 
roof  with  a  desperate  and  embittered  heart— a 
sense  of  outlawry  and  almost  of  reprobatioi^— 
to  seek  the  chilly  harborage  of  Lowood,  that 
bourn  so  far  away  and  unexplored.  The  saoM 
hostile  roof  now  again  rose  before  me ;  my  proe- 
pects  were  doubtful  yet ;  and  I  had  yet  an  ach- 
ing heart.  I  still  felt  as  a  wanderer  on  the  face 
of  the  earth ;  hot  I  experienced  firmer  trust  in 
myself  and  my  own  powers,  and  less  withiring 
dread  of  oppression.  The  gaping  wound  of  my 
wrongs,  too,  was  now  quite  healed,  and  the 
flame  of  resentment  extinguished. 

*<  You  shall  go  into  the  breakfast-room  first,*' 
said  Bessie,  as  she  preceded  me  through  the 
hall ;  "  the  young  ladies  will  be  there." 

In  another  moment  I  was  within  that  apart- 
ment. There  was  every  article  of  furniture 
looking  just  as  it  did  on  the  morning  I  was  first 
introduced  to  Mr.  Brocklehnrst— the  veiy  rug 
he  had  stood  upon  still  covered  the  hearth. 
Glancing  at  the  book-cSses,  I  thought  I  could 
distinguish  the  two  volumes  of  Bewick's  Brit- 
ish Birds  occupying  their  old  place  on  the  third 
shelf,  and  Gulliver's  Travels  and  the  Arabian 
Nights  ranged  just  aboiM^  The  inanimate  ob- 
jects were  not  changeu;  but  the  living  thinga 
had  altered  past  recognition. 

Two  young  ladies  appeared  before  me ;  om 
very  tall — almost  as  tall  as  Miss  Ingram— veiy 
thin,  too,  with  a  sallow  fhce  and  severe  mien. 
There  was  something  ascetic  in  her  look,  whieh 
was  augmented  by  the  extreme  plainness  of  a 
strait-skirted,  black  stufl'dress,  a  starched  linen 
collar,  hair  combed  away  from  the  temples,  and 
the  nun-like  ornament  of  a  string  of  ebony  beads 
and  a  crucifix.  This,  I  fbit  sure,  was  £liu« 
though  I  could  trace  little  resemblance  to  her 
former  self  in  that  elongated  and  colorleai 
visage. 

The  other  was  as  certainly  Georgiana ;  but 
not  the  Georgiana  I  remembered — the  slim  and 
fairy-like  girl  of  eleven.    This  was  a  foU-blowi^ 
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very  plump  damsel,  fair  as  wax-work,  with 
lianilsome  and  regular  features,  languishing 
blue  eyes,  and  ringleted  yellow  hair.  The  hue 
of  her  dress  was  black  too ;  but  its  fashiop  was 
80  different  from  her  sister's — so  much  more 
flowing  and  becoming — it  looked  as  stylish  as 
the  other's  looked  puritanical. 

Id  each  of  the  sisters  there  was  one  trait  of 
the  mother,  and  only  one ;  the  thin  and  pallid 
elder  daughter  had  her  parent's  Cairngorm  eye ; 
the  blooming  and  luxuriant  younger  girl  had  b^ 
contour  of  jaw  and  chin,  perhaps  a  little  soiV 
ened,  but  still  imparting  an  indescribable  bard- 
iieas  to  the  countenance,  otherwise  so  volup- 
tuous and  buxom. 

Both  ladies,  as  I  advanced,  rose  to  welcome 
me,  and  both  addressed  me  by  the  name  of 
**  Miss  Eyre."  £liza*8  greeting  was  delivered 
in  a  short,  abrupt  voice,  without  a  smile ;  and 
then  she  sat  down  again,  fixed  her  eyes  on  the 
fire,  and  seemed  to  forget  roe.  Georgiana 
added  to  her  **  How  d*ye  do  V  several  common- 
places about  my  journey,  the  weather,  and  so 
on,  uttered  in  rather  a  drawling  tone,  and  ac- 
companied by  sundry  side-glances  that  meas- 
ured me  from  head  to  foot—now  traversing  the 
folds  of  my  drab  tnerino  pelisse,  and  now  lin- 
gering on  the  plain  trimming  of  my  cottage 
bonnet.  Young  ladies  have  a  remarkable  way 
of  letting  you  know  that  ^hey  think  you  a 
"quiz,"  without  actually  saying  the  words.  A 
certain  superciliousness  of  look,  coolness  of 
manner,  nonchalance  of  tone,  express  fully  their 
sentiments  on  the  point,  without  committing 
them  by  any  positive  rudeness  in  word  or  deed. 

A, sneer,  however,  whether  covert  or  open, 
had  now  no  longer  that  power  over  me  it  once 
possessed ;  as  I  sat  between  my  cousins,  I  was 
sorpiised  to  find  how  easy  I  felt  under  the  total 
neglect  of  the  one  and  the  semi-sarcastic  atten- 
tions of  the  other — Eliza  did  not  mortify,  nor 
Georgiana  ruffle  roe.  The  fact  was,  I  had 
other  things  to  think  about;  within  the  last 
few  months  feelings  had  been  stirred  in  me  so 
much  roore  potent  than  any  they  could  raise — 
pains  and  pleasures  so  rouch  more  acute  and 
exquisite  had  been  excited  than  any  it  was  in 
their  power  to  inflict  or  bestow — ^that  their  airs 
gave  me  no  concern  either  for  good  or  bad. 
•  **  How  is  Mrs.  Reed  T'  I  asked  soon,  looking 
calmly  at  Georgiana,  who  thought  fit  to  bridle 
at  the  direct  address,  as  if  it  w«re  an  unexpect- 
ed liberty. 

**  Mrs.  Reed !  Ah !  mamma  you  mean ;  she 
is  extremely  poorly ;  ^oubt  if  you  can  see  her 
to-night."  ^ 

**  If,"  said  I,  "  yoa  would  just  step  up  stairs 
and  tell  her  I  am  come,  I  should  be  much 
obliged  to  you.*' 

Georgiana  almost  started,  and  she  opened 
her  blue  eyes  wild  and  wide.  ^  I  know  she  had 
a  particular  wish  to  see  me,**  I  added,  *'aod  I 
would  not  defer  attending  to  her  desire  longer 
than  is  absolutely  necessary.'* 

*•  Mamma  dislikes  being  disturbed  in  an  even- 
hig,"  remarked  Eliza.  I  soon  rose,  quietly  took 
off  my  bonnet  and  gloves,  uninvited,  and  said  I 
would  just  step  out  to  Bessie,  who  was,  I  dared 
•ay,  in  the  kitchen,  and  ask  her  to  ascertain 
whether  Mrs.  Reed  was  disposed  to  receive  me 
or  not  tonight.  I  went,  and,  having  found 
Bessie  and  dispatched  her  on  my  errand,  I  pro^ 


ceeded  to  take  further  measures.  It  had  here 
tofore  bedn  my  habit  always  to  shrink  from  ar« 
rogance ;  recei  vf^  as  I.had  been  to-daj(,  I  shoald, 
a  year  ago,  ham  r^E^vad  to  quit  Gateshead  the 
very  next  morning ;  now,  it  was  disclosed  to 
me  all  at  once,  that  the:  would  be  a  foolish  plan. 
I  had  taken  a  journey  of  a  hundred  miles  to  see 
my  aunt,  and  I  mj^^t  stay  with  her  tillshe  was 
better  or  dead ;  as  to  her  daughters*  pride  or 
ft)lly,  I  must  Qut  it  on  one  side — make  myself 
independent  of  it.  So  I  addressed  the  house- 
keeper— asked  her  to  show  me  a  room,  told  her 
I  should  probably  be,.^  visitor  here  for  a  week 
or  two,  had  my  trtmk  conveyed  to  my  chamber, 
and  followed  it  tnither  myself  I  met  Bessie 
on  the  landing. 

**  Missis  is  awake,"  said  she ;  *'  I  have  told 
her  you  are  here ;  come  and  let  as  see  if  she 
will  know  you." 

I  did  not  need  to  be  guided  to  the  well-known 
room,  to  which  I  had  so  often  been  summoned 
for  chastisement  or  reprimand  in  former  days. 
I  hastened  before  Bessie  and  softly  opened  the 
door ;  a  shaded  light  stood  on  the  table,  for  it 
was  now  getting  dark.  There  was  the  great 
four- post  bedstead  with  amber  hangings  ss  of 
old ;  there  the  toilet-table,  the  arm-chair,  and 
the  footstool,  at  which  I  had  a  hundred  times 
been  sentenced  to  kneel,  to  ask  pardon  for  of- 
fenses by  me  uncommitted.  I  looked  into  a 
certain  corner  near,  half  expecting  to  see  the 
slim  outline  of  a  once  dreaded  switch,  which 
used  to  lurk  there,  waiting  to  leap  out,  imp-like, 
and  lace  my  qniTering  palm  or  shrinking  neck. 
I  approached  the  bed ;  I  opened  the  curtains 
and  leaned  overifie  high-piled  pillows. 

Well  did  I  remember  Mrs.  Reed's  face,  and 
I  eagerly  sought  the  familiar  image.  It  is 
a  happy  thing  that  time  quells  the  longings  oi 
vengeance,  and  hushes  the  promptings  of  rage 
and  aversion  :  I  had  lefl  this  woman  in  bitter- 
ness and  hate,  and  I  came  back  to  her  now 
with  no  other  emotion  than  a  sort  of  ruth  for 
her  great  sufferings,  and  a  strong  yearning  ta 
forget  and  forgive  all  injuries— to  be  reconeUedL 
and  clasp  hands  in  amity. 

The  well-known  face  was  there,  stem,  re- 
lentless as  ever ;  there  was  that  peculiar  eye  . 
which  nothing  could  melt,  and  the  somewhat 
raised,  imperious,  despotic  eyebrow.  How 
often  had  it  lowered  on  mo  menace  and  bate  t 
and  how  the  recollection  of  childhood's  terrors 
and  sorrows  revived  as  I  traced  its  harsh  line 
now!  And  yet  I  stooped  down  and  kissed 
her ;  she  looked  at  me. 

"  Is  this  Jane  Eyre  V*  she  said. 

'*Yes,  Aunt  Reed.  How  are  700,  deaf 
auntt" 

1  had  once  vowed  that  I  wonld^  never  caQ 
her  aunt  again ;  I  thought  it  no  sin  to  forget 
and  break  that  vow  now.  My  fingers  had 
fastened  on  her  hand  which  lay  outside  the 
sheet ;  had  she  pressed  mine  kindly,  I  shook! 
at  that  moment  have  experienced  true  pleas- 
ure. But  unimpressionable  natures  are  noC  so 
soon  softened,  nor  are  natural  antipathies  so 
readily  eradicated ;  Mrs.  Reed  took  her  hand 
away,  and  turning  her  face  rather  from  moi 
she  remarked  that  the  night  was  warm.  Agaia 
she  regarded  me,  so  icily,  I  felt  at  on«e  tiud 
her  opinion  of  me— her  feeling  toward  aba^ 
was  unchanged  and  anchangeable.    I  Jnew  bs 
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her  stony  eve,  opaque  to  tenderness,  indissoloble 
to  tears,  that  she  was  resolved  to  consider  me 
i>ad  to  the  r%9t;  because  to  believe  roe  good, 
would  give  her  no  generous  {Jleasure,  only  a 
sense  of  mortification.  •  *  <- 

I  felt  pain,  and  then  I  felt  ire,  and  then  I  felt 
a  detenuinatiun  lo  subdue  her';  to  be  her  mis- 
tress in  spite  both  of  her  nature  and  her  will. 
My  tears  bad  risen,  just  as  in  childhbod ;  I  or- 
dered ihem  back  to  their  source.  I  brought  a 
chair  to  the  bed>bead ;  I  sat  down  and  leaned 
over  the  pillow.' 

*<  You  sent  for,  me,**  I  said,  "  and  I  am  here, 
and  it  is  my  intention  to  stay  till  I  see  how  you 
get  on." 

"  Oh,  of  course !    You  have  seen  my  daugfa- 
tcral" 
»*  Yes." 

**  Well,  you  may  tell  them  I  wish  you  to 
stay,  till  I  can  talk  some  things  over  with  you 
I  have  on  my  mind ;  to-night  it  is  too  late ; 
and  I  have  a  difficulty  in  recalling  them.  But 
there  was  something  I  wished  to  say— let  me 
see— '» 

The  wandering  look  and  changed  utterance 
told  what  wreck  had  taken  place  in  her  once 
vigorous  frame.  Turning  restlessly,  she  drew 
the  bed-clothes  round  her ;  my  elbow,  resting 
on  a  corner  of  the  quilt,  fixed  it  down ;  she 
was  at  once  irritated. 

*'  Sit  up !"  said  she,  **  don't  annoy  me  with 
Holding  the  clothes  fast;  are  you  Jane  Eyrel" 
"  I  am  Jane  Eyre." 

Mj  have  iiad  more  trouble  with  that  child 
than  any  one  would  believe.  Such  a  burden 
to  be  le(t  on  my  hands,  and  solnuch  annoyance 
as  she  caused  me,  daily  and  hourly,  with  her 
incomprehensible  disposition,  and  her  sudden 
startd  of  temper,  and  her  continual,  unnatural 
watchiugs  of  one's  movements !  I  declare  she 
talked  to  mc  once  like  something  mad,  or  like  a 
fiend;  no  child  ever  spoke  or  looked  as  she 
did:  I  was  glad  to  get  her  away  from  the 
house.  What  did  they  do  with  her  at  Lowood  1 
The  fever  broke  out  there,  and  many  of  the 
pupils  died.  She,  however,  did  not  die;  but  I 
said  she  did :  1  wish  she  had  died  V* 

"  A  strange  wish,  Mrs.  Reed :  why  do  you 
hate  her  sol'* 

"  I  had  a  dislike  to  her  mother,  always;  for 
she  was  my  husband's  only  sister,  and  a  great 
favorite  with  him  ;  he  opposed  the  family's  dis- 
owning her  when  she  made  her  low  marriage ; 
and  when  news  came  of  her  death,  he  wept 
like  a  simpleton.  He  would  send  fur  the  baby, 
though  I  entreated  him  rather  to  put  it  out  to 
Durse  and  pay  fur  its  maintenance.  I  hated  it 
the  first  time  I  set  my  eyes  on  it,  a  sickly, 
whining,  pining  thing!  It  would  wail  in  its 
cradle  all  night  long,  not  screaming  heartily 
like  any  other  child,  but  whimpering  and  moan- 
ing. Reed  pitied  it,  and  he  used  to  nurse  it 
and  notice  it  as  if  it  had  been  his  own ;  more, 
indeed,  than  he  ever  noticed  his  own  at  that 
age.  He  would  try  to  make  my  children  friend- 
ly to  the  Jiitle  beggar ;  the  darlings  could  not 
bear  it,  and  he  was  angry  with  them  when  they 
showed  their  dislike.  In  his  last  illness,  he  had 
it  brought  continually  to  hf^  bedside ;  and  but 
an  hour  before  he  died,  he  bound  me  by  a  vow 
to  keep  Hie  creature.  I  would  as  soon  have 
been  chatged  with  a  pauper  brat  out  of  a  work- 


house; but  he  was  weak,  naturally  weak. 
John  does  not  at  all  resemble  his  father,  and  1  am 
glad  of  it :  John  is  like  me  and  like  my  brothers, 
he  is  quite  a  Gibson.  Oh,  I  wish  he  would 
cease  tormenting  me  with  letters  for  money ! 
I  have  no  more  money  to  give  him,  we  are 
getting  poor.  I  must  send  away  half  the  serv- 
ants and  shut  up  part  of  the  house,  or  let  it 
off.  I  can  never  submit  to  do  that ;  yet  how 
are  we  to  get  on  1  Two  thirds  of  my  income 
g^s  in  paying  the  interest  of  mortgages.  John 
gambles  dreadfully,  and  always  loses,  poor  boy ! 
He  is  beset  by  sharpers ;  John  is  sunk  and  de- 
graded, his  look  is  frightful,  I  feel  ashamed  for 
him  when  I  see  him.** 

She  was  getting  much  exeited.  **  I  think  I 
had  better  leave  her  now,'*  said  I  to  Bessie, 
who  stood  on  thje  other  side  of  the  bed. 

**  Perhaps  you  had,  miss ;  but  she  oflen  talks 
in  this  way  toward  night ;  in  the  morning  she 
is  calmer." 

I  rose.  "Stop!**  exclaimed  Mrs.  Reed. 
**  There  is  another  thing  I  wished  to  say.  He 
threatens  me — he  continually  threatens  me 
with  his  own  death  or  mine ;  and  I  dream 
sometimes  that  1  see  him  laid  out  with  a  great 
wound  in  his  throat,  or  with  a  swelled  and 
blackened  face.  I  am  come  to  a  strange  pass ; 
I  have  heavy  troubles.  What  is  to  lie  done  1 
How  is  the  money  to  be  had  V* 

Bessie  now  endeavored  to  persuade  bnr  to 
take  a  sedative  draught :  she  succeeded  with 
difficulty.  Soon  after,  Mrs.  Reed  grew  'aoro 
composed,  and  sunk  into  a  dozing  state.  J  hen 
led  ber. 

More  than  ten  days  elapsed  before  i  had 
again  any  conversation  with  her.  She  co  tin- 
ued  either  delirious  or  lethargic,  and  the  do  Hor 
forbade  every  thing  which  could  painfully  e>  ;it6 
her.  Meantime,  I  got  on  as  well  as  1  o  uld 
with  Georgiana  and  Eliza.  They  were  « ery 
cold,  indeed,  at  first.  Eliza  would  sit  hah  the 
day  sewing,  reading,  or  writing,  and  scar  ely 
utter  a  word  either  to  me  or  her  sister.  &  or- 
giana  would  chatter  nonsense  to  her  cam  ry- 
birc^  by  the  hour,  and  take  no  notice  of  <  le. 
But  I  was  determined  not  to  seen)  at  a  loss  Tor 
occupation  or  amusement ;  I  had  brought  ny 
drawing  materials  with  me,  and  they  ser  ed 
me  for  both. 

Provided  with  a  case  of  pencils,  and  so  oe 
sheets  of  paper,  I  used  to  take  a  seat  ap  irt 
from  them,  near  the  window,  and  busy  myielt 
in  sketching  fancy  vignets,  representing  iny 
scene  that  happened  mipaentarily  to  shtpe 
itself  in  the  ever-shiding  kaleidoscope  of  i  n. 
agination :  a  glimpse  of  sea  between  two  rod  s ; 
the  rising  moon,  and  a  ship  crossing  its  disk; 
a  group  of  reeds  and  water-flags,  and  a  naia  I's 
head,  crowned  with  lotus-flowers,  rising  out 
of  them ;  an  elf  sitting  in  a  hedge-sparrow's 
nest,  under  a  wreath  oi'  hawthorn-bloom. 

One  morning  I  fell  to  sketching  a  face ;  what 
sort  of  a  face  it  was  to  be  1  did  not  care  oi 
know.  1  took  a  soU  black  pencil,  gave  it  a 
broad  point,  and  worked  away.  Soon  I  bad 
traced  on  the  paper  a  broad  and  prominent  fore- 
bead,  and  a  square  lower  outline  of  visage ;  tbal 
contour  gave  me  pleasure ;  my  fingers  proceed 
ed  actively  to  fill  it  with  features.  Strongly 
marked  horizontal  eyebrows  must  be  traced 
under  that  brow ;  then  followed,  naturally,  a 


90 


Jans  l:\Rfe. 


welMellned  nose,  with  ft  stnir^ht  ridge  and 
fall  nodtrilB ;  then  a  flexible-louking  mouth,  by 
no  means  narrow ;  then  a  firm  chin,  with  a 
decided  cleft  down  the  middle  of  it :  of  coarse, 
some  Mack  whiskers  were  wanted,  and  acme 
jetty  hair,  tufted  on  the  temples,  and  WBfed 
above  the  forehead.  Now  for  the  eyes ;  I  had 
left  them  to  the  last,  because  they  required  the 
most  careful  working.  I  drew  them  large ;  I 
ahaped  them  well ;  the  eyelashes  I  traced  long 
tnd  somber;  the  irids  lustrous  and  large. 
**  Good  !  but  not  quite  the  thing,"  I  thought,  as 
I  surveyed  the  effect ;  "  they  want  more  force 
fend  spirit ;"  and  I  wrought  the  shades  blacker, 
that  the  lighta  might  flash  more  brilliantly--*a 
happy  touch  or  two  secured  success.  There,  I 
had  a  friend's  face  under  my  gaze ;  and  what 
did  it  signify  that  those  young  ladies  turned 
their  backa  on  mel  I  looked  at  K ;  I  smiled  at 
the  speaking  likeness  ;  I  was  absorbed  and  con- 
tent. 

**  Is  (hat  a  portrait  of  some  one  yon  know  V* 
asked  Eliza,  who  had  approached  me  unnoticed. 
i  responded  that  it  was  merely  a  fancy  head, 
End  hurried  it  beneath  the  other  sheets.  Of 
course,  I  lied ;  it  was,  in  fact,  a  very  faithful 
representation  of  Mr.  llochester.  But  what 
Was  that  to  her;  or  to  any  one  but  myself! 
Oeorgiana  also  advanced  to  look.  The  other 
drawings  pleased  her  much,  but  she  called  that 
tn  **  ugly  man."  They  both  seemed  surprised 
tt  my  skill.  I  oflbred  to  sketch  their  portraits ; 
tod  each,  in'  turn,  sat  for  a  pencil  outline. 
Then  Georgiana  produced  her  album.  I  prom- 
ised to  contribute  a  waVer-color  drawing; 
this  put  her  at  once  into  good-humor.  She 
proposed  a  walk  in  the  groonds.  Before  we 
bad  been  out  two  hours,  we  were  deep  in  a 
confidential  conversation ;  she  had  favored  me 
with  a  description  of  the  brilliant  winter  she 
bad  spent  in  I>ondon  two  seasons  ago — jof  the 
admiration  she  had  there  excited — the  atten- 
tion she  had  received ;  and  I  even  got  hints  of 
the  tilled  conquest  she  had  made.  In  the 
course  of  the  afternoon  and  evening  these 
bints  were  enlarged  on ;  various  soft  eunver- 
ftations  werei  reported,  and  sentimental  scenes 
represented ;  and,  in  short,  a  volume  of  a  novel 
of  fashionable  life  was  that  day  improvised  by 
her  for  my  benefit.  The  communications  were 
renewed  from  day  to  day ;  they  ^Iways  ran  on 
the  same  theme — herself,  her  loves,  and  woes. 
It  was  strange  she  never  once  adverted  either 
to  her  mother's  illness  or  her  brother's  death, 
01  the  present  gloon^r  state  of  the  family  pros- 
pects. Her  mind  seemed  wholly  taken  up 
with  reminiscences  of  past  gayety,  and  aspira- 
rations  after  dissipations  to  come.  She  pass- 
ed about  five  minutes  each  day  in  her  mother's 
sick- room,  and  no  more. 

Eliza  still  spoke  little ;  she  had  evidently  no 
time  to  talk.  1  never  saw  a  busier  person 
than  she  seemed  to  be ;  yet  it  was  diflScuIt  to 
aay  what  she  did ;  or,  rather,  to  discover  any 
result  of  her  diligence.  She  had  an  alarm  to 
call  her  up  early.  I  know  not  how  she  oc- 
cupied herself  before  breakfast,  but  after  that 
meal  she  divided  her  time  into  regular  por- 
tions; and  each  hour  had  its  allotted  task. 
Three  times  a-day  she  stadied  a  little  book, 
which  I  found,  on  inspection,  was  a  Common 
Pra>6r  Book.    I  asked  her  once  what  was  the 


great  atfTBction  cf  that  rolame,  and  she  aalA 
**  the  Rubric!"  Three  hours  she  gave  to  atitch- 
Ing,  with  gold  thread,  the  border  of  a  square 
crimson  cloth,  almost  large  enough  for  a  car- 
pet. In  answer  to  my  inquiries  after  the  oao 
of  this  article,  she  informed  me  it  was  a  cot* 
ering  for  the  altar  of  a  new  church  lately  erect* 
ed  near  Gateshead.  Two  hours  she  devoted 
to  her  diary ;  two  to  working  by  herself  in  the 
kitchen-garden ;  and  one  to  the  regulation  of 
her  accounts.  She  seemed  to  want  no  com- 
pany—no conversation.  I  beliere  she  Wat 
happy  in  her  way ;  this  routine  suflSced  to  ber ; 
and  nothing  annoyed  her  so  much  as  the  oe> 
currence  of  any  incident  which  forced  her  te 
vary  its  clock-work  regularity. 

She  told  me  one  evening,  when  more  dis- 
posed to  be  communicative  than  nsoal,  that 
John's  conduct,  and  the  threatened  ruin  of  the 
family,  had  been  a  source  of  profound  afi!!ictioo 
to  her;  hot  she  had  now,  she  said,  aettled  her 
mind,  and  formed  her  resolution.  Her  own 
fortune  she  had  taken  care  to  secure;  and 
when  her  mother  died — and  it  was  wholly  im* 
probable,  she  tranquilly  remarked,  that  ahe 
should  either  recover  or  linger  long,  she  woold 
execute  a  long-cherished  project— seek  a  re- 
tirement where  punctual  habits  would  be  per- 
manently secured  from  disturbance,  and  plaee 
safe  barriers  between  herself  and  a  frirokMia 
world.  I  asked  if  Georgiana  would  acoom- 
pany  her. 

«( Of  course  not.  Oeorgiana  and  she  bad 
nothing  in  common ;  they  never  had  had.  She 
would  not  be  burdened  with  her  society  for  any 
consideration.  Georgiana  should  take  her  own 
course ;  and  she,  Eliza,  would  take  hers." 

Oeorgiana,  when  not  unburdening  her  heart 
to  me,  spent  most  of  her  time  in  lying  on  the 
sofa,  fretting  about  the  dullness  of  tlie  booae* 
and  wishing  over  and  over  again  that  her  aaat 
Gibson  would  send  ber  an  inritation  iip  te 
town.  "It  would  be  so  much  better,"  sbe 
said,  **  if  she  could  only  get  out  of  the  way  for 
a  month  or  two,  till  all  waa  over."  I  did  net 
ask  what  she  meant  by  "  all  being  over,"  hat  I 
suppose  she  referred  to  the  expected  deeease 
of  her  mother,  and  the  gloomy  sequel  of  fnaeial 
rites.  Eliza  generally  took  no  more  notice  ol 
her  sister's  indolence  and  complainta  than  if  no 
such  murmuring,  lounging  object  bad  been  be> 
fore  her.  One  day,  however,  as  she  put  away 
her  account-book  and  unfolded  ber  embrotdeij, 
she  suddenly  took  her  up  thus : 

**  Georgiana,  a  more  vain  and  absurd  animd 
than  you  was  certainly  never  allowed  to  com* 
ber  the  earth.  Yon  had  no  right  to  be  bom  ; 
for  you  make  no  use  of  life.  Instead  of  living 
for,  in,  and  with  yourself,  as  a  reasonable  be- 
ing ought,  you  seek  only  to  fasten  your  feeble- 
ness on  some  other  person^s  strength ;  if  ae 
one  can  be  found  willing  to  burden  her  or  bin 
self  with  such  a  fat,  weak,  puffy,  useless  thing* 
you  cry  out  that  you  are  ill-treated,  neglected, 
miserable.  Then,  too,  existence  for  you  roaac 
be  a  scene  of  continual  change  and  exciteroenl, 
or  else  the  world  js  a  dungeon ;  you  must  be 
admired,  you  roust  be  courted,  you  most  be 
flattered — ^you  must  have  music,  dancing,  and 
society— or  jrou  languish,  you  die  aw  ay.  Have 
you  no  sense  to  devise  a  system  vthich  wdl 
make  yon  independent  of  ail  ellbr^  aad  wM 
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inflB,  but  your  own  1  Tttk«  One  day ;  share  it 
Bto  sections ;  to  each  section  apportion  its 
laslc ;  leave  no  stray  unemployed  quarters  of  an 
hoar,  ten  mmutes,  fire  miniitea-«4aelade  aU ; 
do  each  pteoe  of  bosiness  in  its  turn  with 
method,  with  rigid  regolarity.  The  day  will 
elose  almost  before  you  are  aware  it  has  be- 
fon  ;  end  you  are  indebted  to  ne  one  f>r  help- 
ing you  to  get  rid  of  one  vacant  moment :  yon 
have  had  toseefciioone'eeoiDpaiiy,eonveraation, 
sympathy,  Hurbearanoe ;  yon  have  lived,  in  ahort, 
as  an  independent  being  ought  to  do.  Tidra  this 
advice :  the  first  and  last  I  shall  pfibr  yon ;  then 
yea  will  not  want  me  or  any  one  else,  happen 
what  may.  Negleot  it^o  on  ae  heretofore, 
oravicig.  Whining,  and  idling-— and  avfier  the 
resnlta  of  your  idiocy,  however  bad  aad  insuf- 
ferable they  may  be.  I  tell  yen  this  |»lainky ; 
aad  listen :  for  ibmigb  f  shall  no  more  repeat  what 
I  am  now  about  to  say,  I  shall  steadily  act  on 
it.  After  my  BM>ther's  death,  I  wash  my  hands 
sf  you ;  from  the  day  her  coffin  is  earried  to  the 
vault  in  Gateshead  churoh,  yon  and  I  will  be  as 
separate  as  if  we  had  never  known  each  other. 
You  need  not  think  that,  because  we  chanced 
to  be  born  of  the  eame  parents,  I  shall  suffer 
feu  to  fasten  me  down  by  even  the  feeblest 
elatffl;  I  tell  you  this — if  the  whole  faeman 
race,  ourselves  excepted,  were  swept  away, 
and  we  two  stood  alone  on  the  earth,  I  would 
leave  you  in  the  old  world,  and  betake  myself 
to  the  new  *'    She  closed  her  lips. 

"  Yon  might  have  spared  yourself  the  trouble 
•f  delivering  that  tirade,"  answered  Oeorgiana. 
**  Every  body  knows  you  are  the  most  selfish, 
neartless  creature  in  existence ;  and  /  know 
your  spiteful  hatred  toward  me ;  I  have  had  a 
apecimen  of  it  before  in  the  trick  you  f>Iayed 
me  about  Lord  Edwin  Vere;  you  could  not 
bear  roe  to  be  raised  above  you,  to  have  a  title, 
to  be  received  into  circles  where  you  dare  not 
show  your  face,  and  so  you  acted  the  spy  and 
informer,  and  rained  my  prospects  forever." 
Oeorgiana  took  out  her  handkerchief  and  blew 
her  nose  for  an  hour  afterward :  Eliza  sat  cold, 
impassible,  and  assiduously  industrious. 

True,  generous  feeling  is  made  small  ac- 
count of  by  some ;  but  here  were  two  natures 
rendered,  the  one  intolerably  acrid,  the  other 
despicidily  savorless  for  the  want  of  it.  Feeling 
without  Judgment  is  a  washy  draught  indeed ; 
bat  judgment  untempered  by  feeling  is  too  hit- 
ler and  husky  a  morsel  for  human  ^glutition. 

ft  was  a  wet  and  windy  aflernoon  :  Oeorgi- 
ana had  fallen  asleep  on  the  sofa  over  the  pe- 
iLaal  of  a  novel;  Elisa  was  gone  to  attend 
n  aaint's-dsy  service  at  the  new  church — fur 
HI  matters  of  religion  she  was  a  rigid  formal- 
ist ;  DO  weather  ever  prevented  the  punctual 
discharge  of  what  she  considered  her  devo- 
tional duties;  fair  or  foul,  she  went  to  ehureh 
tbrioe  every  Sunday,  and  as  often  on  week-days 
as  there  werd  prayers. 

I  bethought  myself  to  go  up  stairs  and  see 
iK»w  the  dying  woman  sped,  who  lay  there  al- 
most  unheeded  ;  the  very  servants  paid  her  but 
a  remittent  attention ;  the  hired  nurse,  being 
Httie  looked  alter,  would  slip  out  of  the  room 
whenever  she  could.  Bessie  was  faithful ;  but 
abe  bad  her  own  family  to  mind,  and  could  only 
oodMi  occasionaily  to  the  Hall.  I  found  the 
«iek-roDm  uowatched,  aa  1  had  expected ;  ao 


nirrae'  was  there ;  the  patient  lay  still,  and 
seemingly  lethargic ;  her  livid  face  sunk  in  the 
pillows ;  the  fire  was  dying  in  the  grate.  I  re- 
newed the  fuel,  rearranged  the  bed-clothes, 
gaced  awhile  on  her  who  could  not  now  gaze 
on  me,  and  thea  I  moved  away  to  the  window. 

The  rain  beat  strongly  against  the  panes,  the 
wiad  blew  tempestaoualy.  *<  One  liee  there," 
I  thought,  **  who  will  soon  be  beyond  the  war 
of  earthly  elements.  Whither  will  that  spirit 
—now  struggling  to  i|uit  its  material  tenement 
—flit  when  at  length  released  1" 

In  pondering  the  great  mystery,  I  thought  of 
Helen  Burns;  recalled  her  dying  words — ^ber 
faith— her  doctrne  of  the  equality  of  disem- 
bodied sonls.  I  was  still  listening  in  thought 
to  her  well-remembered  tones— still  picturing 
her  pale  and  spiritual  aspect,  her  wasted  face 
and  sublime  gaze,  as  she  lay  on  her  placid 
death-bed,  and  whispered  her  longing  to  be  re» 
stored  to  her  divine  Father's  bosom— wbea 
a  feeble  voice  murmured  from  the  couch  h&» 
hind,  "Who  is  that  1" 

I  knew  Mre.  Reed  had  not  spoken  for  days  t 
waa  she  reviving  1    I  went  up  to  her. 

"It  is  I,  aunt  Reed." 

".Who— 1  r*  was  lier  auawer.  "Who  are 
you  r*  looking  at  me  with  aurprise  and  a  sort 
of  alarm,  but  still  not  wildly.  "  You  are  quita 
a  stranger  to  me— where  is  Bessie  V* 

"  She  is  at  the  lodge,  aunt." 

"Aunt!"  she  repeated.  "Who  calls  lae 
aunt  t  You  are  not  one  of  the  Gibsons ;  and 
yet  I  know  you— that  face,  and, the  eyes  and 
forehead  are  quite  familiar  to  me ;  you  are  Uka 
— why,  you  are  like  Jane  Eyre !" 

1  aaid  nothing :  I  was  afraid  of  occasioning 
some  shock  by  declaring  my  identity. 

"  Yet,"  said  she,  "  I  am  afraid  it  is  a  mis- 
take ;  my  thoughts  deceive  me.  1  wished  ta 
see  Jane  Eyre,  and  \  fancy  a  likeness  where 
none  exists ;  besides,  in  eight  years  she  must 
be  so  changed."  I  now  gently  assured  her 
that  I  was  the  pereon  she  supposed  and  de^ 
sired  me  to  be ;  and  seeing  that  I  was  under- 
stood, and  that  her  senses  were  quite  collect* 
ed,  I  explained  how  Bessie  had  sent  her  haa« 
band  to  fetch  me  from  Thorn  field. 

"  I  am  very  ill,  I  know,"  she  said  ere  long; 
"  I  was  trying  to  turn  myself  a  few  minutea 
since,  and  find  I  can  not  move  a  Hmb.  It  is  aa 
well  I  should  ease  my  mind  before  I  die ;  what 
we  think  Httle  of  in  heakh  burdens  jis  at  such 
an  hour  as  the  present  is  to  me.  Is  the  nurso 
herel  or  is  there  no  one  in  the  room  but  you  1" 

I  assured  her  we  were  alone. 

"Well,  1  have  twice  done  you  a  wrong 
which  I  regret  now.  One  was  in  breaking 
the  promise  which  I  gave  my  husband  to  bring 
you  up  aa  my  own  child  ;  the  other — **  She 
atopped.  "  After  all^  it  is  of  no  great  import- 
ance, perhaps,"  she  murmured  to  herself ;  "  and 
then  I  may  get  better ;  and  to  humble  myself 
80  to  her  is  painful." 

She  made  an  effort  to  alter  her  position,  but 
faSed :  her  face  changed ;  she  seemed  to  ex- 
perience some  inward  sensation — the  precu^ 
sor,  perhaps,  of  the  last  pang. 

"  Well.  I  must  get  it  over.  Eternity  is  be 
fore  me:  I  had  better  tell  her.  Go  to  my 
dressing-case,  open  it,  and  take  oat  a  letter  you 
will  see  there." 
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I  obeyed  her  directions.  *'  Read  the  letter," 
she  said. 

It  was  sh«irt,  and  thus  conceived : 

"Madam — Will  you  have  the  goodness  to 
send  me  the  address  of  my  niece,  Jane  Eyre, 
and  to  tell  me  how  she  is ;  it  is  my  intention 
to  write  shortly  and  desire  her  to  C9me  to  me 
at  Madeira^  Providence  has  blessed  my  en- 
deavors to  secure  a  competency ;  and  as  I  am 
unmarried  and  childless,  I  wish  to  adopt  her 
during  my  life,  and  bequeath  her  at  my  death 
whatever  I  may  have  to  leave." 

'*  I  am,  madam,  dec.,  &e., 
"  JoHw  Eyre,  Madeira." 

It  was  dated  three  years  back. 

"Why  did  I  never  hear  of  this  1"  I  asked. 

"  Because  I  disliked  you  too  fixedly  and 
thoroughly  ever  to  lend  a  hand  in  lifting  you  to 
prosperity.  I  could  not  forget  your  conduct  to 
me,  Jane — the  fury  with  which  you  once  turned 
on  me;  the  tone  in  which  you  declared  you 
abhorred  me  the  worst  of  any  body  in  the 
world ;  the  unchildlike  look  and  voice  with 
which  you  affirmed  that  the  very  thought  of 
me  made  you  sick,  and  asserted  that  I  had 
treated  you  with  miserable  cruelty.  I  could 
not  forget  my  own  sensations  when  you  thus 
started  up  and  poured  out  the  venom  of  your 
mind  ;  I  felt  fear,  as  if  an  animal  that  I  had 
struck  or  pushed  had  looked  up  at  me  with  hu- 
man eyes  and  cursed  me  in  a  man's  voice. 
Bring  me  some  water !    Oh,  make  haste  !** 

**  Dear  Mrs.  Reed,"  said  I,  as  I  offered  her 
the  draught  she  required,'"  think  no  more  of 
all  this,  let  it  pass  away  from  your  mind. 
Forgive  me  for  my  passionate  language :  I  was 
a  child  then ;  eight,  nine  years  have  passed 
since  that  day." 

She  heeded  nothing  of  what  I  said ;  but 
when  she*  had  tasted  tite  water  and  drawn 
breath,  she  went  on  thus  : — 

"  I  tell  you  I  could  not  forget  it,  and  I  took 
my  revenge;  for  you  to  be  adopted  by  your 
uncle,  and  placed  in  a  state  of  ease  and  com- 
fort, was  what  I  could  not  endure.  I  wrote  to 
him  ;  I  said  I  was  sorry  for  his  disappointment, 
but  Jane  Eyre  was  dead — she  had  died  of 
typhus  fever  at  Lowood.  Now  act  as  you 
please;  write  and  contradict  my  assertion — 
expose  my  falsehood  as  soon  as  you  like.  You 
were  born,  I  think,  to  be  my  torment ;  my  last 
hour  is  racked  by  the  rectillection  of  a  deed 
which,  bu^for  you,  I  should  never  have  been 
templed  to  commit." 

"If  you  could  but  he  persuaded  to  think  no 
more  of  it,  aunt,  and'  to  regard  me  with  kind- 
ness and  forgiveness — ** 

"  Yoti  have  a  very  bad  disposition,"  said  she, 
**and  one  to  this  day  I  feel  it  impossible  to 
understand ;  how  for  nine  years  you  could  be 
patient  and  quiescent  under  any  treatment, 
and  in  the  tenth  break  out  all  fire  and  violence, 
I  can  never  comprehend." 

"  My  disposition  is  not  so  bad  as  you  think  : 
I  am  passionate,  but  not  vindictive.  Many  a 
lime,  as  a  little  child,  I  should  have  hern  glad 
to  love  you  if  you  would  have  let  me ;  and  I 
long  earnestly  to  be  reconciled  to  you  now; 
Kiss  me,  aunt." 

I  approached  my  cheek  to  her  lips ;  she 
would  not  touch  it.  She  said  I  oppressed  her 
by  loaning  over  the  bed,  and  again  demanded 


water.  As  I  laid  her  down— for  I  raised  her 
and  supported  her  on  my  arm  while  she  drank 
— I  covered  hev  ice-cold  and  clammy  hand 
with  mine ;  the  feeble  fingers  shrank  from  my 
touch — the  glazing  eyes  shunned  my  gaze. 

"  Love  me,  then,  or  hate  me,  as  you  wilt," 
I  said  at  last,  "  you  have  my  full  and  free 
forgiveness;  ask  now  for  God's,  and  be  at 
peace." 

Poor,  BoflTering  woman !  it  was  too  lala  for 
her  to  make  now  the  effort  to  change  her 
habitual  frame  of  mind ;  living,  she  had  ever 
hated  me— dying,  she  mast  bate  me  still. 

The  nurse  now  entered,  and  Bessie  foltov^ed. 
I  yet  lingered  half  an  hour  longer,  hoping  to 
see  some  sign  of  amity ;  but  she  gave  none. 
She  was  Jasi  relapsing  into  stupor ;  nor  did 
her  mind  again  rally.  At  twelve  o'clock  that 
night  she  died.  I  was  not  present  to  close  her 
eyes ;  nor  were  either  o{ her  daughters.-  They 
came  to  tell  us  the  next  morning  that  all  was 
over.  She  was  by  that  time  laid  out  Eliza 
and  I  went  to  look  at  her;  Georgiana,  who 
had  burst  out  into  loud  weeping,  said  aba 
dared  not  go.  There  was  stretch^  Sarah 
Reed's  once  robust  and  active  frame,  rigid  and 
still ;  her  eye  of  flint  waa  covered  with  its  cold 
lid ;  her  brow  and  strong  traits  wore  yet  the 
impress  of  her  inexorable  soul.  A  strange  and 
solemn  object  was  that  corpse  to  me.  I  gazed 
on  it  with  gloom  and  pain ;  nothing  aoft, 
nothing  sweet,  nothing  pitying,  or  hnpefol,  or 
subduing,  did  it  inspire  ;  only  a  grating  anguish 
for  her  woes — not  my  loss — and  a  somber  tear- 
less dismay  at  the  fearfulness  of  death  in  sach 
a  form. 

Eliza  surveyed  hor  parent  calmly.  After  a 
silence  of  some  minutes  she  observed— 

"With  her  constitution  slie  should  have 
lived  to  a  good  old  age  ;*  her  life  was  shortened 
by  trouble."  And  then  a  spasm  constrieted 
her  mouth  for  an  instant ;  as  it  passed  away 
she  turned  and  left  the  room,  and  ao  did  I 
Neither  of  us  had  dropped  a  tear 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

Ma.  RocRBsTsa  had  given  me  but  one  week*a 
leave  of  absence ;  yet  a  month  elapsed  before 
I  quitted  Gateshead.  I  wished  to  leave  im- 
mediately after  the  funeral,  but  Georgiana  en- 
treated me  to  stay  till  she  could  get  off  to 
Ix)ndon — whither  she  was  now  at  last  invited 
by  her  uncle,  Mr.  Gibson,  who  had  come 
down  to  direct  his  sister's  interment,  and  settle 
the  family  affairs.  Georgiana  said  she  dreaded 
being  left  alone  with  Eliza ;  from  her  she  got 
neither  sympathy  in  her  dejection,  support  in 
her  fears,  nor  aid  in  her  preparations ;  ^ri  I 
bore  tvith  her  feeble-minded  quailings  and 
selfish  lamentations  as  well  as  I  couliJ,  DKtd  did 
my  best  in  sewing  for  her  and  paf^kmg  her 
dresses.  It  is  true,  that  while  I  worked,  sb& 
would  idle;  and  I  thought  to  myself,  **U  y^M 
and  I  were  destined  to  live  always  ti>geib«r, 
cousin,  we  would  commence  matters  on  a 
different  footing.  I  should  not  sen  It?  tArA^1> 
down  into  being  the  forbearing  party  *  I  shnuk! 
assign  you  your  share  of  labor,  and  cv^mipcl 
you  to  accomplish  it»  or  else  it  ahf^otd  be  lelL 
undone ;  I  should  insist,  also,  on  your  kce^ii 
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iome  of  those  drawling,  half-insincere  com- 
plaints hashed  in  your  own  breast.  It  is  only 
becaose  oar  connection  happens  to  be  very 
transitory,  and  comes  at  a  peculiarly  mournful 
season,  that  I  consent  thus  to  render  it  so 
patient  and  compliant  on  my  part." 

At  last  I  saw  Georgiana  off;  but  now  it  was 
Eliza's  turn  to  request  me  to  stay  another 
week.  Her  plans  required  all  her  time  and 
attention,  she  said ;  'she  was  about  to  depart 
for  some  unknown  bourn;  and  all  day  long 
she  stayed  in  her  own  room,  her  door  bolted 
within,  filling  trunks,  emptying  drawers,  burn- 
ing papers,  and  holding  no  communication  with 
any  one.  She  wished  me  to  look  after  the 
bouse,  to  see  callers,  and  answer  notes  of 
condolence. 

One  morning  she  told  me  I  was  at  liberty. 
**  And,*' she  added,  **I  am  obliged  to  you  for 
your  valuable  services  and  discreet  conduct. 
There  i»«ome  diflbrence  between  liTing  with 
such  a  one  as  you,  and  with  Georgiana ;  yon 
perform  your  own  part  in  life,  and  burden  no 
one.  To-morrow,"  she  continued,  **  I  set  out 
for  the  continent.  I  shall  take  up  my  abode  in 
a  religious  house,  near  Lisle— a  nunnery  you 
woukl  call  it ;  there  I  shall  be  quiet  and  un- 
molested. 1  shall  devote  myself  for  a  lime  to 
the  examination  of  the  {toman  Catholic  dog- 
mas, and  to  a  careful  study  of  the  workings  of 
their  system ;  if  1  find  it  to  be,  as  I  half  sus- 
pect it  is,  the  one  best  calculated  to  insure  the 
doing  of  all  things  decently  and  in  order,  I 
shall  embrace  the  tenets  of  Rome  and  probably 
Uke  the  veil." 

I  neither  expressed  surprise  at  this  resolu- 
tion nor  attempted  to  dissuade  her  from  it. 
''The  vocation  will  fit  you  to  a  hair,"  I  thought ; 
**moch  good  may  it  do  you !" 

When  we  parted,  she  said:  ** Good-bye, 
oonsin  Jane  Eyre,  I  wish  yon  well ;  you  have 
some  sense." 

I  then  returned:  "Ton  are  not  without 
sense,  cousin-  Eliza;  but  what  yon  have,  I 
suppose,  in  another  year  will  be  walled  up 
alive  in  a  French  convent.  However,  it  is  not 
my  business,  and,  so  it  suits  you,  i  don't  much 
care." 

^  You  are  in  the  right,"  said  she ;  and  with 
these  words  we  each  went  our  separate  way. 
As  I  shall  not  have  opcasion  to  refer  either  to 
lier  or  her  sister  again,  I  may  as  well  mention 
bere  that  Georgiana  made  an  advantageous 
natch  with  a  wealthy  worn-out  man  of  fashion ; 
ind  that  Eliza  actually  took  the  veil,  and  is  at 
his  day  superior  of  the  convent  where  she 
nssed  the  period  of  her  novitiate,  and  which 
he  endowed  w'ith  her  fortune. 

How  people  feel  when  they  are  returning 
lome  after  an  absence,  long  or  short,  I  did  not 
:dow.  I  had  never  experienced  the  sensation. 
had  known  what  it  was  to  come  back  to 
Gateshead,  when  a  child,  after  a  long  walk — 
9  be  scolded  for  looking  cold  or  gloomy ;  and 
Iter,  what  it  was  to  come  back  from  church 
»  L«wood^-4o  long  for  a  plenteous  meal  and 
good  fire,  ^d  to  be  unable  to  get  either. 
leiiher  of  these  returnings  were  very  pleasant 
r  desirable;  no  magnet  drew  me  to  a  given 
nnt,  increasing  in  its  strength  of  attraction 
le  Dearrer  I  came.  The  return  to  Thornfield 
mm  vet  to  be  tried. 


My  journey  seemed  tedious— very  tedious ; 
fifty  miles  one  day,  a  night  spent  at  an  inn ; 
fifty  miles  the  next  day.  During  the  first 
twelve  hours  I  thought  of  Mrs.  Heed  in  her 
last  moments ;  I  saw  her  disfigured  and  dis- 
colored face,  and  heard  her  strangely-altered 
voice  ;  I  mused  on  the  funeral  day,  the  coffin 
the  hearse,  the  black  train  of  tenants  and  ser- 
vants— ^few  was  the  nuinber  of  relatives— the 
gaping  vault,  the  silent  church,  the  s<iiemn  ser- 
vice. Then  I  thought  of  Eliza  and  Georgiana. 
I  beheld  one  the  cynosure  of  a  ball-room,  the 
other  the  inmate  of  a  convent  cell ;  and  I  dwelt 
on  and  analyzed  their  separate  peculiarities  of 
person  and  character.    The  evening  arrival  at 

the  great  town  of scattered  these  thoughts ; 

night  gave  them  quite  another  turn.  Laid  down 
on  my  traveler's  bed,  I  left  reminiscence  for  an- 
ticipation. 

I  was  going  back  to  Thornfield;  but  how 
long  was  I  to  stay  there  1  Not  long— of  that  I 
was  sore.  I  had  heard  from  Mrs.  Fairfax  in 
the  interim  of  my  absence.  The  party  at  the 
Hall  was  dispersed ;  Mr.  Rochester  had  left  for 
London  three  weeks  ago,  but  be  was  then  ex- 
pected to  return  in  a  fortnight.  Mrs.  Fairfax 
surmised  that  he  was  gone  to  make  arrange* 
moots  for  his  wedding,  as  he  had  talked  of  pur* 
chasing  a  new  carriage.  She  said,  the  idea  of 
his  marrying- Miss  Ingram  still  seemed  strange 
to  her ;  but  from  what  every  body  said,  and  from 
what  she  had  herself  seen,  she  could  no  longer 
doubt  that  the  event  would  shortly  take  place. 
**  You  would  be  strangely  incredulous  if  you  did 
doubt  it,"  was  my  mental  comment ;  "  I  don't 
doubt  iu" 

The  question  followed,  *'  Where  was  I  to  got" 
I  dreamed  of  Miss  Inffram  all  the  night.  In  a 
vivid  morning  dream,  Isaw  her  closing  the  gates 
of  Thornfield  agiinst  me  and  pointing  me  out 
another  road;  and  Mr.  Rochester  looked  on 
with  his  arms  folded,  smiling  sardonically,  as  it 
seemed,  at  both  her  and  me. 

I  bad  not  notified  to  Mrs.  Fairfax  the  exact 
day  of  my  return,  for  I  did  not  wish  either  car 
or  carriage  to  meet  me  at  Millcote.  I  proposed 
to  walk  the  distance  quietly  by  myself;  and 
very  quietly,  after  leaving  my  box  in  the 
hostler's  care,  did  I  slip  away  frohi  the  George 
Inn,  about- six  o'clock  of  a  June  evening,  and 
take  the  old  road  to  Thornfield ;  a  road  which 
lay  chiefly  through  fields,  and  was  now  little 
frequented. 

It  was  not  a  bright  or  splendid  summer  even- 
ing, though  fair  and  soft.  The  hay-makers  were 
at  work  ail  along  the  read,  and  the  sky,  though 
far  from  cloudless,  was  such  as  promised  well 
for  the  future — its  blue,  where  blue  was  visible, 
was  mild  and  settled,  and  its  cloud  strata  high 
and  thin.  The  west,  too,  was  warm ;  no  wa- 
tery gleam  chilled  it ;  it  seemed  as  if  there  was 
a  fire  lighted — an  altar  burning  behind  its  screen 
of  marbled  vapor — and  out  of  apertures  shone 
a  golden  redness. 

I  felt  glad  as  the  road  shortened  before  me— 
so  glad  that  I  stopped  once  to  ask  myself 
what  that  joy  meant,  and  to  remind  reason 
that  it  was  not  to  my  home  I  was -going,  or  to 
a  permanent  resting-place,  or  to  a  place  where 
fond  friends  looked  out  for  me  and  waited  my 
arrival.  **  Mrs.  Fairfax  will  smile  you  a  calm 
welcome,  to  be  sure."  said  1;   *'8nd  little 
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Adile  will  clap  her  hands  and  jtnnp  to  see  yon ; 
but  yoa  know  very  well  you  are  thinking  of  an- 
other than  they,  and  that  he  is  not  thinking  of 
you." 

But  what  is  so  headstrong  as  yoath — ^what  so 
blind  as  inexperience  ?  These  affirmed  that  it 
was  pleasure  enough  to  have  the  privilege  of 
again  looking  on  Mr.  Rochester,  whether  he 
Moked  on  me  or  not ;  and  they  added—"  Has* 
ten !  hasten !  be  with  him  while  you  may  ;  but 
a  few  more  days  or  weeks,  at  most,  and  70a  are 
parted  from  him  forever  !'*     And  then  I  stran- 

fled  a  new-bom  agony'— a  deformed  thing  which 
could  not  persuade  myself  to  own  and  rear — 
and  ran  on. 

They  are  making  hay,  too,  in  Thorofield 
meadows ;  or,  rather,  Mie  laborers  are  just 
quitting  their  work,  and  returning  home  with 
their  rakes  on  their  shoulders,  now,  at  the  hour 
I  arrive.  I  have  but  a  field  or  two  to  traverse, 
and  then  I  shall  cross  tlie  road  and  reach  the 

rites.  How  fall  the  hedges  are  of  roses !  but 
have  no  time  to  gather  ady ;  I  want  to  be  at 
the  house.  I  pass  a  tall  brier,  shooting  leafy 
and  flowery  branches  across  the  path;  I  see 
the  narrow  stile  with  stone  steps ;  and  I  see- 
Mr.  Rochester  sitting  there,  a  book  and  a  pencil 
ip  bis  hand.    He  is  writing. 

Well,  he  is  not  a  ghost— yet  every  nerve  I 
have  is  unstrung ;  for  a  moment  I  am  beyond 
my  own  mastery.  What  does  it  mean  1  I  did 
not  think  I  should  tremble  in  this  way  when  I 
saw  him,  or  lose  my  voice  or  the  power  of 
motion  in  his  presence.  I  will  go  back  as  soon 
as  I  can  stir ;  I  need  not  make  an  absolute  fool 
of  myself;  I  know  another  way  to  th&  house; 
it  does  not  signify  if  I  knew  twenty  ways,  for 
he  has  seen  me. 

"  Hillo  !'*  he  cries ;  and  he  puts  up  his  book 
and  his  pencil ;  "  there  you  are  \  Come  oa,  if 
you  please." 

I  suppose  I  do  come  on,  though  in  what  fash- 
ion I  know  not ;  being  scarcely  cognizant  of  my 
movements,  and  solicitous  only  to  appear  calm ; 
and,  above  all,  to  control  the  working  muscles 
of  my  face,  which  I  fee\  rebel  insolently  against 
my  will,  and  struggle  to  express  what  1  had  re- 
solved to  conceal.  But  I  have  a  veil — it  is 
down ;  J  may  make  shift  yet  to  behave  with 
decent  composure. 

"And  this  is  Jane  Eyre!  Are  you  coming 
from  Millco'te,  and  on  footi  Yes ;  just  one  of 
your  tricks — not  to  send  for  a  carriage,  and 
come  clattering  over  street  and  road,  like  a 
common  mortal,  but  to  steal  into  the  vicinage 
of  your  home  along  with  twilight,  just  as  if 
you  were  a  dream  or  a  shade.  What  the 
deuce  have  you  done  with  yourself  this  last 
month  t" 

"I  have  been  with  my  aunt,  sir,  who  is 
dead." 

"  A  true  Janian  reply  1  Good  angels  be  my 
gnard  h  She  comes  from  the  other  world — from 
the  abode  of  people  who  are  dead— and  tells  me 
so  when  she  meets  me  alone  here  in  the  gloam- 
ing !  If  I  dared,  Td  touch  you,  to  see  if  you  are 
aabetance  or  shadow,  you  elf!  but  I'd  as  soon 
offer  to  take  hold  of  a  blue  ignis  fatuu*  light  in 
a  marsh.  Truant !  truant !"  he  added,  when 
he  had  paused  an  instant,  •*  absent  from  me  a 
whole  month,  and  forgetting  me  quite,  Tli  be 
sworn  I" 


I  knew  there  wonld  be  pleasure  in  meetiof 
my  master  again,  even  though  broken  by  tbs 
fear  that  he  was  so  soon  to  cease  to  be  my 
master,  and  by  the  knowledge  that  I  was 
nothing  to  him ;  bot  there  was  ever  in  Mr. 
Rochester  (so,  at  least,  I  thought)  such  a  wealth 
of  the  power  of  communicating  bappiness,  that 
to  taste  but  of  the  crumbs  ho  scattered  ts 
stray  and  atraoger  birds  like  me,  was  to  feast 
jgeniaily.  His  last  words  were  balm.  Tbey 
seemed  to  imply  that  it  imported  something  ts 
him  whether  I  forgot  him  or  not.  And  be  bad 
spoken  of  Thornfleld  as  my  bone — would  thai 
it  were  my  home ! 

He  did  not  leave  the  stile,  and  I  hardly  liked 
to  ask  to  go  by.  I  inquired  soon  if  he  had  not 
been  to  London. 

"  Yes ;  I  suppose  you  found  that  out  by  sec- 
ond sight." 

"  Mra.  Fairfax  told  me  in  a  letter." 

**  And  did  she  inform  you  what  I  went  to 
dot" 

"Oh,  yes,  sir !  Every  body  knew  yonr  e^ 
rand," 

"  You  must  see  the  carriage,  Jane,  and  tell 
me  if  you  don*t  think  it  will  suit  Mrs.  Roches* 
ter  exactly ;  and  whether  she  won*t  look  like 
Queen  Boadioea,  leaning  back  against  those 
purple  cushions.  I  wish,  Jane,  I  were  a  trifle 
better  adapted  to  match  with  her  externally. 
Tell  me  now,  fairy  as  you  are,  can*t  you  give 
me  a  charm,  or  a  philter,  or  something  of  that 
sort,  to  make  me  a  handsome  niian !" 

"It  would  be  past  the  power  of  magic, sirT 
and,  in  thought,  I  adde<l,  "  A  loving  eye  is  aO 
the  charm  n^ed ;  to  such  you  are  handsome 
enough,  or,' rather,  your  sternness  has  a  power 
beyond  beauty." 

Mr.  Rochester  had  sometimes  read  my  on* 
spoken  thoughts  with  an  acumen  to  me  ioeom- 
prehensible ;  in  the  present  instance  he  touk  00 
notice  of  my  abrupt  vocal  response,  but  be 
smiled  at  me  with  a  certain  smile  he  bad  of  his 
own,  and  which  he  used  but  on  rare  occasions. 
He  seemed  to  think  it  too  good  for  commoa 
purposes ;  it  was  the  real  sunshine  of  feeling— 
he  shed  it  over  me  now. 

"  Pass  Janet,"  said  he,  making  mom  for  me 
to  cross  the  stile ;  "  go  up  home,  and  stay  yoar 
weary  little  wandering  feet  at  a  friend's  thresh- 
old." 

All  I  had  now  to  do  was  to  obey  him  in  sir 
ience ;  no  need  for  me  to  oolloquize  further.  I 
got  over  the  stile  without  a  word,  and  meant 
to  leave  him  calmly.  An  impulse  held  oie 
fast— a  force  turned  me  round ;  f  said— « 
something  in  me  said  /or  me,  and  in  sfHte  of 
me — 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Rochester,  for  your  great 
kindness.  I  am  strangely  glad  to  get  back 
again  to  you;  and  wherever  you  are  is  m^ 
home— my  only  home." 

I  walked  on  so  fast  that  even  be  could  bardly 
have  overtaken  me  had  he  tried.  Little  Ad^ 
was  half  wild  with  delight  when  abe  saw  me. 
Mrs.  Fairfax  received  me  with  her  usual  plain 
friendliness.  Leah  smiled,  and  even  So^ue 
bid  me  *«bon  9otr"  with  jglee.  *Thia  was  very 
pleasant;  there  is  no  happiness  like  that  el 
being  loved  by  your  fellow-creatures,  and  fee^ 
ing  that  your  presence  is  an  addiUoa  to  tbeii 
comfort.  I 
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T  Ihat  etening  sbot  my  eyes  resohitely 
against  the  future ;  I  stopped  my  ears  against 
the  voice  that  liept  warninjt  me  of  near  separa- 
tion and  coming  grief.  When  tea  was  over, 
and  Mrs.  Fairfax  had  taken  her  knitting,  and  I 
had  assumed  a  low  seat  near  her,  and  Ad^le, 
kneeling  on  the  carpet  had  nestled  close  up  to 
me,  and  a  sense  of  mutual  affection  seemed  to 
aarround  us  with  a  ring  of  golden  peaee,  I 
tittered  a  silent  prayer  that  we  might  not  be 

eirted  far  or  soon  ;  but  when,  aa  w&thus  sat, 
r.  Rochester  entered,  unannounced,  and  look- 
ing at  us,  seemed  to  take  pleasure  in  the 
spectacle  of  a  group  so  amicable — when  he 
said  he  supposed  the  old  lady  was  all  right  now 
that  she  had  got  her  adopted  daughter  back 
again,  and  added  that  he  saw  Addle  was 
*■  prdte  k  croquer*  sa  petite  maman  Anglaise" 
— I  half  ventured  to  hope  that  he  would,  even  af- 
ter his  marriage,  keep  us  together  somewhere 
aoder  the  shelter  of  his  protection,  and  not  quite 
exiled  from  the  sunshine  of  his  presence. 

A  furtnisht  of  dubiiius  calm  succeeded  my 
return  to  Thornfleld  Hall.  Nothing  was  said 
of  the  master's  marriage,  and  I  saw  no  prepa- 
mtion  going  on  fur  such  an  event.  Almost  ev- 
ery day  I  asked  Mrs.  Fairfax  if  she  had  yet 
heard  any  thing  decided ;  her  answer  was  al- 
ways in  the  negative.  Once  she  said  she  had 
actually  put  the  question  to  Mr.  Riichester  as 
to  when  he  was  going  to  bring  his  bride  home ; 
bat  be  had  answered  her  only  by  a  joke,  and 
one  of  his  queer  looks,  and  she  could  not  tell 
what  to  make  of  him. 

One  thing  specially  surprised  me,  and  that 
was,  there  were  no  jonrneyings  backward  and 
forward,  no  visits  to  Ingram  Park :  to  be  sure 
it  was  twenty  miles  off,  on  the  borders  of  an- 
other county  ;  but  what  was  that  distance  tAan 
ardent  lover  1  To  so  practiced  and  inderailga- 
ble  a  horseman  as  Mr.  Rochester,  it  would  be 
but  a  morning's  ride.  I  began  to  cherish  hopes 
I  bad  no  right  to  conceive — that  the  match  was 
broken  off— that  rumor  had  been  mistaken — 
that  one  or  both  parties  had  changed  their 
minds.  1  used  to  look  at  my  master's  face  to 
see  if  it  were  sad  or  fierce ;  but  I  could  not  re- 
member the  time  when  it  had  been  so  uniftirm- 
ly  clear  of  clouds  or  evil  feelings.  If,  in  the 
moments  I  and  my  pupil  spent  with  him,  I 
lacked  spirits  and  sunk  into  inevitable  dejec- 
tion, he  became  even  gay.  Kevcgr  had  he 
called  me  more  frequently  to  his  presence — 
never  been  kinder  to  me  when  there — and, 
alas  I  never  had  I  loved  him  so  well. 


CHAPTER  XXin 

A  sPLENDiu  midsummer  shone  over  England ; 
skies  bo  pure,  suns  so  radiant  as  were  then  seen 
ia  lung  succession,  seldom  favor,  even  singly, 
oor  wave-girt  land.  It  was  as  if  a  band  of 
Italian  days  had  con6e.  from  the  South,  like  a 
flocR  of  glorious  passenger-birds,  and  lighted  to 
rest  ^liem  on  ihe  clifls  of  Albion.  The  hay  was 
all  got  in  ;  ihe  fields  round  Thornfield  were 
green  and  snorn ;  the  roads  \7hite  and  baked  ; 
the  trees  were  in  their  dark  prime ;  hedge  and 
wood,  full-leaved  and  deeply-tinted,  contrasted 
well  with  the  sunny  bueaf  the  cleared  meadows 
belweeii. 


On  midsammer  eve,  Ad^e,  weary  with  gath- 
ering wild  strawberries  in  Hay-lane  half  tho  day, 
had  gone  to  bed  with  the  sun.  I  watched  her 
drop  asleep,  and  when  I  left  her  I  sought  the 
garden. 

It  was  now  the  sweetest  hour  of  the  twenty- 
four.  **  Bay  its  fervid  (ires  had  wasted,"  and 
dew  fell  cool  on  panting  plain  and  scorched 
summit.  Where  the  sun  bad  gene  down  in 
sin^ple  slate — pure  of  the  pomp  of  clouds'— 
spread  a  solemn  pnrpte,  burning  with  the  light 
oPred  jewel  and  furnace  flame  at  one  point,  on 
one  hill-peak,  and  extending  high  and  wide,  soft 
and  still  softer,  over  half  heaven.  The  east  had 
its  own  charm  of  fine,  deep  blue,  and  its  own 
modest  gem,  a  rising  and  solitary  star ;  soon  it 
would  boast  the  mobn,  but  she  was  yet  beneath 
the  horiaon. 

I  walked  awhile  on  the  pavement,  but  a  subtile, 
well-known  scent — that  of  a  cigir — ^stiile  from 
some  window ;  I  saw  the  library  casement  open 
a  handbreadth  ;  I  knew  I  might  be  watched 
thence,  so  I  went  apart  into  tlie  orchard.  No 
nook  in  the  grounds  more  sheltered  and  more 
Eden-like ;  it  was  full  of  trees,  it  bloomed  with 
fl(»wers ;  a  very  high  wall  shut  it  out  from  the 
court,  on  one  side ;  on  the  other,  a  beech  avenue 
screened  it  from  the  lawn.  At  the  bottom  was 
a  sunk  fence,  its  sole  separation  from  lonely 
fields :  a  winding  walk,  bordered  with  laurels 
end  terminating  in  a  giant  horse-chestnut,  cir- 
cled at  the  base  by  a  seat,  led  down  to  the  fence. 
Here  one  oimhl  wander  unseen.  While  such 
honey-dew  fell,  such  silence  reigned,  such  gloam- 
ing gathered,  I  felt  as  if  I  could  haunt  such  shade 
forever ;  but  in  threading  the  flower  and  fruit- 
parterres  at  the  upper  part  of  the  inclosure, 
enticed  there  by  the  light  the  now  rising  muon 
casts  on  this  more  open  quarter,  my  step  is 
stayed — not  by  sound,  not  by  sight,  but  once 
more  by  a  warning  fragrance. 

Sweet-brier  and  southern-wood,  jasmine, 
pink,  and  rose  have  long  been  yielding  theii 
evening  sacrifice  of  incense  :  this  new  scent  is 
neither  of  shrub  nor  flower ;  it  is—J  know  it 
well — it  is  Mr.  Rochester's  cigar.  I  kM)k  round 
and  I  listen.  I  see  trees  laden  with  ripening 
fruit.  I  hear  a  nightingale  warbling  in  a  wood 
half  a  mile  off;  no  moving  form  is  v^ible,  no 
coming  step  audible*;  but  that  perfume  in 
creases :  I  must  flee.  I  nrake  for  the  wicket 
leading  to  the  shrubbery,  and  I  see  Mr.  Ruoh- 
.ester  entering.  I  step  aside  into  the  ivy  re- 
cess ;  he  will  not  stay  long  ;  he  will  soon  return 
whence  he  came,  and  if  I  sit  here  h6  will  nev- 
er see  me. 

But  no — eventide  is  as  pleasant  to  him  as  to 
me,  and  this  antique  garden  as  attractive  ;  and 
he  strolls  on,  now  lifting  the  gooseberry-treo 
branches  to  look  at  the  fruit,  large  as  plums, 
with  which  they  are  laden— now  taking  a  ripe 
cherry  from  the  wall — now  stooping  toward  a 
knot  of  flowers,  either  to  inhale  their  fragrance 
or  to  admire  the  dew-beads  on  their  petals.  A 
great  moth  goes  humming  by  me ;  it  alighta  on 
a  plant  at  Mr.  Rochester's  feet ;  he  sees  it,  and 
bends  to  examine  it. 

"  Now  he  has  his  back  toward  me,"  tl¥>ught 
I,  *'  and  he  is  occupied,  too ;  perhaps,  if  I  walk 
softly,  I  can  slip  away  unnoticed." 

I  trod  on  an  edging  of  turf,  that  the  crackle 
of  the  pebbly  gravel  might  not  betray  me    be 
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was  standing  amonf  the  beds  at  a  yard  or  two 
distant  from  where  I  had  to  pass ;  tho  moth  ap- 
parently engaged  him.  "  I  shall  get  by  very 
well/*  I  meditated.  As  I  crossed  his  shadow, 
thrown  long  over  the  garden  by  the  moon,  not 
yet  risen  high,  he  said  qnietly,  without  taming, 

"  Jane,  come  and  look  td  this  fellow." 

I  had  made  'no  noise — he  had  not  eyes  behind 
—could  his  shadow  feel  1  I  started  at  first,  and 
then  I  approached  him. 

"  Look  at  his  wings."  said  he ;  "  he  reminds 
me  rather  of  a  West  Indian  insect ;  one  does 
not  oden  see  so  large  and  gay  a  night-rover  in 
England.    There !  he  is  flown." 

The  moth  roamed  away;  I  was  sheepishly 
retreating  also,  hut  Mr.  Rochester  foUowedime, 
and  when  we  reached  the  wicket  he  said — 

«**Turn  back:  on  so  lovely  a  night  it  is  a 
shame  to  sit  in  the  house ;  and  surely  no  one 
can  wish  to  g»  to  bed  while  sunset  is  thus  at 
meeting  with  nfioonrise." 

It  is  one  of  my  faults,  that  though  my  tongue 
is  sometimes  prompt  enough  at  answer,  there 
are  times  when  it  sadly  fails  me  in  framing  an 
excuse ;  and  always  the  lapse  occurs  at  some 
crisis,  when  a  facile  word  or  plausible  pretext 
is  specially  wanted  to  get  me  out  of  painful  em- 
barrassment. I  did  not  like  to  walk  at  this 
hour  alone  with  Mr.  Rochester  in  the  shadowy 
orchard  ;  but  I  could  not  find  a  reason  to  allege 
for  leaving  him.  I  followed  with*  lagging  step, 
and  thoughts  busily  k>ent  on  discovering  a  means 
of  extrication  ;  but  he  himself  looked  so  com- 
posed and  so  grave  also,  I  became  ashamed  of 
feeling  any  confusion ;  the  evil — if  evil  existent 
or  perspective  there  was — seemed  to  lie  with 
me  only  ;  liis  mind  was  unconscious  and  quiet. 

*'  Jane,"  he  recommenced,  as  we  entered  the 
laurel-waik,  and  slowly  strayed  down  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  sunk  fence  and  the  horse-chest- 
nut, '*  Thornfield  is  a  pleasant  place  in  summer, 
is  it  noli" 

"Yes,  sir." 

'*  You  must  have  become  in  some  degree  at- 
tached to  the  house — ^you,  who  have  an  eye  ft»r 
natural  beauties,  and  a  good  deal  of  the  organ 
of  adhesiveness?" 

"  I  am  attached  to  it,  indeed." 

"  And^hongh  I  don't  comprehend  how  it  is, 
I  perceive  you  have  acquked  a  degree  of  regard 
for  that  foolish  little  child  Adele,  too ;  and  even 
for  simple  dame  Fairfax  V*  ^ 

**  Yes,  sir ;  in  diflTerent  ways,  I  have  an  af- 
fection for  both." 

'*  And  would  be  sorry  to  part  with  them  V* 

**Ye8." 

*'  Pity !"  he  said,  and  sighed  and  paused.  "  It 
is  always  the  way  of  events  in  this  life,"  he 
continued  presently ;  **  no  sooner  have  you  got 
settled  in  a  pleasant  resting-place,  than  a  voice 
calls  out  to  yon  to  rise  and  move  on,  for  the 
hour  of  repose  is  expired." 

"Must  I  move  on,  sir?"  I  asked.  "Must  I 
eave  Thornfield  1" 

"I  believe  you  mnst,  Jane.  I  am  sorry, 
lanet ;  but  I  believe,  indeed,  you  must."  ^ 

This  was  a  blow ;  but  I  did  not  let  it  pros- 
rate  me. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  shall  be  ready  when  the  order 
V  march  comes." 

"  It  is  come  now — I  must  give  it  to-night." 

**Theo  you  are  going  to  be  married,  sirl" 


"Ex-acl-ly— pre-cise-ly ;   with  yoor 
acoteness,  you  have  hit  the  nail  straight  on  tto 
head." 

"Soon,  sir!" 

"Very  soon,  my ,  that  is,  Miss  Eyre; 

and  you'll  remember,  Jane,  the  first  time  I,  or 
Rumour,  plainly  intimated  to  yon  that  it  was 
my  intention  to  put  my  old  bachelor's  neck  iolo 
the  sacred  noose,  to  enter  into  the  holy  estate 
of  matrimony — to  take  Miss  Ingram  to  my  bo- 
som, in  short  (she's  an  extensive  armful :  bat 
that's  not  to  the  point— one  can't  have  too 
much  of  such  a  very  excellent  thing  as  my 
beautiful  Blanche)— well,  as  I  was  saying- 
listen  to  me  Jane !  You're  not  turning  your 
head  to  look  aAer  more  moths,  are  you  ?  That 
was  only  a  lady-clock,  child,  'flying  away 
home.'  I  wish  to  remind  you  that  it  was  yau 
who  first  said  to  me,  with  that  discretion  I  re- 
spect in  you— with  that  foresight,  prudence,  and 
humility  which  befit  yoor  responsible  and  de- 
pendent position — that  in.  case  I  married  Miss 
Ingram,  both  you  and  little  Adele  bad  better 
trot  forthwith.  I  pass  over  the  sort  of  slur  con- 
veyed in  this  suggestion  on  the  character  of  mj 
beloved ;  indeed,  when  you  are  far  away,  Jarwt, 
I'll  try  to  forget  it ;  I  shall  notice  only  its  wis 
dom,  which  is  such  that  I  have  made  it  mjlaw 
of  action.  Ad^le  roust  go  to  school,  and  yoo, 
Miss  Eyre,  must  get  a. new  situation." 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  will  advertise  immediately ;  and 
meantime,  I  suppose—"  I  was  ffoing  to  say, 
**  I  suppose  I  may  slay  here  till  I  find  anotbet 
shelter  to  betake  myself  to ;"  but  I  stopped, 
feeling  it  would  not  do  to  risk  a  long  sentence, 
for  my  voice  was  not  quite  under  commaod. 

"  In  about  a  month  I  hope  to  be  a  bride* 
groom,"  continued  Mr.  Rochester ;  "  and  in  tbe 
in^rim,  I  shall  myself  look  out  for  employmeat 
anVan  asylum  for  you." 

"  Thank  you,  air ;  I  atn  sorry  to  give—" 

"  Oh,  no  need  to  apologize  !  I  consider  that 
when  a  dependent  does  her  duty  as  well  as  yoa 
have  done  yours  she  has  a  sort  of  claim  opoa 
her  employer  for  any  little  assistance  he  caa 
conveniently  render  her ;  indeed,  I  have  already, 
through  my  future  mother-in-law,  heard  of  a 
place  that  1  think  will  suit ;  it  is  to  undertake 
the  education  of  the  five  dau£hters  of  Mrs.  Difl- 
nysius  O'Gall  of  Bittemutt  Lodge,  Connaaght, 
Ireland.  You'll  like  Ireland,  I  think:  they're 
such  warm-hearted  people  there,  they  aay.** 

"  It  is  &  long  way  ofl^,  sir." 

"  No  matter — a  girl  of  your  sense  will  aot 
object  to  the  voyage  or  the  distance." 

"  Not  the  voyage,  but  the  disunce ;  and  tbea 
the  sea  is  a  barrier*—" 

"  From  what,  Jane  1" 

"  From  England ;  and  from  Thornfield ;  and—" 

"  Well  r» 

"  From  yoUf  sir."  .. 

I  said  this  almost  involuBnarily ;  and,  with  as 
little  sanction  of  free  will/my  tears  gushed  oat 
I  did  not  cry  so  as  to  £e  beard,  however;  I 
avoided  sobbing.  The  t Ihought  of  Mrs.  O'Gall 
and  Bittemutt  Lodge  strnck  cold  to  my  heart; 
and  colder  the  thought  of|^all  the  brine  and  foam, 
it  seemed,  t£>  rush  betwocn  me  and 


destined,  as  ■  m- 

the  master,  at  whose  e/ide  i  now  walked 
coldest  at  the  remerobriranoe  of  the  wider 
— wealth,  caste,  costCj^n  intervened  between 
and  what  I  naturaUy   and  ineviuUy  loTod." 


and 
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"It  18  a  iongf^y,"  I  again  said. 
**It  is,  x>  be  sure ;  and  when  yoa  get  to  Bit- 
ernutt  Lodge,  Conaaaglit,  Ireland*  I  shall  nev- 
r  Me  you  again,  Jane :  that's  morally  certain. 
I  never  go  over  to  Ireland,  not  having  myself 
'  mueh  of  a  faney  for  the  eoantry.    We  have 
aeea  good  friends,  Jane,  have  we  nott" 
*•  Yes,  sir." 

"  And  when  IHends  are  on  the  ev^  of  separa- 
tion, they  like  to  spend  the  liule  time  that  re- 
natos  to  them  close  to  each  other.  Come, 
weUl  talk  over  the  voyage  and  the  parting  quiet- 
ly, half  an  hoar  or  so,  while  the  stars  enter  into 
their  shining  lile  op  in  heaven  yonder ;  here  is 
the  ohestnot-tree ;  here  is  the  bench  at  its  old 
roots.  Come,  we  will  sit  there  in  peace  to- 
night, though  we  should  never  more  be  destined 
to  sit  there  together."    He  seated  me  and  him- 

*^  It  is  a  long  way  to  Ireland,  Janet,  and  I  an 
Sony  to  send  my  little  friend  on.  such  weaiy 
travels ;  but  if  I  can't  do  better,  how  is  it  to  be 
helped  !  Are  yoa  any  thing  akin  to  me,  do  yon 
think,  Janet" 

I  could  risk  no  sort  of  answer  by  this  tiBie ; 
my  heart  was  full. 

*' Because,"  he  said,  **I  aometknea  ha^e  a 
queer  feeling  with  regard  to  you,  espeoially 
whoa  yon  are  near  me^  as  now ;  it  is  as  if  I 
had  a  string  somewhere  under  my  left  ribs, 
tightly  and  inextricably  knotted  to  a  similar 
string  aitoated  in  the  corresponding  quarter  of 
your  little  frame.  And  if  that  boisterous  chan- 
nel, and  two  hundred  miles  or  so  of  land  oome 
broad  between  us,  I  am  afraid  that  cord  of  com- 
munion will  be  snapped ;  and  then  I've  a  nerv- 
ous notion  I  should  take  to  bleeding  inwardly. 
JU  for  you,  you'd  forget  me." 

**Tbat  I  neoer  should,  sir;  you  know-*-"  iiB* 
poaaible  to  proceed. 

"Jane,  do  you  hear  that  nightingale  singing 
m  the  wood  t    Listen !" 
//la  listening,  I  sobbed  convulsively;  fat  I 
eottld  repress  what  I  endured  no  longer ;  I  was 
obliged  to  yield ;  and  I  was  shaken  from  bead 
to  foot  with  acute  distress.    When  I  did  speak, 
it  was  only  to  express  an  impetnous  wish  that 
I  had  never  been  bom,  or  never  come  to  Tborar 
field. 
•«  Becaose.  you  are  sorry  to  leave  it  V 
The  vehemence  of  emotion,  stirred  by  grief 
ind  love  within  me,  was  claiming  mastery,  and 
Btruggl'mg  for  full  sway  and  asserting  a  right 
to  predominate — to  overcome,  to  live,  rise,  and 
raigD  at  last ;  yes,  and  to  speak.  ^ 

*'  I  grieve  tq  leave  Thorn/ield ;  I  love  Thorn- 
field  ;  I  love  it,  because  I  have  lived  in  it  a  full 
and  delightful  life,  momentarily  at  least.  I 
have  not  been  trampled  on.  I  have  not  been 
petrified.  I  have  not  been  buried  with  inferior 
minds,  and  exchided  from  every  glimpse  of  com- 
munion with  what  is  bright,  and.  energetic,  and 
high.  I  have  talked,  £m  to  face,  with  what  I 
reverence;  with  what  I  delight  in,  with  an 
original,  a  vigorous,  an  expanded  mind.  I  have 
fcno^n  you,  Mr.  Rochester ;  and  it  strikes  me 
writb  terror  and  anguish  to  feel  I  absolutely 
most  be  torn  from  you  forever.  I  see  the  ne- 
cevsity  of  departure ;  and  it  ifi  like  looking  on 
the  necessity  of  death." 

•*  Where  do  you  see  the  neoeasity  1"  he  ask- 


•*  Where  1  Ton,  sir.  have  placed  it  before  dm.** 

**  In  what  sliape  V 

**  In  the  shape  of  Miss  Ingram ;  a  noble  and 
beautiful  woman,  your  bride." 

«' My  bride!    What  bride  1    I  have  no  bride-!" 

*•  But  you  will  have." 

"  Yea ;  I  will  I  I  wiU  I"    He  set  his  teeth. 
•    "  Then  I  must  go ;  you  have  said  it  yourself. " 

"  No ;  you  most  stay !  I  swear  it,  and  the 
oath  shall  be  kept." 

*'  I  tell  you  I  must  go !"  I  retorted,  roused  to 
something  like  passion.  *'Do  you  think  I  cib 
stay  to  become  nothing  to  you  1  Do  you  think 
I  am  an  automaton  1  a  machine  without  foel-  , 
ings  t  and  can  bear  to  have  my  morsel  of  breail  ' 
snatched  from  my  lips,  and  my  drop  of  living 
water  dashed  from  my  cop  t  Do  you  think,  be- 
cause I  am  poor,  obscure,  plain,  and  little,  I  am 
soulless  and  heartleea  t  Yon  think  wrong !  I 
have  as  much  soul  as  you,  and  full  as  much 
heart !  And  if  God  had  gifted  me  with  some 
beauty,  and  mach  wealth,  I  should  have  made 
it  as  bard  for  yon  to  leave  me,  as  it  is  now  for 
roe  to  leave  yon.  I  am  not  talking  to  yoq  now 
through  the  medium  of  custom,  cooventioBBli* 
ties,  nor  even  of  mortal  flesh ;  it  is  my  spirit 
that  addresses  your  spirit ;  just  as  if  both  had 
passed  through  the  grave,  and  we  atood  at 
Qod*s  feet,  equal — as  we  are !" 

<'As  we  are!'*  repeated  Mr.  Rochester-* 
"80,"  he  added,  indesing  me  in  his  aroMb 
gathering  me  to  his  breast,  pressuig  hia  lips  oa 
my  lips :  80,  Jane  !" 

**  Yes,  so,  sir,"  I  rejoined :  <*  and  yet  not  so ; 
for  you  are  a  married  man-^nir  as  good  as  a 
married  man,  and  wed  to  one  inferior  to  yoa— 
to  one  with  whom  you  have  no  sympathy-^*- 
whom  I  do  not  bel|eve  yon  truly  love;  for  I 
have  seen  and  heard  you  sneer  at  her.  I  would 
scorn  such  a  uifion ;  therefore  I  am  better  thaa. 
you — ^ietmego!" 

•«  Where,  Jane  t  to  Ireland  1" 

**  Yes — to  Ireland.    I  have  spoken  my  mind,  < 
and  can  go  any  where  now." 

**  Jane,  be  still ;  don*t  struggle  so,  like  a  wild, 
frantic  bird  that  is  rending  its  own  plumage  in 
ita  desperation." 

'*  I  am  no  bird ;  and  no  net  insnares  me :  I  ■ 
am  a  free,  human  being,  with  an  independent 
will ;  which  I  now  exert  to  leave  yon." 

Another  effort  set  me  at  liberty,  and  I  stood 
erect  before  him. 

*«  And  your  will  shall  decide  your  destiny," 
he  aaid:  I  offy  you  my^haad,  my  heart,  and  a 
share  of  all  my  possessions." 

"  You  play  a  fhroe,  which  I  merely  laugh  at' 

<*  I  ask  >oa  to  pass  throngh  life  at  my  side*-* 
to  be  my  second  self,  and  beat  earthly  com  • 
panion." 

*'  For  that  fate  you  have  already  made  yoni 
choiqp^and  must  abide  by  it." 

"Jane,  be  stiU  a  few  momenta:  yoa  are 
overexcited :  I  will  be  stfll  too." 

A  waft  of  wind  eame  sweeping  down  the 
laurel-walk,  and  trembled  through  the  boughs 
of  the  chestnut :  it  wandered  away—- away— 4o 
an  indefinite  distance— it  died.  The  nightin- 
gale's song  was  then  the  only  voice  of  the  boor : 
in  listening  to  it,  I  again  wept.  Mr.  Rochester 
sat  quiet,  looking  at  me  gently  and  seriously. 
Some  time  passed  before  he  spoke ;  he  at  last 
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«*  Come  to  my  side,  Jane,  and  let  as  explain 
and  understand  one  another." 

**I  will  .lever  again  come  to  your  side :  I  am 
torn  awa>  now,  and  can  not  return." 

"  But,  Jane,  I  summon  you  as  my  wife :  it  is 
you  only  I  intend  to  marry.*' 

I  was  silent :  I  thought  he  mocked  me. 

"  Come,  Jane— come  hither." 

*«  Your  bride  stands  between  us." 

He  rose,  and  with  a  stride  reached  me. 

"  My  bride  is  here,"  be  said,  again  drawing 
roe  to  him,  **  because  my  equal  is  here,  and  my 
likeness.    Jane,  will  you  many  me  1" 

Still  I  did  not  answer,  and  still  I  writhed 
'  myself  from  his  grasp ;  for  I  was  still  incred- 

ttlOQS. 

**  Do  yon  doubt  me,  Jane  V 

«  Entirely." 

«*  You  bare  no  faith  in  mel" 

«NotawKii." 

*« Am  la  liar  in  your  eyesi"  he  asked  pas- 
sionately. *•  Little  skeptic  you  tfudl  be  con- 
vinced. What  love  have  I  for  Miss  Ingram  t 
None,  and  that  you  know.  What  love  has  she 
for  me  t  None,  as  I  have  taken  pains  to  prove  : 
I  caused  a  rumor  to  reach  her  that  my  fortune 
was  not  a  third  of  what  was  supposed,  and  after 
that  I  presented  myself  to  see  the  result :  it 
was  coldness  both  from  her  and  her  mother.  I 
would  not — I  could  not — marry  Miss  Ingram. 
You  —  you  strange  —  you  almost  unearthly 
thing!  I  love  as  my  own  flesh.  You  —  poor 
and  obscure,  and  small  and  plain  as  you  are — I 
entreat  to  accept  me  as  a  husband." 

**  What,  me !"  I  ejaculated,  beginning  in  his 
earnestness— and  especially  in  his  incivility — 
to  credit  his  sincerity  ;  "me,  who  have  not  a 
friend  in  the  world  but  you — ^if  you  are  my 
firiend ;  not  a  shilling  bat  what  you  have  given 
mel" 

*<  You,  Jane.  I  must  have  you  for  my  own 
—entirely  my  own.  Will  you  be  mine!  Say 
yes,  quickly." 

"  Mr.  Rochester,  let  me  look  at  your  face ; 
torn  to  the  moonlight" 

"Whyl" 

**  Because  I  want  to  read  your  countenance ; 
turn!" 

"  There ;  you  will  find  it  scarcely  more  legi- 
ble than  a  crumpled,  scratched  page.  Read 
on ;  only  make  haste,  for  I  sufler." 

His  face  was  very  much  agitated  and  very 
much  flushed,  and  there  were  strong  workings 
in  the  features,  and  strAige  gleaoiB  in  the  eyes. 

**  Oh,  Jane,  you  torture  me !"  he  exclaimed. 
*'  With  that  searching  and  yet  faithful  and  gen- 
erous look  you  torture  me !"  • 

**  How  can  I  do  that  1  If  you  are  true,  and 
your  offer  real,  ray  only  feelings  to  you  must 
be  gratitude  and  devotion— they  can  not  tor- 
ture." 4  9 

** Gratitude !"  he  ejaculated;  and  added 
wildly— "  Jane,  accept  me  quickly.  Say,  Ed- 
ward-give me  my  name— Edward,  I  will  mar- 
ry you." 

**Are  you  in  earnest  1  Do  yon  truly  love 
mel  Do  you  sincerely  wish  me  to  be  your 
wifel" 

*«  I  do ;  and  if  an  oath  is  necessary  to  satisfy 
vou,  I  swear  it." 
"  Then,  sir,  I  will  marry  you." 
••  Edward — mr  little  wife !» 


••Dear  Edward!"  • 

<*  Come  to  me — come  to  me  entirely  now,* 
said  he ;  and  added,  in  his  deepest  tone,  speak- 
ing in  my  ear  as  his  cheek  was  laid  on  mine, 
"  Make  my  happiness — I  will  make  yours."       , 

"God  pardon  me!"  he  subjoined  ere  long, 
"  and  man  meddle  not  with  me ;  I  have  her, 
and  will  hold  her." 

"  There  is  no  one  to  meddle,  sir.  I  baTe  no 
kindred  to  interfere." 

"  No— that  is  the  best  of  it,"  he  said.  And 
if  I  had  loved  him  less  I  shoukl  Have  thoogbt 
his  accent  and  look  of  exultation  savage ;  but, 
sitting  by  him,  roused  from  the  nightmare  of 
parting — called  to  the  paradise  of  union— I 
thought  only  of  the  bliss  given  roe  to  drink  in 
so  abundant  a  flow.  Again  and  again  he  said, 
**  Are  you  happy,  Jane  1"  And  again  and  agaia 
I  answered,  •«  Yes."  After  which  he  mmrnnr; 
ed,  *'  It  will  atone — it  will  atone.  Have  I  not 
found  her  friendless,  and  cold,  and  comfortless! 
Will  I  not  guard,  and  cherish,  and  solace  berf 
Is  there  not  love  in  my  heart,  and  constancy  in 
my  resolves!  It  will  expiate  at  God*s  tribonsL 
I  know  my  Maker  sanctions  what  I  do.  For 
the  world*s  judgment — I  wash  my  hands  there 
of.    For  man's  opinion— I  defy  it." 

But  what  had  befallen  the  night  1  The  moon 
was  not  yet  set,  and  we  were  all  in  shadow ;  I 
could  scarcely  see  my  master's  face,  near  as  I 
was.  And  what  ailed  the  chestnut-tree  t  It 
writhed  and  groaned,  while  wind  roared  in  the 
laurel-walk,  and  came  sweeping  over  us. 

"We  must  go  in,"  said  Mr.  Rochester: 
*'  the  weather  changes.  1  could  have  sat  with 
thee  till  morning,  Jane." 

"■  And  so,"  thought  I,  <*  could  I  with  yoo."  I 
should  have  said  so,  perhaps,  but  a  livid,  vivid 
spark  leaped  out  of  a  cloud  at  which  I  was 
looking,  and  there  was  a  crack,  a  crash,  and  a 
close  rattling  peal ;  and  I  thought  only  of  hid- 
ing my  dazzled  eyes  against  Mr.  Roehealer'a 
shoulder.  The  rain  rushed  down.  He  hurried 
me  up  the  walk,  through  the  grounds,  and  int* 
the  house ;  but  we  were  quite  wet  before  wn 
could  pass  the  threshold.  He  was  taking  off 
my  shawl  in  the  hall,  and  shaking  the  water 
out  of  my  loosened  hair,  when  Mrs.  Fairfax 
emerged  from  her  room.  I  did  not  observe 
her  at  first,  nor  did  Mr.  Rochester.  The  lamp 
was  lighted.  The  clock  was  on  the  stroke  oC 
twelve. 

•*  Hasten  to  take  ofl*  your  wet  things,"  said 
he:  **and  before  yon  go,  good- night— good- 
night, my  darling  !*' 

He  kissed  me  repeatedly.     When  J  looked 
up,  on  leaving  his  arms,  there  stood  the  widow, 
pale,  grave,  and  amazed.    I  only  smiled  at  ber« 
and  ran  up  stairs.    **  Explanation  will  do  Ibr 
another  time,"  thought  I.    Still,  vrhcn  I  readi- 
ed my  chamber,  I  felt  a  pang  at  the  idea  ahe 
should  even  temporarily  miseonstroe  what  aha 
had  seen.    But  joy  soon  effaced  every  otHer 
feeling ;  and  loud  as  the  wind  Uew,  near  and 
deep  as  the  thunder  crashed,  fierce  and  fre* 
quent  as  the  lightning  gleamed,  cataract-bke  aa 
the  rain  fell  during  a  storm  of  two  hours'  de- 
ration, I  experienced  no  fear,  and  little  a^va^ 
Mr.  Rochester  came  thrice  to  my  door  in  ^lia 
course  of  it,  to  ask  if  I  was  safe  and  tianqnU  ^ 
and  that  was  comfort,  that  was  strength 
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B«fore  I  left  my  bed  in  the  morning,  little 
Ad^le  came  running  in  to  tell  me  that  the 
great  horse-chestnut  at  the  bottom  of  the  or- 
chard had  been  struck  by  lightning  in  the  night, 
and  half  of  it  split  away. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

As  I  rose  and  dressed,  I  thought  over  what 
had  happened,  and  wondered  if  it  were '  a 
dream.  I  couM  not  be  certain  of  the  reality 
till  I  l^ad  seen  Mr.  Rochester  again,  and  heard 
him  renew  his  words  of  love  ai^  promise. 

While  arranging  my  hair,  I  looked  at  my  face 
in  the  glass,  and  felt  it  was  no  longer  plain ; 
there  was  hope  in  its  aspect  and  life  in  its  col- 
or ;  and  my  eyes  seemed  as  if  they  had  beheld 
th«  fount  of  fruition,  and  borrowed  beanw  from 
the  lustrous  ripple.  I  had  often  been  unwilling 
to  look  9f,  my  master,  because  I  feared  he  could 
not  be  pleased  at  my  look,  but  I  was  sure  I 
might  lilt  my  face  to  bis  now  and  not  cool  his 
aflection  by  its  expression.  I  took  a  plain  but 
elean  and  light  summer  dress  from  my  drawer 
and  put  it  on ;  it  seemed  no  attire  had  ever  so 
well  become  me,  because  none  had  I  ever  worn 
in  so  blissful  a  mood. 

I  was  not  surprised,  when  I  ran  down  into 
the  ball,  to  see  that  a  brilliant  June  morn  ins 
had  succeeded  to  the  tempest  of  the  night,  and 
to  feel,  tbroOgh  the  open  glass  door,  the  breath^ 
ing  of  a  fresh  and  fragrant  breeze.  Nature 
most  be  gladsome  when  I  was  so  happy.  A 
beggar-woman  and  her  little  boy,  pale,  ragged 
objects  both,  were  coming  up  the  walk,  and  I 
Fan  down  and  gave  them  all  the  money  I  hap- 
pened to  have  in  my  purse,  some  three  or  four 
ahiJlings ;  good  or  bad  they  must  partake  of  my 
jubilee.  The  rooks  cawed,  and  blither  birds 
aong ;  but  notbinf  was  so  meny  or  so  musical 
as  my  own  rejoicmg  heart. 

Mrs.  Fairfax  surprised  me  by  looking  out  of 
the  window  with  a  sad  countenance,  and  say- 
ingt  gravely,  "Miss  Eyre,  will  you  come  to 
breakfast!'*  During  the  meal  she  was  quiet 
and  cool,  but  I  could  not  undeceive  her  then. 
I  must  wait  for  my  master  to  give  explana- 
tions ;  and  so  must  she.  I  ate  what  I  could, 
and  then  I  hastened  up  stairs.  I  met  AdMe 
leaving  the  school-room. 

'*  Where  are  you  going  t  It  is  time  for  les- 
0ons.** 

"  Mr.  Rochester  has  sent  me  away  to  the 
Barsery." 

-Where  is  he  V 

"  In  there,''  pointing  to  the  apartment  she 
had  led ;  and  I  went  in,  and  there  he  stood. 

**  Come,  and  bid  me  good-morning,"  said  he. 
I  gladly  advanced,  and  it  was  nut  merely  a  cold 
ivord  now,  or  even  a  shake  of  the  band  that  I 
i«oeived,  but  an  embrace  and  a  kiss.  It  seem- 
ed natural ;'  it  seemed  genial  to  be  so  well- 
loTed,  so  caressed  by  him. 

**  Jane,  /ou  look  blooming,  and  smiling,  and 
pr«ity,"  sail  he ;  "  truly  preity  this  morning. 
fa  this  my  pale  little  elfl  Is  this  my  mustard- 
seed  1  This  little  sunny-faced  girl,  with  the 
Jimpled  cheiek  and  rosy  lips ;  the  satin-smooth 
liaSBl  hair,  ^nd  the  radjant  haxel  eyesV    (I 


the  mistake,  for  him,  they  were  new-dyed,  I 
suppose.) 

"  It  is  Jane  Eyre,  sir." 

**  Soon  to  be  Jane  Rochester,**  he  added  * 
**  in  four  weeks,  Janet,  not  a  day  more.  Dc 
you  hear  that  1** 

I  did,  and  I  could  not  quite  comprehend  it ; 
it  made  me  giddy.  The  feeling,  the  announce- 
ment sent  through  me,  was  something  stronger 
than  was  consistent  with  joy,  something  that 
smote  and  stunned ;  it  was,  I  think,  lUraost 
fear. 

**  Ton  blushed,  and  now  you  are  white,  Jane ', 
what  is  that  for  ?" 

**  Because  you  gave  me  a  new  name — Jane 
Rochester ;  and  it  seems  so  strange.'* 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Rochester,*' said  he;  "young 
Mrs.  Rochester;  Fairfax  Rocbester*s  girl- 
bride.'* 

"  It  can  never  be,  sir ;  it  does  not  sound 
likely.  Human  beings  never  enjoy  complete 
happiness  in  this  world.  I  was  not  horn  for  a 
different  destiny  to  the  rest  of  my  species ;  to 
imagine  such  a  lot  befalling  me  is  a  fairy  tale, 
a  day-dream." 

"  Which  I  can  and  will  realize.  I  shall  bo- 
gin  to-day.  This  morning  I  wrote  to  my  banker 
in  London  to  send  me  certain  jewels  lie  has  in 
his  keeping,  heir-looms  for  the  ladies  of  Thorn- 
field:  In  a  day  or  two  I  hope  to  pour  them  into 
your  lap ;  for  every  privilege,  every  attention 
shall  be  yours,  that  I  would  accord  a  peer's 
daughter,  if  about  to  many  her.'* 

**  Oh,  sir !  never  mind  jewels !  I  don't  like 
to  hear  them  spoken  of.  Jewels  for  Jane  Eyre 
sounds  unnatural  and  strange ;  I  would  rather 
not  have  them.'* 

"  I  will  myself  put  the  diamond  chain  round 
your  neck,  and  the  circlet  on  your  forehead, 
which  it  will  become :  for  nature,  at  least,  has 
stamped  her  patent  of  nobility  on  this  brow, 
Jane ;  and  I  will  clasp  the  bracelets  pn  these 
fine  wrists,  and  load  these  faiiy-like  fingers 
with  rings."  • 

"  No,  no,  sir !  think  of  other  subjects,  and 
speak  of  other  things,  and  in  another  strain. 
Don't  address  me  as  if  I  were  a  beauty ;  I  am 
your  plain,  Quakerish  governess.** 

**  You  are  a  beauty,  in  my  eyes ;  and  a  beau- 
ty just  after  the  desire  of  my  own  heart,  deli- 
cate and  atrial.'* 

"Puny  and  insignificant,  yon  mean.  Yoa 
are  dreaming,  sir— or,  you  are  sneering.  For 
God's  sake,  .don't  be  ironical !" 

"  I  will  make  the  world  acknowledge  you  a 
beauty,  too,'*  he  went  on,  while  I  really  be- 
came uneasy  at  the  strain  he  had  adopted  ;  be- 
cause I  felt  he  was  either  deluding  himself  or 
trying  to  delude  me.  "  I  will  attire  my  Jane 
in  satin  and  lace,  and  she  shall  have  roses  in 
her  hair,  and  I  will  cover  the  head  I  love  best 
with  a  priceless  veil.** 

"  And  then  yon  won't  know  roe,  sir ;  and  I 
shall  not  be  your  Jane  Eyre  any  longer,  but  an 
ape  in  a  barlequin*s  jacket-^a  jay  in  borrowed 
plames.  I  would  as  soon  see  yon,  Mr.  Roches- 
ter, tricked  out  in  stage-trappings,  as  myself 
clad  in  a  court-lady's  robe ;  and  I  don't  call 
you  handsome,  jsir,. though  I  love  you  most 
dearly— far  too  dearly  to  flatter  you.  Dpnt 
flatter  me." 
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noticing  my  deprecation.  ''This  Terjr  day  I 
•hall  take  >ou  in  the  carriage  to  Milloote,  and 
yoa  must  choose  some  dresses  for  yourself.  I 
told  you  we  shall  be  married  in  four  weeks. 
The  wedding  is  to  uke  place  quietly,  in  the 
church  down  below  yonder;  and  then  I  shall 
waft  you  away  at  once  to  town.  After  a  brief 
stay  there,  I  shall  bear  vay  treasure  to  regions 
nearer  the  sun ;  to  French  vineyards  and  lul- 
ian  plains ;  and  she  shall  see  whatever  is  (a- 
.BDous  in  old  ^ory  and  in  modern  record ;  she 
shall  taste,  too,  of  the  life  of  cities ;  and  she 
shall  learn  to  value  herself  b(y  just  comparison 
with  others." 

*'  Shall  I  travel  1  and  with  you^  sir  T* 

*'  You  shall  sojourn  at  Paris,  Rome,  and  Na- 
ples ;  at  Florence,  Venice,  and  Vienna  ;  all  the 
ground  I  have  wandered  over  shall  be  re* trod- 
dren  by  you ;  wherever  I  stamped  my  hoof, 
your  sylph's  foot  shall  step  also.  Ten  years 
since,  I  flew  through  Europe  half  road,  with 
disgust,  hate,  and  rage,  as  my  companions; 
now  I  shall  revisit  it  healed  and  cleansed,  with 
a  very  angel  as  my  comforter." 

I  laughed  at  him  as  he  said  this.  "  I- an  not 
an  angel,*'  I  asserted ;  **and  I  will  nel  be  one 
tiU  I  die :  I  will  be  myself,  Mr.  Rochester ;  you 
ouifit  neither  expect  nor  exact  any  thing  celes- 
tial of  me,  for  you  will  not  get  it  any  more  than 
1.  shall  get  it  of  you,  which  I  do  not  at  all  an- 
ticipate." 

•'  What  do  y«>u  anticipate  of  mel** 

■'  Fur  a  little  while  you  will,  perhaps,  be  as 
yen  are  now,  a  very  little  while ;  and  then  you 
will  torn  cool;  and  then  you  will  be  capri- 
cious ;  and  thea  you  will  be  stern,  and  I  shall 
have  much  ado  to  please  you ;  but  when  you 
get  well  used  to  me,  yon  will,  perhaps,  like  me 
again,  like  roe,  I  say  not  /ow  me.  I  soppose 
your  love  will  effervesce  in  six  roontlis,  or  less. 
I  have  observed  in  books  written  by  men,  that 
period  assigned  as  the  farthest  to  which  a  hus- 
band's ardor  extends.  Yet,  after  sU,  as  a  friend 
and  companion,  I  hope  never  to  become  quite 
distssteful  to  my  dear  master." 

"  Distasteful !  and  like  you  again  !  I  think  I 
shall  like  yioo  again  and  yet  again ;  and  I  will 
make  you  confess  I  do  not  only  Uke,  but  low 
you — with  truth,  fervor,  constancy." 

**  Yet,  are  you  not  capricious,  sir?" 

**  To  women  who  please  me  only  by  .their 
faces,  I  am  the  very  devil  when  I  find  out  they 
have  neither  souls  nor  hearts — when  they  open 
to  me  a  perspective  of  flatness,  trivjality,  and, 
perhaps,  imbecility,  ooarseness,  and  ill-temper ; 
but  to  the  clear  eye  and  eloquent  tongue,  to  the 
soul  made  of  fire,  and  the  character  that  bends 
but  does  not  break — at  once  supple  and  stable, 
tractable  and  consistent — I  am  ever  tender  and 
true." 

*«  Had  you  ever  experience  of  such  a  charac- 
ter, sir  1    Did  you  ever  love  such  a  one  V 

"  I  love  it  now." 

*'  Bnt  before  me ;  if  I,  indeed,  in  any  respect 
come  up  to  that  difficult  standard  1" 

•*  I  never  met  your  likeness,  Jane ;  you  please 
me,  and  you  roaster  me— you  seem  to  submit, 
and  I  like  the  sense  of  pliancy  you  impart ;  and 
while  I  am  twining  the  soft,  silken  skein  mund 
~^y  finger,  it  sends  a  thrill  up  my  ana  to  my 

irt.    I  am  influenced— conquered ;  and  the 

Iqance  is  sweeter  than  I  can  express ;  and 


the  conquest  I  undergo  has  a  witchery  bcyeod 
any  trlamph  I  can  win.  Why  do  yon  smik^ 
Jane  1  What  does  that  inexplicable,  that  uo- 
ca»ny  turn  of  countenance  mean!" 

**I  was  thinking,  sir  (you  will  excnae  tbs 
idea ;  it  was  involuntary),  I  was  thinking  of 
Hercules  and  Samson  with  their  charmers—" 

"  You  were,  you  little,  elfish—" 

*'  Hush,  sir  I  You  don't  talk  very  wisely 
just  now;  any  more  than  those  gentlemeb 
acted  very  wisely.  However,  had  they  been 
married,  they  would,  no  doubt  by  their  severity 
as  husbands,  have  made  up  for  their  softness  as 
suitors ;  and  so  will  you,  I  fear.  I  wonder  hbv 
you  will  answer  me  a  year  hence,  should  I  ask 
a  favor  it  does  not  suit  your  convenience  or 
pleasure  to  grant." 

**Ask  me  something  now,  Janet — the  least 
thing ;  I  desire  to  be  entreated — " 

*Mndeed,  I  will  sir;  I  have  my  petition  all 
ready." 

/« Speak!  But  if  yon  look  np  and  smila 
with  that  countenance,  I  shall  swear 'coaces- 
sioa  before  I  know  to  what,  and  that  will  make 
a  fool  of  me." 

•*  Not  at  aU,  sir :  I  ask  only  this ;  don*t  seud 
for  the  jewels,  and  don't  crown  me  with  roaes ; 
you  might  as  well  put  a  border  of  gold  lace 
round  that  plain  pocket-handberohief  yon  have 
tbere.'» 

^  1  might  as  well « gild  refined  gold.'  I  know 
it ;  your  request  is 'granted,  then — ^for  the  time. 
I  will  remand  the  order  I  dispatched  to  my 
banker.  But  you  have  not  yet  asked  for  any 
thing ;  you  have  prayed  a  gift  to  be  withdrawn; 
try  again." 

**Well,  then,  sir;  have  the  goodneas  to 
gratify  ray  curiosity,  which  ia  much  piqued  on 
one  pomt.'* 

He  looked  diatnrhed.  ••What?  what !"  be 
said  hastily.  <«  Curiosity  is  a  dangeroun  peti- 
tioner ;  it  is  well  I  have  not  taken  a  vow  to 
accord  every  request—" 

**  But  there  can  be  no  danger  in  complying 
with  this,  sir." 

**  Utter  it,  Jane ;  but  I  wish  that  instead  of 
a  mere  inquiry  into,  perhaps  a  secret,  it  was  a 
wish  for  half  my  estate" 

**  Now,  king  Ahasoerus !  What  do  I  want 
with  half  your  estate  1  Do  you  think  I  am  a 
Jew-usurer,  peeking  good  investment  in  land! 
I  would  much  rather  have  all  your  confidence. 
You  will  not  exclude  me  from  your  confidence, 
if  you  admit  me  to  your  heart  1" 

"  You  are  welcome  to  all  of  my  confidence 
that  is  worth  having,  Jane;  but,  for  God's 
sake,  don't  desire  a  useless  burden !  Don*t 
long  for  poison--don't  turn  out  a  downright 
Eve  on  my  hands  !'* 

**  Why  not,  sir  1  You  have  just  been  telliiig 
me  bow  much  you  like  to  be  conquered,  and 
how  pleasant  overpersuasion  is  to  yon.  Donl 
you  think  I  had  better  take  advantage  of  the 
confession,  and  begin  and  coax,  and  entreat — 
even  cry  and  be  sulky  If  necessnry«»-fer  the 
sake  of  a  mere  enay  of  my  pc  wer  ?"• 

**  I  dare  you  to*  any  such  experin 
croacb,  presume  and  tfie  gasae  ia  up 

**Is  it,  sir!    You  soon  give  in. 
you  look  now  I    Your  eyebrows  h 
as  thick  as  my  finger,  and  ytnir 
semblea.  what,  in  some  verv  astoa 
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I  cmee  saw  styled,  *a  blue-piled  tbDnder4ott.' 
That  will  be  your  married  look,  sir,  I  suppose  1*' 
'Mf  that  will  be  your  married  look,  I  as  a 
Christian,  will  soon  give  up  the  notion  of  oon- 
•orting  with  a  mere  sprite  or  salamander.  Bat 
«rhat  bad  yon  to  ask,  thing  1—«ut  with  it'* 

•*  There,  you  are  less  than  civil  now ;  and  I 
like  rudeness  a  great  deal  better  than  flattery. 
1  had  rather  be  a  thmff  than  an  angel.  This  is 
what  I  have  to  ask :  Why  dkl  you  take  soeh 
paina  to  make  me  believe  you  wished  to  many 
Mias  Ingram  V* 

''  Is  that  all  1  Thank  God,  it  is  no  werae  V* 
And  now  he  anknit  his  blaek  brows ;  looked 
4own,  smiling  at  me,  and  stroked  my  hair,  as  if 
well  pleased  at  seeing  a  danger  averted.  *'  I 
think  I  may  confess^"  he  continued,  **even  al- 
ttiough  I  should  make  yon  a  little  indignant, 
lane— and  I  have  seen  what  a  fire-spirit  you 
BSD  be  when  you  are  indignant.  Yon  glowed 
In  the  cool  moonlight  last  night,  when  you 
natinied  against  fate,  and  claimed  your  rank 
IS  my  equal.  Janet,  by  the  by,  it  was  you  who 
made  me  the  offer." 

**  Of  course  I  did.  But  to  the  point,  if  you 
please,  sir— Miss  Ingram!" 

"  Weil,  I  feigned  courtship  of  Miss  Ingram, 
beeanae  I  wished  to  render  you  as  madly  in 
tove  with  me  as  I  was  with  you ;  and  I  knew 
jealousy  would  be  the  best  ally  I  could  call  in 
for  the  furtherance  of  that  end.*' 

*'  Excellent !  Now  you  are  small — ^not  one 
whit  bigger  than  the  end  of  my  little  finger.  It 
waa  a  burning  shame,  and  a  scandalous  die- 
^ce  to  act  in  that  way  Did  you  think  noth- 
ing of  Miss  Ingram*s  feelings,  sir  t** 

"Her  feelings  are  concentrated  in  one-- 
pride ;  and  that  needs  humbling.  Were  you 
jealous,  Jane  1'* 

*•  Never  mind,  Mr.  Rochester ;  it  is  in  no 
way  interesting  to  you  to  know  that.  Answer 
me  truly  once  more.  Do  you  think  Miss  In- 
gram will  not  suffer  from  your  dishonest 
ooqaetryl  Won't  she  feel  forsaken  and  de- 
serted 1'* 

**  Impossible ! — when  I  told  you  how  she,  on 
the  contrary,  deserted  me ;  the  idea  of  m^  in- 
solvency eooled»  or.  rather,  extinguished,  her 
flame  in  a  moment.** 

**You  have  a  curious  designl.^g  mind,  Mr. 
Rochester.  I  am  afraid  your  principles  on 
some  points  are  eccentric.** 

**My  principles  were  never  trained,  Jane; 
they  may  have  grown  a  little  awry  for  want  of 
aAlentiua.*' 

«*Once  again,  seriously.  May  I  enjoy  the 
great  good  that  has  been  vouchsafed  to  me, 
wittMMit  fearing  that  any  one  else  is  suflfering 
the  bitter  pain  I  myself  felt  a  while  agol*' 

••  That  you  may,  my  good  Uttle  girl :  there  is 
not  another  being  in  the  world  has  the  same 
pare  love  f4>r  roe  as  yourself— for  I  lay  tlMt 
pleasant  unction  to  my  soul,  Jane,  a  belief  in 
year  afleciion.'* 

1  riroed  my  lips  to  the  band  that  lay  on  my 
ahOBlder.    I  ^ved  him  very  much — more  than 
I  ocrakt  trosv  myself  to  say — more  than  words 
express. 

lething  more,**  he  said  presently ; 

light  to  be  entreated,  and  to  yield.** 

in  ready  with  my  request.    **  Com- 

ir  intentions  to  Mrs.  Fairfax,  air : 
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•be  saw  me  with  y»u  last  n!|^t  in  the  hall,  ani 
she  was  shocked.  Qive  her  some  explanatioa 
before  I  see  her  again.  It  pains  me  to  be  mis- 
judged by  so  good  a  woman.'*  • 

'*  Go  to  your  room,  and  put  on  your  bonnet,* 
he  replied.  <*  I  mean  you  to  aceompany  me  to 
Millcote  this  morning ;  and  while  yon  prepare 
for  the  drive,  I  will  enlighten  the  okl  lady*s  ud* 
derstanding.  Did  she  think,  Janet,  you  had 
given  the  woild  for  lore  and  considered  it  weH 
lostr 

"1  believe  she  tboagbl  I  had  forgotten  my 
sution  ;  and  yon  yours,  sir.'*  \ 

**  Station  1  station !— your  stathm  is  in  my  i 
heart,  and  on  the  neeks  of  those  who  would  i 
insult  you,  now  or  hereafter.    Oo."  ' 

**  I  was  soon  dressed ;  and  when  I  beard  Mn 
Roohester  quit  Mrs.  Fairfkx*8  parlor,  I  hurried 
down  to  It.  The  old  lady  had  been  reading  her 
morning  portibn  of  Scripture'--the  lesson  for  iha 
day ;  her  Bible  lay  open  before  her,  and  her 
spectacles  were  upon  it.  Her  ooenpation,  sus- 
pended by  Mr.  Rocheater'a  announcement, 
seemed  now  forgotten  ;  her  eyes,  fixed  on  the 
blank  wall  opposite,  expressed  the  surprise  of  a 
quiet  mind,  stirred  by  unwonted  tidings.  Se^ 
ing  me,  she  roused  herself;  she  made  a  sort 
of  effbn  to  smile,  and  framed  a  few  words  of 
congratulation ;  but  the  smile  expired,  and  the 
sentence  was  abandoned  unfinished.  She  pal 
op  her  spectacles,  shut  the  Bible,  and  pushed 
her  chair  back  firom  the  table. 

"  I  feel  so  astonished,'*  she  began,  "  I  hardly 
kniMr  what  to  say  to  you,  Miss  Eyre.  I  have 
surely  not  been  dreaming,  have  1 1  Sometimdb 
I  half  fall  asleep  when  I  am  aitting  alpne,  and 
fancy  things  that  have  never  happened.  It 
has  seemed  to  me  more  than  once,  when  I 
have  been  in  a  doae,  that  my  dear  husband, 
who  died  fifteen  years  since,  has  come  in  and 
sat  down  beside  me ;  and  that  I  have  even 
heard  bim  call  me  by  my  name.  Alien,  as  he  used 
to  do.  Now,  can  you  tell  me  whether  it  is  ac- 
tually true  that  Mr.  Rochester  baa  asked  you 
to  marry  himi  Don't  laugh  at  me.  But  I 
really  thought  he  came  in  here  five  minutes  ago, 
and  said  that  in  a  month  yon  would  be  hia 
wife.'* 

**  He  has  said  the  same  thing  to  me,*'  I  re- 
plied. 

*'Hebas!  Do  yon  believe  him  1  Haveyoa 
accepted  himi" 

"Yes." 

She  looked  at  me  bewildered. 

"  I  could  never  have  thought  it.  He  is  a 
proud  man ;  all  the  Roobesters  were  proud ; 
and  his  father  at  least  liked  money.  He,  too, 
has  alwaya  been  called  careful.  He  means  to 
marry  you  1" 

'*  He  tells  me  so." 

She  surveyed  my  whole  person ;  in  her  eyes 
I  read  that  they  had  found  no  cbarm  powerful 
enough  to  solve  the  enigma. 

"It  passes  me!*'  she  continued;  "but  ne 
doubt  it  is  true,  since  you  say  so.  How  it  will 
answer  I  can  net  teU;  I  really  don't  know. 
Equality  of  position  and  fortune  is  often  advisa- 
ble in  snob  oases ;  and  there  are  twenty  yeara 
of  difiference  in  your  ages.  He  might  almost 
be  your  father." 

"  No,  indeed,  Mrs.  Fairfax !"  exclaimed  I^ 
nettled :  "  he  is  notblnc  like  my  father  1    No 


103 


JANE  EYRE. 


«ne,  who  saw  as  together,  would  sappoee  it  for 
an  instant.  Mr.  RocbeBter  looks  aa  joung»  and 
h  as  young  as  some  men  at  fiTo-and-twenty." 

•*  Is  it  really  ibr  love  be  is  going  to  marry 
yon  V*  she  asked. 

I  was  so  hurt  by  her  coldness  and  skepticism, 
that  the  tears  rose  to  my  eyes. 

"I  am  sorry  to  grieve  you,**  pursued  the 
widow,  "  but  you  are  so  young  and  so  little  ac- 
quainted with  men,  I  wished  to  put  you  on  your 
guard.  It  is  an  old  saying  that  *all  is  not  gold 
that  glitters  ;*  and  in  this  case  I  do  fear  there 
will  be  something  found  to  be  different  to  what 
either  you  or  I  expect.** 

•*Why1  am  I  a  monster V  I  said;  **is  it 
impossible  that  Mr.  Rochester  should  have  a 
sincere  affection  for  me  1" 

**  No,  you  are  very  well,  and  much  improved 
of  late ;  and  Mr.  Rochester,  I  dare  say,  is  food 
of  you,  I  have  always  noticed 'that  you  were 
ft  sort  of  pet  of  his.  There  are  times  when,  for 
your  sake,  I  have  been  a  little  uneasy  at  his 
marked  preference,  and  have  wished  to  put  you 
on  your  guard ;  but  I  did  not  like  to  suggest 
even  the  possibility  of  wrong.  I  knew  such 
an  idea  would  shock,  perhaps  offend  you ;  and 
you  were  so  discreet  and  so  thoroughly  modest 
and  sensible,  I  hoped  you  might  be  trusted  to 
protect  yourself  Last  night  I  can  not  tell  you 
what  I  suffered  when  I  sought  all  over  the 
house,  and  could  find  you  nowhere,  nor  the 
master  either ;  and  then,  at  twelve  o*clock,  saw 
yon  come  in  with  him." 

**  Well,  never  mind  that  now,"  I  interrupled, 
impatiently ;  **  it  is  enough  that  all  was  right." 

*'  I  hope  all  will  be  right  in  the  end,"  she 
said ;  **  but,  believe  me,  you  can  not  be  too 
careful.  Try  and  keep  Mr.  Rochester  at  a  dis- 
tance ;  distrust  yourself  as  well  as  him.  Gen- 
tlemen in  bis  station  are  not  accustomed  to 
marry  their  governesses." 

I  was  growing  truly  irritated ;  happily,  Ad^e 
ran  in. 

"  Ijet  me  go— let  me  go  to  Millcoie,  too !" 
she  cried.  «*Mr.  Rochester  won't,  though 
there  is  so  much  room  in  the  new  carriage. 
Beg  him  to  let  me  go,  mademoiselle." 

«'  That  I  will,  Addle ;"  and  I  hastened  away 
with  her,  glad  to  quit  my  gloomy  monitress. 
The  carriage  was  ready ;  they  were  bringing 
it  round  to  the  front,  and  my  master  was  pacing 
the  pavement,  Pilot  following  him  backward 
and  forward. 

**  Addle  may  accompany  os,  may  she  not, 
sirl" 

*'  I  told  her  no.  I'll  have  no  brats !  TU  have 
only  you." 

"  Do  let  her  go,  Mr.  Rochester,  if  you  please ; 
it  would  be  better." 

**  Not  it— she  will  be  a  restraint." 

He  was  quite  peremptory,  both  in  look  and 
voice.  The  chill  of  Mrs.  Fairfax's  warnings, 
and  the  damp  of  her  doubts,  were  upon  me ; 
•ometbing  of  unsubetantiality  and  uncertainty 
had  beset  my  hopes.  I  half  lost  the  sense  of 
power  over  him.  I  was  about  mechanically  to 
obey  him,  without  further  remonstrance ;  but 
as  he  helped  me  into  the  carriage,  he  looked  at 
my  face. 

•*What  is  the  matter  1"  he  asked;  *'a]l  the 
sunshine  is  gone.  Do  you  really  wish  the  bairn 
to  go  1    Will  it  annoy  yon  if  she  is  leA  behind !" 


^  I  would  far  rather  she  went,  sir." 

**  Then  off  for  your  bonnet,  and  back,  like  i 
flash  of  lightning  !*'  cried  he  to  Addle. 

She  obeyed  him  with  what  speed  she  might 

"After  all,  a  single  morning's  interroptwa 
will  not  matter  much,"  said  he,  **  when  I  meta 
shortly  to  claim  you,  your  thoughts,  conversa- 
tion, and  oompany,  for  life." 

Addle,  when  lifted  in,  commenced  kiasiag 
me,  by  way  of  expressing  her  gratitude  for  my 
intercession ;  she  was  instantly  stowed  aw^v 
into  a  corner  on  the  other  side  of  him.  She 
then  peeped  round  to  where  I  sat ;  so  «terB  a 
neighbor  was  too  restrictive ;  to  him,  in  bis 
present  fractious  mood,  she  dared  whisper  ao 
observations,  nor  ask  of  him  any  information. 

•'Lei  her  come  to  me,"  I  entreated ;  **sho 
will,  perhaps,  trouble  you,  sir ;  there  is  plenty 
of  room  on  this  side." 

He  handed  her  over  as  if  she  had  been  a  lap- 
dog  ;  "  I'll  send  her  to  school  yet,"  be  said,  bnl 
now  he  was  smiling. 

Addle  heard  him,  and  asked  if  she  waa  to  go 
to  school  "  sans  mademoiselle  1" 

<'Yes,"  he  replied,  '*  absolutely  sans  made- 
moiselle ;  for  I  am  to  take  mademoiselle  to  the 
moon,  and  there  I  ahall  seek  a  cave  in  one  of 
the  white  valleys  among  the  voteano-to|>s,  and 
mademoiselle  shall  live  with  me  there,  and  only 
me." 

"She  will  have  nothing  to  eat — jmi  will 
starve  her,"  observed  Addle. 

**  I  shall  gather  manna  for  her  mcnuing  aad 
night :  the  plaina  and  hillsides  in  the  mocn  ars 
bleached  with  manna.  Addle." 

"  She  will  want  to  warm  herself;  what  will 
she  do  for  a  fire  1" 

**  Fire  rises  out  of  the  lunar  oiountaina ;  when 
she  is  cold,  I'll  carry  her  up  to  a  peak  and  lay 
ter  down  on  the  edge  of  a  crater." 

'*  Oh,  qu*eUe  y  aera  mal— peu  eomfortaUs* 
And  her  clothes,  they  will  wear  out ;  liow  ea» 
she  get  new  ones  V* 

Mr.  Rochestor  professed  to  be  pooled 
"Hem!"  said  be.  "What  would  yon  do 
Addle !  Cudgel  your  brains  for  an  expedient 
How  would  a  white  or  a  pink  cloud  answer  im 
a  gown,  do  you  think!  And  one  ooiild  c«i  & 
pretty  enough  scarf  out  of  a  rainbow." 

"She  is  far  better  as  she  is,"  concliided 
Addle,  after  musing  some  time ;  "  besides*  aha 
would  get  tired  of  living  with  only  yoa  in  the 
moon.  If  I  were  mademoiselle,  I  would  never 
consent  to  go  with  you." 

"She  has  consented — she  has  pledged  tiet 
word." 

"  But  you  can't  get  her  there ;  theie  is  M 
road  to  the  moon— it  is  all  air,  and  neiilier  yos 
nor  she  can  fly." 

"  Adele,  look  at  that  fi^ld."  We  weie  new 
outside  Tbomfield  gates,  and  bowliog  lightly 
along  the  smooth  road  to  MiUcote,  wbere  the 
dust  was  well  laid  by  the  thunder-storm,  wui 
where  the  low  hedges  and  loAy  timber  trees  on 
each  side  glbtoned  green,  and  min-refreslied. 

" In  that  field.  Addle,  I  was  walking  late  om 
evening  about  a  fortnight  since-r-the  eTenio| 
of  the  day  you  helped  me  to  mak^  haj  in  thi 
orchard  meadows;  and  aa  I  wa#  tived  witl 
raking  awaths,  I  sat  down  to  r^  me  oe  i 
stile ;  and  there  I  took  out  a  little  book  siid  i 
pencU,  and  began  to  writo  aboutjk  i 
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that  befell  me  Umg  ago,  aod  a  wish  I  had  for 
bappy  daya  to  oooie :  I  waa  writing  away  Tery 
fast,  though  daylight  waa  fading  from  the  leaf, 
«hefl  something  came  up  the  path  and  stopped 
twu  yards  off  me.  I  looked  at  it.  It  was  a  lit- 
tle thing  with  a  Teil  of  gossamer  on  ita  head. 
I  beckoned  it  to  come  near  me  :  it  stood  soon 
at  my  knee.  I  never  spoke  to  it,  aod  it  never 
spoke  to  me,  in  words :  but  I  read  its  eyes, 
and  it  read  mine ;  and  our  speechless  coUoqay 
was  to  this  effect : 

**  It  was  a  fairy,  and  come  from  Elf-land,  it 
said ;  and  ita  errand  was  to  make  me  happy ; 
I  most  go  with  it  out  of  the  common  world  to 
a  lonely  place — such  as  the  moon,  for  instance 
— 4md  it  nodded  its  head  toward  her  horn,  rising 
over  Hay-hill :  it  told  me  of  the  alabaster  cave 
and  ailver  vale  where  we  might  live.  I  said  I 
Bboald  like  to  go ;  hot  reminded  it,  as  you  did 
me,  that  I  had  no  wings  to  fly. 

**  *  Oh,*  returned  the  fairy,  *  th^t  does  not  sig- 
nify !  Here  is  a  talisman  will  rehiove  all  diffi- 
culties ;'  and  she  held  out  a  pretty  gold  ring. 
*  Pot  it,' she  said,  'on  the  fourth  finger  of  my  left 
band,  and  I  am  yoars,  and  you  are  mine ;  and 
we  shall  leave  earth,  and  make  our  own  heaven 
yonder.'  She  nodded  again  at  the  moon.  The 
ring,  Ad^le,  is  in  my  breeches-pocket  under  the 
dtsgaise  of  a  sovereign :  but  I  mean  soon  to 
change  it  to  a  ring  again." 

**But  what  has  mademoiselle  to  do  with 
iti  1%  don't  care  for  the  fairy ;  you  said  it 
waa  mademoiselle  you  would  take  to  the 
moon  —  !" 

"Mademoiselle  is  a  fairy,"  he  said,  whisper- 
lag  mysteriously.  Whereupon  I  told  her  not 
to  mind  his  badinage ;  and  she,  on  her  part, 
evinced  a  fund  of  genuine  French  skepticism ; 
denominating  Mr  Rochester  **un  vrai  men- 
tear,**  and  assuring  him  that  she  made  no  ac- 
count whatever  of  his  <*  Contes  de  fee,"  and 
that  **  du  reste,  il  n'y  avait  pas  de  f(§es  et  quand 
waime  il  y  en  avait ;"  she  was  sure  they  would 
■ever  appear  to  him,  nor  ever  give  him  rings, 
or  offer  to  live  with  him  in  the  moon. 

The  hour  spent  at  Millcote  was  a  sociewhat 
harassing  one  to  me.  Mr.  Rochester  obliged 
Ria  to  go  to  a  certain  silk  warehouse ;  there  I 
waa  ordered  to  chcose  half  a  dozen  dresses.  I 
bated  the  buetness,  I  begged  leave  to  defer  it ; 
no— it  should  be  gone  through  with  now.  By 
dlint  of  ectreaties  expressed  in  energetic  whis- 
^ra,  )  reduced  tha  half-dozen  to  two ;  these. 
However,  he  vowed  he  would  select  himself. 
With  anxiety  I  watched  his  eye  rove  over  the 
gay  aiores ;  be  fixed  on  a  rich  silk  of  the  most 
Dnlliaat  amethyst  dye,  and  a  superb  pink  satin. 
I  told  him,  in  a  new  series  of  whispeis,  that  he 
Biiflit  as  well  buy  me  a  gold  gown  and  a  sil;er 
aonnet  at  once ;  I  should  certainiy  never  ven- 
ture to  wear  his  choice.  With  infinite  diffi<*'ii- 
ty  {for  he  was  stubborn  as  a  stone)  I  persuaded 
bim  to  make  an  exchange  is  favor  of  a  sober 
black  satin  and  pearl-gray  silk.  **  It  might  paaa 
for  ibe  present,"  he  said ;  "  but  he  would  yet 
free  n>e  glittering  like  a  parterre." 

Glad  was  I  to  get  him  out  of  the  silk  ware- 
bouae*  and  tiien  out  of  a  jeweler's  shop ;  the 
more  be  boa^^t  me,  the  more  my  cheek  burned 
nrith  a  seoae  of  annoyance  and  degradation. 
As  we  re-ebiered  the  carriage,  and  1  sat  back 
I  anf/agfted.  I  remembered  what  in  the 


hurry  of  events,  dark  and  bright,  I  had  wholly 
forgotten— the  letter  of  my  uncle,  John  Eyre, 
to  Mrs.  Reed ;  hia  intention  to  adopt  me  and 
make  me  his  testatrix.  "  It  would,  indeed,  be 
a  relief,"  I  thought,  "  if  I  had  ever  so  smairan 
independency ;  I  never  can  bear  being  dressed 
like  a  doll  by  Mr.  Rochester,  or  sitting  like  a 
second  Danae  with  the  golden  shower  falling 
daily  round  me.  I  will  write  to  Madeira  the 
moment  I  get  home,  and  tell  my  uncle  John  I 
am  going  to  be  married,  and  to  whom ;  if  I  had 
but  a  prospect  of  one  day  bringing  Mr.  Roches- 
ter an  accession  of  fortune,  I  could  better  en- 
dure to  be  kept  by  him  now."  And  somewhat 
relieved  by  thia  idea  (which  I  failed  not  to  ex- 
ecute that  day),  I  ventured  once  more  to  meet 
my  master's  and  lover's  eye ;  which  most  per- 
tinacionsly  sought  mine,  though  I  averted  both 
face  and  gaze.  He  amiled ;  and  I  thought  hia 
smile  was  such  aa  a  sultan  might,  in  a  blissful 
and  fond  moment,  bestow  on  a  slave  his  gold 
and  gema  had  enriched :  I  crushed  his  hand, 
which  was  ever  hunting  mine,  vigorously,  and 
thrust  it  back  to  him,  red  with  the  passionate 
pressure. 

**  You  need  not  look  in  that  way."  I  said ; 
**  if  you  do,  I'll  wear  nothing  but  my  old  Lo- 
wood  frocks  to  the  end  of  the  chapter.  I'll  be 
married  in  thia  lilac  gingham — ^you  may  make 
a  dressing-gown  for  yourself  out  of  the  pearl- 
gray  ailk,  and  an  infinite  aeriea  of  waistcoats 
out  of  the  black  satin." 

He  chuckled ;  he  rubbed  hia  hands.  *'  Oh, 
it  ia  rich  to  see  and  hear  her !"  he  ^claimed 
**Isshe  originall  Is  she  piquant!  I  would 
not  exchange  thia  one  little  English  girl  for 
the  grand  Turk's  whole  seraglio,  gazeUe-eyea, 
houri-forma  and  all !" 

The  eastern  allusion  bit  me  again :  "  I'll  not 
stand  yon  an  inch  in  the  stead  of  a  seraglio,"  I 
said ;  **  so  don't  consider  me  an  equivalent  for 
one  ;  if  you  have  a  fancy  for  any  thing  in  that 
line,  away  with,  you,  sir,  to  the  bazars  of 
Stambool  without  delay ;  and  lay  out  in  exten- 
sive slave-purchases  some  of  that  spare  caah 
you  seem  at  a  loss  to  spend  satiafactorily  here." 

**  And  what  will  you  do,  Janet,  while  I  am 
bargaining  for  so  many  tons  of  flesh  and  aoch 
an  assortment  of  black  eyes  I" 

**  ru  be  preparing  myself  to  go  out  as  a  mis- 
sionary to  preach  liberty  to  them  that  are  en- 
slaved— ^yoor  harem  inmates  among  the  rest. 
I'll  get  admitted  there,  and  I'll  stir  op  mutiny ; 
and  you,  three-tailed  bashaw  as  you  are,  air, 
shall  in  a  trice  find  yourself  fettered  among 
our  handa ;  nor  will  I,  for  one,  cooaent  to  cat 
yonr  bonds  till  you  have  aigned  a  charter,  thsi. 
mcst  liberal  that  despot  ever  yet  conferred."  y 

**I  would  consent  to  be  at  your  meroy^ 
/aiie." 

**  I  would  have  no  mercy,  MV.  Rochester,  if 
yon  supplicated  for  it  with  an  eye  like  that. 
While  yoo  looked  so,  I  should  be  certain  that 
whatever  charter  yon  might  grant  under  coer- 
cion, yonr  first  act,  when  released,  would  be  to 
violate  its  conditions." 

"  Why,  Jane,  what  would  you  havet  I  fear 
you  will  compel  me  to  go  through  a  private 
marriage  ceremony,  besides  that  performed  at 
the  altar.  You  will  stipulate,  I  see,  for  pecu- 
liar terms — what  will  they  be  1" 

<«  I  only  want  an  easy  mind,  air ;  not  crashed 
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bj  crowded  obligattons.  Do  yon  remember 
what  you  said  of  Celine  Yaren&l-— of  tbe  dia- 
monds, the  oeehraeres  yoa  gaye  berl  I  will 
aet  be  yoor  English  Celine  Yarens.  I  shall 
contioQe  to  aet  es  Ad^le's  goTemesi ;  by  that, 
I  shall  earn  my  board  and  lodging,  and  thirty 
poonds  a-year  besides.  V\\  farnish  my  own 
wardrobe  out  of  that  money,  and  yon  shall  give 
toe  nothing,  but—''* 

•*Wdl.  but  what!" 

^  Yoar  regard ;  and  if  I  give  yon  mine  in  re* 
tarn,  that  debt  will  be  qoit." 

"  Well,  for  coed  native  impadenee,  and  pure 
Innate  pride,  you  haven't  your  eqoal,**  said  he. 
We  are  now  approaching  Tbornfield.  **  Will 
it  please  you  to  dine  witb  me  to-day  1"  he 
asked,  as  we  re-entered  the  gates. 

**  I^o,  thank  you,  sir." 

«*  And  what  for,  *  no,  thank  you  1*  if  one  may 
inquire." 

**  I  never  have  dined  with  yoa,  sir ;  end  I 
see  no  reason  why  I  shookl  now;  till — *' 

•*  Till  what  1    You  delight  in  half  phTaseB.** 

*«TiUIcan'thelpit.'' 

**  Do  you  suppose  I  eat  like  an  ogre,  or  a 
ghoul,  that  you  dread  being  the  companion  of 
my  repastV* 

•«  I  have  formed  no  suppositions  on  the  sob* 
ject,  sir ;  but  I  want  to  go  on  as  usoal  fn  an- 
other month." 

«*  You  will  give  up  your  governessing  slaveiy 
at  once." 

**  indeed !  begging  your  pardon,  sir,  I  shall 
not.  I  sAail  just  go  on  with  it  as  nsual.  I  shall 
keep  out  of  your  way  all  day,  as  i  have  been  ac- 
customed to  do ;  you  may  send  for  me  in  the 
evening,  when  you  feel  disposed  to  see  me, 
and  I'll  come  then  ;  but  at  no  other  time." 

"  I  want  a  smoke,  Jane,  or  a  pinch  of  snuff, 
to  comfort  me  under  all  this  *  pour  me  donner 
line  contenance,'  as  Adile  would  say ;  and  un- 
fortunately, I  have  neither  ray  cigar-case  nor 
my  snuff-box.  But  listen — whisper— it  is  yonr 
time,  now,  little  tyrant,  but  it  will  be  mine 
presently  ;  and  when  once  I  have  &irly  seised 
you/ to  have  and  to  hold,  TU  just— figuratively 
^Making — attaeh  you  to  a  chain  like  this 
(loucbtBg  his  watoh-guard).  Yes.  bonqy  wee 
thing,  I'll  wear  you  in  my  bosom,  lest  my  jew- 
el I  should  tyae."  « 

He  edid  this  ns  he  helped  me  to  alight  from 
ihe  carriage ;  and  while  he  afterward  lifted  out 
Ad^e,  I  entered  the  house,  and  made  good  my 
letreat  op  stairs. 

He  duly  summoned  me  to  his  presence  in  the 
evening.  I  had  prepared  an  occupation  for 
^im;  ior  I  was  determioed  not  to  spend  the 
whole  time  in  a  ttu-ortia  cdnversation :  I  re- 
membered his  fine  voice ;  I  knew  he  liked  to 
sing---good  singers  generally  do.  I  was  no 
vocalist  myself,  and,  in  bis  fastidious  judgment, 
no  musician  either ;  but  I  delighted  in  listenrog 
when  the  performance  was  good.  No  sooner 
iiad  twilight,  that  hour  of  rumaaoe,  begun  to 
lower  her  Uue  and  starry  banner  over  the  lat- 
tice, than  I  rose,  opened  the  piano,  and  en- 
treated him,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  to  give  me 
a  song.  He  said  I  was  a  caprieioos  witch,  and 
Hat  he  would  rather  sing  another  time ;  but  I 

^rred  that  no  time  was  like  the  present. 

*  Did  I  like  his  voice  V*  he  asked. 

*  Yeiy  SMioh."    I  vras  mit  fond  of  oamoerina 


that  susceptible  vartlty  of  bis;  but  for  0001^ 
and  from  motives  of  expediency,  I  would  e'ea 
soothe  and  stimulate  it. 

*<  Then,  Jane,  you  most  |tey  the  aecoupaid- 
ment." 

"Tory  well,  air,  I  will  try." 

I  did  try,  but  was  presently  swept  off  the 
stool  and  denominated, "  a  little  bungler."  Be^ 
ing  pushed  unceremoniously  to  one  srae^whidi 
was  precisely  what  I  wished— he  nsnrped  my 
place,  and  proceeded  to  accompany  biaiself; 
for  be  could  play  as  well  as  sing.  1  hied  me  to 
the  window-recess ;  and  while  I  sat  there  sod 
looked  out  on  the  still  trees  and  dim  lawn,  to  a 
sweet  air  was  song  in  mellow  tones,  tbe  foDov 
ing  strain  • 

Thtf  irasst  Ufm  th«  ever  heart 

Feltatttskfaidledcon 
Did  tbroogh  each  yeln,  to  qaickeBed  Mai^ 

The  Ude  of  being  pour. 
Her  comiDC  was  107  hope  each  dajr. 

Her  perwif  wae  my  paUi ; 
The  cfaaoee  that  did  her  steni 


Wae  Ice  la  every  vela. 
I  dreamed  It  woald  be 

As  I  tored,  loved  to  be ; 
And  10  this  oblBetdId  I  pnn 

As  blind  as  eafsrly. 
Bat  wide  si  pathless  was  the  spaee 

That  lay,  our  liyes,  between. 
And  dangerons  as  tiie  foamy  race 

Of       


And  hannted  as  a  robber-palh 
Thsoofh  wlldeniesi  or  wood 
For  Might  and  Bight,  and  Woe  and  Wrall^ 

Between  dor  spirits  stood. 
I  dangers  dared ;  I  hlnd*nuiee  seemed; 

I  omens  did  defy : 
Whatever  menaced,  harassed,  Waraad 

I  passed  impetuous  by. 
On  sped  my  rainbow,  ftst  as  Ught ; 

I  mw  as  in  a  dream ; 
Far  glorious  rose  upoa  my  sight 

That  child  of  Shower  and  Gleam.  ' 
Bttll  bright  on  clouds  of  sufleriag  disa 

Bhises  thai  soft,  solemn  joy ; 
Nor  care  I  now,  how  dense  and  grim 

DlsMters  gather  nigh : 
I  care  not  In  this  moment  swet^ 
Though  all  I  have  rushed  o*er 
Should  come  on  pinion,  strong  and  llee^ 

Proclaiming  Yengeahce  sors: 
Thouffh  haughty  Hate  should  strike  1 
'    £lgm,  bar  approseh  to  me. 
And  grinding  mighi,  with  faitoas  ftowa. 

Swear  endless  enmity. 
My  love  has  placed  her  linle  hand 

With  noble  fUth  In  mine. 
And  Towed  tliat  wedlock's  saend  baad 

Our  natarss  shall  entwine. 
Mylove  has  sworn,  wMi  seaMag  klas» 

With  me  to  live— to  die ; 
I  have  at  last  my  nsmeless  bita: 
Aslkyee-^ovedamll 
He  rose  and  came  foward  me,  and  I  saw  Ml 
face  all  kindled,  and  his  full  falcon-eye  flashing, 
and  tenderness  and -passion  in  every  lineament. 
I  quailed  momettarily— then  I  rallied.     Soft 
scene,  daring  demonstration,  I  would  aot  bavs; 
and  I  stood  in  peril  of  both ;  a  weapon  of  do* 
Ifiniae  must  be  prepared— I  whetted  ny  tongue ; 
as  he  reached  me,  I  asked  with  asperity,  *«  whom 
he  was  going  to  marry  nowl** 

**  That  was  a  strange  question  to  be  pat  by 
his  darling  Jane." 

•*  Indeed !  I  considered  it  a  Tory  natural  and 
neoeasary  one ;  he  bad  talked  of  bte  ftitare  wife 
dying  with  him.  What  did  be  mean  by  soeb  s 
pagan  idea!  J  had  no  intention  df  dying  wHb 
him— he  might  depend  on  that.**  ) 
"Oh.  aU  be  lonaed.  aU  be  nrail^^dbiw  wan 
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that  I  might  live  with  him  I  Death  was  not 
fur  sach  as  I." 

**  Indeed  it  was ;  I  had  as  good  a  right  to  die 
wbeo  my  time  came  as  he  had ;  but  I  should 
bide  that  time,  and  not  be  harried  away  in  a 
tattee." 

**  Would  I  forgive  him  for  the  selfish  idea, 
and  prove  my  pardon  by  a  reconciling  kiss  ]** 

"  No,  I  would  rather  be  excused.'* 

Here  I  heard  myself  apostrophized  as  a 
'*hard  little  thing;"  and  it  was  added,  '*any 
other  woman  would  have  been  melted  to  mar- 
row at  bearing  such  stantas  crooned  in  her 
praise." 

I  assured  him  I  was  natorally  hard — ^rery 
ilioty,  and  that  he  would  often  find  me  so ;  and 
that,  moreover,  I  was  detennined  to  show  him 
divers  rugged  points  in  my  character  before  the 
eosoing  foor  weeks  elapsed :  he  should  know 
fnlly  what  sort  of  a  bargain  he  had  made,  while 
there  was  yet  time  to  rescind  it. 

•*  Would  I  be  quiet,  and  ulk  rationally  V 

«'  I  would  be  quiet  if  be  liked ;  and  as  to  talk- 
ing rationally,  I  flattered  myself  I  was  doing 
that  now." 

He  fretted,  pished  and  pshawed.  "Very 
good,"  I  thought;  **yoa  may  fume  and  fidget 
as  you  please,  but  this  is  the  best  plan  to  pursue 
with  you,  I  am  certain.  I  like  yon  more  than 
I  can  say ;  but  I'll  not  sink  into  a  bathos  of 
aeotiment ;  and  with  this  needle  of  repartee  I'll 
keep  yuu  from  the  edge  of  the  gulf  too ;  and, 
moreover,  maintain  by  its  pungent  aid  that  dis- 
tance between  you  and  myself  most  conducive 
to  our  real  mutual  advantage." 

From  less  to  more,  I  worked  him  up  to  con- 
aidprable  irritation ;  then,  alter  he  tfad  retired, 
m  dudgeon,  quite  to  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
I  got  up,  and  saying,  "I  wish  you  good- night, 
sir,"  in  my  natural  and  wonted  respectful  man- 
ner, I  slipped  out  by  the  side-door  and  got 
away. 

The  system  thus  entered  on,  I  pursued  during 
the  whole  season  of  probation  -,  and  with  the 
best  success.  He  was  kept,  to  be  sure,  rather 
crose  and  crusty ;  but  on  the  whole  I  could  see 
he  was  excellently  entertained ;  and  that  a 
bmb-like  submission  and  turtle-dove  sensibility, 
while  fostering  his  despotism  more,  would  have 
pleased  his  judgment,  satisfied  his  common- 
sense,  and  even  suited  bis  taste,  less. 

In  other  people's  presence  I  was,  as  formerly, 
deferential  and  quiet ;  any  other  line  of  conduct 
being  uncalled-for ;  it  was  only  in  the  evening 
eonferenoes  I  thus  thwarted  and  afilicted  him. 
He  continued  to  send  for  me  punctually  the 
moment  the  dock  struck  seven ;  tbbugh  when 
I  appeared  before  him  now,  he  had  no  sacfi 
honeyed  terms  as  **  love"  and  <*  darling"  on 
bis  lips ;  the  best  words  at  my  service  were 
''provoking  puppet,"  ** malicious  elf,"  "sprite," 
''changeling,"  &o.  For  caresses,  too,  I  now 
got  grimaces ;  for  a  pressure  of  the  hand,  a 
pinch  on  the  arm ;  for  a  kiss  on  the  cheek,  a 
severe  tweak  of  the  ear.  It  was  all  right :  at 
preaent  I  decidedly  preferred  these  fierce  favors 
to  any  thing  more  tender.  Mrs.  Fairfax,  I  saw, 
approved  me ;  her  anxiety  on  my  account  van- 
ished ;  therefore  I  Was  certain  I  did  well. 
Meaotime,  Mr.  Rochester  affirmed  I  was  wear- 
nf  him  to  skin  and  bone,  and  threatene<f  awAil 
tfiesizeaooa  Hur  mv  nresent  conduct  at  some 


period  fast  coming.  I  laughed  in  my  sleeve  at 
his  menaces ;  '*  I  can  keep  you  in  reasonable 
check  now,"  I  reflected ;  **  and  I  don't  douin  to 
be  able  to  do  it  herealler ;  if  one  expedient 
loses  its  virtue,  another  roust  be  deviaed."    ■ 

Yet,  after  all,  my  task  was  not  an  easy  one ; 
often  I  would  rather  have  pleased  than  teased 
him.  My  future  husband  waa  becoming  to  ma 
my  whole  world,  and  more  than  the  world— 
almost  my  hope  of  heaven.  He  stood  between 
me  and  every  thought  of  religion,  as  an  eclipse 
intervenes  between  man  and  the  broad  san.  I 
couki  not,  in  those  days,  see  God  for  his  crea 
tare,  of  whoon  I  bad  made  an  idok 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

Tbb  month  of  courtship  had  wasted;  its 
very  last  hours  were  being  numbered.  There 
was  no  patting  off  the  day  that  advanced— the 
brklal  day ;  and  all  preparations  for  its  arrival 
were  complete.  /,  at  least,  had  nothing  moia 
to  do.  There  were  my  trunks,  packed,  locked, 
corded,  ranged  in  a  row  along  the  wall  of  my 
little  chamber;  to-morcow,  at  this  time,  they 
would  be  far  on  their  road  to  London  ;  and  so 
should  I  (D.  v.),  or,  rather,  not  I,  bat  one  Jane 
Rochester,  a  person  whom  as  yet  I  knew  not. 
The  cards  of  address  alone  remained  to  nail 
on ;  they  lay,  four  little  squares,  on  the  draper. 
Mr.  Rochester  had  himself  written  the  direc* 

tion,  **  Mrs.  Roobester, Hotel,  London," 

on  each ;  I  could  not  persuade  myself  to  affix 
ihem,  or  to  have  them  affixed.  Mrs.  Roches- 
ter !  she  did  not  exist ;  she  would  not  be  bom 
till  to-morrow,  some  time  after  eight  o'clock 
A.M.,  and  I  would  wait  to  be  assured  she  had 
come  into  the  world  alive,  before  I  assigned  to 
her  all  that  property.  It  was  enough  that,  in 
yonder  closet,  opposite  my  dressing-table,  gar- 
ments said  to  be  hers  had  already  displaced  my 
black  stuff  Lowood  frock  and  straw  bonnet ;  for 
not  to  me  appertained  that  suit  of  wedding 
raiment — the  pearl-colored  robe,  the  vapory 
veil,  pendent  from  the  usurped  portmanteau.  I 
shut  the  closet,  to  conceal  the  strange,  wraith* 
like  apparel,  it  contained)  which,  at  this  even- 
ing hour — nine  o*clock— gave  out  certainly  a 
most  ghostly  shimmer  through  the  shadow  of 
my  apartment.  "  I  will  leave  you  by  yourself 
white  dream,"  I  said  ;  **  I  am  feverish :  I  hear 
the  wind  blowing,  I  will  go  out  of  doors  and 
fed  it." 

It  was  not  only  the  hurry  of  preparation  that 
made  me  feverish ;  not  Only  the  anticipation  of 
the  great  change— the  new  life  which  was  to 
commence  to-morrow;  both  these  circum- 
stances had  their  share,  doubtless,  in  pro- 
docing  that  restless,  excited  mood  which 
berried  me  forth  at  this  late  hour  into  the 
darkening  grounds,  but  a  third  cause  influenced 
my  mind  more  than  they. 

I  had  at  heart  a  strange  and  anxions  thought 
Something  had  happened  which  I  could  not 
comprehend.  No  one  knew  of  or  had  seen  the 
event  but  myself;  it  had  taken  place  the  pre- 
ceding night.  Mr.  Rochester,  that  night,  waa 
absent  from  home,  nor  was  he  yet  returned. 
Business  had  called  him  to  a  small  estate  of 
two  or  three  farms  he  possessed,  thirty  miles 
oflT— business  it  was  reriisite  he  should  settla 
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in  person,  previously  to  his  meditated  depart- 
ure from  England.  I  waited  now  his  return, 
eager  to  disburden  my  mind,  and  to  seek  of 
him  the  solution  of  the  enigma  that  perplexed 
me.  Stay  till  he  comes,  reader;  and,  when  I 
disclose  my  secret  to  him,  you  shall  share  the 
confidence. 

I  sought  the  orchard,  driven  to  its  shelter  by 
the  wind,  which  all  day  had  blown  strong  and 
Ihll  from  the  south,  without,  however,  bringing 
a  speck  of  rain.  Instead  of  subsiding  as  night 
drew  on,  it  seemed  to  augment  its  rush  and 
deepen  its  roar.  The. trees  blew  steadfastly 
one  way,  never  writhing  round,  and  scarcely 
tossing  back  their  boughs  once  in  an  hour, 
80  continuous  was  the  strain  bending  their 
branchy  heads  northward;  the  clouds  drifted 
from  pole  to  pole,  fast  following,  mass  on  mass ; 
no  glimpse  of  blue  sky  had  been  visible  that 
July  day. 

It  was  not  without  a  certain  wild  pleasure  I 
ran  before  the  wind,  delivering  niy  trouble  of 
mind  to  the  measureless  air-torrent  thundering 
through  space.  Descending  the  laurel-walk, 
I  fB(^  the  wreck  of  the  chestnut-tree ;  it 
stood  up,  black  and  riven;  the  trunk,  split 
down  the  center,  gaped  ghastly.  The  cloven 
halves  were  not  broken  from  each  other,  for 
the  firm  base  and  strong  roots  kept  them  un 
sundered  below ;  though  community  of  vitality 
was  destroyed — the  sap  could  flow  no  more ; 
their  great  boughs  on  each  side  were  dead,  and 
next  winters  tempests  would  be  sore  to  fell 
one  or  both  to  earth ;  as  yet,  however,  they 
might  be  said  to  form  one  tree — a  ruin — but  an 
entire  ruin. 

"You  did  right  to  hold  fast  to  each  other,'' 
I  said,  as  if  the  monster  splinters  were  living 
things  and  could  bear  me ;  **  I  think,  scathed 
as  you  look,  and  charred  and  scorched,  there 
must  be  a  little  sense  of  life  in  you  yet,  rising 
out  of  that  adhesion  at  the  faithful,  honest 
roots ;  you  will  never  have  green  leaves  more — 
never  more  see  birds  making  nests,  and  sing- 
ing idyls  in  your  boughs  ;  the  time  of  pleasure 
and  love  is  over  with  you;  but  you  are  not 
desolate ;  each  of  you  has  a  comrade  to  sym- 
pathize with  him  in  his  decay.**  As  I  looked 
up  at  them,lhe  moon  appeared  momentarily 
in  that  part  of  the  sky  which  filled  their  fis- 
sure ;  her  disk  was  blood-red  and  half  over- 
cast; she  seemed  to  throw  on  me  one  be- 
wildered, dreary  glance,  and  buried  herself 
again  instantly  in  the  deep  drift  of  cloud. 
The  wind  fell,  for  a  second,  round  Thornfield  ; 
but  far  away,  over  wood  and  water,  poured  a 
wild,  melancholy  wail ;  it  was  sad  to  listen  to, 
and  I  ran  off  again. 

Here  and  there  I  strayed  through  the  or- 
chard, gathering  up  the  apples  with  which  the 
grass  round  the  tree-roots  was  thickly  strewed. 
Then  I  employed  myself  in  dividing  the  ripe 
from  the  unripe ;  I  carried  them  into  the  house 
and  put  them  away  in  the  store-room.  Then 
i  repaired  to  the  library  to  ascertain  whether 
the  fire  was  lighted;  for,  though  summer,  I 
knew  on  such  a  gloomy  evening  Mr.  Roch- 
ester would  like  tq  see  a  cheerful  hearth 
when  he  came  in ;  yes,  the  fire  had  been  kin- 
dled some  time,  and  burned  well.  I  placed 
his  arm-chair  by  the  chimney-corner ;  T  wheel- 
ed the  table  near  it ;  I  let  down  the  curtain,  and 


had  the  candles  brought  in  rea^^  for  lighting. 
More  restless  than  ever,  when  I  had  completiMl 
these  arrangemenU  1  could  not  sit  still,  nor 
even  remain  in  the  house.  A  little  time-piece 
in  the  room  and  the  old  clock  in  the  hall  simnl- 
taneously  struck  ten. 

**  How  late  it  grows  !*'  I  said.  *•  I  will  run 
down  to  the  gates ;  it  is  moonlight  at  intervals ; 
I  can  see  a  good  way  on  the  road.  He  may  be 
coming  now,  and  to  meet  him  will  save  some 
minutes  of  suspense." 

The  wind  roared  high  in  the.  great  trees 
which  embowered  the  gates ;  but  the  road,  as 
far  as  I  could  see,  to  the  right  hand  and  the  lefl, 
was  all  still  and  solitary ;  save  for  the  shadows 
of  clouds  crossing  it  at  intervals,  as  the  roooii 
looked  out,  it  was  but  a  long,  pale  line,  unvaried 
by  one  moving  speck. 

A  puerile  tear  dimmed  my  eye  while  I  looked 
— a  tear  of  disappointment  and  impatience; 
ashamed  of  it,  I  wiped  it  away.  I  lingered ; 
the  moon  shut  herself  wholly  within  her  cham- 
ber, and  drew  close  her  curtain  of  dense  dood ; 
the  night  grew  dark ;  rain  came  driving  fast  oa 
the  gale. 

*<  I  wish  be  would  oome !  I  wish  he  would 
comet**  I  exclaimed,  seized  with  hypochon- 
driac foreboding.  I  bad  expected  his  arrival 
before  tea ;  now  it  was  dark ;  what  could  keep 
him  t  Had  an  accident  happened  1  The  event 
of  last  night  again  recurred  to  me.  I  inter- 
preted it  as  a  warning  of  disaster ;  I  fean^  my 
hopes  were  too  bright  to  be  realized ;  and  I  bad 
enjoyed  so  much  bliss  lately  that  I  imagined  my 
fortune  had  passed  its  meridian,  and  must  now 
decline. 

**  Well,  I  can  not  retom  to  the  houae,"  I 
thought ;  **  I  can  not  sit  by  the  fireside  while 
he  is  abroad  in  inclement  weather.  Better  tire 
my  limbs  than  strain  my  heart ;  I  will  go  for- 
ward  and  meet  him.** 

I  set  out.  I  walked  fast,  but  not  far.  Ere  I 
had  measured  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  I  heard  the 
tramp  of  .hoofs.  A  horseman  came  on,  full 
gallop— -a  dog  ran  by  his  side.  Away  with  evil 
presentiment!  It  was  he.  Here  he  was,  moonl- 
ed  on  Mesrour,  followed  by  Pilot.  He  saw  me, 
for  the  moon  had  opened  a  blue  field  in  the  sky« 
and  rode  in  it  watery  bright ;  he  took  his  hat 
off  and  waved  it  round  his  head.  I  now  raa  to 
meet  him. 

"  There  !**  he  exclaimed,  as  he  stretched 
out  his  hand  and  bent  from  the  saddle; 
*'You  can't  do  without  me,  that  is  evident 
Step  on  my  boot-toe;  give  roe  both  hands* 
mount  !'* 

I  obeyed ;  joy  made  me  agile ;  I  sprung  up 
before  him.  A  hearty  kissing  I  got  for  a  w^- 
come,  and  some  boastful  triumph,  which  I  swal- 
lowed as  well  as  I  could.  He  checked  bioiself 
in  his  exultation  to  demand,  **  But  is  there  any 
thing  the  matter,  Janet,  that  you  conae  to 
meet  me  at  such  an  hour  1  Is  there  any  thing 
wrong  r* 

'*No ;  but  I  thought  you  would  never  oome. 
t  could  not  bear  to  wait  in  the  boose  for  jon. 
especially  with  this  rain  and  wiod«" 

*<Rain  and  wind  indeed!  Yes,  yoo  are 
dripping  like  a  mermaid ;  poU  my  ekiak  round 
you ;  but  I  think  you  are  feverish,  Jaoe ;  botk 
your  cheek  and  hand  are  buminu  hot.  I  aak 
again,  ia  there  any  thing  the  matrjrt" 
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'*  Nothing,  DOW ;  I  am  neither  afraid  oor  im- 
happy.'* 

"  Tben  yoa  have  been  both  t" 

'.*  Rather— but  Til  tell  yoa  all  aboot  it  by  and 
by,  sir ;  and  1  dare  say  yon  will  only  laugh  at 
me  for  my  pains." 

**  ril  laugh  at  you  heartily  when  to-morrow 
18  past ;  till  then  I  dare  not ;  my  prize  is  not 
certain.  This  is  you  ;  who  have  been  as  slip- 
pery as  an  eel  this  last  month,  and  as  thorny 
as  a  brier-rose  t  I  could  not  lay  a  finger  any 
where  but  I  was  pricked ;  and  now  I  seem  to 
have  gathered  up  a  stray  lamb  in  my  arms ; 
you  wandered  out  of  the  fold  to  seek  your 
shepherd  ;  did  you,  Jane  1" 

*'I  wanted  you;  but  don*t  boast.  Here  we 
are  at  Thorn  field ;  now  let  me  get  down." 

He  landed  me  on  the  pavement.  As  John 
took  his  horse,  and  he  followed  me  into  the 
ball,  he  told  me  to  make  haste  and  put  something 
dry  on,  and  then  to  return  to  him  in  the  library ; 
and  he  stopped  me,  as  I  made  for  the  stair- 
ease,  to  extort  a  promise  that  I  would  not  be 
long ;  oor  was  I  long ;  in  five  minutes  I  rejoin- 
ed him.    I  found  him  at  supper. 

**  Take  a  seat,  and  bear  me  company,  Jane ; 
please  God,  it  is  the  last  meal  but  one  you  will 
eat  at  Thornfield  Hall  for  a  long  time." 

I  sat  down  near  him ;  but  told  him  I  could 
not  eat. 

**  Is  it  because  you  have  the  prospect  of  a  jour- 
ney before  you,  Jane  1  Is  it  the  thoughts  of  go- 
ing to  London  that  takes  away  .your  appetite  1" 

"  I  can  not  see  my  prospects  clearly  to  night, 
sir ;  and  I  hardly  know  what  thoughts  I  have 
in  my  head.    Every  thing  in  life  seems  unreal." 

"Except  me;  I  am  substantial  enough — 
loach  me." 

**  You,  sir,  are  the  most  phantom-like  of  all ; 
yon  are  a  mere  dream." 

He  held  out  his  hand,  laughing.  *'  Is  that  a 
dream  ^"  eaid  he,  placing  it  close  to  my  eyes. 
He  had  a  rounded,  muscular,  and  vigorous 
hand,  as  well  as  a  long,  strong  arm. 

•*yes;  though  I  touch  it,  it  is  a  dream," 
said  I,  as  I  put  it  down  from  before  my  face. 
•«Sir,  have  you  finished  supper  1" 

"  Yes,  Jane." 

I  rung  the  bell,  and  ordered  away  the  tray. 
When  we  were  again  alone,  I  stirred  the  fire, 
and  then  took  a  low  seat  at  my  master*s  knee. 

*'  It  is  near  midnight,"  I  said. 

**  Yes ;  but  remember,  Jane,  you  promised  to 
wake  with  me  the  night  before  my  wedding."* 

*■  I  did  ;  and  I  will  keep  my  promise,  for  an 
bour  or  two  at  least ;  I  have  no  \lrish  to  go  to 
bed." 

"  Are  all  your  arrangements  complete !" 

"All,  sir." 

"  And  on  my  part,  likewise,'*  he  returned. 
**l  have  settled  every  thing;  and  we  shall 
leave  Thornfield  to-morrow,  within  half  an  hour 
alter  our  return  from  church.*' 

"  Very  well,  sir." 
With  what  an  extraordinary  smile  you 
of  C^red  that  word,  *  very  well,'  Jane !  What 
Ight  spot  of  cdor  you  have  on  each  cheek  I 
how  strangely  your  eyes  glitter !  Are  yon 
t» 

belioTe  I  am." 

liieve !    What  is  the  matter  1     Tell  me 
yoa  feel." 


**  I  could  not,  air ;  no  words  conld  tell  you 
what  I  feel.  I  wish  this  present  hour  would 
nevef  end ;  who  knows  with  what  fate  the 
next  may  come  charged  V* 

*<Thi8  is  hypochondria,  Jane.  Yoa  have 
been  overexcited  or  overfatigued." 

*«  Do  you,  sir,  feel  calm  and  happy!" 

**  Calmt  no;  but  happy— to  tha heart's  core.** 

I  looked  up  at  him  to  read-  the  signs  of  bliss 
in  his  face ;  it  was  ardedt  and  flushed. 

"  Give  me  your  confidence,  Jane,"  he  said ; 
**  relieve  your  mind  of  any  weight  that  oppresses 
it,  by  imparting  it  to  me.  What  do  you  feart 
— ^that  I  shall  not  prove  a  good  husband!" 

*'  It  is  the  idea  farthest  from  my  thoughts." 

"  Are  you  apprehensive  of  the  new  sphere 
you  are  about  to  enter!  of  the  life  into  which 
you  are  passing  1" 

"  No." 

"  You  puzzle  me,  Jane ;  your  look  and  tone 
of  sorrowful  audacity  perplex  and  pain  roe.  I 
want  an  explanation." 

**Tben,  sir,  listen.  Yon  were  from  home 
last  night!" 

**  I  was ;  I  know  that ;  and  you  hinted  a 
while  ago  at  something  which  had  happened 
in  my  absence — nothing,  probably,  of  conse- 
quence ;  but,  in  short,  it  has  disturbed  you.  Let 
me  hear  it.  Mrs.  Fairfax  has  said  something, 
perhaps !  or  you  have  overheard  the  servants 
talk!  Your  sensitive  self-respeot  has  been 
wounded !" 

**No,  sir."  It  stnick  twelve— I  waited  till 
the  time-piece  had  concluded  its  silver  chime, 
and  the  clock  its  hoarse,  vibrating  stroke,  and 
tben  I  proceeded. 

"All  day,  yesterday,  I  was  very  busy,  and 
very  happy  in  my  ceaseless  bustle ;  for  I  am 
not,  as  yon  seem  to  think,  troubled  by  any 
haunting  fears  about  the  new  sphere,  et  cetera ; 
I  think  it  a  glorious  thing  to  have  the  hope  ol 
living  with  you,  because  I  love  you.  No,,sir, 
don't  caress  me  now — ^let  me  talk  undisturbed. 
Yesterday  I  trusted  weU  in  Providence,  and 
believed  that  events  were  working  together  for 
your  good  and  mine  ;  it  was  a  fine  day,  if  yoa 
recollect — the  calmness  of  the  air  and  sky  for- 
bade apprehensions  respecting  your  safety  or 
comfort  on  your  journey.  I  walked  a  little 
while  on  the  pavement  after  tea,  thinking  ol 
you ;  and  I  beheld  you  in  imagination  so  near 
me,  I  scarcely  missed  your  actual  presence. 
I  thought  of  the  life  that  lay  before  me— ymcr 
life,  sir — an  existence  more  expansive  and 
stirring  than  my  own ;  as  much  more  so  as  the 
depths  of  the  sea^o  which  the  brook  runs,  are 
than  the  shallows  of  its  own  strait  channel.  I 
wondered  why  moralists  call  this  world  a 
dreary  wilderness ;  for  me  it  blossomed  like  a 
rose.  Just  at  sunset,  the  air  turned  cold  and 
the  sky  cloudy ;  I  went  in.  Sophie  called  me 
up  stairs  to  look  at  my  wedding-dress,  which 
they  had  just  brought ;  and  under  it  ia  the  boi 
I  found  your  present — the  veil  which,  in  youi 
princely  extravagance,  you  sent  for  from  Lon- 
don; resolved,  I  suppose,  since  I  would  nol 
have  jewels,  to  cheat  me  into  accepting  some- 
thing as  costly.  I  smiled  as  I  unfolded  it,  and 
devised  how  I  would  tease  you  aboot  yoai 
aristocratic  tastes,  and  your  efforts  to  mask 
your  plebeian  bride  in  the  attributes  of  a  peer^ 
esa.    I  thooitht  how  I  would  carry  down  to  yoa 
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^he  square  of  unembroidered  blond  I  had  myself 
prepared  as  a  coTering  for  my  ]ow-bom  head, 
and  ask  if  that  was  not  good  enough  for  a  wom- 
an who  could  bring  her  husband  neither  fortune, 
beauty,  nor  connections.  I  saw  plainly  how 
you  would  look  ;  and  heard  your  impetuous  re- 
publican answers,  and  your  haughty  disaTowal 
of  any  necessity  on  your  part  to  augment  your 
wealth,  or  elevate  your  standing,  by  marrying 
either  a  purse  or  a  coronet." 

**  How  well  you  read  me,  yon  witch  !^  inter- 
posed Mr.  Rochester :  **  but  what  dkl  you  find 
in  the  veil  besides  its  embroidery  1  Did  yon 
find  poison,  or  a  dagger,  that  you  look  so  mourn- 
ful now  1" 

**  No,  no,  shr ;  besides  the  delicacy  and  rich- 
ness of  the  fabric,  I  found  nothing  save  Fair- 
fax Rochester's  pride ;  and  that  did  not  scare 
me,  because  I  am  used  to  the  sight  of  the  de- 
mon. But,  sir,  as  it  grew  dark,  the  wind  rose  *, 
it  blew  yesterday  evening,  not  as  it  blows  now, 
wild  and  high,  but  *  with  a  sullen,  moaning 
sound,'  far  more  eerie.  I  wished  you  were  at 
home.  I  came  into  this  room,  and  the  sight  of 
the  empty  chair  and  flreless  hearth  chilled  me. 
For  some  time  after  I  went  to  bed  I  could  not 
8leep»-a  sense  of  anxious  excitement  distressed 
ikie.  The  gale  still  rising, -seemed  to  my  ear 
to  muffle  a  mournful  undersound ;  whether  in 
the  house  or  abroad  I  could  not  at  first  tell,  but 
it  recurred,  doubtful  yet  doleful,  at  every  lull ; 
at  last  I  made  out  it  must  be  some  dog  howl- 
ing at  a  distance.  I  was  glad  when  it  ceased. 
On  sleeping,  I  continued  in  dreams  the  idea  of 
a  dark  and  gusty  night.  I  continued  also  the 
wish  to  be  with  you,  and  experienced  a  strange, 
regretful  consciousness  of  some  barrier  dividing 
ns.  During  all  my  first  sleep,  I  was  following 
the  windings  of  an  unknown  road ;  total  obscu- 
rity environed  me ;  rain  pelted  me ;  I  was  bup> 
dened  with  the  charge  of  a  little  child ;  a  very 
small  creature,  too  young  and  feeble  to  walk, 
and  which  shivered  in  my  cold  arms,  and  wail- 
ed piteously  in  my  ear.  I  thought,  sir,  that 
yoo  were  on  the  road  a  long  way  before  me ; 
and  I  strained  every  nerve  to  overtake  you,  and 
made  effort  on  effort  to  utter  your  name  and 
entreat  you  to  atep,  but  my  movements  were 
fettered,  and  my  voice  still  died  away  inarticu- 
late ;  while  yoo,  I  felt,  withdrew  farther  and 
farther  every  moment.'* 

"And  these  dreams  weigh  on  your  spirits 
now,  Jane,  when  I  am  close  to  youl  Little 
nervous  subject !  Forget  visionary  woe,  and 
think  only  of  real  happiness !  You  say  you  love 
me,  Janet :  yes,  I  will  not  foaget  that ;  and  yon 
can  not  deny  it.  Those  words  did  not  die  inar- 
ticulate on  your  lips.  I  heard  them  clear  and 
soft :  a  thought  tix>  solemn  perhaps,  bnt  sweet 
as  music,  <  I  think  it  is  a  glorions  thing  to  have 
the  hope  of  living  with  you,  Edward,  because  I 
love  you.*    Do  you  love  me,  Jane !  repeat  it." 

••  I  do,  sir,  I  do,  with  my  whole  heart." 

**  WeU,"  he  said,  after  some  minutes*  silence, 
'*  it  is  strange ;  but  that  sentence  has  penetra- 
ted my  breast  painfully.  Why  t  I  think  be- 
cause you  said  it  with  such  an  earnest,  religious 
energy ;  and  because  your  upward  gaze  at  me 
now  is  the  very  sublime  of  faith,  truth,  and  de- 
motion ;  it  is  too  much  as  if  some  spirit  were 

iar  me.    Look  wicked,  Jane,  as  you  know 


provoking  smiles ;  tell  me  you  hate  me^tease 
me,  vex  me ;  do  any  thing  bat  move  me ;  I 
would  rathei  be  incensed  than  saddened.*' 

•*  I  will  teaae  you  and  vex  yon  to  your  heart's 
content  when  I  have  finished  my  tale ;  but  hear 
me  to  the  end." 

*'I  thought,  Jane,  you  had  told  me  all.  I 
thought  I  had  found  the  source  of  your  melan^ 
choly  in  a  dream  !** 

I  shook  my  head.  <*What!  ia  there  more! 
Bnt  I  will  not  believe  it  to  be  any  thing  import 
ant.  I  warn  yon  of  incredotity  beforehand. 
Goon." 

The  disquietude  of  his  air,  the  somewhat  ap- 
prehensive impatience  of  bis  manner,  surprised 
me ;  but  I  proceeded. 

**  I  dreamed  another  dream,  sir :  that  Thorn- 
field  Hall  was  a  dreary  ruin,  the  retreat  of  bats 
and  owls.  I  thought  that  of  all  the  stately  front 
nothing  remained  but  a  shell-like  wall,  very 
high  and  very  fragile-looking.  I  wandered,  on 
a  moonlight  night,  through  the  grass-grown  in- 
closuf^  within ;  here  I  stumbled  over  a  marble 
hearth,  and  there  over  a  fallen  fragment  of  cor- 
nice. Wrapped  up  in  a  shawl,  I  still  canted 
the  unknown  little  child ;  I  might  not  lay  it 
down  any  where,  however  tired  were  m>  arms 
— ^however  much  its  weight  impeded  my  prog- 
ress, 1  must  retain  it.  I  heard  the  gallop  of  a 
horse  at  a  distance  on  the  road ;  I  was  sure  it 
was  you ;  and  you  were  departing  for  many 
years,  and  for  a  distant  country.  I  climbed  the 
thin  wall  with  frantic,  perilous  haste,  eager  to 
catch  one  glimpse  of  you  from  the  top;  the 
stones  rolled  from  under  my  feet,  the  ivy 
branches  I  grasped  gave  way,  the  child  dung 
round  my  neck  in  terror,  and  almost  strangled 
me ;  at  last  I  gained  the  summit.  I  saw  yoa 
like  a  speck  on  a  white  track,  lessening  eveiy 
moment.  .  The  blast  blew  so  strong  I  could  not 
stand.  I  sat  down  on  the  narrow  ledge;  I 
hushed  the  scared  infant  in  my  lap ;  you  turned 
an  angle  of  the  road ;  I  bent  forward  to  take  a 
last  look ;  the  wall  crumbled ;  I  was  shaken ; 
the  child  rolled  from  my  knee ;  I  lost  my  bal 
anoe,  fell,  and  woke.'* 

"  Now,  Jane,  that  is  all." 

"  All  the  preface,  sir ;  the  tale  is  yet  to  come 
On  waking,  a  gleam  dazzled  my  eyes  ;  I  thought 
—oh,  it  is  daylight !  But  I  was  mistaken ;  it 
was  only  caudle-light.  Sophie,  I  supposed,  had 
come  in.  There  was  a  light  on  the  dressing- 
table,  and  the  door  of  the  closet,  where,  before 
going  to  bed,  I  had  hung  my  wedding  dress  and 
veil,  stood  open ;  I  heard  a  rnstlinff  there.  I 
a^ked,  *  Sophie,  what  are  you  doing?'  No  oos 
answered ;  but  a  form  emerged  from  the  closet ; 
it  took  the  light,  held  it  aloft  and  surveyed  tfaA 
garments  pendent  from  the  portmanteau.  *  So- 
phie !  Sophie  !*  I  again  cried ;  and  still  it  vras 
silent.  I  had  risen  up  in  bed,  I  bent  forward ; 
first  surprise,  then  bewilderment,  came  over 
me ;  and  then  my  blood  crept  cold  through  my 
veins.  Mr.  Rochester,  this  was  not  Sophie _' 
was  not  Leah,  it  was  not  Mrs.  Fairfax  *,  it  v^ 
not — no,  I  was  sure  of  it,  and  am  8till--it ;' 
not  even  that  strange  woman,  Grace  Poolel* 

*•  It  must  have  been  one  of  them,".inter 
ed  my  master. 

"  No,  sir,  I  solemnly  assure  yoo  to  the  i 
trary.    The  shape  standing  before  me  had 
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field  Hall  before ;  the  height,  the  cootour  were 
new  to  me.'* 

•>  Describe  it,  JaRe/' 

•Mt  seemed,  sir,  a  woman,  tall  and  large 
with  thick  and  dark  hair  hanging  long  down 
her  back.  I  know  not  what  dress  she  had  on  ; 
it  was  white  and  straight;  bat  whether  gown, 
abeet,  or. shroud,  I  can  not  teli." 

<•  Did  yott  see  ber  iace  V* 

**Not  at  first.  But  presently  she  took  my 
Teil  from  its  place ;  she  held  it  up,  gazed  at  it 
long,  and  then  sbe  threw  it  over  her  own  head, 
and  turned  to  the  mirror.  At  that  moment  I 
aaw  the  reflection  of  the  Tisage  and  features 
quite  distinctly  in  the  dark,  oblong  glass.'* 

"  And  how  were  they  V 

'*  Fearful  and  ghastly  to  me-^oh,  sir,  I  never 
•aw  a  face  like  it !  It  was  a  discolored  face — 
ii  was  a  savage  face.  I  wish  I  could  forget  the 
roll  of  the  red  eyes  and  the  fearful  blackened 
inflation  of  the  lineaments !" 

**  Ghosts  are  usually  pale,  Jane." 

'*  This,  sir,  was  purple ;  the  lips  were  swell- 
ed and  daik ;  tbe  brow  furrowed ;  the  bUick 
eyebrows  widely  raised  over  tbe  bloodshot  eyes. 
Shall  I  tell  you  of  what  it  reminded  me  1" 

"  Ifou  may." 

«'  Of  the  foul  German  specter,  the  Vampyre." 

••Ah!    What  did  it  do  1" 

"  Sir,  it  removed  my  veil  from  its  gaunt  head, 
rent  it  in  two  parts,  and,,  flinging  both  on  the 
floor,  trampled  on  them." 

••Afterward!" 

*•  Ii  drew  aside  tbe  window-curtain  and  look- 
ed out ;  perhaps  it  saw  dawn  approaching,  for,  \ 
taking  the  candle,  it  retreated  to  the  door.  Just 
at  my  bedside  the  figure  stopped ;  the  fiery  eye 
glared  upon  me — she  thrust  up  ber  candle  close 
to  my  face,  and  extinguished  it  under  my  eyes. 
I  was  aware  her  wild  visage  flamed  over  mine, 
and  I  lost  consciousness ;  for  the  second  time 
in  my  life — only  the  second  time— I  became  in- 
sensible from  terror.*' 

••  Who  was  with  you  when  you  revived  1" 

••  No  one,  sir,  but  the  broad  day.  I  rose, 
bathed  my  head  and  face  in  watert  drank  a  long 
draught ;  felt  that  though  enfeebled  I  was  not 
ill,  and  determined  that  to  none  but  you  would 
I  impart  this  vision.  Now,  sir,  tell  who  and 
what  that  woman  was  ?" 

•*  The  creature  of  an  over-stimulated  brain  ; 
that  is  certain.  I  must  be  careful  of  you,  my 
treasure ;  nerves  like  yours  were  not  made  fur 
rough  handling." 

*'  Sir,  depend  on  it,  my  nerves  were  not  in 
fiiplt ;  the  thing  was  real ;  the  transaction  ac- 
tually took  place." 

*•  And  your  previous  dreams,  were  they  real, 
too  ?  Is  Thornfield  Hall  a  ruin  t  Am  I  sev- 
ered from  you  by  insuperable  obstacles  1  Am 
I  leaving  you  without  a  tear,  without  a  kiss, 
without  a  word  1" 

••  Not  yet." 

<•  Am  I  about  to  do  it  1    Why  the  day  is  al- 
ready commenced  which  is  to  bjnd  us  indisso- 
^    lubly;  and  when  we  are  once  united,  there 
f!   aball  be  no  recurrence  of  these  mental  terrors, 
[2  I  i^ranty  that." 

K     «'  Mental  terrors,  sir !    I  wish  I  could  be- 
I*  leva  them  to  be  only  aucb ;  I  wish  it  more 
ow  than  ever,  since  even  you  can  not  explain 
t  aoa  the  mystery  of  that  awful  vjaitant." 


**  And  since  I  can  not  do  it.  Jane,  it  must 
have  been  unreal." 

•*  But,  sir,  when  I  said  so  to  myself  on  rising 
this  morning,  and  when  I  lookel  round  the 
room  to  gather  courage  and  comldrt  from  tbe 
cheerful  aspect  of  each  familiar  object  in  full 
daylight,  there,  on  the  carpet,  I  saw,  what  gave 
tbe  distinct  lie  to  my  hypothesis — ^the  veil,  torn 
from  top  to  bottom  in  two  halves !"   . 

I  felt  Mr.  Rochester  start  and  shudder ;  be 
hastily  flung  his  arms  round  me:  *' Thank. 
God  !"  he  exclaimed,  "  that,  if  any  thing  malig- 
nant did  come  near  you  last  night,  it  was  only 
the  veil,  that  was  harmed.  Oh,  to  think  what 
might  have  happened !" 

He  drew  his  breath  short,  and  strained  me 
so  close  to  him  I  could  scarcely  pant.  After 
some  minutes*  silence,  he  continued,  cheerily, 

**  Now,  Janet,  I'll  explain  to  you  all  about  it 
It  was  half  dream,  half  reality ;  a  woman  did, 
I  doubt  not,  enter  your  room ;  and  that  woman 
was,  must  have  been,  Grace  Poole.  You  caU 
her  a  strange  being  yourself;  from  all  yon 
know,  you  have  reason  so  to  call  her ;  what 
did  she  do  to  met  what  to  Mason  1  In  a  state 
between  sleeping  and  waking,  yon  noticed  her 
entrance  and  her  actions ;  but  feverish,  almost 
delirious  as  you  were,  you  ascribed  to  her  a 
goblin  appearance  diflferent  from  her  own ;  the 
long  disheveled  hair,  the  swelled  black  face, 
the  exaggerated  stature,  were  figments  of  im- 
agination, results  of  nightmare ;  the  spiteful 
tearing  of  the  veU  was  real,  and  it  is  like  ber. 
I  see  you  would  ask  why  I  keep  such  a  woman 
in  my  house ;  when  we  have  been  married  a 
year  and  a  dajr  I  will  tell  you,  .but  not  now. 
Are  you  satisfied,  Jane  1  Do  you  accept  my 
solution  of  the  mystefy  1" 

I  reflected,  and  in  truth  it  appeared  to  me 
the  only  possible  one ;  satisfied  I  was  not,  but 
to  please  him  I  endeavored  to  appear  so :  re- 
lieved, I  certainly  did  feel ;  so  I  answered  him 
with  a  contented  smile.  And  now,  as  it  waa 
long  past  one,  I  prepared  to  leave  him. 

**  Does  not  Sophie  sleep  with  Adele  in  tbe 
nursery  V  he  asked,  as  I  lighted  my  candle 

•*  Yes,  sir." 

•*  And  there  is  room  enough  in  Adele's  little 
bed  for  you.  You  must  share  it  wiih  her  to« 
night,  Jane ;  it  is  no  wonder  that  the  incident 
you  have  related  should  make  you  nervous,  and 
1  Would  raiher  you  did  not  sleep  alone ;  prom- 
ise me  to  go  to  the  mirsery.'* 

•*  I  shaU  be  very  glad  to  do  so,  sir." 

**  And  fasten  the  door  securely  on  the  inside. 
Wake  Sophie  wh^  you  go  up  stairs,  under 
pretense  of  requesting  her  to  rouse  you  in  good 
time  to-morrow ;  for  you  most  be  dressed  and 
have  finished  breakfast  before  eight.  And  now 
no  more  somber  thoughts;  chase  dull  care 
away,  Janet.  Don't  you  hear  to  what  soA 
whispers  the  wind  has  fallen  1  and  there  is  no 
more  beating  of  rain  against  the  window-panes ; 
look  here  (be  lifted  up  the  curtain),  it  is  a  lovely 
night !" 

it  was.  Half  heaven  was  pure  tfnd  stainless  • 
the  clouds,  now  trooping  before  the  wind,  which 
had  shifted  to  the  west,  were  ^filine  off  east- 
ward in  long,  silvered  columns.  The  moon 
shone  peacefully. 

•'  Well,"  said  Mr.  Rocbeoter,  gazing  inqqir 
ingly  into  my  eyes,  **bow  is  my  Janet  now  I" 
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*'  The  night  is  serene,  sir ;  and  so  am  I." 
"  And  you  will  not  dream  of  separation  and 
vorrow  to-night,  bat  of  happy  love  and  blissful 
onion." 

'  This  prediction  was  but  half  fulfilled ;  I  did  not 
indeed  dream  of  sorrow,  but  as  little  did  I  dream 
of  joy,  for  I  never  slept  at  all.  With  little  Adele 
in  my  arms,  T  watched  the  slumber  of  child- 
hood, so  tranquil,  so  passionless,  so  innocent, 
and  waited  for  the  coming  day  ;  aU  my  life  was 
awake  and  astir  in  my  frame ;  and  as  soon  as 
the  sun  rose,  I  rose  too.  I  remember  Adele 
clung  to  me  as  I  left  her ;  I  remember  I  kissed 
her  as  I  loosened  her  little  bands  from  my  neck, 
and  I  cried  over  her  with  strange  emotion,  and 
quitted  her  because  I  feared  my  sobs  would 
break  her  still  sound  repose.  She  seemed  the 
emblem  of  my  past  life,  and  he,  I  was  now  to 
array  myself  to  meet,  the  dread,  but  adored, 
type  of  my  unknown  future  day. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

SopRis  came  at  seven  to  dress  me ;  she  was 
very  long  indeed  in  accomplishing  her  task,  so 
long  that  Mr.  Rochester,  grown,  I  suppose  im- 
patipnt  of  my  delay,  sent  up  to  ask  why  I  did 
not  come.  She  was  just  fastening  my  veil  (the 
plain  square  of  blond  after  all)  to  my  hair  with 
a  brooch  ;  I  hurried  from  unuer  her  hands  as 
soon  as  I  could. 

"Stop!"  she  cried,  in  French.  "Look  at 
yourself  in  the  mirrow,  you  have  not  taken  one 
peep." 

So  I  turned  at  the  door ;  I  saw  a  robed  and 
veiled  figure,  so  unlike  my  usual  self  that 
it  seemed  almost  the  image  of  a  stranger. 
**  Jane !"  called  a  voice,  and  I  hastened  down. 
I  was  received  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  by  Mr. 
Rochester. 

'*  Lingerer,"  he  said,  "  my  brain  is  on  fire 
with  impatience,  and  you  tarry  so  long !" 

He  took  me  into  the  dining-room,  surveyed 
roe  keenly  all  over,  pronounced  me  "  faiv  as  a 
lily,  and  not  only  the  pride  of  his  life,  but  the 
desire  of  his  eyes,"  and  then  telling  me  he 
would  give  me  but  ten  minutes  to  eat  some 
breakfast,  he  rung  the  bell.  One  of  his  lately- 
hired  servants,  a  footman,  answered  it. 

"  Is  John  getting  the  carriage  ready  t" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"  Is  the  luggage  brought  down  1" 

"They  are  bringing  it  down  now,  sir." 

"Go  you  to  the  church :  see  if  Mr.  Wood 
(the  clergyman)  and  the  plerk  are  there ;  return 
and  tell  me."  ' 

Th^  church,  as  the  reader  knows,  was  but 
just  beyond  tbe  gates ;  the  footman  soon  re- 
turned. 

"  Mr.  Wood  is  in  the  vestry,  sir,  putting  on 
His  surplice." 

"  And  the  carriage!" 

"  The  horses  are  harnessing." 

"  We  shall  not  want  It  to  gu  to  church,  but  it 
must  be  ready  the  moment  we  return ;  all  the 
boxes  and  luggage  arranged  and  strapped  on, 
and  the  coachman  in  his  seat." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  Jane,  are  you  ready  1" 

I  rose.  There  were  no  groomsmen,  no 
brideamaidft.  no  rehitivea  to  wait  for  nr  mnr. 


shal;  none  but  Mr.  Rochester  and  I.  Mm 
Fairfax  stood  in  the  hall  as  we  passed.  I 
would  fain  have  spoken. to  her,  but  my  hand 
was  held  by  a  grasp  of  iron ;  I  was  hunriei 
along  by  a  stride  I  could  hardly  follow ;  and  to 
look  at  Mr.  Rochester's  face  was  to  feel  that 
not  a  second  of  delay  would  be  tolerated  for 
any  purpose.  I  wonder  what  other  bridegroom 
ever  looked  as  he  did — so  bent  up  to  a  purpose, 
so  grimly  resolute ;  or  who,  under  snch  stead- 
fast brows,  ever  revealed  such  flaming  aad 
flashing  eyes. 

I  know  not  whether  the  day  was  fair  or  fool; 
in  descending  the  drive,  I  gazed  neither  on  si^ 
nor  earth :  my  heart  was  with  my  eyes— ^nd 
both  seemed  migrated  into  Mr.  Rochteter's 
frame.  I  wanted  to  see  tbe  invisible  thing  on 
which,  as  we  went  along,  he  appeared  to  fasten 
a  glance  fierce  and  fell.  I  wanted  to  feel  tbe 
thoughts  whose  force  he  seemed  breasting  and 
resisting: 

At  the  church-yard  wioket  be  stopped;  he 
discovered  I  was  quite  out  of  breath.  "  Am  I 
cruel  ^in  my  love  V*  he  said.  "  Delay  an  in- 
stant I  lean  on  me,  Jane." 

And  now  I  can  recall  the  picture  of  the  gray 
old  house  of  God  rising  calm  before  me,  of  a 
rook  wheeling  round  the  steeple,  of  a  ruddy 
morning  sky  beyond.  I  remember  something, 
too,  of  the  green  grave-mounds ;  and  I  have 
not  forgotten,  either,  two  figures  of  strangers, 
straying  among  the  low  hiUocks,  and  recMliDg 
the  mementoes  graven  on  the  few  mossy  bead- 
stones.  I  noticed  them,  because,  as  tbey  saw 
us,  they  passed  round  to  the  back  of  tbe 
church ;  and  I  doubted  not  they  were  going  to 
enter  by  the  side-aisle  door,  and  witness  the 
ceremony.  By  Mr.  Rcchester  tbey  were  not 
observed ;  he  was  earnestly  looking  at  my 
face,  from  which  tbe  blood  had,  I  dare  say, 
momentarily  fled ;  for  I  felt  my  forehead  dewy, 
and  my  cheeks  and  lips  cold.  When  I  rallied, 
which  I  soon  did,  he  walked  gently  with  me  n|^ 
tbe  path  to  the  porch. 

We  entered  the  quiet  and  humble  temple ; 
the  priest  wailed  in  his  white  surplice  at  the 
lowly  altar,  the  clerk  beside  him.  All  was 
still ;  two  shadows  only  moved  in  a  remote 
corner.  My  conjecture  bad  been  correct ;  the 
strangers  had  slipped  in  before  us,  and  the/ 
now  stood  by  the  vault  of  the  Rocbesten, 
their  backs  toward  us,  viewing  thruogh  the 
rails  the  old,  time-stained  marble  tomki,  wbeni 
a  kneeling  angel  guarded  the  remains  of  Darner 
de  Rochester,  slain  at  Marstoo  Moor  in  the 
time  of  (he  civil  wars,  and  of  Elizabeth,  his 
wife. 

Our  place  was  taken  at  the  communion-rails. 
Hearing  a  cautious  step  behind  me,  I  glanced 
over  my  shoulder ;  one  of  the  etrangers— a 
gentleman,  evidently — was  advancing  op  the 
chancel  Tbe  service  began.  Tbe  explanatioa 
of  the  intent  of  matrimony  was  gone  thmogb ; 
and  then  the  clergyman  came  a  step  farUier 
forward,  and,  bending  slightly  toward  Mr. 
Rochester,  went  on. 

"  I  require  and  charge  yon  both  (as  je  w91 
answer  at  tbe  dreadful  day  of  judgment,  when 
ihe  secrets  of  all  hearts  shall.be  disclosed)  ibat 
if  either  of  you  know  any  impediment  wbj  fe 
may  not  lawfully  be  joined  together  in  matri- 

mnnv.    va  do   now  nnnfMtft  it*  1t\r  h*  «m  vraitt 


JANE  EYRE. 


Ill 


anored  that  so  ma 07  as  are  coupled  together 
otherwise  than  God's  Word  doth  allow,  are  not 
joioed  together  by  God,  neither  is  their  matri- 
mony lawful." 

He  paused,  as  the  eastern  is.  When  is  the 
pause  after  that  sentence  ever  broken  by  reply ! 
Not,  perhaps,  once  in  a  hundred  years.  And 
the  clergyman,  who  had  not  liAed  his  eyes 
from  his  book,  and  had  held  his  breath  but  for 
a  moment,  was  proceeding;  his  hand  was 
already  stretched  toward  Mr.  Rochester,  as  his 
lips  unclosed  to  ask,  **Wi}t  thou  have  this 
woman  for  thy  wedded  wifeT' — when  a  dis- 
tinct and  near  Toice  said — 

"  The  marriage  can  not  go  on ;  I  declare  the 
existence  of  an  impediment." 

The  clergyman  looked  up  at  the  speaker, 
and  stood  mute ;  the  clerk  did  the  same ;  Mr. 
Rochester  moTod  slightly,  as  if  an  earthquake 
had  rolled  under  his  feet ;  taking  a  firmer  foot- 
iog,  and  not  turning  his  head  or  eyes,  he  said, 
"Proceed." 

Profound  silence  fell  when  he  had  uttered 
that  word,  with  deep  but  low  intonation. 
Presently  Mr.  Wood  said — 

**  I  can  not  proceed  without  some  investi- 
gation into  what  has  been  asserted,  and  evi- 
dence  of  its  truth  or  falsehood." 

"The  ceremony  is  quite  broken  off,"  sub- 
joined the  voice  behind  us.  **  I  am  in  a  con- 
dition to  prove  my  allegation ;  an  insuperable 
impediment  to  this  marriage  exists." 

Mr.  Rochester  heard,  but  heeded  not;  he 
stood  stubborn  and  rigid,  making  no  move- 
ment but  to  possess  himself  of  my  hand. 
What  a  hot  and  strong  grasp  he  had! — and 
bow  like  quarried  marble  was  bis  pale,  firm, 
massive  front  at  this  moment !  How  his  eyes 
sbone,  still  watchful,  and  yet  wild  beneath ! 

Mr.  Wood  seemed  at  a  loss.  **  What  is  the 
nature  of  the  impediment!"  he  asked.  '*  Per- 
haps it  may  be  got  over — explained  away  1" 

**  Hardly."  was  the  answer.  "  I  have  called 
it  insuperable,  and  I  speak  advisedly." 

The  speaker  came  forward,  and  leaned  on 
the  rails.  He  continued,  uttering  each  word 
distinctly,  calmly,  steadily,  but  not  loudly, 

"  It  simply  consists  in  the  existence  of  a 
previous  marriage ;  Mr.  Rochester  has  a  wife 
now  living." 

My  nerves  vibrated  to  these  low-spoken 
words  as  they  had  never  vibrated  to  thunder — 
my  blood  felt  their  subtile  violence  as  it  had 
never  felt  frost  or  fire ;  but  I  was  collected, 
and  in  no  danger  of  swooning.  I  looked  at 
Mr.  Rochester ;  I  made  him  look  at  me.  His 
whole  face  was  colorless  rock ;  his  eye  was 
both  spark  and  flint.  He  disavowed  nothing ; 
ho  seemed  as  if  he  would  defy  all  things. 
Without  speaking,  without  smiling,  without 
seeming  to  recognize  in  me  a  human  being,  he 
only  twined  my  waist  with  his  arm,  and  riveted 
me  to  his  side. 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  he  asked  of  the  intruder. 

"  My  name  is  Briggs— a  solicitor  of  — *— 
street,  London." 

**  And  you  would  thnist  on  me  a  wife  1" 

*'I  would  remind  you  of  your  lady's  ex- 
Sstence,  sir ;  which  the  law  recognizes,  if  yoii 
do  not." 

"Favor  me  with  an  account  of  her— with 
ber  name,  her  parentage,  her  place  of  abode." 


"  Certainly."  Mr.  Briggs  calmly  took  a  paper 
from  his  pocket,  and  read  out,  in  a  sort  of 
official,  nasal  voice— 

**  I  affirm  and  can  prove  that  on  the  20th  of 

October,  a.d (a  date  of  fifteen  years  back), 

Edward  Fairfax  Rochester,  of  Thornfield  Hall, 
in  the  county  of  — — ,  and  of  Ferndean  Manor, 
in  ——-shire,  England,  was  married  to  my  sis- 
ter, Bertha  Antoinetta  Mason,  daughter  of 
Jonas  Mason,  merchant,  and  of  Antoinetta  his 

wife,  a  Creole — at church,  Spanish  Town, 

Jamaica.  The  record  of  the  marriage  will  be 
found  in  the  register  of  that  church — a  copy  of 
it  is  now  in  my  possession.  Signed,  Richard 
Mason." 

"  That— if  a  gennine  document— inay  prove 
I  have  been  married,  but  it  does* not  prove  that 
the  woman  mentioned  therein  as  my  wife  is 
still  living." 

"  She  was  living  three  months  ago,"  returned 
the  lawyer. 

<*Howdo  you  knowl" 

<*  I  have  a  witness  to  the  fact ;  whose  testi- 
mony even  you,  sir,  will  scarcely  controvert." 

•*  Produce  him— or  go  to  hell." 

'*  I  will  produce  him  first— he  is  on  the  spot ; 
Mr.  Mason,  have  the  goodness  to  step  for- 
ward." 

Mr.  Rochester,  on  hearing  the  name,  set  his 
teeth ;  he  experienced,  too,  a  sort  of  strong 
convulsive  quiver ;  near  to  him  as  I  was,  I  felt 
the  spasmodic  movement  of  fury  or  despair  ma 
through  his  frame.  The  second  stranger,  who 
had  hitherto  lingered  in  the  background,  now 
drew  near ;  a  pale  face  looked  over  the  solici- 
tor's shoulder— yes,  it  was  Mason  himself.  Mr. 
Rochester  turned  and  glared  at  him.  His  eye, 
as  I  have  often  said,  was  a  black  eye ;  it  had 
now  a  tawny,  nay,  a  bloody  light  in  its  gloom; 
and  his  face  flushed — olive  cheek  and  hueless 
forehead  received  a  glow,  as  from  spreading, 
ascending  heart-fire ;  and  he  stirred,  lifted  his 
strong  arm— he  could  have  struck  Mason — 
dashed  him  on  the  church  floor — shocked  by 
ruthless  blow  the  breath  from  his  body ;  hut 
Mason  shrunk  away,  and  cried  faintly,  **  Good 
God !"  Contempt  fell  cool  on  Mr.  Rochester 
— his  passion  died  as  if  a  blight  had  shriveled 
it  up ;  he  only  asked, "  What  have  you  to  say  ?" 

An  inaudible  reply  escaped  Mason's  white 
lips. 

**The  devil  is  in  it  if  you  can  not  answer 
distinctly.  I  again  demand,  what  have  you  to 
sayl" 

"  Sir— sir — "  interrupted  the  clergyman,  *•  do 
not  forget  you  are  in  a  sacred  place."  Then 
addressing  Mason,  he  inquired  gently,  **Ara 
you  aware,  sir,  whether  or  not  this  gentleman's 
wife  is  still  living!" 

"  Courage,"  urged  the  lawyer,  "  speak  out." 

**  She  is  now  living  at  Thornfield  Hall,"  said 
Mason,  in  more  articulate  tones;  **I  saw  her 
there  last  April.    I  am  her  brother." 

«•  At  Thornfield  Hall !"  ejaculated  the  clergy 
man.  **  Impossible !  I  am  an  old  resident  in 
this  neighborhood,  sir,  and  I  never  heard  of  a 
Mrs.  Rochester  at  Thornfield  Hall." 

I  saw  a  grim  smile  contort  Mr.  Rochedter*s 
lip  and  he  muttered — 

»•  No— hy  God !  I  took  care  that  none  should 
hear  of  it— or  of  her  under  that  name."  Ha 
mused— for  ten  minutes  he  held  counsel  witU 
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birnself ;  he  formed  htf  reaolve,  and  announced 

it— 

**  EnoQgh— all  shall  bolt  out  at  once,  like  the 
bullet  from  the  barrel.  Wood,  close  your  book 
and  take  off*  your  surplice ;  John  Green  (to  the 
clerk),  leave  the  church  :  there  will  be  no  wed- 
ding to^ay  :*'  the  man  obeyed. 

Mr.  Rochester  continued,  hardily  and  reck- 
lessly :  '*  Bigamy  is  an  ugly  word  \  I  meant, 
however,  to  be  a  bigamist ;  but  fate  has  out-ma- 
neuvered me,  or  Providence  has  checked  me — 
perhaps  the  last.  I  am  little  better  than  a  devil 
at  this  moment ;  and,  as  my  piistor  there  would 
tell  me,  deserve,  no  doubt,  the  sternest  judg- 
ments of  God,  even  to  the  quenchless  Are  and 
deathless  worm.  Gentlemen,  my  plan  is  broken 
ap !  what  this  lawyer  and  his  client  say  is  true ; 
I  have  been  married ;  and  the  womaa  to  whom 
I  was  married  lives !  You  say  you  never  heard 
Nf  a  Mrs.  Rochester  at  the  hoose  up  yonder, 
^ood:  but  I  dare  say  you  have  many  a  time 
inclined  your  ear  to  gosatp  about  the  myaterioos 
lunatic  kept  there  aoder  watch  and  ward.  Some 
have  whispered  to  you  that  she  is  my  bastard 
half-sister ;  some,  my  cast-off  mistress ;  I  now 
inform  you  that  she  is  my  wife,  whom  I  mar- 
ried fifteen  years  ago—Bertha  Mjason  by  name ; 
sister  of  this  resolute  personage,  who  is  now, 
with  his  quivering  limbs  and  whit«  cheeks, 
showing  you  what  a  stout  heart  men  may  bear. 
Cheer  up,  Dick!  never  fear  me !  Td  almost  as 
soon  strike  a  woman  as  you.  ^ertba  Mason  is 
mad ;  and  she  came  of  a  mad  fiimily — ^idiots 
and  maniacs  through  three  generationa !  Her 
mother,  the  Creole,  was  both  a  mad  woman 
and  a  drunkard  1  as  I  fomid  out  after  I  had  wed 
the  daughter:  for  they  were  silent  on  family 
secrets  before.  Bertha,  like  a  dutiful  child, 
copied  her  parent  in  both  points.  I  had  a 
charming  partner — pure,  wise,  modest;  you 
can  fancy  that  I  was  a  happy  man.  I  went 
through  rich  scenes !  Oh !  my  experience  haa 
been  heavenly,  if  you  only  knew  it !  But  I  owe 
you  no  further  explanation.  Brigga,  Wood, 
Mason — I  invite  you  all  to  come  up  to  the 
house  and  Tisit  Mrs.  Poole's  patient,  and  my 
mfel  You  shall  see  what  sert  of  a  being  I 
was  cheated  into  espousing,  and  jttdfa  whether 
or  not  I  had  a  right  to  break  the  compact,  and 
seek  sympathy  with  something  at  least  human. 
This  girl,"  he  continued,  looking  at  me,  **  knew 
no  more  than  you,  Wood,  of  the  disgusting 
secret  •,  she  thought  all  was  fair  ^nd  legal ;  and' 
never  dreamed  she  was  going  to  be  entrapped 
into  a  feigned  union  with  a  defrauded  wratch, 
already  bound  to  a  bad,  mad,  and  embruted 
partner !    Come,  all  of  you,  follow  !'* 

Still  holding  me  iast,  he  left  the  church ;  the 
three  gentlemen  came  after.  At  the  front  door 
of  the  hall  we  found  the  carriage. 

**  Take  it  back  to  the  coach-house,  John," 
said  Mr.  Rochester,  coolly;  **it  will  not  be 
wanted  to-day." 

At  our  entrance,  Mrs.  Fairfax,  Ad^le»  Sophie, 
Leah,  advanced  to  meet  and  greet  us. 

**  To  the  right  about— every  soul !!'  cried  the 
master  ;  "  away  with  your  congratulations  ! 
Who  wants  themi  Not  I!  they  are  fifteen 
years  too  late !" 

He  passed  on  and  ascended  the  stairs,  still 
holding  my  hand,  and  atill  beckoning  the  gen- 
tlemen to  follow  him;  which  they  did.    We 


mounted  the  first  stair-case,  passed  op  tbe  gal- 
lery, proceeded  to  the  third  story;  the  low, 
black  door,  opened  by  Mr.  Rochester's  master* 
key,  admitted  us  to  the  tapestried  room,  with 
its  great  bed.  and  its  pictorial  cabinet. 

**  You  know  this  place.  Mason,"  said  our 
guide ;  **  she  bit  and  stabbed  you  here." 

He  lifted  the  hangings  from  tbe  wall,  oacov- 
ering  the  second  door;  this,  too,  he  opened. 
In  a  room  without  a  window,  there  burned  a 
fire,  guarded  by  a  high  and  strong  fender,  aod 
a  lamp  suspended  from  the  ceiling  by  a  ehaio. 
Grace  Poole  bent  over  the  fire,  apparently  cook* 
ing  something  in  a  aauoepan.  In  tbe  deep 
shade,  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  a  figure 
ran  backward  and  forward.  What  it  was, 
whether  beast  or  human  being,  one  could  not, 
at  first  sight,  tell :  it  groveled,  seemingly,  os 
all  fours ;  it  snatched  and  growled  like  some 
strange  wild  animal ;  but  it  was  covered  with 
clothing,  and  a  quantity  of  dark,  grizzled  haii^ 
wild  as  a  mane,  hid  its  head  and  face. 

«<  Good-morrow,  Mrs.  Poole  1"  said  Mr.  Roch- 
ester. **  How  are  you !  and  how  is  your  cbaige 
to-day  1" 

"  We*re  tolerable,  air,  I  thank  yon,"  replied 
Grace,  lifting  the  boiling  mesa  carefully  on  to 
the  Jiob ;  "  rather  snappish,  but  not  'rageous.** 

A  fierce  cry  seemed  to  give  the  lie  to  her 
favorable  report ;  the  clothed  hyena  rose  up^ 
and  stood  tall  on  ita  hind  feet. 

**  Ah,  sir,  she  sees  you !"  exclaimed  Grace; 
**youM  better  not  stay." 

*•  Only  a  few  momenta,  Grace ;  yon  most  al- 
low me  a  few  moments." 

"Take  care  then,  sir!  for  God*a  sake,  take 
care!" 

The  maniac  bellowed ;  ahe  parted  her  ahaggy 
locka  from  her  visage,  and  gaied  wildly  at  her 
visitors.  I  recognised  well  that  purple  face— 
those  bloated  features.    Mrs.  Poole  advanced. 

**  Keep  out  of  the  way,"  said  Mr.  Rochester, 
thrusting  .her  aside;  **ahe  has  no  knife  now,  I 
suppose  t  and  l*m  on  my  guard.'* 

"  One  never  knows  what  ahe  haa.  air ;  she  is 
so  cunning ;  it  is  not  in  mortal  discretion  to 
fathom  her  craft." 

"  We  had  better  leave  her,"  wbiapered  Masoa. 

«*Go  to  the  devU!"  was  his  brotber-in4aw's 
recommendation. 

"  Ware  !"  cried  Grace.  The  three  gentle- 
men retreated  aimoltaneoualy.  Mr.  Rochester 
flung  me  behind  him ;  the  lunatic  sprung  and 
grappled  hia  throat  vicioualy,  and  laid  her  teeth 
to  his  cheek :  they  struggled.  She  was  a  big 
woman,  in  atature  almost  equaling  her  hus- 
band, and  corpulent  beaides :  she  showed  virile 
force  in  the  contest — more  than  once  ahe  at 
moat  throttled  him,  athletic  as  he  was.  He 
could  have  aettled  her  with  a  well-planted 
blow ;  but  he  would  not  atrike  :  he  would  onty 
wrestle.  At  laat  he  roaatered  her  amns :  Greee 
Poole  gave  him  a  cord,  and  he  pinioaed  them 
behind  her :  with  more  rope,  which  was  at 
band,  he  bound  her  to  a  chair.  The  operation 
was  performed  amid  the  fiercest  yells  and  the 
most  convulsive  plunges.  Mr.  Rochester  then 
turned  to  the  spectators;  he  looked  at  them 
with  a  amile  both  acrid  and  deaolate. 
.  **  That  is  my  un/e,"  aaid  he.  "  Such  is  tba 
aole  conjugal  embrace  I  am  ever  to  know- 
such  are  the  endearmeota  whiob  are  to  i 
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mfVA6m6  hocnrs !  And  iM  j»  What  I  #f«li^ 
tb  Mte  ^ayinf  his  hand  oii  my  shooldei) :  this 
yoiittg  girl,  ^bo  stands  so  grare  and  qaiel  at 
the  mouth  of  heU,  looking  <$(jUdetedly  ait  the 
^ambolis  of  a  demon.  I  wHnied  her  jn&t  as  a 
change  after  that  fierce  ragoat.  Wood  arid 
Briggs,  looic  at  the  difference !  Com]>are  these 
dear  eyes  with  the  red  balls  yonder— this  face 
with  that  mask— this  form  with  that  balk ;  then 
Mge  me,  priest  of  the  Qospel  and  man  of  the 
nw,  and  remember  with  what  judgment  ye 
jadge  y^  shall  be  jodged !  Off  with  yon  now. 
I  must  shot  up  my  prixe." 

"We  aH  withdrew.  Mr.  Rochester  stayed  a 
moment  behind  us,  to  giro  some  farther  order 
to  Grace  Poole.  The  solicitor  addressed  me 
as  we  descended  the  stair. 

•'You,  madam,*'  said  he,  *<are  cleared  fhmi 
aB  blame  -,  your  uifcle  will  be  glad  to  hear  it — 
%  indeed,  he  should  be  still  liTiog— when  Mt. 
Mason  returns  to  Madeira." 

"My  uncle  !  What  of  himt  Do  you  know 
liimr' 

"Mr.  Mason  does :  Mr.  Eyre  has  been  the 
yonchal  correspondent  of  his  house  for  some 
tears.  When  your  uncle  receiyed  your  letter 
nthnating  the  contemplated  union  between 
yottrseli*  and  Mr.  Rochester,  Mr.  Mason,  who 
%a8  staying  at  Madeira  to  recruit  his  health,  on 
Ifis  w^y  back  to  Jamaica,  happened  to  be  with 
aim.  Mr.  Eyre  mentioned  the  intelligence; 
%r  he  knew  that  my  client  here  was  acquainted 
with  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Rochester. 
Mr.  fttason,  astonished  and  distressed,  as  you 
Hay  suppose,  revealed  the  real  state  of  matters. 
7onr  uncle,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  is  now  on  a 
sidt-bed,  from  which,  considering  the  natnre 
of  his  disease— decline — and  the  stage  it  has 
leacfaed,  it  is  unlikely  he  will  ever  rise.  He 
CQold  not  then  hasten  to  England  himself,  to 
^ttricate  yon  from  the  snare  into  which  you 
litd  fallen,  bat  he  implored  Mr.  Mason  to  lose 
b6  time  in  taking  steps  to  prerent  the  false 
carriage.  He  referred  him  to  me  for  assist- 
l^ice.  I  used  all  dispatch,  and  am  thankful 
I  was  not  too  lat^  :  as  you  doobtless  must  be 
also.  Were  I  not  morally  certain  that  your 
SDcIe  will  be  dead  ere  yon  reach  Madeira, 
I  would  advise  you  to  accompany  Mr.  Mason 
iMiclc ;  but  as  it  is,  I  think  you  had  better  remain 
MlSafi^nd  tin  you  can  hear  further,  either  from 
6r  of  Mr.  Eyre.  Have  we  any  thing  else  to 
itay  foir  1"  he  inquired  of  Mr.  Mason. 

•<  No,  no — ^let  us  be  gone,"  was  the  anxious 
ie|>Iy ;  and  without  waiting  to  take  leave  of  Mr. 
Rochester,  they  made  their  exit  at  the  hall 
door.  The  clergyman  stayed  to  exchange  a 
fetw  sentences,  either  of  admonition  or  reproof, 
ulth  his  haughty  parishioaer ;  this  duty  done, 
he,  too,  departed. 

I  beard  him  go  as  I  stood  at  the  half-open 
door  of  my  own  room,  to  which  I  had  now 
withdrawn.  The  house  cleared,  I  shut  myself 
in,  fastened  the  bolt,  that  none  might  intrude, 
and  proceeded — not  to  weep,  not  ^  mourn ;  I 
was  yet  toq  calm  for  that — but  mechanically  to 
take  off  the  wedding  dress,  and  replace  it  by  the 
atnlf  gown  I  had  worn  yesterday,  as  I  thought, 
lor  the  last  time.  I  then  sat  down ;  I  felt  weak 
«f^  tired.  I  leaned  my  arms  on  a  table,  and 
mt  head  dropped  on  them.  And  now  I  thought ; 


ed  vm  and  down  where  I  was  led  er  dnrggefi-^  ' 
watched  event  rush  on  event,  disclosmre  open 
beyond  disclosure ;  bat  11010  /  thought. 

The  morning  had  been  a  quiet  momlog 
enough— aH  except  the  brief  scene  with  the 
lunatic ;  the  transaction  in  the  chorch  had  not 
been  noisy ;  there  was  no  explosiop  of  passiout 
no  loud  altercation,  no  dispute,  no  defiance  or 
challenge*  no  tears,  no  sobs ;  a  few  words  had 
been  spoken,  a  oalmly-prononnced  objection  to 
the  marriage  made ;  some  stem,  short  ^ea* 
tions  put  by  Mr.  Roehesier ;  answere,  oxplaoa*' 
tiens  given,  evidence  adduced ;  an  open  admia* 
sion  of  the  truth  had  been  uttered  by  my  master ; 
then  the  living  proof  had  been  seeii ;  th'e  in^* 
tmders  were  gone,  and  all  was  over. 

I  was  in  my  own  room  as  usual— just  nywUl 
without  obvious  ehange ;  nothing  had  smitten 
me,  or  scathed  me,  or  maimed  me.  And  yet, 
where  was  the  Jane  Eyre  of  yesterday  1  where 
was  her  life  1  where  were  her  prospects  1 

Jane  Eyre,  who  bad  been  an  ardent  expect* 
ant  woman-Hilmost  a  bride — ^was  a  cold,  sol- 
itary girl  again  ;  her  life  was  pale ;  her  pros- 
pects were  desolate.  A  Christmas  frost  had 
come  at  midsummer ;  a  white  December  stom 
had  whirled  over  June;  ice  glazed  the  ripe 
apples,  drifts  crushed  the  blowing  roses;  oa 
hay-field  and  corn-field  lay  a  frozen  shroud : 
lanes  which  last  night  blushed  full  of  flowers, 
to-day  were  pathless  with  untroddea  snow; 
and  the  woods  which  twelve  hours  since  waved 
leafy  and  fragrant  as  groves  between  the  tropics, 
now  spread,  waste,  wild,  and  white  as  pine- 
forests  in  wintry  Norway.  My  hopes  were  all 
dead — struck  with  a  subtile  doom,  such  as,  in 
one  night,  fell  on  all  the  first-born  in  the  land 
,of  Egypt.  I  looked  on  my  cherished  wishes, 
yesterday  so  blooming  and  glowing ;  they  lay 
staric,  chill,  livid  corpses  that  could  nev%r  re- 
vive. I  looked  at  my  love ;  that  feeling  which 
was  my  master's — ^which  he  had  created ;  it 
shivered  in  my  heart,  like  a  suffering  child  in  a 
cold  cradle ;  sickness  and  anguish  bad  safased 
it ;  it  could  not  seek  Mr.  Rochester's  arms — it 
could  not  derive  warmth  from  his  breast.  Oh, 
never  more  could  it  turn  to  him ;  for  faith  wttS 
blighted — confidence  destroyed  !  Mr.  Roches- 
ter was  not  to  me  what  he  had  been ';  for  ha 
was  net  what  I  had  thought  him.  I  would  not 
ascribe  vice  to  him ;  I  would  not  say  he  had 
betrayed  me:  but  the  attribute  of  stainlesa 
truth  was  gone  from  his  idea;  and  from  hts 
presence  I  must  go;  that  I  perceived  welL 
When— how— whither,  I  could  not  yet  ditteni ; 
but  he  himself,  I  doubted  not,  would  hnny  me 
from  Thornfield.  Real  afi^tion,  it  seemed,  he 
could  not  have  for  me ;  it  had  been  only  fitftil 
passion ;  that  was  balked ;  he  would  want  me 
no  more.  I  sliould  fear  even  to  cross  his  path 
now ;  my  view  must  be  hateful  to  him.  Ob, 
how  blind  had  been  my  eyes !  How  weak  my 
conduct !        Vv 

My  eyes  were  covered  and  closed ;  eddying 
darkness  seemed  to  swim  round  me,  and  re- 
flection came  in  as  black  and  confused  a  flow. 
Self-abandoned,  relaxed  and  effortless,  I  seem- 
ed to  have  laid  me  down  in  the  dried-up  bed  of 
a  great  river ;  I  heard  a  flood  loosened  in  ib- 
raote  mountains,  I  felt  the  torrent  come:  to 
rise  I  had  no  will,  to  flee  I  had  no  strength.    I 
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•till  throbbed  lifelike  within  me-^  ramem- 
teanee  of  God :  it  begot  an  nnuttered  prayer : 
these  words  went  wandering  op  and  down  in 
my  raylesa  mind,  as  something  that  shonld  be 
whispered :  but  no  energy  was  foand  to  ex- 
press them: 

**  Be  not  far  from  me,  for  trouble  is  near ; 
there  is  none  to  help." 

It  was  near :  and  as  I  had  lifted  no  petition 
to  Heaven  to  avert  it — as  I  had  neither  joined 
my  hands,  nor  bent  my  knees,  nor  moved  my 
lipa— it  came ;  in  foU,  heavy  swing,  the  torrent 
poured  over  me.  The  whole  consciqnsness  of 
my  life  lorn,  my  love  lost,  my  hope  qaenched, 
my  fiiith  death-struck,  swayed  full  and  mighty 
above  me  in  one  sullen  mass.  That  bitter 
hour  can  not  be  described ;  in  truth,  "  the  wa- 
ters came  into  my  soul ;  I  sunk  in  deep  mire : 
I  felt  no  standing ;  I  came  into  deep  waters ; 
the  floods  overflowed  me." 


CHAPTER  XXVIL 

SoMB  time  in  the  afternoon  I  raised  my  head, 
and  looking  round  and  seeing  the  westering 
snn  gilding  the  sign  of  its  decline  on  the  wall, 
I  asked,  *'  What  am  I  to  do  V* 

But  the  answer  my  mind  gave^*<  Leave 
Thomfield  at  once" — ^was  so  prompt,  so  dread, 
that  I  stopped  my  ears;  I  said,  I  could  not 
bear  such  words  now.  *<That  I  am  not  Ed- 
ward Rochester's  bride  is  the  least  part  of  my 
woe,"  I  alleged ;  **  that  I  have  wakened  out  of 
most  glorious  dreams,  and  found  them  all  void 
and  vain,  is  a  horror  I  could  bear  and  master ; 
but  that  I  must  leave  him  decidedly,  instantly, 
entirely,  is  intolerable.    I  can  not  do  it." 

But,  then,  a  force  within  me  averred  that  I 
eould  do  it,  and  foretold  that  I  sboQld  do  it.  I 
wrestled  with  my  own  resolution ;  I  wanted  to 
be  weak  that  I  might  avoid  the  awful  passage 
of  further  sufTeriuff  I  saw  laid  out  for  me ;  and 
conscience,  turned  tyrant,  held  passion  by  the 
throat,  told  her,  Uuntingly,  she  had  yet  but 
dipped  her  dainty  foot  in  the  slough,  and  swore 
that  with  that  arm  of  iron  he  would  thrust 
her  down  to  unsounded  depths  of  agony. 

**  Let  me  be  torn  away,  then!"  I  cried.  «<Let 
another  help  me  I" 

«*No;  you  shall  tear  yourself  away;  none 
•hall  help  yon ;  you  shidl  yonnelf  pluck  out 
your  right  eye:  yourself  cut  off  your  right 
hand :  your  heart  shall  be  the  victim ;  and  you 
the  priest,  to  transfix  it." 

I  rose  up  suddenly,  terror-stricken  at  the  sol- 
itude which  so  ruthless  a  judge  haunted— at 
the  silence  which  so  awful  a  voice  filled.  My 
head  swam  as  I  stood  erect ;  I  perceived  that 
I  was  sickening  from  excitement  and  inanition ; 
neither  meat  nor  rlrink  had  passed  my  lips  that 
day,  for  I  had  taken  no  brea:..  ^t.  And,  witii 
a  strange  pang,  I  now  reflected,  that,  long  as  I 
had  been  shut  up  here,  no  message  had  been 
sent  to  ask  how  I  was,  or  to  invite  me  to  come 
down :  not  even  little  Addle  had  tapped  at  the 
door,  nor  even  Mrs.  Fairfax  had  sought  me. 
''Friends  always  forget  those  whom  fortune 
forsakes,"  I  murmured,  as  I  undrew  the  bolt 
and  passed  out.  1  stumbled  over  an  obstacle : 
ny  head  was  still  diszy,  my  sight  was  dim  and 
nv  limhsi  wnra  feeble.     1  conid  nnt  Ronn  ta. 


cover  myself;  I  fell,  but  not  on  to  the  groaod; 
an  outstretched  arm  eaught  me ;  I  looked  up--X 
was  supported  by  Mr.  Rochester,  who  sat  In  a 
chair  across  my  chamber  thrediold. 

«  Yon  come  out  at  last,"  he  said.  '« Weil,  I 
have  been  waiting  for  yon  long,  and  listening ;, 
yet  not  one  movement  have  I  heard,  nor  one 
sob :  five  minutes*  more  of  that  deathlike  hosb^ 
and  I  should  have  forced  the  lock  like  a  borg^ 
lar.  So,  you  shun  me  1 — you  shut  yourself  op 
and  grieve  alone!  I  would  rather  you  had 
come  and  upbraided  me  with  vehemence  Tea 
are  passionate ;  I  expected  a  scene  of  some 
kind.  I  was  prepared  for  the  hot  rain  of  tears ; 
only  I  wanted  them  to  be  shed  on  my  breast: 
now  a  senseless  floor  has  received  them,  ok 
your  drenched  handkerobief.  But  I  err ;  you 
have  not  wept  at  all !  I  see  a  white  cheek  aod 
a  faded  eye,  but  no  trace  oi*  teara.  I  soppose^ 
then,  your  heart  has  been  weeping  blood  ? 

**WeU,  Jane:  not  a  word  of  reproach! 
Nothing  bitter— nothing  poignant!  Nothing 
to  cut  a  feeling  or  sting  a  passion  t  Ton  sit 
quietly  where  I  have  placed  you,  and  regard  ma 
with  a  weary,  passive  look. 

*'  Jane,  I  never  meant  to  wound  you  thus. 
If  the  man  who  had  but  one  little  ewe  lamb 
that  was  dear  to  him  as  a  daughter,  that  ate  of 
his  bread  and  drank  of  his  cup,  and  lay  in  his 
bosom,  had  by  some  mistake  slaughtered  it  at 
the  shambles,  he  would  not  have  rued  bis 
bloody  blunder  more  than  I  now  rue  mine 
Will  you  ever  forgive  me!" 

Reader ! — I  forgave  him  at  the  moment,  and 
on  the  spot.  There  was  such  deep  remorse  in 
his  eye,  such  true  pity  in  his  tone,  such  maoly 
energy  in  bis  manner ;  and,  besides,  there  was 
such  unchanged  love  in  his  whole  look  and 
mien — ^I  forgave  him  all :  yet  not  in  words,  not 
outwardly ;  only  at  my  heart's  core. 

**Tou  know  I  am  a  scoundrel,  Jane!"  err 
long  he  inquired  wistfully— wondering,  I  rap 
pose,  at  my  continued  silence  and  tameoess  i 
the  result  rather  of  weakness  than  of  wilL 

*'Tes,sir." 

'*  Then  tell  me  so  roundly  and  ahaiply— dont 
apare  me."  '^ 

"  I  can  not :  I  am  tnred  and  sick.  I  waaf 
some  water."  He  heaved  a  sort  of  shuddering 
si^,  and,  taking  me  in  his  arms,  carried  m& 
down  staira.  At  firat  I  did  not  know  to  what 
room  he  had  borne  me ;  all  was  ckmdy  to  mf 
glazed  sight;  presently  I  felt  the  reviviaf 
warmth  of  a  fire ;  for,  aummer  as  it  was,  I  bai 
become  icy  cold  in  my  chamber.  He  pot  wia» 
to  my  lips ;  I  tasted  it  and  revived ;  then  I  at* 
something  he  offered  me,  and  was  soon  myselC 
I  was  in  the  library—sitting  in  hia  ehsir— te 
was  quite  near.  "  If  I  could  go  out  of  life  no«» 
without  too  sharp  a  pans,  it  would  be  well  lor 
me,"  I  thought ;  "  then  I  should  not  have  tfr 
make  the  ulTort' of  cracking  my  heart-strings  ia 
rending  them  from  among  Mr.  Rochester's,  t 
must  leave  him,  it  appeara.  I  do  not  want  t9 
leave  him—I  can  not  leave  him." 

"  How  are  you  now,  Jane!" 

"Much  bettor,  sir ;  1  shall  be  wdl  soon." 

**  Taste  the  wine  again,  Jane." 

I  obeyed  him ;  then  he  put  the  glass  on  tbm 
tablo,  stood  before  me,  and  looked  at  me  atti 
tively.    Suddenly  he  turned  away,  with  ai 

artii*iiliitA  PTnlftmiirinn.  full  of  ns      ' 
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HOD  Of  Bome  k^d ;  be  walked  tot  through  the 
Toain  and  oame  back ;  be  stooped  toward  me  aa 
if  to  kise  me ;  hot  I  remembered  careasea  were 
BOW  forbidden.  I  turned  my  faoe  away,  and 
pot  his  aside,     r 

M  What  l—W^  is  thial "  he  dkdaimed  hast- 
ily. **  Oh,  Lipow  I  yon  w6i|'t  kiss  the  has- 
'  of  Bjifia  Masoi^I  You  consider  my 
fiUedljmd  mjr.  eiiit^raeeo  appropriated  t" 
••  At  ^m^t^t^f®  is  neither  room  nor  chum 
finr  nw,  Ait** /     .  *  .4         <  .        / 

'•why,  Janet  J  will  spare  jroa  the  trouble 
of  mnch  9^iog ;  I  will  answer r,for  yon— be- 
caose  I  have  a  wife,  abready,  yoo/would  reply. 
I  guess  rightly  1"  ' 

"  Yes."  .* 

**  If  you  think  so,  you  must  haje\A  strange 
epioiou  of  me  ;  you  must%egard  $e  as  a  plot- 
tilog  profligate— a  base  and  kivHralce  who  has 
been  stimulating  disinterested  lote  in  order  to 
draw  you  into  a  snare  deliberately  laid,  and 
itrip  you  of  honor,  and  rob  you  of  self-respect. 
What  do  yon  say  to  thati  I  see  you  can  say 
nothing ;  in  the  first  place,  you  are  faint,  still, 
and  have  enough  to  do  to  draw  your  breath ;  in 
the  second  [itoce,  you  can  not  yet  accastom  your- 
self to  accuse  and  revile  me ;  and,  besides,  the 
flood-gates  of  tears  are  opened,  and  they  would 
rush  out  if  you  spoke  much ;  and  you  haTo  00 
desire  to  expostulate,  to  upbraid,  to  make  a 
aeene ;  you  are  thinking  how  to  a^t — laLking^ 
yoo  consider,  is  of  no  use.  I  know  you — I  am 
tn  my  guard.*' 

**  Sir,  I  do  not  wish  to  act  against  yoo,*'  I 
said;  and  my  unsteady  voice  warned  me  to 
jmriail  my  sentence. 

<*  Not  in  yowr  sense  of  the  word — but  in  mxfu 
you  are  scheming  to  destroy  me.  You  have  as 
good  as  said  that  I  am  a  married  man — as  a 
oaarried  man  you  will  shun  me,  keep  out  of  my 
way ;  just  now  you  have  refused  to  kiss  me. 
Yoa  intend  to  make  yourself  a  complete  stran- 
ger to  me  i  to  live  under  this  roof  only  as  Ad^ 
le's  governess ;  if  ever  I  say  a  friendly  word  to 
foa  —  if  ever  a  friendly  feeling  inclines  you 
•gaiD  to  me,  you  will  say — *That  man  had 
nearly  made  me  his  mistress ;  I  must  be  ice 
and  rock  to  him,*  and  ice  and  rock  you  vnll  ac- 
•ordingly  become." 

I  cleared  and  steadied  my  Tolce  to  reply, 
**  All  is  changed  about  me,  sir ;  I  must  change 
too  there  is  no  doubt  of  that ;  and,  to  avoid 
flnetoations  of  feeling,  and  continual  oombats 
Willi  recollections  and  associations,  there  is 
only  one  way— Adile  must  have  a  newgovern- 
ooa,  sir.'' 

'« Oh,  Adele  will  go  to  school— I  have  settled 
that  already ;  nor  do  I  mean  to  torment  you 
wUti  the  hideous  associations  and  recollections 
of  Tbornfield  Hall— tliis  accursed  place — this 
tent  of  Achan — this  insolent  Tault  offering  the 
^hastliness  of  living  death  to  the  light  of  theopen 
sky — this  narrow  stone  hell,  with  its  one  real 
fiend,  worse  than  a  legion  of  such  as  we  imag- 
ine. Jane,  you  shall  not  stay  here,  nor  will  I. 
I  vraa  wrong  ever  to  bring  you  to  Thornfield 
Hall,  knowing  as  I  did  how  it  was  haunted.  I 
^barsed  them  to  conceal  from  yoo,  before  I  ever 
saviT  yoo,  afll  knowledge  of  the  curse  of  the 
place  ;  meiely  because  I  feared  Ad^le  never 
woold  havci  a  governess  to  stay  if  she  knew 


plans  would  not  permit  me  to  remore  the  ma- 
niac elsewhere — ^though  I  possess  an  oki  house, 
Ferndean  Manor,  even  more  retired  and  hidden 
than  this,  where  I  could  have  lodged  her  safely ' 
enough,  had  not  a  scruple  about  the  onbealthi- 
ness  of  the  situation,  in  the  heart  of  a  wood, 
made  my  conscience  recoil  from  the  arrange^ 
roent.  Probably  those  damp  walls  would  soon 
have  eased  me  of  her  charge ;  but  to  each  Til- 
lain  hii  own  vice ;  and  mine  is  not  a  tendency  to 
indirect  assassination,  even  of  what  I  most  hate. 

**  Concealing  the  madwoman's  neighborhood 
from  you,  however,  was  something  like  cover* 
ing  a  chUd  with  a  doak,  and  laying  it  down 
near  a  upas-tree;  that  demon's  Yicinage  is 
poisoned,  and  always  was.  But  Til  shut  up 
Thornfield  Hall ;  1*11  nail  up  the  front  door,  and 
board  the  lower  windows ;  Til  give  Mrs.  Poole 
two  hundred  a-year  to  live  here  with  my  wife^ 
as  you  term  that  fearful  hag;  Grace  will  do 
much  for  money,  and  she  shall  have  her  son, 
the  keeper  at  Grimsby  Retreat,  to  bear  her 
company  and  be  at  band  to  give  her  aid  in  the 
paroxysms,  when  my  voife  is  prompted  by  her 
familiar  to  bum  people  iu  their  beds  at  night, 
to  stab  them,  to  bite  their  flesh  from  their  bones, 
and  so  on — ** 

**  Sir,"  I  interrupted  him,  **  you  are  inexora- 
ble for  that  unfortunate  lady ;  you  speak  of  her 
with  hate — ^with  vindictive  antipathy.  It  is 
cruel — she  can  not  help  being  mad." 

"  Jane,  my  little  darling  (so  I  will  call  you, 
for  so  you  are),  you  don't  know  what  you  are 
talking  about ;  you  misjudge  me  again ;  it  is  not 
because  she  is  mad  I  hate  her.  If  you  were 
mad  do  you  think  I  should  hate  youl" 

"  I  do,  indeed,  sir." 

**Then  you  are .  mistaken,  and  you  know 
nothing  about  me,  and  nothing  about  the  sort 
of  love  of  which  I  am  capable.  Every  atom  of 
your  flesh  is  as  dear  to  me  as  my  own ;  in  pain 
and  sickness  it  would  still  be  dear.  Your  mind 
is  my  treasure,  and  if  it  were  broken  it  would 
be  my  treasure  still ;  if  you  raved,  my  arma 
should  confine  you,  and  not  a  straight  waut- 
coat.  four  grasp,  even  in  fury,  would  have  a 
charm  for  me ;  if  you  flew  at  me  as  wildly  as 
that  woman  did  ttus  morning,  I  should  receive 
you  in  an  embraoe,  at  least  as  fond  as  it  would 
be  restrictive;  I  should  not  shrink  from  yot 
with  disgust  as  I  did  from  her.  In  your  ooiet 
moments  you  should  have  no  watcher  and  no 
nurse  but  me ;  and  I  could  bang  over  yon  with 
untiring  tenderness,  though  you  gave  me  no 
^ smile  in  return;  and  never  weary  of  gazing 
into  your  eyes,  though  they  had  no  longer  a  ray 
of  recognition  for  me.  But  why  do  I  follow 
that  train  of  ideas  1  I  was  talking  of  remoY- 
ing  yon  from  Thornfield.  All,  you  know,  is 
prepared  for  prompt  departure ;  to-morrow  you 
shall  go.  I  only  ask  you  to  endure  one  more 
night  under  this  roof,  Jane ;  and  then,  farewell 
to  its  miseries  and  terrors  forever !  I  have  a 
place  to  repair  to  which  will  be  a  secure  sane 
tuary  from  hateful  reminiscences,  from  un- 
welcome intmsiou— even  from  falsehood  and 
slander." 

'*And  takf"  AdMe  with  you,  sir,"  I  inter- 
rupted ;  "  she  will  be  a  companion  for  you." 

'*  What  do  yoo  mean,  Jane  t    I  told  you 
would  send  Addle  to  school.    And  what  do 
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my  own  child — a  French  dancer's  basted. 
Why  do  you  importune  me  about  her  t  I  say, 
why  do  you  assign  Ad^le  to  me  for  a  com- 
panion V* 

'*Yoa  spoke  of  a  retirement,  sir;  and 
retirement  and  solitude  are  doH— too  dull  for 
you." 

"Solitude!  solitude!'*  he  reiterated,  with 
irritaaon.  '*  I  see  I  must  come  to  an  explana- 
tion. I  don't  know  what  ^hinx-like  expres- 
sion is  forming  in  your  countenance.  7ou 
aipe  to  share  my  solitude.  Do  you  under- 
stand t" 

I  shook  my  head.  It  req«ii«d  a  degree  of 
oounigie»  excited  as  he  was  becoming,  even  to 
risk  that  mute  sign  of  dissent.  He  had  been 
walking  fast  about  the  room,  and  he  stopped, 
as  if  suddenly  rooted  to  one  spot.  He  k>oked 
at  me  long  and  hard.  I  turned  my  eyes 
from  him,  fixed  them  on  the  fire,  and  tried 
t»  assume  and  maitttain  a  quiet,  collected  as- 
peet. 

'*  Now  for  the  hitch  in  Jane's  character,"  lie 
said,  at  last,  speaking  more  calmly  than,  fh>m 
his  look,  I  had  expected  him  to  speak.  "  The 
reel  of  silk  has  run  smoothly  enough  so  far ; 
but  I  always  knew  there  would  come  a  knot 
and  a  puzzle — here  it  is.  Now  for  vexation, 
and  exasperation,  and  endless  trouble!  By 
God !  I  long  to  exert  a  fraction  of  Samson's 
strength,  and  break  the  entanglement  like 
tow!". 

He  recommenced  faiis  walk,  but  sooi(  again 
stopped,  and  this  time  just  before  me. 

"Jane!  will  you  hear  reason?  (he  stooped 
and  approached  his  lips  to  my  ear)  because, 
if  you  won't,  I'll  try  violence."  His  voice  was 
hoarse;  his  look  that  of  a  man  who  is  just 
about  to  burst  an  insufiferaUe  bond  and  plunge 
headlong  into  wild  license.  I  saw  that  in 
another  moment,  and  with  one  impetus  of 
ffenzy  more,  I  should  be  able  to  do  nothing 
with  him.  The  present— the  passing  second 
of  time — was  all  I  had  in  which  to  control  and 
restrain  him.  A  moven^eAt  of  repulsion,  flight, 
fear,  would  have  sealed  my  doom — and  nis. 
But  I  was  not  afraid— not  in  the  least.  I 
fe|^  an  inward  power— -a  sense  of  influence— 
which  supported  me.  The  crisis  was  perilous, 
but  not  without  its  charm — such  as  the  Indian, 
perhaps,  feels,  when  he  slips  over  the  rapid  in 
his  canoe.  I  took  hold  of  his  clenched  hand, 
loosened  the  contorted  fingers,  and  said  to  him, 
soothingly : 

**  Sit  down ;  I'll  talk  to  you  as  long  as  you 
like,  and  hear  all  you  have  to  say,  whether 
reasonable  or  unreasonable." 

He  sat  down ;  but  he  did  not  get  leave  to 
speak  directly.  I  had  been  struggling  with 
tears  for  some  time.  I  had  taken  great  pains 
to  repress  them,  because  I  knew  he  would  not 
like  to  see  me  weep.  Now,  however,  I  con- 
sidered it  well  to  let  them  flow  as  freely  and 
as  long  as  they  liked.  If  the  flood  annoyed 
him,  so  much  the  better.  So  I  gave  way,  and 
eried  heartily. 

Soon  I  heard  him  earnestly  entreating  me  to 
be  composed.  I  said  I  could  not  ^hile  he  was 
IB  such  a  passion.  \ 

"But  I  am  not  angry,  Jane;  I  iply  love 
you  too  well.     And  VOU  had  AtaAlo«1  vour  lit. 


I  could  not  endure  it.    Hush,  sow,  aodi  wipe 
your  eyes." 

His  softened  voice  announced  that  be  was 
subdued ;  so  I,  in  my  turn,  became  caloL  Now 
he  made  an  effort  to  rest  his  head  on  my  shoul- 
der ;  but  I  vrould  not  permit  it  :•  then  be  would 
draw  me  to  him ;  no. 

"  Jane !  Jane !"  he  said,  in  such  an  accent 
of  bitter  sadness,  it  thri&ed  along  every  nerve 
I  had,  "yon  dont  love  ae,  t&eni  It  was 
only  my  station,  and  the  rank  of  nay  wif% 
that  you  valued!  Now  that  you  think  me 
disqualified  to  become  your  husband,  ywm  re 
coil  flrom  my  touch  as  if  I  were  some  toad  or 
ape." 

These  words  cut  me ;  yet  what  could  I  do 
or  sayl  I  ought,  probably,  to  have  dotte  or 
said  nothing ;  but  I  was  so  tortured  by  a  eeaae 
of  remorse  at  thas  hutting  his  feelings*  i  eouM 
not  control  the  wish  to  drop  balm  wheie  I  had 
wottnded. 

"  I  do  love  you,*^  I  said,  "more  than  ever; 
but  I  must  not  show  or  indulge  the  foeting ;  and 
this  is  the  last  time  I  most  express  it.** 

"The  last  time,  Janet  What!  da  yo« 
think  you  can  live  with  me,  and  see  me  d^, 
and  yet.  <f  you  still  love  me,  be  always  celd  aad 
distant  V* 

"  No,  sir,  that  I  am  certain  I  could  net;  and 
therefore  I  see  there  is  but  one  way — but  yoii 
will  be  furious  if  I  mention  it." 

"  Oh,  mention  it !  if  I  storm,  yon  hsve  thr 
art  of  weeping." 

"  Mr.  Rochester,  I  must  leave  yon.'* 

"  For  how  long,  Jane  ?  For  a  few  ninutsi» 
while  you  smooth  your  hair,  which  ia  asms 
what  disheveled,  and  bathe  yonr  fiMe,  which 
looks  foverish  ?" 

" I  must  leave  Adele  and  ThomfieM ;  Ii 
part  with  you  for  my  whole  life ;  I  moal 
a  new  existence  among  stxuigo  Ihees- 
strange  scenes." 

"Of  course;  I  told  yen  yon  should.  I  pass 
over  the  madness  about  parting  from  me. 
You  mean  yon  must  become  a  part  of  mHi 
As  to  the  new  existence,  it  is  all  righa;  jnm 
shall  yet  be  my  wife^I  am  not  manrled.  YoM 
shall  be  Mrs.  Rochester,  both  vntaaUy  aai 
nominally.  I  shall  keep  only  to  yea  ao'lMf 
as  yon  and  1  live.  You  shall  go  to  a  ptaosl 
have  in  the  south  of  FVance^->a  white-wiM 
villa  on  the  shores  of  the  MediteneiieaS' 
There  you  shall  live  a  happy,  and  guardMv  Mi 
.most  itfnocent  life.  Never  fear  that  I  wish  is 
lure  yon  into  error-— to  make  yon  my  msifcait* 
Why  do  you  shake  your  head  1  Jane,  yoa  fflflK 
be  reasonable,  or,  in  truth,  I  shall  again  benmis 
frantic." 

His  voice  and  hand  quivered ;  his  hufS  IMV- 
trils  dilated;  his  eye  Uaxed;  still,  I  dated  fis 
speak: 

"Sir,  your  wife  is  living ;  that  is  a  tet  ae^ 
knowledged  this  morning  by  yooieeif :  if  t 
lived  with  yon  as  yon  desire,  I  should  thea  to 
your  mistress;  to  say  otherwise  is  1 
is  false." 

"Jane,  I  am  not  a  gentle-temp«red  i 
forget  that ;  ' 
cool  and  i" 
yourself,  _ 
it  throba.  and — beware !" 


that ;  I  «n  not  long-enduring ;  I  aa  aaC 
id  dispassionate.  Out  of  pitv  to  aaa  aai 
If,  put  your  finger  on  my  pul  K  Am!  Imi* 
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f>e  blood  waa  forsaking  hw  oboek  and  lipo ; 
Jie  J  were  growiog  liTid ;  I  was  distressed  on 
all  baodti.  To  agitate  him  thi|8  deepty,  by  a 
xaaistaaoe  be  so  abhonredi  was  cruel ;  to  yield* 
was  oat  of  tbe  qaestion.  I  did  what  homaQ 
beiags  do  instinctiTely  when  they  are  driyen  to 
mlLear  extremity-booked  for  aid  to  one  bigber 
than  aaan ;  the  words  **  God  help  me !"  burst 
iDTobintariJy  fi'om  my  lips. 

«<  I  am  a  fool !"  cried  Mr.  Rochester,  sodr 
denly.  "  I  keep  telling  her  I  am  not  married, 
and  do  not  explain  to  her  why.  I  forget  she 
knows  nothing  of  the  character  of  that  wom- 
an, or  of  the  circumstances  attending  my  in- 
fernal union  with  her.  Oh,  I  am  certain  Jane 
will  agree  with  me  in  opinion,  when  she 
knows  all  that  I  know !  Just  put  your  hand 
in  mine,  Janet— that  I  may  have  the  eyidence 
of  touch,  as  well  as  sight,  to  prove  you  are 
■ear  me — and  I  will,  in  a  few  words,  show 
jott  the  real  state  of  tbe  case.  Can  you  listen 
toaael" 

*'  Yes,  sir ;  for  hours,  if  you  will." 

*'  I  ask  only  minutes.  Jane,  did  you  ever 
kear,  or  know,  that  I  was  not  the  eldest  son 
mi  my  bouse— that  I  had  once  a  brother  older 
than  It" 

"I   remember   Mrs.   Fairfax  told    me  so 


"And  did  yon  ever  bear  that  my  father  was 
an  avaricious,  grasping  man  1" 

'•I  have  understood  something  to  that  ef- 
feet."    . 

**  Well,  Jane,  being  so,  it  was  bis  resolution 
>  to  kaep  tbe  proper^  together.    He  could  not 
,  kear  the  idea  of  dividing  bis  estate  and  leaving 
me  a  fiur  portion ;  all,  be  resolved,  should  go 
1  to  my  brother,  Russell.    Yet,  as  little  could  be 
cndare  that  a  son  of  his  should  be  a  poor  man. 
1  nust  be  provided  for  by  a  wealthy  marriage. 
Be  sought  me  a  partner  betimes.    Mr.  Mason, 
a  West  India  planter  and  merchant,  was  bis 
old  acquaintance.    He  was  certain  bis  posses- 
sions were  real  and  vast ;  be  made  inquiries. 
Mr.  Mason,  be  found,  bad  a  son  and  daughter ; 
aad  be  learned  from  him  that  he  could  and 
would  give  the  lauer  a  fortune  of  thirty  thou- 
•and  pounds ;  that  sufficed.    When  I  left  col- 
lege, I  was  sent  out  to  Jamaica,  to  espouse  a 
hridB  already  courted  for  me.    My  father  said 
nothing  about  her  money,  but  he  told  me  Miss 
If  aeon  was  tbe  boast  of  Spanish  Town  for  her 
beauty,  and  this  was  no  lie.    I  found  her  a  fine 
-woouin,  in  the  style  of  Blanche  Ingram,  tall, 
dark,  and  majestic.    Her  family  wished  to  se- 
cure me,  because  I  wa^  of  a  good  race ;  and  so 
did  she.    They  showed  her  to  me  in  parties, 
jspLendidly  dressed.    I  seldom  saw  her  alone, 
mnd  bad  very  little  private  conversation  with 
ber.    She  flattered  me,  and  lavishly  displayed 
ior  my  pleasure  her  charms  and  accomplish- 
moDts.    All  the  men  in  her  circle  seemed  to 
wdmirt  ber  and  envy  me.    I  was  dazzled — 
tftimnlated;   my  senses  were  excited;    and 
being   ignorant,   raw,    and    inexperienced,   I 
tbongbt  I  loved  her.    There  is  no  folly  so  be- 
moUed,  that  the  idiotic  rivalries  of  society,  tbe 
pvurience,  the  rashness,  the  blindness  of  youth 
"Will  not  hurry  a  man  to  its  commission.    Her 
relatives  encouraged  me;  competitors  piqued 
ate ;  eha  allttred  me ;  a  marriage  was  achieved 


no  respect  for  myaOf  when  I  Mak  of  that  adt ! 
An  alpmy  of  mward  contempt  masters  sAe.  1 
never  loved,  I  never  esteemed,  I  did  not  evea 
know  her.  I  was  not  sure  of  tbe  existenoe  of 
one  virtue  in  ber  nature.  I  had  marked  neither 
modesty,  nor  benevolence,  nor  candor,  nor  re- 
finement in  ber  mind  or  manners ;  and  I  mar- 
ried her— gross,  groveling,  mole-eyed  Mock- 
bead  that  I  was!  With  less  sin  I  might 
have — but  let  me  remember  to  whom  I  am 
speaking. 

"  My  bride's  mother  I  had  never  seen ;  I  un- 
derstood she  was  dead.  The  honey-moon  over, 
I  learned  my  mistake ;  she  was  only  mad ;  and 
shut  up  in  a  lunatic  asylum.  There  was  a 
younger  brother,  too ;  a  complete  dumb  idiot. 
The  elder  one,  whom  you  have  seen  (and  whom 
I  can  not  hate,  while  I  abhor  all  his  kindred, 
because  he  has  some  grains  of  afiection  in  bis 
feeble  mind,  shown  in  tbe  oontinutod  interest 
he  takes  in  his  wretched  sister,  and  also  in  a 
doglike  attachment  he  once  bore  me),  will 
probably  be  in  tbe  same  state  one  day.  My  fa- 
ther, and  my  brother  Russell  knew  all  this; 
but  they  thought  only  of  the  thirty  thousand 
pounds,  and  joined  in  the  plot  against  me. 

"  These  were  vile  discoveries ;  but,  except 
for  tbe  treachery  of  coooealment,  I  should  have 
made  them  no  subject  of  reproach  to  my  wife ; 
even  when  I  found  her  nature  wholly  alien  to 
mine ;  her  tastes  obnoxious  to  me ;  her  east  of 
mind  common,  low,  narrow,  and  singularly  in- 
capable of  being  led  to  any  thing  higher,  ex- 
rtnded  to  any  thing  larger — ^when  I  found  that 
oould  not  pass  a  single  evening,  nor  even  a 
single  hour  of  tbe  day  with  ber  in  comfort; 
that  kindly  conversation  oould  not  be  sustained 
between  us,  because,  whatever  topic  I  started, 
immediately  received  from  her  a  turn  at  once 
coarse  and  trite,  perverse  and  imbecile— -when 
I  perceived  that  I  should  never  have  a  quiet  or 
settled  household,  because  no  servant  would 
bear  the  continued  outbreaks  of  her  violent  and 
unreasonable  temper,  or  the  vexations  of  her 
absurd,  contradictoiy,  exacting  orders— even 
then  I  restrained  myself:  I  eschewed  upbraid- 
ing, I  curtailed  remonstrance ;  I  tried  te  devour 
my  repentance  and  discust  in  secret ;  I  represa- 
ed  the  deep  antipathy  I  felt. 

**  Jane,  I  will  not  trouble  you  with  libomina 
Ue  details ;  some  strong  words  shall  express 
what  I  have  to  say.  I  lived  with  that  woman 
up  stairs  four  years,  and  before  that  time  she 
had  tried  me  indeed ;  ber  character  ripened  and 
developed  with  frightful  rapidity;  her  vices 
sprung  up  fast  and  rank ;  they  were  so  strong, 
only  cruelty  oould  check  them ;  and  I  would 
not  use  cruelty.  What  a  pigmy  intellect  she 
had,  and  what  giant  propensities !  How  fear- 
ful were  the  curses  those  propensities  entailed 
on  me  I  Bertha  Mason,  the  true  daughter  of 
an  infamous  mother,  dragged  me  through  all 
the  hideous  and  degrading  agonies  which  must 
attend  a  man  bound  to  a  wife  at  once  intem- 
perate and  unchaste. 

**  My  brother  in  the  interval  was  dead ;  and 
at  tbe  end  of  the  four  years  my  father  died  too 
I  was  rich  enough  now,  yet  poor  to  hideous  in 
digence  ;  a  nature  the  most  gross,  impure,  de- 
praved I  ever  saw,  was  associated  with  mine, 
and  called  by  the  law  and  hi  aniiitfs  ■  a^i  if' 


118 


JANE  EYRE. 


legal  proceediBgs ;  for  the  doctors  now  diaoor- 
•red  that  my  in/e  was  mad— her  excesses  had 
mrematorely  developed  the  germs  of  iDsaoity. 
Jane,  you  don*t  like  my  narrative ;  you  look  lU- 
most  sick-^hall  I  defer  the  rest  to  another 
dayl" 

**  No,  sir ;  finish  it  now  ;  I  pity  yon— I  do 
earnestly  pity  you.*\ 

<*  Pity,  Jane,  from  some  people,  is  a  noxious 
and  insulting  sort  of  tribute,  which  one  is  justi- 
fied in  hurling  back  in  the  teeth  of  those  who 
oflfer  it ;  but  that  is  the  sort  of  pity  native  to 
callous,  selfish  hearts ;  it  is  a  hybrid,  egotistical 
pain  at  hearing  of  woes,  crossed  with  ignorant 
contempt  for  thoso  who  have  endured  them. 
But  that  is  not  your  pity,  Jane ;  it  is  not  the 
feeling  of  which  your  whole  face  is  full  at  this 
moment,  with  which  your  eyes  are  now  almost 
r  verflowiog — with  which  your  heart  is  heaving 
— with  which  your  hand  is  trembling  in  mine. 
Tour  pity,  my  darling,  is  the  suffering  mother 
of  love ;  its  anguish  is  the  very  natal  pang  of 
the  divine  passion.  I  accept  it,  Jane ;  let  the 
daughter  have  free  advent — my  arms  wait  to 
leceive  her." 

"  Now,  sir,  proceed :  what  did  you  dQ'.when 
you  found  she  was  madi" 

**  Jane— I  approached  the  verge  of  despair ;  a 
remnant  of  self-respect  was  all  that  intervened 
between  me  and  the  gulf.  In  the  eyes  of  the 
world  I  was  doubtless  covered  with  grimy  dis- 
honor ;  but  I  resolved  to  be  dean  in  my  own 
sight,  and  to  the  last  I  re^diated  the  contami- 
nation of  her  crimes,  and  wrenched  myself  from 
connection  with  her  mental  defects.  Still,  so- 
ciety associated  my  name  and  person  with  hers ; 
I  yet  saw  her  and  heard  her  daily ;  something 
of  her  breath  (faugh !)  mixed  with  the  air  I 
breathed;  and,  besides,  I  remembered  I  had 
OQoe  been  her  husband — ^that  recollection  was 
then,  and  it  is  now,  inexpressibly  odious  to  me ; 
moreover,  I  knew  that  while  she  lived  I  could 
never  be  the  husband  of  another  and  better 
wife ;  and,  though  five  years  my  senior  (her 
family  and  my  father  had  lied  to  roe  even  in 
the  particular  of  her  age),  she  was  likely  to  live 
as  long  as  I,  being  as  robust  in  frame  as  she 
was  infirm  in  mind.  Thus,  at  the  age  of  twen- 
ty-six, I  was  hopeless. 

*''  One  flight  I  had  been  awakened  by  her  yells 
— (since  the  medical  men  had  pronounced  her 
mad,  she  had,  of  course,  been  shut  up)— it  was 
a  fiery  West-Indian  night ;  one  of  the  descrip- 
tion that  frequently  precede  the  hurricanes  of 
those  climates ;  being  unable  to  sleep  in  bed, 
I  got  up  and  opened  the  window.  The  air  was 
like  sulphur-steams — I  could  find  no  refresh- 
ment any  where.  Mosquitoes  came  buzzing  in 
and  hummed  sullenly  round  the  room ;  the  sea, 
which  I  could  hear  from  thence,  rumbled  dull 
like  an  earthquake — black  clouds  were  casting 
np  over  it ;  the  moon  was  setting  in  the  waves, 
broad  and  red,  like  a  hot  cannon-ball— she  threw 
her  last  bloody  glance  over  a  world  quivering 
with  the  ferment  of  tempest.  I  was  physically 
influenced  by  the  atmosphere  and  scene,  and 
Riy  eafs  were  filled  with  the  curses  the  maniac 
still  shrieked  out;  wherein  she  momentarily 
mingled  my  name  with  such  a  tone  of  demon- 
hate,  with  such  language !  no  professed  harlot 
ever  had  a  fouler  vocabulary  than  she ;  though 


partitions  of  the  West-India  house  oppoataig  but 
slight  obstruction  to  her  wolfish  cries. 

•*  *This  life,*,  said  I,  at  last, '  is  hen !  Ibis  ii 
the  air— those  are  the  sounds  of  the  boMomlesi 
pit !  I  have  a  right  to  deliver  myself  from  it 
if  I  can.  The  suflferings  of  this  mortal  state 
will  leave  me  with  the  heavy  flesh  that  now 
cumbers  my  soul.  Of  the  fanatic's  bvrning 
eternity  I  have  no  fear ,  there  is  not  a  futora 
state  worse  than  this  present  one— let  me  break 
away,  and  go  home  to  God !' 

"  I  said  this  while  I  knelt  down  at  and  un- 
locked a  trunk  which  contained  a  brace  of  load- 
ed pistols  *  I  meant  to  shoot  myself  I  oaly 
entertamed  the  intention  for  a  moment;  for, 
not  being  insane,  the  crisis  of  exquisite  and 
unalloyed  despair  which  had  originated 
wish  and  design  of  self-destruction  was 
in  a  second. 

"  A  wind  fresh  from  Europe  blew  over  the 
ocean  and  rushed  through  the  open  casement ; 
the  storm  broke,  streamed,  thundered,  blaie^ 
and  the  air  grew  pure.  I  then  framed  and  fixed 
a  resolution.  While  I  walked  under  the  drip- 
ping orange-trees  of  my  wet  garden,  and  among 
its  drenched  pomegranates  and  pine-apples,  ani 
while  the  refulgent  dawn  of  the  tropics  kindled 
round  me — I  reasoned  thus,  Jane :  and  now  lis- 
ten ;  for  it  was  true  wisdom  that  consoled  me 
in  that  hour,  and  showed  me  the  right  path  to 
follow. 

**The  sweet  wind  from  Europe  was  stil 
whispering  in  the  refreshed  leaves,  and  the  At- 
lantic was  thundering  in  glorious  libejty ;  my 
heart,  dried  up  and  scorched  for  a  long  tioie, 
swelled  to  the  tone,  and  filled  with  living  btood 
— my  being  longed  for  renewal — my  aoul  thirst- 
ed for  a  pure  draught.  I  saw  Hope  rewire,  and 
felt  regeneration  possible.  From  a  lioweij  aroh 
at  the  bottom  of  my  garden  I  gaved  over  the 
sea,  bluer  than  the  sky :  the  old  world  was  bs- 
yond  ;  clear  prospects  opened,  thus : 

"  *  (jO,*  said  Hope,  *  and  live  again  in  Eorops; 
there  it  is  not  known  what  a  sullied  name  yn 
bear,  nor  what  a  filthy  burden  is  bound  to  yot. 
You  may  take  the  maniac  with  you  to  Engtead ; 
confine  her  with  due  attendance  and  prectt- 
tions  at  Thomfield :  then  travel  yourself  to 
what  clime  you  will,  and  form  what  new  tie 
you  like  That  woman,  who  has  so  abused 
your  long-sufifering,  so  sullied  yonr  name,  bo 
outraged  your  honor,  so  blighted  your  youth* 
is  not  your  wife ;  nor  are  you  her  husband.  See 
that  she  is  cared  for  as  her  condition  demandii 
and  you  have  done  all  that  Grod  and  hnmasiiy 
require  of  you.  Let  he%  identity,  her  conoeo- 
tion  with  yourself,  be  burled  in  oblivion ;  yoa 
are  bound  to  impart  them  to  no  living  beiag. 
Place  her  in  safety  and  comfort ;  shelter  her 
degradation  with  secrecy,  and  leave  her.* 

"  I  acted  precisely  on  this  suggestion.  My 
father  and  brother  had  not  made  my  marriage 
known  to  their  acquaintance ;  because,  in  fi» 
very  first  letter  I  wrote  to  apprise  them  of  the 
union — ^having  already  begun  to  experience  ex* 
treme  disgust  of  its  consequences ;  and  from 
the  family  character  and  constitution,  seeing  a 
hideous  future  opening  to  roe — ^I  added  an  or* 
gent  charge  to  keep  it  secret :  and  very  \ 
the  infaroous  conduct  of  the  wife  nq^  father  I 
selected  for  me  was  such  as  te  malhd  bim  V 
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^fidring  to  pobliah  the  connection,  he  became 
SB  anxioos  to  conceal  it  aa  myself. 

•*Ta England,  then,  I  conveyed  her;  a  fear- 
lol  Toy^e  1  had  with  such  a  monster  in  the  tcs- 
aeL  Glad  was  I  when  I  at  last  got  her  to 
Thomfield,  and  saw  her  safely  ]od^  in  that 
third  story  roomi  of  whose  secret  inner  cabi- 
net she  has  now  for  ten  years  made  a  wild 
beast's  den^a  goblin's  cell.  I  bad  some  trouble 
in  finding  an  attendant  for  her,  as  it  was  ne* 
ceseaiy  to  select  one  on  whose  fidelity  depend- 
ence could  be  placed ;  for  her  ravings  would 
inevitably  betray  my  secret :  besides,  she  had 
lucid  intervals  of  days — sometimes  weeks — 
irhich  she  filled  up  with  abuse  of  me.  At  last 
I  hired  Grace  Poole,  from  the  Grimsby  Retreat. 
She  and  the  surgeon,  Carter  (who  dressed  Ma- 
«on*s  wounds  that  night  he  was  stabbed  and 
worried),  are  the  onljr  two  I  have  ever  admit- 
ted^ to  my  confidence.  Mrs.  Fairfax  may,  in- 
deed, have  suspected  something  *,  but  she  could 
bave  gained  no  precise  knowledge  as  to  facts. 
Grace  has,  on  the  whole,  proved  a  good  keep- 
er :  though,  owing  partly  to  a  fault  of  her  own, 
of  which  it  appears  nothing  can  cure  her,  and 
which  is  incident  to  her  harassing  profession, 
ber  vigilance  has  been  more  than  once  lulled 
mod  baffled.  The  lunatic  is  both  cunning  and 
malignant ;  she  has  never  failed  to  take  advan- 
tage of  her  guardian's  temporary  lapses :  once 
to  secrete  the  knife,  with  which  she  stabbed 
ber  brother,  and  twice  to  possess  herself  of  the 
key  of  her  cell,  and  issue  therefrom  in  the 
night-time.  On  the  first  of  these  occasions, 
she  perpetrated  the  attempt  to  burn  me  in  my 
bed :  on  the  second  she  paid  that  ghastly  visit 
to  yon.  I  thank  Providence,  who  watched  over 
jon,  that  she  then  spent  her  fury  on  your  wed- 
ding apparel,  which  perhaps  brought  back  vague 
yemioiscenoes  of  her  own  bridal  days ;  but  on 
what  might  bave  happened  I  can  not  endure  to 
Teflect.  When  I  think  of  the  thing  which  flew 
ai  my  throat  this  morning,  hanging  its  black 
and  scarlet  visage  over  the  nest  of  my  dove, 
my  blood  curdles — '* 

*'  And  what,  sir,"  I  asked,  while  he  paused, 
«« did  you  do  when  yoa  bad  settled  her  here ! 
Where  did  you  got*' 

**  What  did  I  do,  Jane  t  I  transformed  my- 
i  n  to  a  WUl-o'- the- Wisp.  Where  did  I  go  1 
.rsoed  wanderings  as  wild  as  those  of  tbe 
i^ arch-spirit.  I  sought  the  Continent,  and 
went  devious  through  all  its  lands.  My  fixed 
desire  was  to  seek  and  find  a  good  and  intelli- 
gent  woman,  whom  I  could  loVe  ;  a  contrast  to 
the  fury  I  left  at  Thqrnfield— " 

"  But  you  could  ndt  marry,  sir." 

"  I  had  determined  and  was  conyinced  that 
I  could  and  ought.  It  was  not  my  original  in- 
tention to  deceive,  as  I  have  deceived,  you.  I 
meant  to  tell  my  tale  plainly,  and  make  my 
proposals  openly ;  and  it  appeared  to  me  so  ab- 
solutely rational  that  I  should  be  considered 
iree  to  loye  and  be  loved,  I  never  doubted  some 
woman  might  be  found  willing  and  able  to  un- 
derstand my  case  and  accept  roe,  in  spite  of 
Ibe  curse  with  which  I  was  burdened." 

"Well,  sir!" 

•<  When  you  are  inquisitive,  Jaile,  you  always 
jnake  me  smile.  You  open  your  eyes  like  an 
•ager  bird^  and  make  every  now  and  then  a 


did  not  flow  fast  enough  for  yoa,  and  yon  want- 
ed to  read  the  tablet  of  one's  heart.  Bat  be- 
fore I  go  on,  tell  me  what  yon  mean  by  your 
*  Well,  sir  V  It  is  a  small  phrase  very  frequent 
with  you ;  and  which  many  a  time  baa  drawn 
me  on  and  on  through  interminable  talk;  I 
don't  very  well  know  why." 

**  I  mean,  what  next  1  How  did  yoa  pro- 
ceed 1    What  came  of  such  an  event  1" 

"  Precisely ;  and  what  do  yoa  wish  to  know 
now !" 

"  Whether  you  found  any  one  you  liked ; 
whether  yoa  asked  her  to  marry  you ;  and  what 
she  said." 

"  I  can  tell  yon  whether  I  found  any  one  I 
liked,  and  whether  I  asked  her  to  marry  me ; 
but  what  she  said  is  yet  to  be  recorded  in  the 
book  of  Fate.  For  ten  long  years  I  roved 
about,  living  first  in  one  capital,  then  another ; 
sometimes  in  St.  Petersburg ;  oflener  in  Paris ; 
occasionally  ic  Rome,  Naples,  and  Florence. 
Provided  with  plenty  of  money,  and  the  pass- 
port of  an  old  name,  I  could  choose  my  own 
society ;  no  circles  were  closed  against  me.  I 
sought  my  ideal  of  a  woman  among  English 
ladies,  French  countesses,  Italian  signuras, 
and  German  Grafinnen.  I  could  not  find  ber. 
Sometimes,  for  a  fleeting  moment,  I  thought  I 
caught  a  glance,  heard  a  tone,  beheld  a  form, 
which  announced  the  realization  of  my  dream ; 
but  I  was  presently  undeceived.  You  are  not 
to  suppose  that  I  desired  perfection,  either  of 
mind  or  person.  I  longed  only  for  what  suited 
me — ^foc  the  antipodes  of  the  Creole ;  and  I 
longed  vainly.  Among  them  all  I  found  not 
one,  whom,  had  I  been  ever  so  free,  I — warned 
as  I  was  of  tbe  risks,  tbe  horrors,  the  lothinga 
of  incongruous  unions — would  have  asked  to 
marry  me.  Disappointment  made  me  reck- 
less. I  tried  dissipation — ^never  debauchery; 
that  I  hated,  and  hate.  That  was  my  Indian 
Messalina's  attribute ;  rooted  disgust  at  it  and 
her  restrained  me  much,  even  in  pleasure. 
Any  enjoyment  that  bordered  on  riot  seemed  to 
approach  me  to  ber  and  her  vices,  and  I  es- 
chewed it. 

*<  Yet  I  could  not  live  alone ;  so  I  tried  the 
companionship  of  mistreases.  The  first  I  chose 
was  Celine  Varens  —  Another  of  those  atepa 
which  make  a  man  spurn  himself  when  he  recalls 
them.  You  already  know  what  she  was,  and 
how  my  liaison  with  her  terminated.  She  had 
two  successors:  an  Italian,  Giacinta,  and  a 
German,  Clara;  both  considered  singularly 
handsome.  What  was  their  beauty  to  me  in 
a  few  weeks  T  Giacinta  was  unprincipled  and 
violent ;  I  tired  of  her  in  three  months.  Clara 
was  honest  and  quiet;  but  heavy,  mindless,  un- 
impressible ;  not  one  whit  to  my  taste.  I  was 
glad  to  give  her  a  sufficient  sum  to  set  her  up 
in  a  good  line  of  business,  and  so  get  decently 
rid  of  her.  But,  Jane,  I  see  by  your  face  you 
arc  not  forming  a  very  favorable  opinion  of  me 
just  now.  You  think  me  an  unfeeling,  loose- 
principled  rake  ;  don't  you  1" 

*<  I  don't  like  you  so  well  as  I  have  done 
sometimes,  indeed,  sir.  Did  it  not  peem  to 
you  in  the  least  wrong  to  live  in  that  way ; 
first  with  one  mistress  and  then  another! 
You  talk  of  it  as  a  mere  matter  of  course." 

"  It  was  with  me ;  and  I  did  not  like  it.    It 
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n^er  wish,  to  return  to  it.  Hiring  a  midtress 
18  the  next  worst  thing  to  buying  a  slave ;  both 
are  often  by  nature,  and  always  by  position,  in- 
ffirior ;  and  to  live  familiarly  with  inferiors  is 
degTiBding.  I  now  hate  the  recollection  of  the 
time  I  passed  with  Celine,  Giacinta,  and  Clara.*' 

I  felt  the  truth  of  these  words ;  and  I  drew 
from  them  the  certain  inference,  that  if  I  were 
so  far  to  forget  myself  and  all  the  teaching  that 
had  ever  been  instilled  into  me,  as — under  any 
pretext — ^with  any  justification — through  any 
temptation — to  become  the  successor  of  these 
poor  girls,  he  would  one  day  regard  me  with 
the  same  feeling  which  now  in  his  mind  dese- 
crated their  memoxy.  I  did  not  give  utterance 
to  this  conviction  ;  it  was  enough  to  feel  it.  I 
impressed  it  on  my  heart,  that  it  might  remain 
there  to  serve  me- as  aid  in  the  time  of  trial. 

"Now,  Jane,  why  dont't  you  say  "Well, 
sir  V  I  have  not  done.  You  are  looking  grave. 
You  disapprove  of  me  still,  I  see.  But  let  me 
come  to  the  point.  Last  January,  rid  of  all  mis- 
tresses— in  a  harsh,  bitter  frame  of  mind,  the 
result  of  a  useless,  roving,  lonely  life — cor- 
roded with  disappointment,  sourly  disposed 
against  all  men,  and  especially  against  all' 
womafikind  (for  I  began  to  regard  the  notion  of 
an  intellectual,  faithful,  loving  woman  as  a  mere 
dream),  recalled  by  business,  I  came  back  to 
England. 

"On  a  frosty  winter  afternoon,  I  rode  in 
sight  of  Tbornfield  Hall.  Abhoned  spot !  I  ex- 
pected no  peace — no  pleasure  there.  On  a 
stile  in  Hay-lane  I  saw  a  quiet  little  figure  sit- 
ting by  itself  I  passed  it  as  negligently  as  I 
did  the  pollard  willow  opposite  lo  it ;  I  had  no 
presentiment  of  what  it  would  be  to  me ;  no 
inward  warning  that  the  arbitress  of  my  life — 
my  genius  for  good  or  evil— waited  there  in 
bumble  guise.  I  did  not  know  it,  even  when, 
on  the  occasion  of  Mesrour's  accident,  it  came 
op  and  gravely  ofiTered  me  help.  Childish  and 
slender  creature  I  It  seemed  as  if  a  linnet  had 
hopped  to  my  foot  and  proposed  to  bear  me  on 
its  tiny  wing.  I  was  surly;  but  the  thing 
would  not  go ;  it  stood  by  me  with  strange  per- 
severance, and  looked  and  spoke  with  a  sort  of 
authority.  I  must  be  aided,  and  by  that  hand ; 
and  aided  I  was. 

"  When  once  I  had  pressed  the  frail  shoulder, 
something  new — a  fresh  sap  and  sense— stole 
into  my  frame.  It  was  well  I  had  learned  that 
this  elf  must  return  to  me — ^that  it  belonged  to 
my  house  down  below— or  I  could  not  have 
felt  it  pass  away  from  under  my  hand,  and 
seen  it  vanish  behind  the  dim  hedge,  without 
singular  regret.  I  heard  you  come  home  that 
night,  Jane;  though  probably  you  were  not 
aware  that  I  thought  of  you,  or  watched  for 
you.  The  next  day  I  observed  you — myself 
unseen— for  half  an  hour,  while  you  played 
with  Adile  in  the  gallery.  It  was  a  snowy 
day,  I  recollect,  and  yon  could  not  go  out  of 
doors.  I  was  in  my  room ;  the  door  was  ajar ; 
I  could  both  listen  and  watch.  Adele  claimed 
your  outward  attention  for  awhile ;  yet  I  fan- 
cied your  thoughts  were  elsewhere ;  but  you 
Were  very  patient  with  her,  my  little  Jane ; 
you  talked  to  her  and  amused  her  a  long  time. 
''Vhen  at  last  she  left  you,  you  lapsed  at  once 

*o  deep  revery  ;  you  betook  yourself  slowly 

pace  the  gallery.    Now  and  then,  in  passing 


a  casement,  yon  glanced  oat  at  the  tiiick-&«|f^ 
snow ;  you  listened  to  the  sohbing  win4  &»■ 
again  you  paced  gently  on,  and  dreamed,  t 
think  those  day-visions  were  not  dark ;  then 
was  a  pleasurable  illumination  in  your  eye  oc- 
casionally, a  soft  excitement  in  your  aspect 
which  told  of  no  bitter,  bilious,  hypochondriac, 
brooding ;  your  look  revealed  rather  the  swesc 
musings  of  youth,  when  ita  spirit  follows  oa 
willing  wings  the  flight  of  Hope,  up  and  on  ta 
an  ideal  heaven.  The  voice  of  Mrs.  Fairfai^ 
speaking  to  a  servant  in  the  hall,  wakened  yoa|^ 
and  how  curiously  you  smiled  to  and  at  your- 
self, Janet  I  There  was  much  sense  in  yonc 
smile ;  it  was  very  shrewd,  and  seemed  to 
make  light  of  your  own  abstraction.  It  seemed 
to  say—*  My  fine  visions  are  all  very  well,  bat 
I  must  not  forget  they  are  absolutely  unreal  t 
have  a  rosy  sky,  and  a  gr^en  flowery  Eden  in 
my  brain ;  but  without,  I  am  perfectly  aware» 
lies  at  my  feet  a  rough  tract  to  travel,  aad 
around  me  gather  black  tempests  to  encounter.* 
You  ran  dowi^  stairs  and  demanded  of  Mra. 
Fairfax  some  occupation;  the  weekly  house- 
accounts  to  make  up,  or  something  of  that 
sort,  I  think  it  was.  I  was  vexed  with  yoa  foe 
getting  out  of  my  sight. 

"  Impatiently  I  waited  for  ev6ning,  when  I 
might  summon  yoa  to  my  presence.  An  on- 
usual — ^to  me— 9  perfectly  new  character  I 
suspected  was  yours ;  I  desired  to  search  it 
deeper,  and  know  it  better.  Yoa  entered  tba 
room  with  a  look  and  air  at  once  shy  and  in- 
dependent ;  you  were  qaaintly  dressed— modi 
as  you  are  now.  I  made  you  talk  ;  ere  long  I 
found  you  full  of  strange  contrasts.  Yoot 
garb  and  manner  were  restricted  by  nle; 
your  air  was  often  diflldent,  and  altogether  that 
of  one  refined  by  nature,  but  absolutely  unused 
to  society,  and  a  good  deal  afraid  of  makinf^ 
herself  disadvantageously  conspksuoos  by  soma 
solecism  or  blunder ;  yet,  when  addressed,  yoa 
lifted  a  keen,  a  daring,  and  a  Rowing  eye  to 
your  interlocutor's  face;  there  was  pene* 
tration  and  power  in  each  glance  you  gave; 
when  plied  by  close  questions,  you  found  ready 
and  round  answers.  Very  soon  you  seeme^ 
to  get  use  to  me— I  believe  yon  felt  the  ex« 
istence  of  sympathy  between  yoa  and  your 
grim  and  cross  master,  Jane ;  for  it  was  as- 
tonishing to  see  how  quickly  a  certain  pleasant 
ease  tranquilized  your  manner;  snarl  as  t 
would,  you  showed  no  surprise,  fear,  annoy- 
ance, or  displeasure  at  my  moroseness ;  yoa 
watched  me,  and  now  and  then  smiled  at  me 
with  a  simple  yet  sagacious  grace  I  can  not 
describe.  I  was  at  once  .content  and  stimo- 
lated  with  what  I  saw ;  I  liked  what  I  bad 
seen,  and  wished  to  see  more.  Yet,  for  a  Vmg 
time,  I  treated  you  distantly,  and  sought  yoor 
company  rarely.  I  was  an  mtellectual  epicarew 
and  wished  to  prolong  the  gratification  ol 
making  this  novel  and  pjfluant  acquainunee  ; 
besides,  I  was  for  a  while  troubled  with  a 
haunting  fear  that  if  I  handled  the  flower  freely 
its  bloom  would  fade— the  sweet  charm  off 
freshness  would  leave  it.  I  did  not  then  know 
that  it  was  no  transitory  blossom,  but  rather 
the  radiant  resemblance  of  one,  cot  in  an  in- 
destructible gem.  Moreover,  I  wished  to  eeo 
whether  yoa  would  seek  me  if  I  shunned  yon— 
but  you  did  not ;  you  kept  in  the  8€5|^ool-r 
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#»  0tUl  u  yov  owa  de«k  and  easel :  if  by 
cbanoe  I  met  yon,  you  paaaed  me  ae  soon,  and 
nitli  as  little  token  of  fecognition  aa  waa  con- 
fliBtent  with  respect.  Your  habitnal  ezprea* 
~  I  in  thoae  days,  Jane,  was  a  tbonghtfnl 
i;  not  despondent,  for  yoa  were  not  sickly ; 
L  Bot  teoyaot,  for  yon  bad  little  hope,  and  no 
aotnal  pteaimre.  I  wondered  what  yoa  thought 
af  me— or  if  yon  ever  thought  of  me ;  to  find 
Ibie  out,  I  resumed  my  notice  of  yoa.  There 
was  something  glad  in  yonr  glance,  and  genial 
m  yonr  manner,  when  yoa  conversed ;  I  saw 
joa  had  a  social  heart;  it  w^  the  silent 
Mbool-room— it  was  the  tedium  of  your  life 
Una  Bude  yon  mournful.  I  permitted  myself 
ft»  delist  of  being  kind  to  you ;  kindness 
atinnad  emotion  soon ;  your  face  became  soft 
fe  expression,  your  tones  gentle :  I  liked  ray 
mUBB  pronounced  by  your  lips  in  a  gratefnl, 
lapi^y  accent.  I  used  to  enjoy  a  chance  meet* 
jmg  with  you,  Jane,  at  this  time ;  there  was  a 
onriooa  hesitation  in  your  manner ;  you  glanced 
St  me  with  a  slight  trouble — a  hovering  doubt ; 
jns  did  not  know  what  my  caprice  might  be— 
irtiiJlher  I  waa  going  to  play  the  master,  and  be 
aianir-or  the  friend,  and  be  benignant.  I  was 
■aw  too  fond  of  yov  often  to  simulate  the  first 
whim;  and,  when  I  stretched  my  hand  out 
oarAiaUy,  such  bloom,  and  light,  and  bliss  rose 
ta  yonr  young,  wistful  features,  I  had  much 
ad0  often  to  avoid  atraining  yoa  then  and  there 
to  my  heart.'* 

**  Dont  talk  any  more  of  thoae  days,  air,**  I 
mtermpted,  furtively  daahing  away  aome  tears 
Horn  my  eyes :  his  language  waa  torture  to 
wm ;  for  I  knew  what  I  must  do— <and  do  soon 
—and  aU  theee  reminiscences,  and  theae  reve- 
ktiona  of  his  feelings,  only  made  my  work 
mopa  difiSooU. 

''No,  Jane,"  he  returned;  **what  necessity 
.  ia  there  to  dwell  on  the  Past,  when  the  Preaent 
ia  aa  much  surer — the  Future  so  much 
Wfhter!** 

I  slMiddered  to  hear  the  infatuated  assertion. 

«  Ton  see  now  how  the  case  stands— do  yon 
Botl"  he  continued.  <*  After  a  youth  and 
■anhoari,- passed  half  in  nnntterable  miaery 
aad  kalf  in  dreary  solitude,  I  have  for  the  firat 
time  found  what  I  can  truly  love — ^I  have  found 
jpti.  Yoa  are  my  sympathy— my  better  self— 
my  food  angel — ^I  am  bound  to  you  with  a 
atrong  attachment.  I  think  you  good,  gifted, 
lively;  a  fervent,  a  solemn  passion  is  oon- 
aaivad  in  my  heart;  it  leans  to  you,  draws 
JM  to  my  center  and  spring  of  life,  vnrape  my 
aiistence  about  yoa — and,  kindling  in  pure, 
yolwerful  flame,  fuses  you  and  me  in  one. 

^  It  was  because  I  felt  and  knew  this,  that  I 
iMolved  to  marry  you.  To  tell  me  that  I  had 
already  a  wife  is  empty  mockery ;  you  know 
BOW  that  I  had  but  a  hideous  demon.  I  waa 
VTong  to  attempt  to  deceive  you ;  but  I  feared 
m  Btubbomness  that  exists  in  your  character. 
I  feared  early  instiHed  prejudice ;  I  wanted  to 
kave  you  safe  before  hazarding  confidences. 
This  waa  cowardly ;  I  should  have  appealed  to 

rr  nobleness  and  magnanimity  at  first,  as  I 
now — opened  to  yon  plainly  my  life  of 
Mooy-— described  to  you  my  honger  and  thirat 
after  a  higher  and  worthier  exiatence— ahowo 
to  yon,  not  my  rtmAutum  (thaf  word  is  weak) 
lat  my  resistless  htnt  to  love  faithfullv  and 


well,  where  I  am  faithfully  and  well  loved  io 
return.  Then  I  ahould  have  asked  yoa  to 
accept  my  pledge  of  fidelity,  and  to  give  nue 
yoors ;  Jane— give  it  me  now." 

A  pause. 

«<  Why  are  you  silent,  Jane  V* 

I  was  experiencing  an  ordeal;  a  hand  of 
fiery  iron  grasped  my  vitala.  Terrible  moment ; 
foU  of  atruggle,  blackness,  burning!  Not  a 
human  being  that  ever  lived  could  wish  to  be 
loved  better  than  I  was  loved ;  and  him  who 
thna  loved  me  I  absolutely  worshiped :  and  I 
moat  renounce  love  and  idol.  One  drear  word 
comprised  my  intolerable  duty—**  De|»art !" 

<*  Jane,  you  understand  what  I  want  of  yoa  I 
Juat  this  promise—*  I  will  be  yours,  Mr.  ttooh- 
eater.*  ** 

"  Mr.  Rochester,  I  will  imi  be  yoora." 

Another  long  silence. 

"  Jane  !**  recommenced  he,  with  a  gentleneaa 
that  broke  me  down  with  grief,  and  turned  me 
stone-cold  with  ominoos  terror.«.4br  this  still 
voice  waa  the  pant  of  a  lien  rising— <<  Jane,  do 
you  mean  to  go  one  way  in  the  world,  and  to 
let  me  go  another  V* 

"I  do.'* 

"Jane  (bending  toward  and  embracing  me), 
do  yon  mean  it  now  V* 

•»Ido.»* 

"  And  now  1**  aofUy  kiaaing  my  forehead  and 
cheek. 

"  I  do—*'  extricating  nyaelf  from  raatraint 
rapidly  and  completely. 

*'0h,  Jane,  this  is  bitter!  Thiar-<thi8  ia 
wicked.  It  would  not  be  wicked  to  love  me." 
'    «*  It  would  to  obey  you." 

A  wild  kwk  raised  his  brows— crossed  hla 
featurea :  he  roae,  but  he  forbore  yet.  I  laid 
my  hand  on  the  back  of  a  chair  lor  support ;  I 
shook,  I  feared — but  I  resolved. 

"One  instant,  Jane.  Give  one  glance  to 
my  horrible  life  when  you  are  gone.  AU 
happiness  will  be  torn  away  with  yoa.  What 
thea  ia  leftl  For  a  wife  I  have  but  tho 
maniac  up  staira ;  aa  well  might  you  refer  me 
to  some  corpse  in  yonder  church-yard.  What 
shall  I  do,  Janel  Where  torn  for  a  com- 
panion, and  for  aome  hope?" 

"Do  aa  I  do;  truat  in  God  and  yourself. 
Believe  in  Heaven.  Hope  to  meet  again  there  " 

"  Then  you  will  not  yield  1** 

"  No." 

"  Then  yoo  condemn  me  to  live  wretched^ 
and  to  die  accursed  t"    His  voice  roee. 

"  I  advise  you  to  live  sinless ;  and  I  wlah 
you  to  die  tranquil.'* 

"  Then  you  snatch  love  and  innooence  from 
me  1  You  fling  me  back  on  lust  for  a  paaaion 
—vice  for  an  occupation  !*' 

"  Mr.  Rocheater,  I  no  more  aasign  this  fata 
to  you  than  I  grasp  at  it  for  myself.  We  were 
born  to  strive  and  endure— you  as  well  as  I  s 
do  so.  You  will  forget  me  before  I  forget 
you." 

"You  make  me  a  liar  by  auch  language; 
you  sully  my  honor.  I  declared  I  could  not 
change ;  you  tell  me  to  my  face  I  shall  change 
soon.  And  what  a  distortion  in  your  judgment, 
what  a  perversity  in  your  ideaa,  is  proved  bj 
yonr  conduct  I  Is  it  better  to  drive  a  fellow 
creature  to  despair  than  to  transgreaa  a  mere 
human  law — ^no  man  beinsr  iniured   bv   the 
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fcrM^I  for  yoa  have  neither  relativea  nor 
aeqwiintanoes  whom  you  need  fear  to  offend 
by  living  with  me." 

This  was  true ;  and  while  he  spoke  my  very 
•oDficienoe  and  reason  turned  traitors  acainst 
ne,  and  charged  me  with  crime  in  resisting 
MoL  They  spoke  almost  as  loud  as  feeling, 
and  that  clamored  wildly.  «*  Oh,  comply  !"  it 
said.  "  Think  of  his  misery,  think  of  his  dan- 
ger, look  at  his  state  when  left  alone ;  remem- 
ber his  headlong  nature,  consider  the  reckless- 
Bess  foltowing  on  despair;  soothe  him,  save 
him,  love  him :  tell  him  you  love  him  and  will 
be  his.  Who  in  the  world  cares  for  ycu  1  or 
who  will  be  injured  by  what  you  do  V 

Still  indomitable  was  the  reply,  *'  /  care  for 
myself  The  more  solitary,  the  more  friend- 
less, the  more  unsustained  I  am,  the  more  I 
will  respect  myself  I  will  keep  the  law  given 
by  God,  sanctioned  by  man.  I  will  hold  to  the 
principles  received  by  roe  when  I  was  sane, 
and  not  mad — as  I  am  now.  Laws  and  prinoi- 
pies  are  not  for  the  times  when  there  is  no 
temptation ;  they  are  for  such  moments  as 
this,  when  body  and  soul  rise  in  mutiny  against 
their  rigor ;  stringent  are  they ;  inviolate  they 
shall  be.  If  at  my  individual  convenience  I 
night  break  them,  what  would  be  their  worth  1 
They  have  a  worth,  so  I  have  always  believed ; 
and  if  I  can  not  believe  it  now,  it  is  because  I 
am  insane,  quite  insane,  with  my  veins  running 
£re,  and. my  heart  beating  faster  than  I  can 
count  its  throbs.  Preconceived  opinions,  fore- 
gone determinations,  are  all  I  have  at  this  hour 
to  stand  by ;  there  1  plant  my  foot." 

I  did.  Mr.  Rochester,  reading  my  counte- 
nance, saw  I  had  done  so.  His  fury  was 
wrought  to  the  highest ;  he  must  yield  to  it  for 
a  moment,  whatever  followed ;  he  crossed  the 
floor  and  seized  my  arm,  and  grasped  my 
waist.  He  seemed  to  devour  me  with  his 
flaming  glance;  physically,  I  felt,  at  the  mo- 
ment, powerless  as  stubble  exposed  to  the 
draught  and  glow  of  a  furnace;  mentally,  I 
still  possessed  my  soul,  and  with  it  the  ceruin- 
ty  of  ultimate  safety.  The  soul,  fortunate- 
ly has  an  interpreter— often  an  unconscious, 
but  still  a  truthful,  interpreter— in  the  eye. 
My  eye  rose  to  his,  and  while  I  looked  in  his 
fierce  face,  I  gave  an  involuntary  sigh;  his 
gripe  was  painful,  and  my  overtasked  strength 
almost  exhausted. 

**  Never,**  said  he,  as  he  ground  his  teeth, 
» never  was  any  thing  at  once  so  frail  and  so 
indomitable.  A  mere  reed  she  feels  in  my 
hand !  (and  he  shook  me  with  the  force  of  his 
hold.)  I  could  bend  her  with  my  finger  and 
thumb,  and  what  good  would  it  do  if  I  bent,  if 
I  uptore,  if  I  crushed  her  t  Consider  that  eye ; 
consider  the  resolute,  wild,  free  thing  looking 
out  of  it,  defying  me,  with  more  than  courage, 
with  a  stern  triumph.  Whatever  I  do  with  its 
cage,  I  can  not  get  at  it,  the  savage,  beauiiftil 
creature !  If  I  tear,  if  I  rend  the  slight  prison, 
my  outrage  will  only  let  the  captive  loose. 
Conqueror  I  might  be  of  the  house,  but  the  in- 
mate would  escape  to  heaven  before  *I  could 
call  myself  possessor  of  its  clay-  dwelling- 
place.  And  it  is  you,  spirit,  with  will  and  en- 
ergy, and  virtue  aod  purity,  that  I  want ;  not 

lone  your  brittle   frame.    Of  yourself,  you 
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my  heart.  If  you  would;  seised  against  foor 
will,  you  will  elude  the  grasp  like  an  esseoos; 
you  will  vanish  ere  J  inhale  yoar  fragnnee. 
Oh !  come,  Jane,  come  !*' 

As  he  said  this,  he  relhased  me  from  his 
clutch,  and  only  looked  at  me.  The  look  wis 
far  worse  to  resist  than  the  frantic  strain ;  9mtf 
an  idiot,  however,  would  have  succumbed  now. 
I  had  dared  and  bafSed  his  fury,  I  must  elods 
his  sorrow ;  I  retired  to  the  door. 

«  You  are  going,  Jane  1" 

**  I  am  going,  sir.** 

«  Ton  are  leaving  met*' 

"  Yes.** 

<*  You  will  not  come  1  Yoa  wiD  not  be  saiy 
comforter,  my  rescuer  1  My  deep  love,  noy 
wild  woe,  my  frantic  prayer,  are  all  nothing  to 
you  V* 

What  unutterable  pathos  was  in  bis  voice  I 
How,  hard  it  was  to  reiterate  firmly,  **  I  am  go- 
ing.** 

♦'  Jane  !'* 

«  Mr.  Rochester.** 

"  Withdraw,  then,  I  consent ;  but  remember.  I 
you  leave  me  here  in  anguish.    Gh>  op  to  yooi  I 
own  room;  think  over  all  I  have  said,  aad, 
Jahe,  cast  a  glance  on  my  sufferings ;  think «  | 
me.** 

He  turned  away,  he  threw  himself  on  hit 
face  on  the  sofa.  "  Oh,  Jane  I  my  hope,  mj 
love,  my  life  !**  broke  in  anguish  from  his  lipi. 
Then  came  a  deep,  strong  sob. 

I  had  already  gained  the  door,  hot,  reader,  I 
walked  back—walked  back  as  determinedly  ai 
I  had  retreated.  I  knelt  down  by  him,  I  turned 
his  face  from  the  cushion  to  me  ;  I  kissed  hii 
cheek,  I  smoothed  his  hair  with  my  hand. 

"  God  bless  you,  my  dear  master,*'  I  sail 
'*  God  keep  you  from  harm  and  wrong,  direct 
you,  solace  you,  reward  you  well  for  yoar  pist 
kindness  to  me.** 

"Little  Jane*s  love  wouhi  have  been  mf 
best  reward,"  he  answered ;  "  without  it,  siy 
heart  ia  broken.  But  Jane  will  give  me  hv 
love ;  yes,  nobly,  generonsly.'* 

Up  the  blood  rushed  to  his  face ;  forth  flashed 
the  fire  from  his  eyes,  erect  he  sprung,  he  hsU 
his  arms  out,  but  I  evaded  the  embrace,  aad  at 
once  quitted  the  room. 

**  Farewell  !*'  was  the  cry  of  my  heart,  as  I 
left  him.    Despair  added,  **  Farewell,  foreverl'' 
*  *  «  •  * 

Tha  night  I  never  thought  to  sleep,  but  a 
slumber  fell  on  me  as  soon  as  I  lay  down  hi 
bed.  I  was  transported  in  thought  to  the 
scenes  of  childhood :  I  dreamed  that  I  Isy  hi 
the  red-room  at  Gateshead ;  that  the  night  wai 
dark,  and  my  mind  impressed  with  strange 
fears.  The  light  that  long  ago  bad  struck  me 
into  syncope,  recalled  in  this  vision,  seeokod 
glidiogly  to  mount  the  wall,  and  tremblingly  to 
pause  in  the  center  of  the  obscured  ceiling.  I 
lifled  up  my  head  to  loak :  the  roof  resolved  to 
clouds,  high  and  dim  ;  the  gleam  was  such  as 
the  moon  imparts  to  vapors  she  is  about  to 
sever.  I  watched  her  come,  watched  with  the 
strangest  anticipation,  as  though  some  wordcC 
doom  were  to  be  written  on  her  disk.  She 
broke  forth  as  never  moon  yet  bnrat  fnunolood; 
a  band  first  penetrated  the  sable  fuJds  and 
waved  them  away,  then,  not  a  mooo»  baft  a 
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'  s  glorioiiB  Inrow  csithwaid.  It 
^oed  on  mo.  It  spoko  to  my  spirit; 
iauDMraraUy  distant  was  tbo  tone,  yet  so 
near,  it  whispered  in  my  heart, 

**My  dangbter,  flee  temptation  !*' 

«  Mother,  I  will.'' 

So  I  answered  after  I  had  waked  from  the 
tnnoe-like  dream.  It  was  yet  night,  bnt  July 
nights  are  short ;  soon  after  midnight,  dawn 
comes.  '*  It  can  not  be  too  early  to  commence 
the  task  I  have  to  Ailfill,"  thought  I.  I  rose,  I 
was  dressed,  for  I  bad  taken  oflf  nothing  bat  my 
shoes.  I  knew  where  to  find  in  my  drawers 
some  linen,  a  locket,  a  ring.  In  seeking  these 
articles,  I  encountered  the  beads  of  a  pearl 
Becklace  Mr.  Rochester  had  forced  me  to  ac- 
cept a  few  days  ago.  I  left  that,  it  was  not 
mine ;  it  was  the  visionary  bride's  who  had 
melted  in  air.  The  other  articles  I  made  up 
in  a  parcel ;  my  purse,  containing  twenty  shil- 
liii|8  (it  was  all  I  had),  I  put  in  my  pocket ; 
I  tied  on  my  straw  bonnet,  pinned  my  shawl, 
took  the  piircel  and  my  slippere,  which  I  would 
not  pot  on  yet,  and  stole  from  my  room. 

**  Farewell,  kind  Mrs.  Fairfax !"  I  whispered, 
as  I  glided  past  her  door.  "  Farewell,  my  dar- 
ling Adsle  !"  I  said,  as  I  glanced  toward  the 
norsery.  No  thought  could  be  admitted  of  en- 
tering to  embrace  her.  I  had  to  deceive  a  fine 
ear ;  for  aught  I  knew,  it  might  now  be  list- 
ening. 

I  would  have  got  past  Mr.  Rochester's  cham* 
ber  without  a  pause-,  but  my  heart  moment- 
arily stopping  its  beat  at  that  threshold,  my  foot 
was  forced  to  stop  also.  No  sleep  was  there  ; 
the  inmate  was  walking  restleesly  from  wall  to 
waU ;  and  again  and  again  he  sighed  while  I 
listened.  There  was  a  heaven— a  temporary 
heaven — in  thie  room  for  me,  if  I  chose ;  I  had 
-tat  to  go  in  and  to  say, 

<<  Mr.  Rochester,  I  will  love  yon  and  live  with 
jron  through  life  till  death,"  and  a  fount  of  rap- 
tare  would  spring  to  my  lips.   I  thought  of  this. 

That  kind  master,  who  could  not  sleep  now, 
was  waiting  with  impatience  for  day.  He 
would  send  for  me  in  the  morning ;  I  should  be 

£me.  He  would  have  me  sought  for ;  vainly. 
e  would  feel  himself  forsakeo,  his  love  re- 
jected ;  he  would  suffer,  perhips  grow  desper- 
ate. I  thought  of  this,  too.  My  hand  moved 
toward  the  lock*  I  caught  it  back  and  glided  on. 

Drearily  I  wound  my  way  down  stairs;  I 
knew  what  I  had  to  do,  and  I  did  it  mechani- 
cally. I  sought  the  key  of  the  side-door  in  the 
kitchen ;  I  sought,  too,  a  phial  of  oil  and  a 
feather,  I  oiled  the  key  and  the  lock.  I  got 
acme  water,  I  got  some  bread,  for  perhaps  I 
aboold  have  to  walk  far,  and  my  strength,  sore- 
ly shaken  of  late,  must  not  break  down.  All 
this  I  did  without  one  sound.  I  opened  the 
door,  passed  out,  shut  it  softly.  Dim  dawn, 
glimmered  in  the  yard.  The  great  gates  wore 
dosed  and  locked,  but  a  wicket  in  one  of  them 
was  only  latched.  Through  that  I  departed ; 
it,  too,  I  shut,  and  now  I  was  out  of  Tbornfield. 

A  mile  off,  beyond  the  fields,  lay  a  road  which 
atretehed  in  the  contrary  direction  to  Millcote ; 
a  road  which  I  had  never  traveled,  but  often 
noticed,  and  wondered  where  it  led ;  thither  I 
bent  ray  steps.  No  reflection  was  to  be  al- 
lowed now,  not  one  glance  was  to  be  cast  back ; 
ne  forward.     Not  ona  thonjrht  wafl 


to  be  givQo  eitiier  to  tiM  past  or  the  fatare 
The  first  was  a  page  so  heavenly  sweet,  u 
deadly  sad,  that  to  read  one  line  of  it  would 
dissolve  my  courage  and  break  down  my  ener- 
gy. The  last  was  an  awful  bbink,  somethim 
like  the  world  when  the  deluge  was  gone  by. 

I  skirted  fields,  and  hedges,  and  lanes,  tilj 
after  sunrise.  I  believe  it  was  a  lovely  sum- 
mer morning ;  I  know  my  shoes,  which  I  had 
put  on  when  I  left  the  house,  wereisoon  wel 
with  dew.  But  I  looked  neither  to  rising  sun, 
nor  smiling  sky,  nor  wakening  nature.  He 
who  is  taken  out  to  pass  through  a  fair  scene 
to  the  scaffold,  thinks  not  of  the  flowers  that 
smile  on  his  road,  but  of  the  block  and  ax- 
edge ;  of  the  disseverment  of  bone  and  vein, 
of  the  grave  gaping  at  the  end ;  and  I  thought 
of  drear  flight  and  homeless  wandering— and, 
oh  I  with  agony,  I  thought  of  what  I  left !  1 
could  not  help  it.  I  thought  of  him  now,  in  hii 
room,  watching  the  sunrise,  hoping  I  should 
soon  come  to  say  I  would  stay  with  him,  and 
be  his.  I  longed  to  be  his,  I  panted  to  return ; 
it  was  not  too  late ;  I  could  yet  spare  him  th€ 
bitter  pang  of  bereavement.  As  yet  my  flight, 
I  was  sure,  was  undiscovered.  I  could  go  badi 
and  be  his  comforter,  his  pride,  his  redeemei 
from  misery,  perhaps  from  ruin.  Oh,  that  feai 
of  his  self-abandonment — far  worse  than  my 
abandonment — how  it  goaded  me !  It  was  a 
barbed  arrow-head  in  my  breast;  it  tore  me 
when  I  tried  to  extract  it ;  it  sickened  me 
when  remembrance  thrust  it  farther  in.  Birds 
began  singing  in  brake  and  copse :  birds  were 
faithful  to  their  mates ;  birds  were  emblems  oi 
love.  What  was  1 1  In  the  midst  of  my  pain 
of  heart,  and  frantic  effort  of  principle,  I  ab^ 
horred  myself.  I  had  no  solace  from  self-ap- 
probation, none  even  from  self-respect.  I  had 
injured,  wounded,  left  my  maater.  I  was  hate- 
ful in  my  own  eyes.  Still  I  could  not  turn,  noi 
retrace  one  step.  Qod  must  have  led  me  on. 
As  to  my  own  will  or  conscience,  impassioned 
grief  had  trampled  one  and  stifled  the  other.  1 
was  weeping  wildly  as  I  walked  along  my  sol- 
itary way :  fast,  fast  I  went  like  one  deHrioos. 
A  weakness,  beginning  inwardly,  extending  to 
the  limbs,  seized  me,  and  I  fell ;  I  lay  on  the 
ground  some  minutes,  pressing  my  face  to  the 
wet  turf  I  had  some  fear,  or  hope,  tliat  here 
I  should  die ;  but  I  was  soon  up,  crawling  for 
wards  on  my  hands  and  knees,  and  then  again 
raised  to  my  feet,  as  eager  and  as  determined 
as  ever  to  reach  the  road. 

When  I  got  there,  I  was  forced  to  sit  to  rest 
me  under  the  hedge ;  and  while  I  sat,  1  heard 
wheels,  and  saw  a  coach  come  on.  I  stood  up 
and  lifted  my  hand ;  it  stopped.  I  asked  where 
it  was  going,  the  driver  named  a  place  a  long 
way  off,  and  where  I  was  sure  Mr.  Rochestei 
had  no  connections.  I  asked  for  what  sum  he 
would  take  me  there ;  he  said  thirty  shillings ; 
I  answered  I  had  but  twenty :  well,  he  would 
tiy  to  make  it  do.  He  further  gave  me  leave 
to  get  into  the  inside,  as  the  vehicle  was  empty : 
I  entered,  was  shut  in,  and  it  rolled  on  its  way. 

Gentle  reader,  may  yon  never  feel  what  I 
then  felt !  May  your  eyes  never  shed  such 
stormy,  scalding,  heart- wrong  tears  as  poured 
from  mine.  May  you  never  appeal  to  Heaven 
in  prayers  so  hopeless  and  so  sgoniscd  as  il 
that  hour  Ipft  mv*iinR  :  for  never  mav  voo.  like 
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ve»  dread  to  be  the  iaHmmeiit  of  evfl  to  what 
yoa  whfrily  love. 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

Two  days  are  pasaed.  It  is  a  aonuDer  even- 
iflf ;  tbe  ooacfaman  has  set  me  dowa  at  a  idaoe 
cabled  Whitcross,  he  could  take  me  no  farther 
for  the  sum  I  had  given,  and  I  was  not  poa- 
aeased  of  another  shilling  in  tbe  world.  The 
Qoach  is  a  mile  off  by  thia  time ;  I  am  alone. 
At  this  moment  I  diacoTor  that  I  fcnrgot  to  take 
ny  parcel  out  of  tbe  pocket  of  the  coach,  where 
I  had  placed  it  for  safety;  there  it  remains, 
theore  it  must  remain ;  and  now  I  am  absohitely 
destitute. 

Whitcrosa  is  do  town,  nor  even  a  hamlet ;  it 
is  bat  a  stone  pillar  aet  up  where  four  roads 
meet;  white-cashed,  I  suppose,  to  be  more 
o^Tioas  at  a  distance  and  in  darkness.  Four 
anna  spring  from  its  sommit ;  the  nearest  town 
to  which  these  point  is,  according  to  tbe  in- 
aeriptioD,  distant  ten  miles ;  the  farthest,  aboTo 
twenty.  FVom  the  well-known  names  of  these 
towns  I  learn  in  what  county  I  have  lighted ;  a 
Borth-midiand  shii^,  dusk  with  moorland,  ridged 
with  mountain;  tnis  I  see.  There  are  great 
raeors  behind  and  on  each  hand  of  me ;  there 
ace  waves  of  mountaina  lar  beyond  that  deep 
vaUey  at  my  feet.  The  population  here  most 
be  thin,  and  I  see  no  passengers  on  these  roads ; 
they  stretch  out  east,  west,  north,  and  south — 
white,  broad,  lonely ;  they  are  all  cut  in  the 
moor,  and  the  heather  grows  deep  and  wild  to 
their  very  veige.  Yet  a  chanoe  traveler  might 
paas  by ;  and  I  wish  no  eye  to  see  me  now ; 
stfanfars  would  wonder  what  I  am  doing,  lin- 

Sring  here  at  the  sign-post,  evidently  object- 
is  md  lost.  I  might  be  questioned ;  I  could 
give  no  answer  but  what  would  sound  incredible 
and  eseite  suspicion.  Not  a  tie  holds  aoe  to 
huDan  society  at  this  aMKnent — ^nota  charm  or 
hope  calls  me  where  my  fellow-creatures  are — 
HOBO  that  saw  me  would  have  a  kind  thought 
or  a  good  wish  for  me.  I  have  no  relative  but 
tbe  aaiversal  mother.  Nature ;  I  will  seek  her 
breast  and  ask  repose. 

I  steuek  straight  into  the  heath ;  I  held  on  to 
a  heUow  I  saw  deeply  farrowing  tbe  brown 
moorside ;  1  waded,  knee-deep  in  its  dark 
growth ;  I  turned  with  its  turnings,  and  finding 
a  moss-blackened  granite  orag  in  a  hidden  an- 
gle, I  sat  down  under  it.  High  banks  of  moor 
were  about  roe ;  the  orag  protected  my  head : 
the  sky  was  over  that. 

Some  time  passed  before  I  felt  tranquil  even 
here ;  I  had  a  vague  dread  that  wild  cattle  might 
be  near,  or  that  some  sportsman  or  poacher 
might  discover  me.  If  a  gust  of  wind  swept 
the  waste,  I  looked  up,  fearing  it  was  tbe  rush 
of  a  bull ;  if  a  plover  whistled,  I  imagined  it  a 
man.  Finding  my  apprehensions  unfounded, 
however,  and  cahned  by  the  deep  silence  that 
reigned  as  evening  declined  to  night-fall,  I  took 
ooAdeoce.  As  yet  1  had  not  thought ;  I  had 
only  listened,  watched,  dreaded:  now  I  re- 
gaiiied  tbe  faculty  of  reflection. 

What  was  I  to  dol  Where  to  gol  Oh,  in- 
tolerable queatiotts,  when  I  could  do  nothing 
and  go  nowhere !  when  a  long  way  most  yet 


befisre  IcoQld  readh  1 

cold  charity  must  be  entreated  hefoDe  I  iMidi 

get  a  lodging ;  rahictant  sympathy  importoBed ; 

almost  certain  repalae  inenrred,  before  my  tals 

could  be  listened  to,  or  one  of  my  wanta  rs- 

lieved! 

I  touched  the  heath;  it  was  dry,  and  yet 
warm  with  the  heat  of  the  suauner  day.  I 
looked  at  the  sky;  it  was  pure:  a  kindlj  star 
twinkled  just  above  the  efaasm  ridge.  Tbe 
dew  fell,  but  with  propitious  softness ;  no  bxeese 
whispered.  Nature  seemed  to  me  benign  and 
good ;  1  thought  she  loved  me,  outcast  aa  I 
waa;  and  I,  who  from  man  eauld  antlcqMte 
only  mistrust,  rejection,  insult,  otung  to  her 
with  filial  fondness.  To-night,  at  least,  I  woold 
be  her  guest— as  I  was  her  ohild :  my  mother 
would  lodge  me  without  money  and  withont 
price.  1 1^  one  morael  of  bread-yet,  the  nan- 
nant  of  a  roll  I  had  bought  in  a  town  we  pasaed 
through  at  noon  with  a  atray  penny— my  last 
coin.  I  saw  ripe  bilberriea  gleaming  here  and 
Ihere,  like  jet  beads  m  the  heath :  I  gathered  a 
handful  and  eat  them  with  the  bread.  My  han- 
ger, sharp  before,  was,  if  not  satiafied,  appeased 
by  this  hermit's  meal.  I  aaid  my  evening  pray- 
ers at  its  condttsion,  and  then  chose  my  ooosh. 

Beside  the  crag,  the  heath  waa  very  deep; 
when  I  lay  down  my  feet  were  buried  in  it; 
rising  high  on  each  aide,  it  left  only  a  Darrov 
space  for  the  night-air  to  invade,  i  folded  Uf 
shai^l  double,  and  spread  it  over  me  for  a  cove^ 
let ;  a  low,  oMttsy  swell  was  my  pillow.  That 
lodged,  I  was  not,  at  least  at  the  oommeBCO- 
ment  of  the  night,  cold. 

My  rest  might  have  been  bhssfol  onDogfa,  oalir 
a  sad  heart  broke  it.  It  plained  of  ita  gapiai 
wounds,  its  inward  hieedtag,  its  liren  chmdi. 
It  uembled  for  Mr.  Rochester  and  hia  doom :  it 
bemoaned  him  with  bitter  pity ;  it  denmndei 
him  with  ceaseleas  longing ;  and,  ioqiotent  as 
a  bird  with  both  wings  broken,  it  still  qaimn4 
its  shattered  pimona  in  vain  attempCa  to  aeik 


pinion 
bun. 

Worn  out  with  this  torture  of  thought,  I  lost 
to  my  knees.  Night  waa  come,  and  her  ptansls 
were  risen ;  a  aafe,  atill  night ;  too  aarene  Ut 
the  companionship  of  fear.  We  know  that  God 
is  every  where ;  but  oertahily  we  feel  His  pns* 
ence  most  when  His  works  are  on  the  grandeat 
scale  spread  before  ua ;  and  it  is  in  the  undoaded 
night-sky,  where  His  worlds  wheel  their  afleot 
course,  that  we  read  clearest  His  infinHade, 
His  omnipotence,  His  omnipresenoa.  I  bad 
risen  to  my  knees  to  prey  for  Mr.  Rodbesisr. 
Looking  up,  I,  with  tear-dimmed  eyes,  saw  tha 
mighty  milky- way.  Kemembering  what  it  waa 
— ^wbat  countless  systems  there  swept 
like  a  soft  trace  of  light— I  felt  the  i 
strength  of  God.  Sure  waa  I  of  His  efl 
to  save  what  He  bad  made ;  convinced  I  grew 
that  neither  earth  should  perish,  nor  one  of  tiM 
souls  it  treasured.  I  turned  my  pmyer  t* 
thanksgiving ;  the  Source  of  life  was  also  the 
Savior  of  Sphrits.  Mr.  Rochester  waa  safe :  ha 
waa  God's,  and  by  God  woold  he  be  goaided. 
I  again  nestled  to  the  breaat  of  the  hill ;  aai 
ere  long^  in  deep,  forgot  aorrow. 

But  next  day.  Want  caose  to  me,  pole  aai 
bare.  Long  after  the  UtUe  birds  had  left  their 
nesU ;  long  after  beea  had  oome  in  tbe  i 
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fbe  dew  was  drfed^-wben  the  long  morning 
iAiadowe  were  curtailed,  and  the  eon  filled  earth 
and  sky — ^I  got  np,  and  I  looked  round  me. 

What  a  still,  hot,  perfect  day !  What  a  golden 
desert  this  spreading  moor !  Every  where  sun- 
shine. I  wished  I  could  liTe  in  it  and  on  it.  I 
saw  a  lizard  run  over  the  crag ;  I  saw  a  bee 
basT  among  the  sweet  bilberries.  I  would  fain 
at  the  moment  have  become  bee  or  lizard,  that 
r  might  have  found  fitting  nutriment,  permanent 
shelter  here.  But  I  was  a  human  being,  and 
bad  a  human  being's  wants ;  I  must  not  linger 
where  there  was  nothing  to  'supply  them.  I 
rode ;  T  looked  back  at  the  bed  I  had  left. 
Hopeless  of  the  fhturo,  1  wished  hut  this — that 
my  Maker  had  that  night  thought  good  to  re- 
quire mt  soul  of  me  while  I  slept ;  and  that  this 
weaiy  n-ame,  absolved  by  death  from  further 
conflict  with  Ihte,  had  now  but  to  decay  quietfy, 
and  mingle  in  peace  with  the  soil  of  this  viil- 
demess.  Life,  however,  was  yet  in  my  pos- 
session, with  all  its  requirements,  and  pains, 
and  responsibilities.  The  burden  must  be  car- 
ried; the  want  provided  for;  the  suffbring  en- 
dured ;  the  responsibility  fulfilled.    I  set  out. 

Whitcross  regained,  I  followed  a  road  which 
led  from  the  sun,  now.  fbrvent  and  high.  By  no 
dthef  circumstance  had  I  will  to  decide  my 
ohoice.  I  walked  a  long  time,  and  when  I 
bought  I  had  nearly  done  enough,  and  might 
oonscientiously  yield  to  the  fatigue  that  almost 
overpowered  me — might  relax  this  forced  ac- 
tion, and,  sitting  down  on  a  stone  I  saw  near, 
sabmit  resistlessly  to  the  apathy  that  dogged 
heart  and  limb — ^I  heard  a  bell  chime — a  church 
ben. 

I  tinned  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  and 
there,  among  the  romantic  hills',  whose  changes 
and  aspect  fhad  ceased  to  note  an  hour  ago,  I 
saw  a  hamlet  and  a  spire.  All  the  valley  at  my 
right  hand  was  fhll  of  pasture-fields,  and  corn- 
fields, and  wood ;  and  a  glittering  stream  ran 
zig-zag  through  the  varied  shades  of  green,  the 
mellowing  grain,  the  somber  wood-land,  the 
dear  and  sunny  lea.  Recalled  by  the  rumbling 
of  wheels  to  the  road  before  me,  I  saw  a  heavily- 
laden  wagon  laboring  up  the  hill ;  and  not  far 
beyond  were  two  cows  and  their  drover.  Hu- 
man life  and  human  labor  were  near.  I  must 
struggle  on :  strive  to  live  and  bend  to  toil  h'ke 
the  rest. 

About  two  o'clock  p.  H.  I  entered  the  vil- 
lage.  At  the  bottom  of  its  one  street,  there 
was  a  little  shop  with  some  cakes  of  bread  in 
the  whidow.  I  coveted  a  cake  of  bread.  With 
that  refreshment  I  could  perhaps  regain  a  de- 
gree of  energy ;  without  it,  it  would  be  difficult 
to  proceed.  The  vrish  to  have  some  strength 
and  some  Tigor  returned  to  me  as  soon  as  I 
w^  among  my  fellow-beings.  I  felt  it  would 
be  degrading  to  faint  with  hunger  on  the  cause- 
way of  a  hamlet.  Had  I  nothing  about  me  I 
eonld  ofiTer  in  exchange  for  one  of  these  roUs  1 
I  considered.  I  had  a  small  silk  handkerchief 
tied  round  my  throat ;  I  had  my  gloves.  I 
oould  hardly  tell  how  men  and  women  in  ex- 
tremities of  destitution  proceeded.  I  did  not 
^know  whether  either  of  these  articles  would  be 
accepted:  probably  they  would  not;  but  I 
■msttiy. 

I  entered  the  shop:  a  woman  was  there. 
~ IMiitfliJlHiHid  DMOB.  a  ladT  as 


she  supposed,  she  came  forward  with  civHity 
How  could  she  serve  me!  I  was  seired  witi 
shame :  my  tongue  would  not  uUer  the  requetf 
I  had  prepared.  I  dared  not  offer  her  the  half 
worn  gloves,  the  creased  handkerchief:  be 
sides,  f  felt  it  would  be  absurd.  I  only  beggec 
permission  to  sit  down  a  moment,  as  I  wai 
tired.  Disappointed  in  the  expectation  of  i 
customer,  she  coolly  acceded  to  my  request 
She  pointed  to  a  seat ;  I  sunk  into  it.  I  fet 
sorely  uiiged  to  weep ;  but  conscious  how  un 
seasonable  such  a  manifestation  would  be,  ! 
restrained  it.  Soon  I  asked  her  '*  if  there  wen 
any  dressmaker  or  plain-work  woman  m  th< 
viUagel" 

«Yes;  two  or  three.  Quite  as  many  ai 
there  was  employment  fbr." 

I  reflected.  I  was  driven  to  the  point  now 
I  was  brought  face  to  face  with  necessity, 
stood  ii;i  the  position  of  one  without  a  resource 
without  a  firiend ;  without  a  coin.  I  must  d< 
something.  What  1  I  must  apply  somewhere 
Where! 

"  Did  she  know  of  any  place  in  the  neighbor 
hood  where  a  servant  was  wanted!" 

"  Nay ;  she  couldnt  say." 

**What  was  the  chief'^ trade  in  this  place 
What  did  most  of  the  people  do  !** 

**Some  were  fieirm  laborers;  a  good  dea 
worked  at  Mr.  Oliver's  needle  factory,  and  a 
the  foundry.** 

**  Did  Mr.  Oliver  employ  women !" 

"  Nay ;  it  was  men*s  work." 

"And  what  do  the  women  do!" 

"I  knaw  n't,"  was  the  answer.  "Somi 
does  one  thing,  and  some  another.  Poor  foH 
mun  get  on  as  they  can." 

She  seemed  to  be  tired  of  my  questions 
and,  indeed,  what  claim  had  I  to  importuw 
her !  A  neighbor  or  two  came  in ;  my  chat 
was  evidently  wanted.    I  took  leave. 

I  passed  up  the  street,  looking  as  I  went  a 
all  the  houses  to  the  right  hand  and  to  th< 
left ;  hot  I  could  discover  no  pretext,  nor  8e< 
an  inducement  to  enter  any.  I  rambled  roun< 
the  hamlet,  going  somtetimes  to  a  little  distanoi 
and  returning  again,  for  an  hour  or  more 
Much  exhausted,  and  suflTering  greatly  now  fo 
want  of  food,  I  turned  aside  into  a  lafte  and  m 
down  under  the  hedge.  Ere  many  mittUtei 
had  elapsed,  I  was  again  on  my  feet»  howavei' 
and  again  searching  something— a  resource,  oi 
at  least  an  informant.  A  pretty  little  hou8< 
stood  at  the  top  of  the  lane,  with  a  gsrtlen  b« 
fore  it,  exquisitely  neat,  and  brilliantly  bloom 
ing.  I  stopped  at  it.  What  business  bad  I  d 
approach  the  white  door,  or  toneh  the  glittorinj 
kttooker !  In  what  way  oould  it  possibly  be  thi 
interest  of  the  inhabitants  of  that  dwelling  t< 
serve  me !  Yet  I  drew  near  and  knocked.  A 
mild -looking,  cleanly -attired  young  womai 
opened  the  door.  In  such  a  voice  as  mi^t  hi 
expected  from  a  hopeless  heart  and  faintinf 
fhune— a  voice  wretchedly  low  and  fkltering-' 
I  asked  if  a  servant  was  wanted  here! 

"  No,"  said  she ;  "  we  doiiot  keep  a  servant.' 

**  Can  yon  tell  ne  where  I  could  get  employ- 
ment of  any  kind,"  I  continued.  "I  am  i 
stranger,  without  aoqnaintance,  in  this  place 
I  want  some  work ;  db  matter  what." 

But  it  was  not  her  business  to  think  for  m^ 
or  to  seek  a  nlaee  for  me :  besides,  in  her  eyea 
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tow  doubtful  mux  have  appeared  my'chanoter, 
position,  tale.  She  shook  her  head,  she  '*  was 
Borry  she  could  give  me  no  iDfonnatioD,"  and 
the  white  door  closed,  quite  gently  and  civilly ; 
biit  it  shut  me  out.  If  she  bad  held  it  open  a 
ittle  longer,  I  believe  I  should  have  begged  a 
piece  of  bread ;  for  I  was  now  brought  low. 

I  could  not  bear  to  return  to  the  sordid  Til- 
lage, where,  besides,  no  prospect  of  aid  was 
risible.  I  should  have  longed  rather  to  deviate 
to  a  wood  I  saw  not  far  off*,  which  appeared,  in 
its  thick  shade,  to  offer  inviting  shelter ;  but  I 
sras  so  sick,  so  weak,  so  gnawed  with  nature's 
nravings,  instinct  kept  me  roaming  round 
ibodes  where  there  was  a  chance  of  food. 
Solitude  would  be  no  solitude— rest  no  rest — 
irhile  the  vulture  hunger,  thus  sunk  beak  and 
talons  in  my  side. 

I  drew  near  houses ;  I  left  them,  and  came 
iMck  again,  and  again  I  wandered  away;  al- 
svays  repelled  by  the  consciousness  of  having 
no  claim  to  ask — no  right  to  expect  interest  in 
my  isolated  lot.  Meantime,  the  afternoon  ad- 
ranoed,  while  I  thus  wandered  about  like  a 
lost  and  starving  dog.  In  crossing  a  field,  I 
law  the  church-spire  before  me :  1  hastened 
toward  it.  Near  the  church-yard,  and  in  the 
middle  of  a  garden,  stood  a  well-built  though 
Mnall  house,  which  I  had  no  doubt  was  the 
parsonage.  I  remembered  that  strangers  who 
irrive  at  a  place  where  they  have  no  friends, 
ind  who  want  employment,  sometimes  apply 
to  the  clergyman  for  introduction  and  aid.  It 
is  the  clergyman's  function  to  help— at  least 
tvith  advice--th08e  who  wish  to  help  them- 
selves. I  seemed  to  have  something  like  a 
right  to  seek  counsel  here.  Renewing,  then, 
my  courage,  and  gathering  my  feeble  remains 
of  strength  I  pushed  on.  I  reached  the  house, 
ind  knocked  at  the  kitchen-door.  An  old  wom- 
in  opened  ;  I  asked  was  this  the  parsonage  1 

"Yes." 

"  Was  the  clergyman  in  1** 

••No." 

'*  Would  he  be  in  soon  r* 

"  No,  he  was  gone  from  home." 

"To  a  distance  1" 

**  Not  so  far— happen  three  mile.  He  had 
been  called  away  by  the  sudden  death  of  his 
Ihtber ;  he  was  at  Marsh  End  now,  and  would 
reiy  likely  stay  there  a  fortnight  longer." 

**  Was  there  any  lady  of  the  house  1" 

*'  Nay,  ihere  was  naught  but  her,  and  she 
wwa  housekeeper ;"  and  of  ber,  reader,  I  could 
iot  bear  to  ask  the  relief  for  want  of  which  I 
iras  sinking ;  I  could  not  yet  beg ;  and  again  I 
miwled  away. 

Once  more  I  took  off  my  handkerchief— 
mee  more  I  thought  of  the  cakes  of  bread  in 
the  little  shop.  Oh,  but  for  a  crust !  for  but 
)ne  mouthful  to  allay  the  pang  of  famine !  In- 
stinctively I  turned  my  face  again  to  the  vil- 
bge ;  I  found  the  shop  again,  and  I  went  in ; 
ind  though  others  were  there  besides  the 
womzn,  I  ventured  the  request,  **  Would  she 
live  me  a  roll  for  tjhis  handkerchief  t" 

She  looked  at  me  with  evident  suspteioo: 
'  Nay,  she  never  sold  stuffi'  that  way." 

Almost  desperate,  I  asked  for  half  a  cake ; 
ihe  again  refused.  "  How  could  she  tell  where 
[  had  got  the  handhercbief,"  she  said. 

"  Would  she  take  my  gloves  I" 


«No :  what  eeuM  ahe do  wfth theml** 

Reader,  it  is  not  pleasant  to  dwell  on  thmm 
details.  Some  say  there  is  enjoyment  in  los- 
ing back  to  painful  experience  past ;  but  al  tiya 
day  I  can  scarcely  hear  to  review  the  times  to 
which  I  allude ;  the  moral  degradation,  blent  with 
the  physical  sufifering,  form  too  distressing  a  ree- 
oUection  ever  to  be  willingly  dwelt  on.  I  blamed 
none  of  those  who  repulsed  me.  I  felt  it  was 
what  was  to  be  expected,  and  what  oonld  not 
be  helped ;  an  ordinary  beggar  ia  frequently  an 
object  of  suspicion ;  a  well-dressed  beggar  in- 
evitably so.  To  be  sure,  what  I  begged  was 
employment ;  but  whose  business  waa  it  to  pro- 
vide me  with  employment  t  Not,  certainly,  thai 
of  persons  who  saw  me  then  for  the  first  Ume^ 
and  who  knew  nothing  about  my  charaeier. 
And  as  to  the  woman  who  would  not  take  mj 
handkerchief  in  exchange  for  her  bread,  why, 
she  was  right;  if  the  offer  appeared  to  her 
sinister,  or  the  exchange  unprofitable.  LeC 
me  condense  now.    I  am  sick  of  the  sobjecC. 

A  little  before  dark  I  passed  a  famahoine,  at 
the  open  door  of  which  the  farmer  waa  sitt&if  » 
eating  his  supper  of  bread  and  cheese;  I 
stopped  and  said : — 

**  Will  you  give  me  a  piece  of  bread  1  for  I 
am  very  hungry."  He  cast  on  roe  a  glance  of 
surprise ;  but  without  answering,  he  cut  a  thiek 
slice  from  his  loaf,  and  gave  it  to  me.  I  imag- 
ine he  did  not  think  I  was  a  beggar,  but  on& 
an  eccentric  sort  of  lady  who  had  taken  a  fancy 
to  his  brown  loaf.  As  soon  as  I  was  out  ol 
sight  of  his  house,  I  sat  down  and  ate  it. 

I  could  not  hope  to  get  a  lodging  under  a 
roof,  and  sought  it  in  the  wood  I  huTe  before 
alluded  to.  But  my  night  was  wretched,  my 
rest  broken ;  the  ground  was  damp,  the  air 
cold ;  besides,  intruders  passed  near  me  more 
than  once,  and  I  bad  again  and  agaia  to  change 
my  quarters ;  no  sense  of  safety  or  tranqnill^ 
befriended  me.  Toward  morning  it  rained; 
the  whole  of  the  following  day  was  wet.  Do 
not  ask  me,  reader,  to  give  a  minute  aocoont  of 
that  day ;  as  before,  I  sought  work ;  as  befora^ 
I  was  repulsed  ;  as  before,  I  starved ;  but  onea 
did  food  pass  my  lips.  At  the  door  of  a  ooU 
tage  I  saw  a  little  girl  about  to  throw  a  anesa 
of  cold  porridge  into  a  pig-trough.  **  Will  joq 
give  me  thati"  I  asked. 

She  stared  at  me.  "  Mother  I"  she  exdaim 
ed ;  **  there  is  a  woman  wants  me  to  give  her 
these  porridge." 

*'Well,  less,"  replied  a  voioe  within,  ••gNe 
it  her  if  she's  a  beggar.   T*  pig  doesn't  want  it** 

The  girl  emptied  the  stiffened  mold  into  my 
hand,  and  I  devoured  it  ravenously. 

As  the  wet  twilight  deepened,  I  stopped  ia  a 
solitary  bridle-path,  which  I  had  been  pursniag 
an  hour  or  more. 

*«  My  strength  is  quite  failing  noe,"  I  said,  in 
soliloquy.  *<  I  feel  I  can  not  go  much  farther. 
Shall  I  be  an  outcast  again  this  night  t  While 
the  rain  descends  so,  must  I  lay  my  head  on 
the  cold,  drenched  ground  1  I  fear  I  can  not 
do  otherwise ;  for  who  will  receive  met  Bel 
it  will  be  very  dreadful ;  with  this  leeliiif  of 
hunger,  faintness,  chill,  and  this  sense  of  deeo- 
iatioo — this  total  prostration  of  hope,  fa  aB 
likelihood,  though,  I  should  die  before  monsinc. 
And  why  can  not  I  reconcile  myself  to  the 
prospect  of  death  1    Why  do  I  straggle  lo  n^ 
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HJd  ■  vaHieleM  Ufat  Beoaoaa  I  know,  or  be- 
lieTe*  Mr.  Rochester  is  still  living ;  and  tben» 
to  die  of  want  and  cold,  is  a  fate  to  which  na- 
ture can  not  submit  passivelj.  Oh,  Provi- 
dance !  sastain  me  a  littlo  longer !  Aid— di- 
rect me  !'* 

If  7  glazed  eye  wandered  over  the  dim  and 
misty  landscape.  I  saw  I  had  strayed  far  from 
the  village ;  it  was  quite  out  of  sight.  The 
▼ery  cnltiTation  surrounding  it  bad  disappear- 
ed. I  had,  by  cross-ways  and  by-paths,  once 
more  drawn  near  the  tract  of  moorland  ;  and 
now,  only  a  few  fields,  almost  as  wild  and  un- 
prodoctive  as  the  heath  from  which  they  were 
acercely  reclaimed,  lay  between  me  and  the 
dusky  hilL 

'*  Well ;  I  would  rather  die  yonder  than  in  a 
street  or  oo  a  frequented  road,"  I  reflected. 
*'  And  far  better  that  crows  and  ravens— if  any 
ravens  there  be  in  these  regions — should  pick 
my  flesh  from  my  bones,  than  that  they  should 
be  imprisoned  in  a  workhouse  coffin,  and  mol- 
der  in  a  pauper's  grave." 

To  the  hiU,  then,  I  turned.  I  reached  it.  It 
remained  now  only  to  find  a  hollow  where  I 
eoold  lie  down,  and  feel  at  least  hidden,  if  not 
•ecore ;  but  all  the  surface  of  the  waste  looked 
level.  It  showed  no  variation  but  of  tint; 
green,  where  rush  and  moss  overgrew  the 
marshes ;  black,  where  the  diy  soil  bore  only 
heath.  Dark  as  it  was  getting,  I  could  still 
see  these  changes,  though  but  as  mere  alter- 
DStiona  of  light  and  shade,  for  color  had  faded 
with  the  daylight. 

My  eye  still  roved  over  the  sullen  swell,  and 
along  the  moor-edge,  vanishing  amid  (he  wild- 
est scenery,  when,  at  one  dim  point,  far  in 
among  the  marshes  and  the  ridges,  a  light 
sprung  op.  *'  That  is  an  igmM-fatuuM,**  was 
my  first  thought ;  and  I  expected  it  ^ould  soon 
vanish.  It  burned  on,  however,  quite  steadily, 
neither  receding  nor  advancing.  "  Is  it,  then,  a 
bonfire  just  kindled  1"  I  questioned.  I  watched 
to  see  whether  it  would  spread;  but  no;  as  it  did 
not  diminish,  so  it  did  not  enlarge.  *<  It  may 
be  a  candle  in  a  house,"  I  then  conjectured ; 
**  twi  if  so,  I  can  never  reach  it.  It  is  much  too 
far  away ;  and  were  it  within  a  yard  of  me, 
what  would  it  avail!  I  should  but  knock  at 
tlie  door  to  have  it  shot  in  my  face.'' 

And  I  sonk  down  where  I  stood,  and  hid  my 
fiMse  against  the  ground.  I  lay  still  awhile ; 
the  nightrwind  swept  over  the  hill  and  over 
me,  and  died  moaning  in  the  distance;  the 
rain  fell  fast^  wetting  me  afresh  to  the  skin. 
Coold  I  but  have  stiffened  to  the  still  frost — 
the  friendly  numbness  of  death — it  might  have 
pelted  on ;  I  should  not  have  felt  it ;  but  my 
yet  living  flesh  shuddered  to  its  chilling  in- 
llneace.    I  rose  ere  long. 

Tbe  light  was  yet  there,  shining  dim,  but 
ooDOtant,  through  the  rain.  I  tried  to  walk 
again ;  1  drasged  my  exhausted  limbs  stowly 
toward  it.  It  led  me  aslant  over  the  hill, 
through  a  wide  bog,  which  would  have  been 
impassable  in  winter,  and  was  splashy  and 
shaking  even  now,  in  the  height  of  summer. 
Here  I  fell  twice ;  but  as  oilea  I  rose  and  ral- 
lied my  faculties.  This  light  was  my  fprlorn 
hme  ;  I  must  gain  it 

Having  crossed  the  marsh,  I  saw  a  trace  of 
whiio  over  the  moor.    1  approached  it ;  it  was 


a  road  or  a  traok ;  it  led  straight  up'  to  the 
light,  which  now  beamed  from  a  sort  of  knolls 
amid  a  dump  of  trees — fira,  apparently,  from 
what  I  oould  distingnisb  of  the  character  of 
their  forms  and  foliage  through  the  gloonL  Mj 
star  vanished  as  I  drew  near ;  some  obstacle 
had  intervened  between  me  and  it.  I  put  out 
my  hand  to  feel  the  dark  mass  before  me ;  I  dis- 
criminated the  rough  stones  of  a  low  wall — 
above  it,  something  like  palisades,  and  within» 
a  high  and  prickly  hedge.  I  groped  on.  Agaia 
a  whitish  object  gleamed  before  me ;  it  was  a 
gate — a  wicket ;  it  moved  on  its  hinges  as  I 
touched  it  On  each  side  stood  a  sable  buah — 
holly  or  yew. 

Entering  the  gate  and  passing  the  shrubs,  tha 
silhouette  of  a  house  rose  to  view,  black,  low, 
and  rather  long ;  but  the  guiding  light  shone 
nowhere.  All  was  obscurity.  Were  the  in* 
mates  retired  to  rest  1  I  feared  it  most  be  so. 
In  seeking  the  door,  I  turned  an  angle ;  there 
shot  out  the  friendly  gleam  again,  from  the 
lozenged  panes  of  a  very  small  latticed  window* 
within  a  foot  of  the  ground,  made  still  smaller 
by  the  growth  of  ivy  or  some  other  creeping 
plant,  whose  leaves  clustered  thick  over  the 
portion  of  the  house  wall  in  which  it  was  set. 
The  aperture  was  so  screened  and  narrow,  that 
curtain  or  shutter  had  been  deemed  unneces- 
sary ;  and  when  I  stooped  down  and  put  aside 
the  spray  of  foliage  shooting  over  it,  I  oould 
see  all  within.  I  couU  see  clearly  a  room  with, 
a  sanded  floor,  clean  scoured ;  a  dresser  ot 
walnut,  with  pewter  plates  ranged  in  rows,  re- 
flecting the  redness  and  radiance  of  a  glowing^ 
peat-fire.  I  could  see  a  clock,  a  white  deal 
table,  some  chairs.  The  candle,  whose  raj 
had  been  my  beacon,  burned  on  the  table ;  and 
by  iu  light  an  elderly  woman,  somewhat  rough- 
looking,  but  scrupulously  clean,  like  all  about 
her,  was  knitting  a  stocking. 

I  noticed  these  objects  cursorily  only— in 
them  there  was  nothing  extraordinary.  A 
group  of  more  interest  appeared  near  the 
hearth,  sitting  still  amid  the  rosy  peace  and 
warmth  suffusing  it.  Two  young,  graoeful 
women— ladies  in  every  point — sat,  one  in  a 
low  rocking-chair,  the  Other  on  a  lower  stool  s 
both  wore  deep  mourning  of  crape  and  boon- 
basin,  which  somber  garb  singularly  set  off 
their  very  fair  necks  and  faces ;  a  large  old 
pointer  dog  rested  its  massive  head  on  tha 
knee  of  one  girl— in  the  lap  of  the  other  waa 
cushioned  a  black  cat. 

A  strange  place  was  this  humble  kitchen  for 
such  occupants  1  Who  are  they  1  They  oouUt 
not  be  the  daughters  of  the  elderly  person  at  the 
table ;  for  she  looked  like  ■  rustic,  and  thej 
were  all  delicacy  and  cultivation.  I  bad  no* 
where  seen  such  faces  as  theirs :  and  yet,  as  T 
gazed  on  them,  I  seemed  intimate  with  everj 
lineament  I  can  not  call  them  handsome-— 
they  were  too  pale  and  grave  for  the  word :  asr 
they  each  bent  over  a  book,  they  looked  thought- 
ful almost  to  severity.  A  stand  between  theia 
supported  a  second  candle  and  two  great  vol* 
umes,  to  which  they  frequently  referred ;  com- 
paring them  seemingly  with  the  smaller  books 
they  held  in  their  hands,  like  people  consulting 
a  dictionary  to  aid  them  in  the  task  of  transla- 
tion. This  scene  was  as  silent  as  if  all  the  fig- 
urrs  had  been  shadows,  and  tie  fiire-lit  apart* 
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nient  a  picture :  so  hashed  was  it,  I  could  hear 
the  cinders  fail  from  the  grate,  the  clock  tick 
in  its  obscure  comer;  and  I  even  fancied  I 
could  distinguish  the  click-click  of  the  woman's 
knitting-needles.  Wheoi  therefore,  a  voice 
broke  the  strange  stillness  at  last,  it  was  audible 
enough  to  me. 

*<  Listen,  Diana,"  said  one  of  the  absorbed 
ntadeots ;  '*  Franz  and  old  Daniel  are  together 
in  the  nightrtime,  and  Franz  is  telling  a  dream 
from  which  he  has  wakened  in  terror-glisten  I" 
And  ia~  a  low  voice  she  read  something,  of 
which  not  one  word  was  intelligible  to  me ;  for 
it  was  in  an  unknown  tongue — neither  French 
nor  Latin.  Whether  it  were  Greek  or  German 
I  could  not  tell. 

"That  is  strong,'*  she  said,  when  she  had 
finished ;  "I  relish  it.''  The  other  girl,  who  had 
lifted  her  head  to  listen  to  her  sister,  repeated, 
while  she  gazed  at  the  fire,  a  line  which  had 
been  read.  At  a  later  day,  I  knew  the  lan- 
guage and  the  book:  therefore,  I  will  here 
{note  the  line ;  though,  when  I  first  heard  it,  it 
W4I8  only  like  a  stroke  on  sounding  brass  to  me 
— Kwnveying  no  meaning : 

"  *  Da  trat  hervor  Einer,  anzusehen  wie  die 
Sternen  Nacht.'  Good !  good  !'*  she  exclaim- 
ed, while  her  dark  and  deep  eye  sparkled. 
**  There  you  have  a  dim  and  mighty  archangel 
fitly  set  before  you !  The  line  is  worth  a  hun- 
dred pages  of  fustain.  *  Ich  w&ge  die  Gedan- 
ken  in  der  Schale  meines  Zornes  und  die 
Werke  mit  dem  Grewichte  meines  Grimms.'  I 
like  it !" 

Both  were  agaifi  silent. 

**  Is  there  ony  country  were  they  talk  i'  that 
way  1"  asked  the  old  woman,  looking  up  from 
her  knitting. 

"Yes,  Hannah — a  far  larger  country  than 
England,  where  they  talk  in  no  other  way." 

**  Well,  for  sure  case,  I  knawn't  how  they 
can  understand  t'  one  t'  other ;  and  if  either 
o'ye  went  there,  ye  could  tell  what  they  said,  I 
guess  T" 

'*  We  could  probably  tell  something  of  what 
Chey  said,  but  not  all — ^for  we  are  not  as  clever 
as  you  think  us,  Hannah.  We  don't  speak 
German,  and  we  can  not  read  it  without  a  dic- 
tionary to  help  us." 

*'  And  what  good  does  it  do  you  t" 

"We  mean  to  teach  it  some  time— or  at 
least  the  elements,  as  they  say ;  and  then  we 
shall  get  more  money  than  we  do  now." 

"  Varry  like :  but  give  ower  studying ;  ye've 
done  enough  for  to-night." 

**  I  think  we  have ;  at  least,  I'm  tired.  Ma- 
ry, are  you  1" 

"  Mortally :  after  all,  it's  tough  work  fagging 
away  at  a  language  with  no  master  but  a  lexi- 
con." 

"It  is:  especially  such  a  langnage  as  this 
crabbed  but  glorious  Deutsch.  I  wonder  when 
St.  John  will  come  home." 

"  Surely  he  will  not  be  long  now ;  it  is  just 
ten  (looking  at  a  little  gold  watch  she  drew 
from  her  girdle).  It  rains  fast.  Hannah,  wiD 
you  have  the  goodness  to  looft  at  the  fire  in  the 
parlor  1" 

The  woman  rose ;  she  opened  a  door,  through 

which  I  dimly  saw  a  passage ;  soon  I  heard  her 

.    stir  a  fire  in  an  inner  room ;  she  presently  came 
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"  Ah,  childer !"  said  she,  <Mt  fidr  1 
to  go  into  yond'  room  now;  it  looks  so  ] 
some  wi'  the  chair  empty  and  set  back  in  a 
corner." 

She  wiped  her  eyes  with  her  apron ;  the  tw 
girls,  grave  before,  looked  sad  now. 

"But  he  is  in  a  better  place,"  continaei 
Hannah ;  "  we  shouldn't  wish  him  here  again. 
And  then  nobody  need  to  have  a  quieter  &atk 
nor  he  had." 

"  You  say  he  never  mentioned  nsV*  inquirei 
one  of  the  ladies. 

"  He  hadn't  time,  bairn ;  he  was  gone  is  a 
minute — ^was  your  father*.  He  had  feen  a  bit 
ailing  like  the  day  before,  but  naught  to  signi- 
fy ;  and  when  Mr.  St.  John  asked  if  he  wooM 
like  either  o'  ye  to  be  sent  for,  he  fair  laughed 
at  him.  Be  began  again  with  a  bit  of  heavi- 
ness in  his  head  the  next  day— that  is,  a  fort- 
night sin' — and  he  went  to  sleep  and  niver 
wakened;  he  wor  a'most  stark  when  yoor 
brother  went  into  t'  chamber  and  fand  him. 
Ah,  childer !  that's  t'  last  o'  t'  old  stock— for 
ye  and  Mr.  St.  John  is  like  of  a  diflTerent  soart 
to  them  'at's  gone ;  for  all  your  mother  wor 
mich  i'  your  way,  and  a'most  as  book-Ieanel 
She  wor  the  pictur'  o'  ye,  Mary ;  Diana  is  mora 
like  yoor  father." 

I  thought  them  so  similar  I  could  not  tel 
where  the  old  servant  (for  such  I  now  conetol- 
ed  her  to  be)  saw  the  difiTerence.  Both  wem 
fair  complexioned  and  slenderly  made;  Ml 
possessed  faces  full  of  distinction  and  intelli- 
gence. One,  to  be  ssure,  had  hair  a  sbads 
darker  than  the  other,  and  there  was  a  differ- 
ence in  their  style  of  wearing  it ;  Mary's  pils 
brown  locks  were  parted  and  braided  smooth; 
Diana's  duskier  tresses  covered  her  neck  with 
their  curls.    The  clock  struck  ten. 

"  Ye'll  want  your  supper,  I'm  sure,"  obserrel 
Hannah ;  "  and  so  will  Mr.  St.  John  when  Im 
comes  in." 

And  she  proceeded  to  prepare  the  meiL 
The  ladies  rose ;  they  seemed  about  to  with^ 
draw  to  the  parlor.  Till  this  moment,  I  hai 
been  so  intent  on  watching  them — their  a^* 
pearance  and  conversation  had  excited  in  ns 
so  keen  an  interest — I  had  half  forgottea  mf 
own  wretched  position;  now  it  recurred  ts 
me.  More  desolate,  more  desperate  than  ever, 
it  seemed  from  contrast.  And  how  impossibto 
did  it  appear  to  touch  the  inmates  of  tUi 
house  with  concern  on  my  behalf— to  maks 
them  believe  in  the  truth  of  my  wants  and 
woes — to  induce  them  to  vonchsafe  a  real  ftr 
my  wanderings !  As  I  groped  oat  the  door, 
and  knocked  at  it  hesitatingly,  I  felt  that  last 
idea  to  be  indeed  a  mere  chimera.  Hannah 
opened. 

"  What  do  yon  want  t"  she  inqnirad,  in  a 
voice  of  surprise,  as  she  surveyed  me  by  the 
light  of  the  candle  she  held. 

"  May  I  speak  to  yoor  mistresses  t"  I  said. 

"  You  had  better  tell  me  what  yon  have  to 
say  to  them.    Where  do  you  come  ftom  t** 

"  I  am  a  stranger." 

"  What  is  your  business  here  at  this  hoot** 

"  I  want  a  nlj^ht's  shelter  in  an  onthooM.  or 
any  where,  and  a  morsel  of  bread  to  eat** 

Distrust,  the  very  feeling  I  dreaded,  i^- 
peared  in  Hannah's  face.    "I'U  give  ft 
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«•  tam*X  take  in  a  Tagnt   to  lodge ;  it  isn't 
likely." 

**  Do  let  me  speak  to  year  mistresses  1" 

"No;  not  I.  What  can  they  do  for  yoat 
Yoa  sboold  not  be  roving  about  now ;  it  looks 
fery  iH." 

*«BiU  where  shall  I  go,  if  you  drire  me 
away!    What  shall  Idol'* 

**  Ofa»  m  wavraot  yoa  know  where  to  go,  and 
what  to  do.  Mind  yoa  don*t  do  wrong,  tba(*s 
aU.    Here  is  a  peqny ;  now  go/* 

**  A  penny  can  not  feed  me,  and  I  have  no 
atreogih  to  go  farther.  Don't  shut  the  doer*- 
olib  don't,  lor  God's  sake !" 

**  I  must'—the  rain  is  driving  in." 

«'  Tell  the  young  ladies~4et  me  see  them  V* 

<*  Indeed  I  wiU  not  You  are  not  what  you 
ought  to  be,  or  you  wouldaH  make  soeb  a  noise, 
iiove  off!" 

"  But  I  must  die  if  I  am  turned  away." 

**Not  you.  I'm  feard  you  have  some  ill 
plans  agate,  that  bring  you  about  folk's  bouses 
at  ibis  time  o'  night.  If  you've  any  followers 
—housebreakers,  or  such  like — any  where 
near,  you  may  tell  tfaesn  we  are  not  by  eur- 
flelves  in  the  house.  We  have  a  gentlemaa, 
and  dogs,  and  guns."  Here  the  booestt  but 
inflexible  servant,  clapped  the  door  to,  and 
bolted  it  within. 

This  wa's  the  climax.  A  pang  of  exquisite 
offering — ^a  thtoe  of  true  despair — ^rent  and 
jeaved  my  heart.  Worn  out,  indeed,  I  was ; 
lot  another  step  could  I  stir.  I  sunk  on  the 
vet  door-step;  I  groaned — I  wrung  my  hands 
1-1  wept  in  utter  anguish.  Ob,  this  spc^er  of 
death !  Oh,  this  last  hour,  approaching  in  such 
horror!  Alas!  this  isolation— this  foaniahMent 
from  my  kind !  Not  only  the  anchor  of  hope, 
but  the  footing  of  fortitude,  was  goee*-at  least, 
for  a  moment ;  but  the  last  I  soon  endeavored 
to  regain. 

"  I  can  but  die,"  I  said,  *<  and  I  believe  in 
God.    Let  me  try  to  wait  His  will  in  silence." 

These  words  I  not  only  thought,  but  uttered ; 
and,  thrusting  back  all  my  misery  into  nay 
heart,  I  made  an  effort  to  compel  it  to  remain 
ihere,  dumb  and  still. 

"All  men  must  die,"  said  a  voice,  quite 
close  at  hand;  '^but  all  are  not  condemned 
to  meet  a  lingering  and  prensature  doom,  such 
as  yours  would  be  if  you  perished  here  of 
want." 

^Who  or  what  speaks!"  I  asked,  terrified  at 
tbe  onexpected  sound,  and  ineapaUe  now  of 
deriving  from  any  occurrenoe  a  hope  of  aid. 
A  form  was  near— what  form,  the  pitch-dark 
mgt^  and  my  enfeebled  vision  prevented  me 
from  distinguishing.  With  a  loud,  long  knock, 
die  new-comer  appealed  to  the  door. 

*'  Is  it  you,  Mr.  St.  John  1"  cried  Hannah. 

*•  Yes— yes;  open  quickly." 
**  Well,  how  wet  and  cold  you  must  be,  such 
a  'Wild  night  as  it  is !  Come  in— your  sisters 
are  <VBiie  uneasy  about  yon,  and  I  believe  there 
are  bad  folks  about.  There  has  been  a  beggar- 
woman.  I  declare  she  is  not  gone  yet^aid 
down  there !    Get  op— for  shame !    Move  off, 

I  eay!" 

•«  Hush,  Hannah !  I  have  a  word  to  say 
to  abe  woman.  You  have  done  your  duty 
in  exslading,  now  let  me  do  mine  in  admit- 
tuv   ^^'-    ^  ^'^^  ^^^^*  ^^^  listened  to  both 


you  and  her.  I  think  this  is  a  peculiar  case 
I  mast,  at  least,  examine  into  it.  Young  worn 
an,  rise,  and  pass  before  me  into  the  house." 

With  difficulty  I  obeyed  him.  Presently  i 
stood  within  that  clean,  bright  kitchen— on  the 
very  hearth— trembling,  sickening ;  consoioiM 
of  an  aspect,  in  the  last  degree  ghastly,  wild, 
and  weather-beaten.  The  two  ladies,  their 
brother,  Mr.  St.  John,  tbe  old  servant,  were  all 
gazing  at  me. 

**  St.  John,  who  is  it  1"  I  heard  one  ask. 

^  I  ean  not  tell ;  I  found  her  at  the  door,"  was 
the  reply. 

"  She  does  look  white,"  said  Hannah. 

**Aa  white  as  clay  or  death,*^  was  reag^ead- 
ed.    *♦  She  will  fall— let  her  sit." 

And,  indeed,  my  head  swam.  I  dropped; 
but  a  ohair  received  me.  I  still  possessed  my 
senses,  though  Just  now  I  oould  not  apeak. 

Perhaps  a  little  water  would  restore  her. 
Hannab«  fetch  some.  But  she  is  worn  to 
nothing.  How  very  thin,  and  how  very  blood- 
less!" 

*•  A  mere  apeeter !"    . 

"  Is  she  ill,  or  only  famished  1" 

**  Famished,  I  think.  Hannah,  is  that  milk ! 
Give  it  me,,  and  a  piece  of  bread." 

JUiana  (I  knew  her  by  the  long  eurls  whioh  I 
saw  drooping  between  me  and  the  fire  as  sh^ 
bent  over  me)  broke  some  bread,  dipped  it  in 
milk,  and  put  it  to  my  lips.  Her  face  was  near 
mine ;  I  saw  there  was  pity  in  it,  and  I  felt  sym> 
pathy  in  her  hurried  breathing.  In  her  simple 
words,  too,  the  same  balm-like  emotion  spoke : 
"  Try  to  eat." 

"Yes— try,"  repeated  Mary,  gently;  and 
Mary's  hand  lemoved  my  sodden  bonnet  and 
lifted  my  head.  I  tasted  what  they  offered  me ; 
feebly,  at  first— eagerly,  soon. 

**  Not  too  much,  at  first ;  restrain  her,"  said 
the  biother;  "abe  has  had  enough."  And 
he  withdrew  tbe  cup  of  milk  and  the  plate  of 
bread. 

**  A  Mule  more,  St.  John ;  look  at  the  avidity 
ia  her  eyes." 

*'  No  more  at  present,  sister.  Try  if  she  can 
speak  now — ask  her  her  name." 

I  felt  I  could  speak,  and  I  answered :  '<  My 
name  is  Jane  Elliott."  Anxious  as  ever  to 
avoid  discovery,  I  had  before  resolved  to  as- 
aume  an  alias. 

*<  And  where  do  you  live!  Where  are  your 
friendsl" 

I  was  silent.    ^^ 

**  Can  we  send  for  any  one  you  know  t" 

I  shook  my  head. 

**  What  account  can  you  give  of  yourself?" 

Somehow,  now  that  I  had  onoe  crossed  the 
threshold  of  this  house,  and  once  was  brought 
face  to  face  with  its  owners,  I  felt  no  longer 
outcast,  vagrant,  and  disowned  by  the  wide 
world.  I  dared  to  put  off  the  mendicaBt;-ts 
resnme  my  natural  manner  and  character, 
began  once  more  to  know  myself;  and  when 
Mr.  St.  John  demanded  an  account — ^whicb,  at 
praaent,  I  was  far  .too  weak  to  render— I  said, 
after  a  brief  pause : 

*<  Sir,  I  can  give  yoa  no  details  to-night." 

•*Bttt  what,  then,"  said  he,  **do  yon  expeot 
me  to  do  for  you  1" 

«*  Nothing,"  I  replied.  My  strength  sufficed 
for  but  short  answers.    Diana  took  the  word : 
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*'  Do  yoa  mean/'  she  askrd,  *'  that  we  have 
DOW  given  you  what  aid  you  require ;  and  that 
we  may  diemiaa  yoa  to  the  moor  and  the  rainy 
night  1" 

1  looked  at  her.  She  had,  I  thought,  a  re- 
markable countenance,  instinct  both  with  power 
and  goodness.  I  took  sudden  courage.  An- 
swering her  compassionate  gaze  with  a  smile, 
I  said :  **  I  will  trust  you.  If  I  were  a  master- 
less  and  stray  dog,  I  know  that  you  would  not 
turn  me  from  your  hearth  to-night ;  as  it  is,  I 
really  have  no  fear.  Do  with  me  and  for  roe  as 
you  like,  but  excuse  me  from  much  discourse ; 
my  breath  is  short — I  feel  a  spasm  when  I 
speak."  All  three  surveyed  me,  and  all  three 
were  silent. 

•«  Hannah,"  said  Mr.  St.  John,  at  last,  <Met 
ber  sit  there  at  present,  and  ask  her  no  ques- 
tions ;  in  ten  minutes  more,  give  her  the  re- 
mainder of  that  milk  and  bread.  Mary  and 
Diana,  let  us  go  into  the  parlor  and  talk  the 
aiatter  over." 

They  withdrew.  Very  soon  one  of  the  la- 
dies returned — I  could  not  tell  which.'-'  A  kind 
of  pleasant  stupor  was  stealing  over  me  as  I 
sat  by  the  genial  fire.  In  an  under  tone,  she 
gave  some  directions  to  Hannah.  Ere  long, 
with  the  servant's  aid,  I  contrived  to  mount  a 
stair-case — my  dripping  clothes  were  removed  ; 
soon  a  warm,  dry  bed,  received  me.  I  thanked 
God ;  experienced  amid  unutterable  exhaustion 
a  glow  of  grateful  joy — and  slept 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

Fhs  recollection  of  about  three  days  and 
nights  succeeding  this,  is  very  dim  in  my  mind. 
I  can  recall  some  sensations  felt  in  that  interval ; 
but  few  thoughts  framed,  and  no  actions  per- 
formed. I  knew  I  was  in  a  small  room,  and  in 
a  narrow  bed.  To  that  bed  I  seemed  to  have 
grown  :  I  lay  on  it  motionless  as  a  stone ;  and 
to  have  torn  me  from  it  would  have  been  al- 
most to  kill  me.  I  took  no  note  of  the  lapse  of 
time — of  the  change  from  morning  to  noon, 
from  noon  to  evening.  I  observed  when  any 
one  entered  or  left  the  apartment ;  I  could  even 
veil  who  they  were;  I  could  understand  what 
was  said  when  the  speaker  stood  near  me ;  but 
I  could  not  answer :  to  open  my  lips  or  move 
my  limbs  was  equally  impossible.  Hannah,  the 
servant,  was  my  most  frequent  visitor.  Her 
coming  disturbed  me.  I  had  a  feeling  that  she 
wished  me  away ;  that  she  did  not  understand 
me  or  my  circumstances ;  that  she  was  preju- 
diced against  me.  Diana  and  Mary  appeared 
in  the  chamber  once  or  twice  a-day.  They 
would  whisper  sentences  of  this  sort  at  my  bed- 
side— 

'•  It  is  very  well  we  took  her  in." 

**  Yes ;  she  would  ceruinly  have  been  found 
dead  at  the  door  in  the  morning,  had  sjie  been 
left  out  all  night.  I  wonder  what  she  has  gone 
through  1" 

"  Strange  hardships,  I  imagine,  poor,  ema- 
ciated, pallid  wanderer  !*' 

**  She  is  not  an  uneducated  person,  I  should 
think,  by  her  manner  of  speaking;  her  accent 
was  quite  pure ;  and  the  clothes  she  took  off*, 
though  splashed  and  wet,  were  little  worn  and 


**  She  has  a  peculiar  face ;  fleshless  and  h» 
gard  as  it  is,  I  raiher  like  it ;  and  when  n 
good  health  and  animated,  I  can  fancy  her  phji> 
idgnomy  would  be  agreeable." 

Never  once  in  their  dialogues  did  I  bear  i 
syllable  of  regret  at  the  hospitality  they  bad  ex- 
tended to  me ;  or  of  suspicion  of,  or  averuoa 
to,  myself.    I  was  comforted. 

Mr.  St.  John  came  but  once :  he  looked  at 
me,  and  said  my  state  of  lethargy  was  the  re- 
sult of  reaction  from  excessive  and  protiigted 
fatigue.  He  pronounced  it  needless  to  send  for 
a  doctor :  nature,  he  was  sure,  would  maBage 
beat,  left  to  herself  He  said  every  nerve  bad 
been  overstrained  in  somo  way,  and  the  whole 
system  must  sleep  torpki  awhile.  There  was 
no  disease.  He  imagined  my  recovery  wooU 
be  rapid  enough  when  once  commenced.  These 
opinions  he  delivered  in  few  words,  in  a  qeieC, 
low  voice ;  and  added,  after  a  pause,  in  the  tooe 
of  a  man  little  accustomed  to  expansive  com- 
ment, *« rather  an  unusual  physiognomy:  cer- 
tainly, not  indicative  of  vulgarity  or  degrada- 
tion." 

**Far  otherwise,"  responded  Diana.  ^'To 
speak  truth,  St.  John,  my  heart  rather  waran 
to  the  poor  little  soul.  I  wish  we  may  be  able 
to  benefit  her  permanently." 

*<  That  is  hardly  likely,"  was  the  Tepl>.  ** Toa 
will  find  she  is  some  young  lady  who  has  bad  a 
misunderstanding  witl^  her  friends,  and  bu 
probably  injudiciously  left  them.  We  may, 
perhaps,  succeed  in  restoring  her  to  them,  if 
she  is  not  obstinate ;  but  I  trace  lines  of  fores 
in  her  face  which  make  me  skeptical  of  ber 
tractability."  He  stood  oonaldering  me  soma 
minutes ;  then  added,  '*  She  looks  sensible,  bai 
not  at  all  handsome." 

'« She  is  so  ill,  St.  John." 

**  111  or  well,  she  would  always  be  plain.  The 
grace  and  harmony  of  beauty  are  quite  waoting 
in  those  features." 

On  the  third  day,  I  was  better ;  on  the  feortk, 
I  could  speak,  move,  rise  in  bed,  and  turn.  Han- 
nah had  brought  me  some  gruel  and  diy  loas^ 
aboat,  as  I  supposed,  the  dinner  hour.  I  had 
eaten  with  relish :  the  food  was  good — ^void  of 
the  fevensh  flavor  which  had  hitherto  poisoned 
what  I  had  swallowed.  When  she  left  me,  I 
felt  comparatively  strong  and  revived ;  era  Umg 
satiety  of  repose,  and  desire  for  action  stirred 
me.  I  wished  to  rise ;  but  what  could  I  pot  oa ! 
Only  my  damp  and  bemired  apparel ;  in  whkh 
I  had  slept  on  the  ground  and  fallen  in  the  marsh. 
I  felt  ashamed  to  appear  before  my  benelactofs 
so  clad.    I  was  spared  the  horotliation. 

On  a  chair  by  the  bedside  were  all  my  ova 
things,  clean  and  dry.  My  black  ailk  frock  buag 
against  the  wall.  The  traces  of  the  bog  wen 
removed  from  it ;  ,the  creases  left  by  the  wet, 
smoothed  out ;  it  was  quite  decent.  My  very 
shoes  and  sCocklngs  were  purified  and  rendered 
presentable.  There  were  the  means  of  wash- 
ing in  the  room,  and  a  comb  and  brush  to  soaoocb 
my  hair.  After  a  weary  process,  and  retting 
every  five  minutes,  I  succeeded  in  dressing  my- 
self My  clothes  hung  ioose  on  me;  for  I  wn 
much  wasted ;  hot  I  covered  deficiencies  with 
a  shawl,  and  once  more  dean  and  respflouble- 
looking-^no  ipeck  of  tbe  dirt,  do  trace  of  tbe 
disorder  I  so  hated,  and  wfaidb  aeenaol  so  to 
degrade  me,  left — ^I  crept  dowa  a  ato^  stair* 
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oa«e,  with  the  aid  of  tbe  banisters,  to  a  oarrow, 
low  passage,  and  found  mj  way  presently  to 
the  kitchen. 

It  was  full  of  the  fragrance  of  new  bread,  and 
tbe  warmth  of  a  generous  fire.  Hannah  was 
baking.  Prejudices,  it  is  weiL known,  are  most 
difficult  to  eradicate  from  the  heart  whose  soil 
has  never  been  loosened  or  fertilized  by  educa- 
lioB ;  they  grow  there,  firm  as  weeds  among 
atones.  Hannah  had  been  cold  and  stiflT,  indeed, 
•r  the  first :  latterly,  she  had  begun  to  relent  a 
little ;  and  when  she  saw  me  come  in  tidy  and 
well-dressed,  she  even  smiled. 

'*  What,  you  have  got  up  V*  she  said.  **  You 
are  better,  then.  You  may  sit  down  in  my 
chair  on  the  hearthstone,  if^on  will.'* 

She  pointed  to  the  rocking-chair ;  I  took  it. 
She  bustled  about;  examining  me  every  now 
and  then  with  the  comer  of  her  eye.  Turning 
to  roe,  as  she  took  some  loaves  from  the  oven, 
she  asked,  bluntly, 

"  Did  you  ever  go  a-begging  afore  you  came 
beret" 

I  was  indignant  for  a  moment ;  but  remember- 
ing that  anger  was  out  of  the  question,  and  that 
I  had  indeed  appeared  as  a  beggar  to  her,  I  an- 
swered quietly,  but  still  not  without  a  certain 
marked  firmness, 

*'  Yoo  are  mistaken,  in  supposing  me  a  beg- 
gar. I  am  no  beggar,  any  more  than  yourself 
or  your  young  ladies." 

After  a  pause,  she  said,  *<  I  dunnut  under- 
stand that ;  yottWe  like  no  house,  nor  no  brass, 
1  guess  r* 

*«  The  want  of  boase  or  brass  (by  which  I 
eoppose  you  mean  money)  does  not  make  a  beg- 
gar in  your  sense  of  the  word." 

**  Are  you  book-learned  1"  she  inquired,  pros- 
eoUy. 

"Yes,  very." 

**  But  youWe  never  been  to  boarding-school  1" 
•'  I  was  at  a  boarding-school  eight  years." 
She  opened  her  eyes  wide.    **  Whatever  can 
not  ye  keep  yoorsein  for,  then  1" 

'•  I  have  kept  myself;  and,  I  trust,  shall  keep 
myself  again.    What  are  you  going  to  do  with 
these  goosebenies  1"  I  inquired,  as  she  brought 
oat  a  basket  of  the  fruit. 
•*  Mak'  em  into  pies." 
«*  Give  them  to  me  and  V\l  pick  them," 
**  Nay  ^,  I  dunnut  watit  ye  to  do  naught." 
•«  But  I  must  do  something.    Let  me  have 
them." 

She  coDsonted ;  and  she  even  brought  me  a 
elean  if>w«rl  to  spread  over  my  dress,  *<  lest,"  as 
•he  said,  *l  should  mucky  it." 

*'  Ye*ve  not  been  used  to  sarvant's  wark,  I 
see  by  your  hands,"  she  remarked.  **  Happen 
ye*ve  been  a  dressmaker  1" 

«*  No,  you  are  wrong.  And  now,  never  mind 
'whai  I  have  been ;  don't  trouble  ^onr  head  fur- 
ther about  roe;  but  tell  me  the  name  of  tbe 
boose  where  we  are." 

*<  Some  calls  it  Marsh-End,  and  some  calls  it 
Itf  oor  House," 

«•  And  the  gentleman  who  lives  here  is  called 
Mr.  St.  John  1" 

•*  Nay ;  he  doesn't  live  here  {  he  is  only  stay- 
'ng  awhile.  When  he  is  at  home,  he  is  in  his 
evrn  parish  at  Morton." 

•'That  village  a  few  mQea  offV 


••  And  what  is  he  1" 

**  He  is  a  parson." 

I  remembered  the  answer  of  the  old  house- 
keeper at  the  parsonage,  when  1  had  asked  to 
see  the  clergyman.  **  This,  then,  was  his  fa- 
ther's residence  1" 

"Ay;  old  Mr.  Rivers  lived  here,  and  bis  A- 
ther,  and  grandfather,  and  gurt  (great)  grand- 
father afore  him." 

"  The  name,  then,  of  that  gentleman,  is  Mr. 
St.  John  Rivers!" 

**  Ay ;  St.  John  is  like  his  kirstened  name." 

**  And  his  sisters  are  called  Diana  and  Mai> 
Rivers  r* 

"  Yes." 

*< Their  father  is  dead!" 

**  Dead  three  weeks  sin',  of  a  stroke." 

"  They  have  no  mother !" 

**The  mistress  has  been  dead  this  mony 
year." 

"  Have  you  lived  with  the  family  long!" 

**  Tve  lived  here  thirty  year.  I  nursed  them 
aU  three." 

*'  That  proves  you  must  have  been  an  honest 
and  faithful  servant.  I  will  say  so  much  for 
you,  though  you  have  had  the  incivility  to  caO 
me  a  beggar." 

She  again  regarded  me  with  a  surprised  stare. 
'*  I  believe,"  she  said,  **  I  was  quite  mista'en  in 
my  thoughts  of  you :  but  there  is  so  mony  cheats 
goes  about,  you  mun  forgie  me." 

'*  And  though,"  I  continued,  rather  severely, 
"you  wished  to  turn  me  from  the  door,  on  a 
night  when  you  should  not  have  shut  out  s 
dog." 

*'  Well,  it  was  hard :  but  what  can  a  body  do  1 
I  thought  more  o'  th'  childer  nor  of  roysel ;  poor 
things!  They*ve  like  nobody  to  tak*  care  on 
em  hot  roe     Pro  like  to  look  sharpish." 

I  maintained  a  grave  silence  for  some  mift- 
ntes. 

"  You  monnut  think  too  hardly  of  me,"  she 
again  remarked. 

**  But  I  do  think  hardly  of  yoo,"  I  said ;  "  and 
ril  tell  you  why— not  so  much  because  you  re- 
fused to  give  me  shelter,  or  regarded  me  as  an 
impostor,  as  because  yon  just  now  made  it  a 
species  of  reproach  that  I  had  no  "  brass"  and 
no  house.  Some  of  the  best  people  that  oyer 
lived  have  been  as  destitute  as  I  am ;  and  if  yoa 
are  a  Christian,  you  ought  not  to  consider  pov- 
erty a  crime." 

"  No  more  I  ought ;"  said  she ;  "  Mr.  St.  John 
tells  me  so  too ;  and  I  see  I  wor  wrang — hot 
I've  clear  a  diflTerent  notion  on  you  now  to  what 
I  had.  Yoo  look  a  raight  down  dacent  little 
crater." 

"That  will  do— I  forgive  yoa  now.  Shake 
hands." 

She  put  her  floury  and  homy  hand  into  mine : 
another  and  heartier  smile  illumined  her  rough 
face,  and  from  that  moment  we  were  friends. 

Hannah  was  evidently  fond  of  talking.  While 
I  picked  the  fruit,  and  she  made  the  paste  for 
the  pies,  she  proceeded  to  give  me  sundry  de- 
tails about  her  deceased  master  and  mistress, 
and  "the  chiider,"  as  she  called  the  young 
people. 

Old  Mr.  Rivers,  she  said,  was  a  plain  man 
enough ;  but  a  gentleman,  and  of  as  ancient  a 
family  as  could  be  found.  Marsh-End  had  be<P 
lonsed  to  the  Rivera'  ever  since  it  was  a  bouse  * 
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and  it  was,  she  affirmed,  **  aboon  two  hODdred 
year  old— for  all  it  looked  but  a  small,  humble 
place,  naught  to  compare  wi*  Mr.  Oliver's  grand 
hall  down  i*  Morton  Vale.  But  she  could  re- 
member Bill  Oliver's  father,  a  journeyman 
needle-maker ;  and  th*  Rivers*  wor  gentry  i*  th* 
owd  days  o*  th'  Henrys,  as  ony  body  might  see 
by  looking  into  th'  registers  i*  Morton  Chorofa 
vestry.'*  Still,  she  allowed,  **  the  owd  maisier 
was  like  other  folk—- naught  mich  out  o'  t'  com- 
mon way :  stark  mad  o'  shooting,  and  farming, 
and  sich  like."  The  mistress  was  different. 
She  was  a  great  reader,  and  studied  a  deal ; 
and  the  "  bairns"  had  Uken  after  her.  There 
was  nothing  like  them  in  these  parts,  nor  ever 
had  been :  they  had  liked  learning,  all  three, 
almost  from  the  time  they  could  apeak ;  and 
they  had  always  been  *'  of  a  mak*  of  their  own.** 
Mr.  St.  John,  when  he  grew  up,  would  go  to 
college  and  be  a  parson ;  and  the  girls,  as  soon 
as  they  left  school,  would  seek  ptaces  as  gov- 
ernesses :  for  they  had  told  her  their  father  had 
aome  years  ago  lost  a  great  deal  of  money,  by  a 
man  he  had  trusted  turning  bankrupt ;  and  as 
he  was  now  not  rich  enough  to  give  them  for- 
tunes, ihey  must  provide  for  themselves.  They 
had  lived  very  little  at  home  for  a  long  while, 
and  were  only  come  now  to  stay  a  few  weeks 
on  account  of  their  father's  death :  but  they  did 
80  like  Marsh-Bnd  and  Morton,  and  all  these 
moors  and  hills  about.  They  had  been  in  Lon- 
don, and  many  other  grand  towns :  but  they 
always  said  there  was  no  place  like  home :  and 
then  they  were  so  agreeable  with  each  other — 
never  fell  out  nor  "threaped.**  She  did  not 
know  where  there  waa  snob  a  family  for  being 
united. 

Having  finished  ray  task  of  gooseberry  pick- 
ing, I  asked  where  the  two  ladies  and  their 
brother  were  now. 

"  Gone  over  to  Morton  for  a  walk  ;  but  ihey 
would  be  back  in  half  an  hour  (o  tea." 

They  returned  wiibin  the  time  Hannah  had 
allotted  tl\^em ;  they  entered  by  the  kitchen 
door.  Mr.  St.  John,  when  he  saw  me,  merely 
bowed  and  passed  through ;  the  two  ladies 
stopped :  Mary,  in  a  few  words,  kindly  and 
calmly  expressed  the  pleasure  she  felt  in  seeing 
me  well  enough  to  be  able  to  come  down  ;  Diana 
took  my  hand :  she  shook  her  head  at  me. 

**You  should  have  waited  for  my  leave  to 
descend,**  she  said.  **  You  still  look  very  pale 
•—and  so  thin !     Poor  child  !  poor  girl !" 

Diana  had  a  voice  toned,  to  my  ear,  like  the 
cooing  of  a  dove.  She  possessed  eyes  whose 
gaze  1  delighted  to  encounter.  Her  whole  face 
seemed  to  me  full  of  charm.  Mary's  counte- 
nance was  equally  intelligent -^  her  features 
equally  pretty :  but  her  expression  was  more 
reserved;  and  her  manners,  though  gentle, 
more  distant.  Diana  looked  and  spoke  with  a 
certain  authority :  she  had  a  will  evidently.  It 
was  my  nature  to  feel  pleasure  in  yielding  to 
an  authority  supported  like  hers ;  and  to  bend, 
where  my  conscience  and  self-reepect  permitted, 
to  an  active  will. 

"And  what  business  have  yon  heroT"  she 
continued.  ''  It  is  not  your  place.  Mary  and  I 
ait  in  the  kitchen  sometimes,  because  at  home 
we  like  to  be  free,  even  to  license — but  you  are 
a  visitor,  and  must  go  into  the  parlor." 

"I  am  very  well  here." 


**  Not  at  all— with  Haon^  bostlog  about  ari 
covering  you  with  flour." 

<*  Besides,  the  fire  is  too  hot  for  yoo,**  inter- 
posed Mary. 

**To  be  sore,"  added  her  sister.  "Com, 
yoa  most  be  obedient.'*  And  still  boUingmy 
hand,  she  made  me  rise,  and  led  me  into  tbe 
inner  room. 

**  Sit  there,"  she  said,  placing  me  on  the  aoA, 
"  while  we  take  our  things  oflf  and  get  the  let 
ready :  it  is  another  privilege  we  exereiae  » 
our  little  moorland  home— to  prepare  oor  owb 
meals  when  we  are  so  inclined ;  or  wbeo  Hao- 
nah  is  baking, ibrewing,  washing,  or  iromsg" 

She  dosed  the  door»  leaving  me  solae  witb 
Mr.  St.  John,  whp  sat  opposite ;  a  boos  ir 
newspaper  in  his  hand.  I  examined,  fint,  tbe 
parlor,  and  then  its  occupant. 

The  parlor  was  rather  a  smafl  room,  feiy 
plainly  furnished,  yet  comfortable,  beeaus 
clean  and  neat.  The  old-fashioned  cbairawere 
very  bright,  and  the  walnut-wood  table  was  m 
a  looking-glass. ,  A  few  strange,  antique  por- 
traits of  the  men  and  women  of  other  days 
decorated  the  stained  walls ;  a  copboai^  with 
glass  doors  contained  some  books  wA  an  an- 
cient set  of  china.  There  was  no  auperfwos 
ornament  in  the  room — not  one  modem  pieee 
of  furniture,  save  a  brace  of  work-boxes  aod  a 
lady's  desk  in  rosewood,  which  stood  on  a  aide- 
table.:  every  thing — ^including  the  caipc*  aad 
curtains— looked  at  once  well  worn  and  weu 
aaved. 

Mr.  St.  John— sitting  as  still  as  one  oTtu 
dosky  pictures  on  the  watts,  keeping  faia  ey<H 
fixed  on  the  page  he  perused,  and  bis  liP*^"?^ 
sealed — was  easy  enough  to  examine.  Had  be 
been  a  statue  instead  of  a  roan,  be  c*^J|^ 
have  been  easier.  He  was  young— pw»l* 
from  twenty-eight  to  thirty— uU,  slender  ^ 
face  riveted  the  eye :  it  was  like  a  Greek  m 
very  pure  in  outline ;  quite  a  straight,  ctaSBK 
nose  ;  quite  an  Athenian  month  and  chin  l> 
is  seldom,  indeed,  an  English  face  ^^^'^.f^ 
near  the  antique  models  as  did  his.  He  mm 
well  be  a  little  shocked  «t  the  irregnlaiity  ol^ 
lineamenta,  his  own  being  so  harmonioos.  M 
eyes  were  large  and  blue,  with  brown  laabei; 
bis  high  forehead,  colorleas  aa  ivory,  ^^* 
tially  atreaked  over  by  careleaa  kicks  of  nui 
hair.  , 

This  is  a  gentle  delineation,  is  it  t^^^^'^ 
Yet  he  whom  it  describes  scarcely  impressea 
one  with  the  idea  of  a  gentle,  a  yieking.  *& 
impressible,  or  even  of  a  placid  nature.  Q»|2* 
cent  as  he  now  sat,  there  was  something  abost 
his  nostril,  his  mouth,  his  brow,  whicb,  to  p7 
perceptions,  indicated  elenaenta  within  citb^ 
restless,  or  hard,  or  eager.  He  did  not  spew 
to  me  one  word,  nor  even  direct  to  me  ooe 
ghince,  till  his  sisters  retorned.  Disna,  assbe 
passed  in  an%  out,  In  tbe  course  of  prepanof 
tea,  brought  me  a  little  cake,  baked  oo  tbeifl? 
of  the  oven. 

"Eat  that  now,"  she  said;  «*yoo  oust  be 
hungry.  Hannah  aaya  yoo  have  bed  aothml 
but  some  gruel  since  breakfast  ** 

I  did  not  refuse  it,  for  my  appetite  was  awt* 
kened  and  keen.  Mr.  Rivers  now  dosed  h» 
book,  approached  the  table,  and,  as  be  took  a 
seat,  fixed  his  blue,  pictorial-looking  eyes  m 
upon  me.     There  was  an  uoceiemooiow  "^ 
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teetuess,  a  seardiing,  decided  steadfAstnese  iu 
his  faxe  now,  which  told  that  intentiois  and 
not  diffidence,  had  hitherto  kept  it  averted  from 
the  stranger. 

**  Yon  are  very  hungry,"  he  said. 

•*  I  am,  sir."  Ii  is  my  way— it  dwaye  was 
my  way  by  instinct— ever  to  meet  the  brief 
with  brevity,  the  direct  with  plainness. 

'•  It  is  wen  for  you  that  a  low  lever  has  forced 
yoQ  to  abstain  for  the  last  three  days ;  there 
would  have  been  danger  in  yielding  to  the  crav- 
ioga  of  your  appetite  at  first.-  Now  yoo  may 
eat ;  though  still  not  immoderately.'* 

*'  I  trust  that  I  shall  not  eat  long  at  your  ex- 
pense, sir,*'  was  my  very  clumsily-contrived, 
unpolished  answer.  ^ 

*'  No,'*  he  said,  coolly ;  **  when  yon  have  in- 
dicated to  us  the  residence  of  your  friends,  we 
can  WTite  to  them,  and  yon  may  be  restored  to 
bottae." 

**  That,  I  must  plainly  tell  yoo,  it  is  out  of 
my  power  to  do ;  being  absolutely  without 
home  and  friends.'^ 

The^three  looked  at  me ;  but  not  distrustful- 
ly. I  felt  there  was  no  suspicion  in  their  glan- 
ces :  there  was  more  of  curiosity.  I  speak 
particularly  of  the  young  ladies.  St.  John's 
eyee,  though  clear  enough  in  a  literal  sense, 
in  a  figurative  one  were  diflScult  to  fathom.  He 
seemed  to  use  them  rather  as  instruments  to 
learch  other  peopte^s  thoughts,  than  as  agents 
to  reveal  bis  own ;  the  which  combination  of 
Keenness  and  reserve  was  considerably  more 
calculated  to  embarrass  than  to  encourage. 

*•  Do  you  mean  to  say,"  he  asked,  "  that  you 
are  completely  isolated  from  every  connection  V* 

"  I  do.  Not  a  tie  links  me  to  any  living 
iiing,  not  a  claim  do  I  possess  to  admittance 
mder  any  roof  in  England." 

•*  A  most  singular  position  at  your  age !" 

Here  I  saw  bis  glance  directed  to  my  hands, 
vhich  were  foMed  on  the  table  before.  I  won- 
lered  what  he  sought  there ;  his  words  soon 
explained  the  quest. 

**'  You  have  never  been  married  1  Yoa  are 
I  spinster  V* 

Diana  laughed.  "  Why,  she  can't  be  above 
•eventeen  or  eighteen  years  old,  St.  John," 
laid  she. 

'•  I  am  near  nineteen,  but  I  am  not  married. 
No." 

I  felt  a  burning  glow  mount  to  my  face,  for 
hitter  and  agitating  recollections  were  awaken- 
ed by  the  allusion  to  marriage.  They  all  saw 
the  embarrassment  and  the  emotion.  Diana 
and  Mary  relieved  me  by  turning  their  eyes 
elsewhere  than  to  my  crimsoned  visage  y  but 
(be  colder  and  sterner  brother  continued  to 
gaze,  till  the  trouble  he  had  excited  forced  out 
tears  as  well  as  color. 

•*  Where  did  you  last  reside  1"  ke  now  asked. 

**  Yoa  are  too  inquisitive,  St.  John,"  mur- 
mared  Mary,  in  a  low  voice ;  but  he  leaned  over 
the  table  and  required  an  anawer,  by  a  second 
fijna  and  piercing  look. 

•«  The  name  of  the  place  where,  and  of  the 
person  with  whom  I  lived,  is  my  secret,"  I  re- 
plied, concisely. 

"  'Which,  if  you  like,  yon  have,  in  my  opinion, 
a  ritfbt  to  keep,  both  from  St.  John  and  every 
jiber  questioner,'*  remarked  Diana. 
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history,  I  can  not  help  you,"  he  aaftd. 
you  need  help,  do  yon  not  1" 

*<I  need  it,  and  I  seek  it;  so  far,  sb,  th«t 
some  true  philanthropist  will  pat  me  in  tba 
way  of  getting  work  which  I  can  do^  and  the 
remnnerattoa  for  which  will  keep  me,  if  but 
in  the  barest  necessaries  of  lifo." 

**  I  know  not  whether  I  am  a  true  phitentbro- 
pist,  yet  I  am  willing  to  aid  you  to  the  utmost 
of  my  power  in  a  purpose  so  honest.  First, 
then,  teU  me  what  yoa  have  been  acoastomed 
to  do,  and  what  you  can  do." 

I  had  now  swallowed  my  tea.  I  was  mightily 
refreshed  by  the  beverage,  as  much  so  aa  a  giant 
with  wine;  it, gave  new  tone  to  my  unstrung 
nerves,  and  enabled  me  to  address  this  pene- 
trating young  judge  steadily. 

*'Mr.  Rivers,"  I  said,  taming  to  him,  and 
looking  at  him  as  he  looked  at  me^  openly  and 
without  diflkleoce,  **  you  and  your  sisters  have 
done  me  a  great  service,  the  greatest  man  can 
do  his  fellow- being :  you  have  rescued  me,  by 
your  noble  hospitality,  from  death.  This  bene- 
fit conferred  gives  you  an  unlimited  claim  on 
my  gratitude,  and  a  claim,  to  a  certain  extent, 
on  my  confidence.  I  wiB  tell  you  as  much  of 
the  histcHry  of  the  wanderer  you  have  harbored 
as  I  can  tell  without  compromising  my  own 
peace  of  mind — my  own  security,  moral  and 
physical,  and  that  of  others. 

"  I  am  an  orphan,  the  daughter  of  a  clergy- 
man. My  parents  died  before  I  could  know 
them.  I  was  brought  up  a  dependent ;  educa- 
ted at  a  charitable  institution.  I  will  even  tell 
you  the  name  of  the  establishment,  where  I 
passed  six  years  as  a  pupil,  and  two  as  a  teach- 
er, Lowood  Orphan  Asylum, shire:  yoa 

will  have  heard  of  it,  Mr.  Rivers  t    The  Rev. 
Robert  Brocklehurst  is*the  treasurer.*' 

'*!  have  heard  of  Mr.  Brocklehurst,  and  I 
have  seen  the  school." 

"  I  left  Lowood  nearly  a  year  since  to  be- 
come a  private  governess.  I  obtained  a  good 
situation,  and  was  happy.  This  place  I  was 
obliged  to  leave  four  days  before  I  came  here. 
The  reason  of  my  departure  I  can  not  and  ought 
not  to  explain  ;  it  would  be  useless,  dangerous, 
and  would  sound  inorediUe.  No  blame  at- 
tached to  me ;  I  am  as  free  from  culpability  as 
any  one  of  yon  three.  Miserable  I  am  and 
must  be  for  a  time,  for  the  catastrophe  which 
drove  me  from  a  house  I  had  found  a  paradise 
was  of  a  strauEe  and  direful  natnre.  I  observed 
but  twopoints  m  planning  my  departure— speed, 
secrecy ;  to  secure  these,  I  had  to  leave  be- 
hind me  every  thing  I  possessed,  except  a  small 
rircel,  which,  in  my  hurry  and  trouble  of  mind, 
forgot  to  take  out  of  the  coach  that  brought 
me  to  Whitcross.  To  this  neighborhood,  then, 
I  came,  quite  destitute.  I  slept  two  nights  in 
the  open  air,  and  wandered  about  two  days 
without  crossing  a  threshold ;  hut  twice  in  that 
apace  of  time  did  I  taste  food,  and  it  was  when 
brought  by  hunger,  exhaustion,  and  despair, 
almost  to  the  last  gasp,  that  yoo,  Mr.  Rivera, 
"forbade  me  to  periah  with  want  at  your  door, 
and  took  me  under  the  ahelier  of  your  roof.  I 
know  all  your  aisters  have  done  for  me  since, 
for  I  have  not  been  insensible  daring  my  seeiQr^ 
ing  torpor,  and  I  owo  to  their  spontaneous,' 
genuine,  genial  compassion  as  largo  a  debt  as 
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•*  DonU  malce  her  talk  any  more  now,  St. 
John,'*  said  Diana,  as  I  paused ;  "  ahe  is  evi- 
dently  not  yet  fit  for  excitement.  Come  to  the 
aofa,  and  sit  down  now,  Miss  Elliott.'* 

I  gave  an  involunUry  half-start  at  bearing 
the  tUioM ;  I  had  forgotten  m j  new  name.  Mr. 
Rirers,  whom  nothing  seemed  to  escape,  no- 
ticed it  at  once. 

*<  Yoa  said  year  name  was  Jane  Elliott  1*'  he 
ohsenred. 

**  I  did  say  so.  and  it  is  the  name  by  which  I 
think  it  expedient  to  be  called  at  present ;  but  it 
is  not  my  real  name,  and  when  I  hear  it  it 
•onnds  strange  to  me." 

"  ¥our  real  name  you  will  not  give  t" 

**  No ;  I  fear  discovery  above  aB  things,  and 
whatever  disclosure  would  lead  to  it  I  avoid.*' 

**  You  are  quite  right,  I  am  sure,"  said  Diana. 
'*  Now,  do,  brother,  let  her  be  at  peace  a  while." 

But  when  St.  John  had  mused  a  few  mo- 
ments, he  recommenced,  as  imperturbably,  and 
with  as  much  acumen  as  ever. 

"  You  would  not  like  to  be  long  dependent  on 
our  hospitality — ^you  would  wish,  I  see,  to  dis- 
pense as  soon  as  may  be  with  my  sisters'  com- 
passion ;  and,  above  all,  with  my  charity  (I  am 
?uite  sensible  of  the  distinction  drawn,  nor  do 
resent  it — it  is  just) :  you  desire  to  be  inde- 
pendent of  us  1" 

*'I  do;  I  have  already  said  so.  Show  me 
how  to  work,  or  how  to  seek  work ;  that  is  all 
I  now  ask ;  then  let  me  gv),  if  it  be  but  to  the 
meanest  cottage — but  till  then,  allow  me  to  stay 
here  ;  I  dread  another  essay  of  the  horrors  of 
homeless  destitution." 

**  Indeed,  you  shall  stay  here,"  said  Diana, 
potting  her  white  hand  on  my  head.  "Yon 
shall,'*  repeated  Mary,  in  the  tone  of  undemon- 
strative sincerity,  which  seemed  natural  to  her. 

'<My  sisters,  you  see,  have  a  pleasure  in 
keeping  yon,"  said  Mr.  St.  Jpbn,  "  as  they  would 
have  a  pleasure  in  keeping  and  oherishing  a 
half-frozen  Mrd,  some  wintry  wind  might  have 
driven  through  their  casement.  I  feel  more  in- 
clination to  put  you  in  the  way  of  keeping  your- 
self, and  shall  endeavor  to  do  so ;  but  observe, 
my  sphere  is  narrow.  I  am  but  the  incumbent 
of  a  poor  country  parish ;  my  aid  must  be  of 
the  humblest  sort.  And  if  you  are  inclined  to 
despise  the  day  of  small  things,  seek  some  more 
efficient  succor  than  such  as  I  can  offer." 

"  She  has  already  said  that  she  is  willing  to 
do  any  thing  honest  she  can  do,"  anawered  Di- 
ana,, for  me ;  "  and  you  know,  St.  John,  she  has 
no  choice  of  helpers ;  she  is  forced  to  put  up 
with  such  crusty  people  as  you." 

"  I  will  be  a  dressmaker ;  I  will  be  a  plain- 
work- woman  ;  I  will  be  a  servant,  a  nurse-girl, 
if  I  can  be  no  better,"  I  answered. 

"  Right,"  said  Mr.  St.  John,  quite  oooUy.  •<  If 
such  is  your  spirit,  I  promise  to  aid  yon — in  my 
own  time  and  way." 

He  now  resumed  the  book  with  which  he 
bad  been  occupied  before  tea.  I  soon  with- 
drew ;  for  I  had  talked  as  much,  and  sat  up  as 
long,  as  my  present  strength,  woukl  permit. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 
Tbe  more  I  knew  of  the  inmates  of  Moor 


I  had  so  fkr  recorered  my  health  that  I  eoold 
sit  np  all  day,  and  walk  out  sometimes.  I  ^oold 
join  with  Diana  and  Mary  in  all  their  oecops 
tions ;  converse  with  them  as  much  as  tbej 
wished,  and  aid  them  when  and  where  tbe) 
would  allow  me.  There  was  a  reviving  pleas- 
ure in  this  interconrse,  of  a  kind  now  tasted  b; 
me  for  the  first  time— 4he  pleasure  arisiDg  from 
perfect  congeniality  of  tastes,  sentimenis,  soil 
principles. 

I  liked  to  read  what  they  liked  to  read ;  wbil 
they  enjoyed,  delighted  me ;  what  tbey  ap* 
proved,  I  reverenced.  They  loved  their  se 
questered  home.  I,  too,  in  the  gray,  small, 
antique  structure,  with  its  low  roof,  its  lauiesd 
casements,  its  moldering  walls,  ite  afeane  of 
aged  firs— all  grown  aslant  under  the  stren  of 
mountain, winds ;  its  garden,  dark  witb  ys* 
and  holy— ^nd  where  no  flowers  but  of  tbe  hard- 
iest species  would  bloom — ^foond  a  cbarm,  bfllh 
potent  and  permanent.  They  clung  to  the 
purple  moors  behind  and  around  their  dwelling 
— ^to  the  hollow  vale  into  which  the  pebbly  bri- 
dle-path leading  from  their  gate  descended ; 
and  which  wound  between  fern-banks  fint,  and 
then  among  a  few  of  tbe  wildest  little  pasiors- 
fields  that  ever  bordered  a  wilderness  of  bcailw 
or  gave  sustenance  to  a  flock  of  gray  moorlaM 
sheep,  with  their  little  mossy-faced  lanibi; 
they  clung  to  this  scene,  I  say,  with  a  peHeet 
enthusiasm  of  attachment.  I  could  conpfS' 
bend  the  feeling,  and  share  both  its  streoftk 
and  truth.  I  saw  the  fascination  of  tbe  loeal- 
ity.  I  felt  tbe  oonsecration  of  its  loDelisess; 
my  eye  feasted  on  the  outline  of  swell  aod 
sweep— on  the  wild  coloring  communicated  to 
ridge  and  dell,  by  moss,  by  heath-bell,  by  Ikover- 
aprinkled  turf,  by  brilliant  bracken,  and  mellov 
granite  crag.  These  details  were  jost  to  ae 
what  they  were  to  them— so  many  pore  >» 
sweet  sources  of  pleasure.  The  stroag  biait 
and  the  soft  breexe ;  the  rough  and  thebalcyoe 
day;  the  hours  of  sunrise  and  'V^^^t* 
moonlight  and  the  clouded  night,  developed  nr 
me,  in  these  regions,  the  same  attractioo  ai  w 
them — wound  rouncT  my  faculties  the  aeae 
spell  that  entranced  theirs. 

In-doors  we  agreed  equally  well.  They  wen 
both  more  accomplished  and  better  read  ibaa 
I  was ;  but  with  eagernesa  I  foBowed  in  tM 
path  of  knowledge  tbey  had  trodden  before  no 
I  deroured  the  books  they  lent  me ;  then  it  ^ 
full  satisfaction  to  discuss  with  tben  is  «* 
evening  what  I  had  pemsed  during  (be  day- 
Thought  fitted  thought;  opinion  met  opioioBi 
we  coincided,  in  short,  perfectly. 

**  If  in  our  trio  there  was  a  superior  and  a 
leader,  it  was  Diana.  Physically,  she  far  ex- 
celled me ;  she  was  handsome ;  she  was  vigor- 
ous. In  her  animal  spirits  there  was  an  ai- 
fluence  of  life  and  certainty  of  flow,  such  ai 
excited  my  wonder,  while  it  baffled  my  eo»- 
prehension.  I  could  talk  a  while  when  the  eteo- 
iog  commenced  ;  but  the  first  gosh  of  vifseiV 
and  fluency  gone,  I  was  fain  to  sit  oa  a  ^^^j^ 
'  Diana's  feet,  to  rest  my  head  on  her  knee,  jw 
listen  alternately  to  her  and  Mary;  while  W 
sounded  thoroughly  the  topic  on  which  I^ 
but  touched.  Diana  offered  to  teach  me  w 
man.  I  liked  to  learn  of  her;  I  sawlbs  pin 
of  instructress  pleased  and  suited  kWtJh^Ji 
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iMiures  doTetailed,  mataal  fiffeotion  of  the 
■trongest  kind  was  the  result  Tbey  discover- 
ed I  ooatd  draw ;  their  pencils  and  color^boxes 
were  immediately  at  my  service.  My  skill, 
greater  in  this  one  point  than  theirs,  surprised 
and  charmed  them.  Mary  would  sit  and  watch 
me  by  the  hour  together ;  then  she  would  take 
lessons;  and  a  docile,  intelligent,  assiduous 
pupil  she  made.  Thus  occupied,  and  mutually 
entertained,  days  passed  like  hours,  and  weeks 
like  days. 

As  to  Mr.  St.  John,  the  intimacy  which  had 
arisen  so  naturally  and  rapidly  between  roe 
and  his  sisters  did  not  extend  to  him.  One 
reason  of  the  distance  yet  observed  between  us 
was,  that  he  was  comparatively  seldom  at 
home ;  a  large  proportion  of  his  time  appeared 
devoted  to  visiting  the  sick  and  poor  among 
the  scattered  popiuation  of  his  parish. 

No  weather  seemed  to  hinder  him  in  these  pas- 
toral excursions;  rain  or  fair,  he  would,  when 
bis  hours  of  morning  study  were  over,  take  his 
bat,  and,  followed  by  his  father's  old  pointer. 
Carlo,  go  out  on  his  mission  of  love  or  duty — 
I  scarcely  know  in  which  light  he  regarded  it. 
Sonnetimes,  when  the  day  was  very  unfavora- 
ble, his  sisters  would  expostulate.  He  would 
then  say,  with  a  peculiar  smile,  more  solemn 
than  cheerful — 

**  And  if  I  let  a  gust  of  wind  or  a  sprinkling 
of  rain  turn  me  aside  from  these  easy  tasks, 
what  preparation  would  such  sloth  be  for  the 
fiitnre  I  propose  to  myself  V  * 

Diana  and  Mary's  general  answer  toahis 
question  was  a  sigh,  and  some  minutes  of  ap- 
parently mournful  meditation. 

But  besides  his  frequent  absences,  there  was 
another  barrier  to  friendship  with  him ;  be 
teemed  of  a  reserved,  an  abstracted,  and  even 
a  brooding  natura  Zealous  in  his  ministerial 
labors,  blameless  in  his  life  and  habits,  he  yet 
did  not  appear  to  enjoy  that  mental  serenity, 
that  inward  content,  which  should  be  the  re- 
ward of  every  sincere  Christian  and  practical 
philanthropist.  Oden,  of  an  evening,  when  he 
sat  at  the  window,  his  de^k  and  papers  before 
bim,  he  would  cease  reading  or  writing,  rest 
bis  cbio  on  his  band,  and  deliver  himself  up  to 
I  know  not  what  course  of  thought ;  but  that  it 
was  perturbed  and  exciting  might  be  seen  16 
the  (iequent  flash  and  changeful  dilation  of  his 
eye. 

I  think,  moreover,  that  Nature  was  not  to 
him  that  treasury  of  delight  it  was  to  his  sis- 
ters. He  expressed  once,  and  but  once  in  my 
hearing,  a  strong  sense  of  the  rugged  charm  of 
the  bills,  and  an  inborn  afl^ction  for  the  dark 
roof  and  hoary  walls  he  called  his  home ;  but 
there  was  more  of  gloom  than  pleasure  in  the 
tone  and  words  in  which  the  sentiment  was 
manifested  ;  and  never  did  he  seem  to  roam 
the  moors  for  the  sake  of  their  soothing  silence 
— never  seek  out  or  dwell  upon  the  thousand 
peaceful  delights  they  could  yield. 

Incommunicative  as  he  m-as,  some  time 
tlapsed  before  I  had  an  opportunity  of^guaging 
k\s  mind.  I  first  got  an  idea  of  Its^ncaliber 
when  I  heard  him  preach  in  his  own  church  at 
Morton.  I  wish  I  could  describe  that  Sermon  ; 
but  it  is  past  my  power.  1  can  not  even  ren- 
d«T  faithfully  the  effect  it  produced  on  me. 

It  began  calm— and  indeed,  as  far  as  deliveiy 


and  pitch  of  roiee  went,  it  was  eakn  to  the 
end ;  an  earnestly  felt,  yet  strictly  restrained 
seal  breathed  soon  in  the  distinct  accents,  and 
prompted  the  nervous  language.  This  grew 
to  force— compressed,  condensed,  controlled. 
The  heart  was  thrilled,  the  mind  astonished,  by 
the  power  of  the  preacher ;  neither  were  soft- 
ened. Throughout  there  was  a  strange  bitter- 
ness ;  an  absence  of  consolatory  gentleness ; 
stern  allusions  to  Calvinistic  doctrines— elec- 
tion, predestination,  reprobation  —  were  fre- 
quent ;  and  each  reference  to  these  points 
sounded  like  a  sentence  pronounced  for  doom. 
When  he  had  done,  instead  of  feeling  better, 
calmer,  more  enlightened  by  his  discourse,  I 
experienced  an  inexpressible  sadness;  for  it 
seemed  to  me— I  know  not  whether  equally  so 
toothers — that  the  eloquence  to  which  I  had 
been  listening  bad  sprung  from  a  depth  where 
lay  turbid  dregs  of  disappointment  —  where 
moved  troubling  impulses  of  insatiate  yearnings 
and  disquieting  aspirations.  I  was  sure  St. 
John  Rivers — pure-lived,  conscientious,  zeal- 
ous as  he  was — had  not  yet  found  that  peace 
of  God  which  passeth  all  understanding ;  he 
had  no  more  found  it,  I  thonght,  than  had  I ; 
with  my  concealed  and  racking  regrets  for  my 
broken  idol  and  lost  elysium — ^regrets  to  which 
I  have  latterly  avoided  referring;  but  which 
possessed  me  and  tyrannized  over  me  ruth- 
lessly. 

Meantime,  a  month  was  gone.  Diana  and 
Mary  were  soon  to  leave  Moor  House,  and  re- 
turn to  the  far  different  life  and  scene  which 
awaited  them,  as  governesses  in  a  large,  fash- 
ionable, soutb-of£ngland  city ;  where  each 
held  a  situation  in  families,  by  whose  wealthy 
and  haughty  members  they  were  regarded  only 
as  humble  dependents,  and  who  neither  knew 
nor  sought  one  of  their  innate  excellences,  and 
appreciated  only  their  acquired  accomplish- 
ments as  tbey  appreciated  the  skill  of  their 
cook,  or  the  taste  of  their  waiting-woman.  Mr. 
St.  John  had  said  nothing  to  me  yet  about  the 
employment  he  had  promised  to  obtain  for  me ; 
yet  it  became  nrgent  that  I  should  have  a  vo- 
cation of  some  kind.  One  morning,  being  left 
alone  with  him  a  few  minutes  in  the  parlor,  I 
ventured  to  approach  the  window-recess  — 
which  his  table,  chair,  and  desk  consecrated  as 
a  kind  of  study — and  I  was  going  to  speak ; 
though  not  very  well  knowing  in  what  words 
to  frame  my  inquiiy — for  it  is  at  aU  times  diffi- 
cult to  break  the  ice  of  reserve  glassing  over 
such  natures  as  his— when  he  saved  me  the 
trouble,  by  being  the  first  to  commence  a  dra* 
logue.  « 

Looking  up  as  I  drew  near— "Yon  have  a 
question  to  ask  of  me  1"  he  said. 

"  Yes ;  I  wish  to  know  whether  you  have 
heard  of  any  service  I  can  offer  myself  to  un- 
dertake.'* 

"  1  found  or  devised  something  for  you  three 
weeks  ago ;  but  as  you  seemed  both  useful  and 
happy  here — as  my  sisters  had  evidently  be- 
come attached  %d  you,  and  your  society  gave 
them  unusual  pleasure-— I  deemed  it  inexpe- 
dient to  break  in  on  your  mutual  comfort  till 
their  approaching  departure  from  Marsh-End 
shoQld  render  yours  necessary." 

•'And  they  will  go  in  three  days  nowl"  I 
said. 
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*«Tes ;  and  when  they  go,  I  shall  return  to 
the  parsonage  at  Morton ;  Hannah  will  aocom* 
panj  me ;  and  this  old  houae  wiH  be  shut  op." 

I  waited  a  few  moments  expeeting  he  would 
go-  on  with  the  subject  first  broached  ;  but  he 
seemed  to  have  entered  another  train  of  refleo- 
tion ;  ins  look  denoted  abstraction  from  me  and 
my  basiness.  I  was  obliged  to  recall  him  to  a 
theme  which  was  of  necessity  one  of  cloae  and 
aaxioQS  interest  to  me. 

*'  What  is  the  employmeot  you-  hid  in  tlew, 
Mr.  Rivers !  I  hope  this  delay  will  not  bav« 
inereased  the  difficulty  of  aecoring  it.*' 

**  Oh,  no ;  since  it  is  an  employment  which 
depends  oii^  on  me  to  gire,  and  yon  to  accept.*' 

He  again  paused,  there  seemed  a  teluctanoe 
to  continue.  I  grew  impatient;  a  restless 
movement  or  two,  and  an  eager  and  exaotiog 
glance  fasteued  on  his  face,  conveyed  the  feel- 
ing te  him  as  efibotually  as  words  could  have 
done,  and  with  less  trsable. 

**  You  need  be  in  no  hnrry  to  bear,"  he  said; 
<*  let  me  frankly  tell  you,  I  hate  nothing  eligi- 
ble or  proQtable  to  sogs^.  Before  I  explain, 
recall,  if  you  please,  my  notice,  deafly  given, 
that  if  I  helped  you,  it  must  be  as  the  blind 
roan  would  help  the  lame.  I  am  poor ;  for  I 
find  that,  when  I  haTO  paid  my  father's  debts, 
all  the  patrimony  remaining  te  me  wiH  be  this 
crumbling  grange,  the  row  of  scathed  firs  be- 
hind, and  the  patch  of  moorish  soil,  with  the 
yew-trees  and  holly-bushes  in  front.  I  am  ob- 
scure; Rivers  is  an  old  name ;  but  of  the  three 
sole  descendants  of  the  race,  two  earn  the  de- 
pendent's crust  among  strangers,  and  the  third 
considers  himself  an  alien  from  his  natiTo  coun- 
try—not only  for  life,  but  in  death.  Yes,  and 
deems,  and  is  bound  to  deem  himself  honored 
by  the  lot ;  and  aspires  but  after  the  day  when 
the  cross  of  separation  iVom  fleshly  ties  shall 
be  laid  on  his  shoulders,  and  when  the  Head  of 
that  church-militant  of  whose  humblest  mem- 
bers he  is  one,  shall  give  the  word,  *  Rise,  fol- 
low me  !* " 

St.  John  said  these  words  as  he  pronoanced 
his  sermons,  with  a  quiet,  deep  TOice ;  with  an 
unflushed  cheek,  and  a  coruscating'  radiance 
.of  gianceL    He  resumed— 

'*  And  since  I  am  myself  poor  and  obscure,  I 
can  oflTer  you  but  a  seryice  of  poverty  and 
obscurity.  Ymi  mvy  even  think  it  degrading— 
for  I  see  now  your  habit*  have  been  what  the 
world  calls  refinnd ;  your  tastes  lean  to  the 
ideal;  and  your  society  hae  at  least  been 
among  the  educated—- but  /  consider  that  no 
service  degradea  which  can  better  oar  race.  I 
hold  that  »tbe  more  arid  and  unreclaimed  the 
soil  where  the  Christian  laborer's  task  of 
tUiage  is  appointed  him— the  scantier  the  meed 
his  toil  brings— the  higher  the  honor.  His, 
nader  such  circumstances,  is  thcdeatlny  of  the 
pioneer ;  and  the  first  pioneer  of  the  Gospel 
were  the  Apostles— their  captain  was  Jesus, 
the  Redeemer  himself." 

«•  Well !"  I  said,  as  be  again  paused— ^<  pro- 
ceed." 

He  looked  at  me  before  he  proceeded ;  in- 
deed, he  seemed  leisurely  to  read  my  face,  as 
if  its  features  and  lines  were  eharaetera  on  a 
page.  The  conduaions  drawn  from  this 
lerutiny  he  partially  expressed  in  his  suooeed- 
ng  observations. 


«<  I  believe  yon.  will  aoeept  the  post  I  offer 
you,"  said  be,  **  and  hold  it  for  a  while ;  not 
permanently  though,  any  more  than  I  cooM 
permanently  keep  the  narrow  nnd  narrowing-^ 
the  tranquil,  hidden  oflke  of  English  coantry 
incumbent :  for  in  yonr  nature  is  an  alloy  as 
detrimental  to  repose  as  that  in  mine ;  though 
of  a  difi^rent  kind." 

*<I)o  explain  1"  I  urged,  when  he  halted 
once  more. 

"  I  will ;  and  you  shall  hear  how  poor  tht 
proposal  is— how  trivial— how  cramping.  J 
shall  not  stay  long  at  Morton,  now  that  my 
father  is  dead,  and  that  I  am  my  own  master. 
I  shall  leave  the  place  probably  in  the  oonrse 
of  a  twelvemonth ;  hot  while  I  do  stay,  I  wil 
exen  myself  to  the  utmost  for  its  improve- 
ment. Morton,  when  I  came  te  it  two  yean 
ago,  had  no  school ;  the  children  of  the  pool 
were  excladed  from  erery  hope  of  progress. 
I  established  one  for  hoys ;  I  mean  now  to  open 
a  second  sehool  for  girls.  I  have  hired  i 
building  for  the  purpose,  with  a  cottage  of  two 
rooms  attached  to  it  for  the  mistress's  hoots. 
Her  salary  would  be  thirty  pounds  a  year ;  bei 
bouse  is  already  ftamlslied,  Tory  simply,  tal 
sufllciently,  by  the  kmdness  of  a  lady,  Misi 
Oliver,  the  only  daughter  of  the  sole  rich  naa 
in  my  parish— Mr.  OliTcr,  the  proprietor  of  a 
needle-factory  and  iron-foundry  in  the  valley. 
The  same  lady  pays  for  the  education  sod 
clothing  of  an  orphan  from  the  workhouse,  oa 
condKion  that  she  shall  aid  the  mistress  in  siieh 
menial  offices  connected  with  her  own  hooss 
and  the  school,  as  her  occupation  of  teadilog 
will  prevent  her  baring  thne  to  discharge  ia 
person.    Will  you  he  this  mistress  V* 

He  put  the  question  rather  hurriedly;  he 
seemed  half  to  ^xpeet  an  indignant,  or  at  least 
a  disdainful  rejection  of  the  ofler :  not  knowii^ 
all  my  thoughts  and  feelings,  though  guessisg 
some,  he  could  not  teQ  in  what  light  the  kit 
would  appear  to  me.  In  truth  it  was  bembls 
— but  then  it  was  sheltered,  and  I  wanted  i 
safe  asylum ;  it  was  plodding — but  then,  conn 
pared  with  that  of  a  governess  in  a  rich  hosse, 
it  was  independent ;  and  the  fear  of  servitsds 
with  strangers  entered  my  soul  like  iron ;  it 
was  not  ignoble — ^not  unworthy — not  meatsfly 
degrading.    I  made  my  decision. 

•«r  thank  you  for  the  proposal,  Mr.  Riven; 
and  I  accept  it  with  all  my  heart." 

•*^ But  you  comprehend  me?"  he  said.  **It 
is  8  village  school ;  your  scholars  will  be  only 
poor  girls— cottagers*  children— at  the  best, 
farmers'  daughters.  Knitting,  sewing,  readisc^ 
writing,  ciphering,  will  be  ail  you  will  have  te 
teach.  What  will  you  do  vrith  your  aeeern- 
plishments  t  What  with  the  largest  portion  d 
your  mind— sentiments— tastes  1" 

"  Save  them  till  they  axe  wanted.  They  will    i 
keep."  I 

«'  You  know  what  you  underuke,  then  t"       | 

"I  do."  ] 

He  no^  smilecT;  and  not  a  hitter  or  a  sad    -, 
smile ;  JMt    one   well   pleased    and   deep^ 
gratifietf 

"  AnwEvhen  wfl]  you  commence  the  exeretst 
of  your  ftinction  V      '  j 

•«I  will  go  to  my  house  to-morrow;      » J 
open  (he  school,  if  you  like,  next  week." 

»« Verv  well :  so  be  it." 
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He  roM  and  walked  throogh  the  room. 
Standing  still,  h^  again  looked  at  inS  He 
•hook  his  head. 

*•  What  do  yoa  dieapprove  of,  Mr.  RiverB  t" 
I  asked.    . 

^  You  will  not  stay  at  Morton  long ;  no,  no  !** 

'•  Why  1"  What  is  year  reason  foV  saying 
aor 

**  I  read  it  in  yonr  eye ;  it  is  not  of  that 
description  which  promises  the  maintenance  of 
an  even  tenor  in  life.** 

*«  I  am  not  ambitious.** 

He  started  at  the  word  **  ambitions."  He 
repeated,  '*  Noi  What  made  yon  think  of  am- 
bition 1  Who  is  ambitious  1  I  know  I  am ; 
but  how  did  you  find  it  out  V* 

*«  I  was  speaking  of  myself*' 

"Well,  if  you  are  not  ambitions,  yon  are  — ** 
He  paused. 

"  What  r 

**  I  was  going  to  say,  impassioned ;  bat  per- 
hape  you  would  have  misunderstood  the  word, 
and  been  displeased.  I  mean,  (hat  hnman 
afiections  and  sympathies  have  a  most  power- 
ful bold  on  you.  I  am  sure  you  can  not  long  be 
oMitent  to  pass  your  leisure  in  solitude,  and 
to  derote  your  working  hAurs  to  a  monoto- 
Boaa  labor  wholly  void  of  stimulus,  any  more 
thafi  I  can  be  content,"  he  added,  with  em- 
phasis, **  to  live  here  buried  in  morass,  pent  in 
with  mountain — my  nature,  that  God  gave  me, 
contravened ;  my  faculties,  Heaven-bestowed, 
paralyzed— made  nseless.  You  hear  now  how 
I  ooDtradict  myself.  I,  who  preached  content- 
ment with  a  bumble  lot,  and  justified  the  voca- 
tion even  of  hewers  of  wood,  and  drawers  of 
water,  in  Ood*s  service — I,  his  ordained  minis- 
ter, almost  rave  in  my  restlessness.  Well, 
propensities  and  principles  must  be  reconciled 
by  some  means.** 

He  left  the  room.  In  this  brief  hour  I  had 
learned  more  of  him  than  in  the  whole  previous 
month ;  yet  still  he  puzzled  me. 

Diana  and  Mary  Rivers  became  more  sad 
ajid  silent  as  the  day  approached  for  leaving 
their  brother  and  their  home.  They  both  tried 
to  appear  as  usual ;  but  the  sorrow  they  had 
to  straggle  against  was  one  that  could  not  be 
entirely  conquered  or  concealed.  Diana  in- 
timated that  this  wouki  be  a  diflferent  parting 
from  any  tliey  had  ever  yet  known.  It  would 
probably,  as  far  as  St.  John  was  concerned,  be 
a  parting  fur  yean»~it  might  be  a  parting  for 
Uie. 

•*  He  will  sacrifice  all  to  his  long-framed  re- 
solves,'* she  said  ;  '*  natural  affbction  and  feel- 
ings more  potent  still.  Si.  John  looks  quiet, 
Jane,  but  he  hides  a  fever  in  his  vitala.  You 
weuld  think  him  gentle,  yet  in  some  things  he 
is  inexorable  as  death ;  and  the  worst  of  it  is, 
0iy  co^pHenoe  will  hardly  permit  me  to  dis- 
\  ffom  his  severe  decision ;  certainly, 
Dt  fur  a  moment  blame  htm  for  it.    It  is 


t,  noble.  Christian ;  yet  i^ 

^  the  tears  gushed  to  ' 

bent  her  head  low  over  b< 
••  A^  are  now  wltbol 
seoD   be   witfaoat   home 
^       -^ored. 
■         that  fflofloant  a  little  acol 

I  seemed  decreed  by  fate^  purposdy  to 
_        a  the  truth  of  the  adase.  that  **  misfbrtunes 


pervened, 


never  come  singly  ;"  and  to  add  to  their  dis- 
tresses tlie  ve.\ing  one  of  (be  slip  between  the 
eop  and  the  lip.  St.  John  passed  tlie  window 
reading  a  letter.     He  entered. 

**  Our  uncle  John  is  dead,"  said  he. 

Both  the  sisters  seemed  struck :  not  shocked 
or  appalled :  the  tidings  appeared  in  their  eyea 
rather  momentous  than  afflicting. 

*'  Dead  1"  repeated  Diana. 

"Yes." 

She  riveted  a  searching  gaze  on  her  brotber'a 
face.  '*  And  what  then  V'  she  demanded,  in  a 
h>w  voice. 

"  What  then,  Di  !**  he  replied,  maintaining 
a  marble  immobility  of  feature.  '*  What,  thenl 
Why— nothing.    Read." 

He  threw  a  letter  Into  her  lap.  She  glanced 
over  it,  and  handed  it  to  Mary.  Mary  perused 
it  in  silence,  and  returned  it  to  her  brother. 
AH  three  looked  at  each  other,  and  all  three 
smiled — a  dreary,  pensive  smile  enough. 

**  Amen  !  We  can  yet  live,**  said  Diana,  at 
last. 

**  At  any  rate,  it  makes  ns  no  worse  off  than 
we  were  before,"  remarked  Mary. 

**  Only  it  forces  rather  strongly  on  the  mind 
the  picture  of  what  might  have  been,**  said  Mr. 
Rivers ;  **  and  contrasts  it  somewhat  too  vivid- 
ly with  what  »*." 

He  folded  the  letter,  locked  it  in  his  desk, 
and  then  went  oot. 

For  some  minutes  no  one  spoke.  Diana 
then  turned  to  me. 

"  Jane,  you  will  wonder  at  us  and  our  mys- 
teries,** she  said ;  "  and  think  us  hard-hearted 
beings  not  to  be  more  moved  at  the  death  of  so 
near  a  relation  as  an  uncle ;  but  we  have  nev- 
er  seen  him  or  known  him.  He  was  my  moth- 
er's brother.  My  father  and  he  quarreled 
long  ago.  It  was  by  his  advice  that  my  father 
risked  most  of  his  property  in  the  speculation 
that  ruined  him.  Mutual  recriminations  passed 
between  them :  they  parted  in  anger,  and  were 
never  reconciled.  My  uncle  engaged  after- 
ward in  more  prosperous  undertakings:  it  ap- 
pears he  realized  a  fortune  of  twenty  thousand 
pounds.  He  was  never  married,  and  had  no 
near  kindred  but  ourselves,  and  one  other  per- 
son, not  more  closely  related  than  we.  My 
father  always  cherished  the  idea  that  he  would 
atone  for  his  error  by  leaving  his  possessions 
to  us ;  that  letter  irihrms  us  that  he  has  be- 
queathed every  penny  to  the  other  relation, 
with  the  exception  of  thirty  guineas,  to  be  di^ 
vided  between  St.  John,  Diana,  and  Mary  Riv* 
era,  for  the  purchaae  of  three  mourning  rings. 
He  bad  a  right,  of  conree,  to  do  as  he  pleased  ; 
and  yet  a  momentary  damp  is  cast  on  the  spir- 
its by  the  receipt  of  such  news.  Mary  and  1 
would  have  esteemed  ourselves  rich  with  a 
thousand  pounds  each ;  and  to  St.  John  such  a 
snm  would  have  been  valuable,  fer  the  good  it 
wouki  have  enabled  him  to  do." 

This  explani^ion  given,  the  subject  was  drop* 
ped,  and  no  further  reference  made  to  it,  by 
either  Mr.  Rivois  or  his  sisters.  The  next  day, 
I  left  Marsh-End  for  Morton.  The  day  after, 
Diana  and  Mary  quitted  it  for  distant  B— .  In 
a  week,  Mr.  Rivera  and  Hannah  repaired  to 
the  parsonage;  and  so  the  old  grange  was 
abandoned. 
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My  home,  then — when  I  at  last  find  a  home 
■^is  a  cottage ;  a  little  room  with  white-washed 
walls  and  a  sanded  floor,  containipg  four 
painted  chairs  and  a  table,  a  clock,  a  cupbeard, 
with  two  or  three  plates  and  dishes,  and  a  set 
of  tea-thin^  in  delf.  Above,  a  chamber  of  the 
same  dimensions  as  the  kitchen,  with  a  deal 
bedstead  and  chest  of  drawers ;  small,  yet  too 
large  to  be  filled  with  my  scanty  wardrobe; 
though  the  kindness  of  my  gentle  and  generous 
friends  has  increased  that,  by  a  modest  stock 
of  such  things  as  are  necessary. 

It  is  evening.  I  have  dismissed,  with  the 
fee  of  an  orange,  the  little  orphan  who  serves 
me  as  a  handmaid.  I  am  aitting  alone,  on  the 
hearth.  This  morning  the  village  school 
opened.  I  had  t^ent^r  scholars.  But  three  of 
the  number  can  read;  none  write  or  cipher. 
Several  knit,  and  a  few  sew  a  little.  They 
speak  with  the  broadest  accent  of  the  district. 
At  present,  they  and  I  have  a  difficulty  in  un- 
derstanding each  other's  language.  Some  of 
them  are  unmannered,  rough,  intractable,  as 
well  as  ignorant ;  but  others  are  docile,  have  a 
wish  to  learn,  and  evince  a  disposition  that 
pleases  me.  I  must  not  forget  that  these 
coarsely-clad  little  peasants  are  of  flesh  and 
blood  as  good  as  the  scions  of  gentlest  genealo- 
gy, and  that  the  germs  of  native  excellence,  re- 
finement, intelligence,  kind  feeling,  are  as  like- 
ly to  exist  in  their  hearts  as  in  those  of  the 
best-born.  My  duty  will  be  to  develop  these 
germs;  surely  I  shall  find  some  happiness 
in  discharging  that  ofiice.  Muph  enjoyment  I 
do  not  expect  in  the  life  opening  before  me  ; 
yet  it  wiU,  doubtless,  if  I  regulate  my  mind, 
and  exert  my  powers  as  I  ought,  yie}d  me 
enouglf  to  live  on  from  day  to  day. 

Was  I  very  gleeful,  settled, content,  during  the 
hours  I  passed  in  yonder  bare,  humble  school- 
room this  morning  and  afternoon  1  Not  to  de- 
ceive myself,  I  must  reply— No ;  I  felt  desolate 
to  a  degree.  I  felt— yes,  idiot  that  I  am— I  felt 
degraded.  I  doubted  I  had  taken  a  step  which 
sunk  instead  of  raising  me  in  the  scale  of  social 
existence.  I  was  weakly  dismayed  at  the  ig- 
norance, the  poverty,  the  coarseness  of  all  I 
beard  and  saw  round  me.  But  let  me  not  bate 
and  despise  myself  too  much  for  these  feelings; 
I  know  them  to  be  wronj^that  is  a  great  step 
gained  ;  I  shall  strive  to  overcome  them.  To- 
morrow, I  trust,  -I  sliall  get  the  better  of  them 
partially ;  and  in  a  few  weeks,  perhaps,  they 
will  be  quite  subdued.  In  a  few  months,  it  is 
possible,  Uie  happiness  of  seeing  progress,  and 
a  change  for  the  better  in  my  scholars,  may 
substitute  gratification  for  disgust. 

Meantime,  let  me  ask  myself  one  question — 
Which  is  better  1  To  have  surrendered  to 
temptation ;  listened  to  passion ;  made  no 
painful  eflbrt — no  struggle :  but  to  have  sunk 
down  in  the  silken  snare ;  fallen  on  the  flow- 
ers covering  it ;  wakened  in  a  southern  clime, 
among  the  luxuries  of  a  pleasure- villa ;  to  have 
keen  now  living  in  France,  Mr.  Rochester's 
mistress ;  delirious  with  his  love  half  my  time 
—for  he  would— oh,  yes,  he  would  have  loved 
ne  well  for  a  while.  He  did  love  me — ^no  one 
will  ever  love  me  so  again.  I  shall  never 
more  know  the  sweet  homage  given  to  beautv. 


youth,  and  graee — ^for  never  to  any  else  shall  I 
seem  t<0  possess  these  charms.  He  was  food 
and  proud  of  me — it  is  what  no  man  besides 
will  ever  be.  But  where  am  I  wandering,  and 
what  am  I  saying,  and,  above  all,  feeling! 
Whether  it  is  better,  I  ask,  to  be  a  slave  id  i 
fool's  paradise  at  Marseilles— fevered  with  de- 
lusive bliss  one  hour — sufibcating  with  the  bit- 
terest tears  of  remorse  and  shame  the  next— 
or  to  be  a  viHage  schoolmistress,  free  and  boo- 
est,  in  a  breezy  mountain  nook  in  the  healthy 
heart  of  England! 

Yes ;  I  feel  now  that  I  was  right  when  1  ad- 
hered to  principle  and  law,  and  ..scorned  aod 
crushed  the  insane  promptings  of  a  freDzied 
moment.  God  d irected  me  to  a  correct  choioe : 
I  thank  His  providence  for  the  guidance  I 

Having  brought  my  eventide  musings  to  this 
point,  I  rose,  went  to  my  door,  and  looked  at 
the  sunset  of  the  harvest-day,  and  at  the  qoiet 
fields  before  my  cottage ;  which,  with  the  school, 
was  distant  half  a  mile  from  the  village.  The 
birds  were  sibging  their  last  strains— 

**Tlie  sir  was  mild ;  the  dew  was  balm." 

While  I  looked,  I  thought  mysdf  happy,  and 
was  surprised  to  fin^  myself  ere  long  weepg 
—and  why  1  For  the  doom  which  had  reft  ne 
from  adhesion  to  my  master :  for  him  1  vas 
no  more  to  see ;  for  the  desperate  grief  aad 
fatal  fury — consequences  of  my  departure— 
which  might  now,  perhaps,  be  dragging  his 
from  the  path  of  right,  too  far  to  leave  hope  of 
ultimate  restoratfon  thither.  At  this  thought,  I 
turned  my  face  aside  from  the  lovely  sky  of  eve 
and  lonely  vale  of  Morton — I  say  lonely,  for  ia 
that  bend  of  it  visible  to  me,  there  was  no  boiU- 
ing  apparent  save  the  church  and  the  parsonage, 
half-bid  in  trees ;  and,  quite  at  the  extreoityt 
the  roof  of  Vale  HaU,  where  the  rich  Mr.  Olirer 
and  his  daughter  lived.  I  hid  my  eyes,  aid 
leaned  my  Ikead  against  the  stone  frame  of  my 
door,  but  soon  a  slight  noise  near  the  wicket 
which  shut  in  my  tiny  garden  from  the  roeadov 
beyond  it,  made  me  look  up.  A  dog— old  Caiio, 
Mr.  Riyers's  pointer,  as  I  saw  in  a  momeot- 
was  pushing  the  gate  with  his  nose,  and  St 
John  himself  leaned  upon  it  with  folded  aiBSi 
his  brow  knit,  his  gaze,  grave  almost  to  dii> 
pleasure,  fixed  on  me.    I  asked  him  to  come  to. 

*'  No,  I  can  not  stay ;  I  have  o^  brought 
you  a  little  parcel  my  sisters  left  for  yon.  1 
think  it  contains  a  color-box,  pencils,  and  pa- 
per." 

•  I  approached  to  take  it;  a  welcome  gift  H 
was.  He  examined  my  face,  I  thought,  with 
austerity,  as  I  came  near :  the  traces  of  tears 
were  doubtless  very  visible  upon  it. 

**  Have  you  found  your  first  day's  work  harder 
than  yoo  expected  V*  he  asked. 

"Oh,  no!    On  the  contrary,  I  ihi  ^iifl  "ort   j 
I  shall  get  on  with  my  scholars  ver^  ^^  ^  \^  J 
perhaps  your  aocomri^'d^jMNi^  -ymf^ 
itttiie — htvii  di.s<ti>iAiiiri' 
Tbeyai«f  in  u^ih,  von 
rropied : 
and  weatlMtf  ^m0;  i»! 
oommodiuOB.     AlH**^ 
not  de^ptindcnt.       Mu 
fool  and  ^^miualUt     ^ 
regret  the  absenee  of  a  carpet,  a  sofa,  ao<' 
olioe :  besides,  five  weeks  airo  I  had  nob       
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your  ex| 
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I  was  an  outcast,  a  heggar,  a  vagrant ;  now  I 
have  acqoaintance,  a  home,  a  business.  I  won- 
der at  the  goodness  of  God ;  the  generosity  of 
my  friends ;  the  bounty  of  my  lot.  I  do  not 
HBpine." 

**  But  you  feel  solitude  an  oppression  t  The 
Mttle  house  there  behind  you  is  rather  darlt  and 
empty  ?" 

**  I  have  hardly  had  time  yet  to  enjoy  a  sense 
of  tranquillity,  much  less  to  grow  ioipatient 
under  one  of  loneliness." 

><  Very  well ;  fli^pe  you  feel  the  content  you 
express ;  at  any  rat6,-9>«Wwgdod  sense  will  tell 
you  that  it  is  too  soon  yet  to  yi^  to  the  vadi- 
lating  fears  of  Lot's  wife.  What  you  bad  left 
before  I  saw  yon,  of  course  I  do  not  knbw ;  but 
I  counsel  you  to  resist,  firmly,  every  temptation 
which  would  incline  you  4o  look  back ;  pursue 
your  present  career  steadily,  for  some  months 
at  least." 

**  It  is  what  I  ihean  to  do,"  I  answered.  St. 
John  coniinued — 

**  It  is  hard  work  to  control  the  workings  of 
inclination,  and  turn  the, bent  of  nature;  but 
t  that  it  may  be  done,  I  know  from  experience. 
God  has  given  us,  in  a  measure,  the  power  to 
make  our  own  fate ;  and  When  our  energies 
seem  to  demand  a  sustenance  they  can  not  get 
— when  pur  will  strains  after  a  path  we  may 
not  follow — ^we  need  neither  starve  from  inani- 
tion, nor  stand  still  in  despair:  we  have  but  to 
seek  another  nocrishment  for  the  mind,  as 
strong  as  the  forbidden  food  it  longed  to  taste 
— and  perhaps  purer ;  and  to  hew  out  for  the 
adventurous  foot  a  road  as  direct  and  broad  as 
the  one  Fortune  has  blocked  up  against  us,  if 
rougher  than  it. 

*  "  A  year  ago,  I  was  myself  intensely  misera- 
ble, because  I  thought  I  had  made  a  mistake 
in  entering  the  ministry;  its  uniform  duties 
wearied  ote  to  death.  I  burned  for  the  more 
active  life  of  the  world — for  the  more  exciting 
toils  of  a  literary  career — for  the  destiny  of  an 
artist,  author,  orator;  any  thing  rather  than 
that  of  a  priest ;  yes,  the  heart  of  a  politician, 
of  a  soldier,  of  a  votary  of  glory,  a  lover  of  re- 
nown, a  luster  aAer  power,  beat  under  my 
Ocumte's  surplice.  I  conlidered  my  life  was  so 
^retched,  it  must  be  changed  or  1  must  die. 
Afler  a  season  of  darkness  and  struggling,  light 
broke  and  relief  fell :  my  cramped  existence  all 
at  osce  spread  out  to  a  plain  without  bounds — 
my  powers  heamTb  call  from  Heaven  to  rise, 
gattiA'  their  full  etrength,  spread  their  wings 
and  mount  beyond  ken.  God  had  an  errand  <or 
roe ;  to  bear  which  afar,  to  deliver  it  well,  skill 
and  strength,  courage  and  eloquence,  the  best 
qualifications  of  soldier,  statesman,  and  orator, 
were  all  needed ;  for  these  all  center  in  the 
good  missionary. 

"  A  jnissionary  I  resolved  to  be  From  that 
I  m<iWnl  my  state  of  mind  changed :  the  fetters 
I  dissotvtd  and  dropped  from  every  faculty,  leav- 
1  ing  nothing  of  bondage  but  its  galling  soreness 
P  -which  time  enly  can  heal.  My  father,  in- 
^  deed,  o|»osed  the  determination ;  but  since  bis 
^  death,  1  nai#  not  a  legitimate  obstacle  to  con- 
^  tend  with :  some  affairs  settled,  a  successor  for 
^'orton  provided,  an  entanglement  or  two  of 
L  Miings  broken  through  or  cut  asunder— a 
'^  conflict  with  human  weakness,  in  which  1 
w  I  shall  overcome,  because  i  have  vowed 


that  I  wiU  overcome — and  I  leave  Europe  fw 
the  East." 

He  said  this  in  his  peculiar,  subdued  yet  em- 
phatic voice;  looking,  when  he  had  ceased 
speaRing,  not  at  me,  but  at  the  setting  eun,  at 
which  I  looked  too.  Both  he  and  I  bad  our 
backs  toward  the  path  leading  up  the  field  to 
the  wicket.  We  had  heard  no  step  on  that 
grass-grown  track ;  the  water  running  in  the 
vale  was  the  one  lulling  sound  of  the  hour  and 
scene ;  we  might  well  then  start,  when  a  ga> 
voice,  sweet  as  a  silver  bell,  exclaimed— 

"  Good  evening,  Mr.  Rivers.  And  good  even- 
ing, old  Carlo.  Your  dog  is  quicker  to  recog- 
nize his  friends  than  you  are,  sir ;  he  pricked 
his  ears  and  wagged  his  tail  when  I  was  at  the 
bottdoi  of  the  field,  and  you  have  your  back 
toward  me  now."  . 

It  was  true.  Though  Mr.  Rivers  had  started 
at  the  first  of  those  musical  accents,  as  if  a 
thunderbolt  had  split  a  cloud  over  his  head,  he 
stood  yet,  at  the  close  of  the  sentence,  in  the 
same  attitude  in  which  the  speaker  had  sur- 
prised him :  his  arm  resting  on  the  gate,  his 
face  directed  toward  the  west.  He  turned  at 
last,  with  measured  deliberation.  A  vision,  as 
it  seemed  to  me,  had  risen  at  its  side.  There 
appeared,  within  three  feet  of  him,  a  form  clad 
in  pure  white — a  youthful,  graceful  form :  full, 
yet  fine  in  contour ;  and  when,  after  bending  to 
caress  Carlo,  it  lifted  up  its  bead,  and  threw 
back  a  long  veil,  there  bloomed  under  his  glance 
a  face  of  perfect  beauty.  Perfect* beauty  is  u 
strong  expression ;  but  l^^K  not  retrace  or 
qualify  it ;  as  sweet  featiu'es  fs  ever  the  tem- 
Albion  nioidfd  ;  as  pure  hues 
^  ever  her  humid  gales  and 
ted  and  sereened,  justified, 
le  term.  No  ohaun  was 
jaa  perceptible  ;  the  young 
delicate  lineaments ;  eyes 
as  we  see  them  in  lovely 
ark,  And  full ;  the  long  and 
which  encircles  a  fine  eye 
wiih  5i>  suit  a  faacinaticju;  the  penciled  brow 
whilst!  giiA  suc^h  cleaVness;  the  white,  smooth 
furtjhead,  which  adds  ^tich  repose  to  the  livelier 
beatilfes  of  tint  and  ray ;  the  cheek,  oval,  fresh, 
M^  smooth ;  the  lips  frosh  too,  ruddy,  healthy, 
^eetly  formed  ;  the  even  and  gleaming  teeih 
Without  flaw ;  the  small,  dimpled  chin ;  the 
ornament  of  rich,  plfnteous  tresses — all  advan- 
tages, in  short,  which,  combined,  realize  the 
ideal  of  beauty,  were, fully  hers.  I  wondered, 
as  I  looked  at  this  fair  creature :  I  admired  her 
with  my  whole  heart.  Nature  had  surely  formed 
her  in  a  partial  mood  ;  and  forgetting  her  usual 
stinted  atep-mother  dole  of  gifts,  had  endowed 
this,  her  darling,  with  a  granddaroe*s  bounty. 

What  did  St.  John  Rivers  think  of  this 
earthly  angel !  I  naturally  asked  myself  that 
question  as  I  saw  him  turn  to  her  and  look  at 
her;  and,  as  naturally,  I  sought  the  answer  to 
the  inquiry  in  his  countenance.  He  had  already 
withdrawn  hia  eye  from  the  Peri,  and  was  look- 
ing at  a  humble  tuft  of  daisies  which  grew  by 
the  wicket. 

**A  lovely  evening;  but  late  for  you  to  be 
out  alone,"  he  said,  as  he  crushed  the  snowy 
heads  of  the  closed  flowers  with  his  foot. 

"Oh,  I  only  came  home  from  S (j^he 

mentioned  the  name  of  a  large  town  some  tweo* 


girl 
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ty  miles  distant)  this  afternoon.  Papa  told  me 
fou  Itad  opened  your  school,  and  that  the  new 
mistress  was  come  ;  and  so  I  pat  on  my  bonnet 
Bfler  tea,  and  ran  op  the  ralley  to  see  her ;  this 
is  she  1"  pointing  to  me.  ' 

••  It  is,"  said  St.  John. 

**  Do  you  think  you  shall  like  Morton  V  she 
asked  of  me,  with  a  direct  and  naive  simplici- 
ty of  tone  and  manner,  pleasing,  if  childlike. 

**  I  hope  I  shall.  I  have  many  indaoeraeDts 
to  do  so.** 

**  Did  you  find  your  scholars  as  attentive  as 
fou  expected  V* 

"Quite.** 

*'  Do  you  like  your  house  V* 

"Very  much.** 

*•  Have  I  furnished  it  nicely  V* 

*•  Very  nicely,  indeed.'* 

**  And  made  a  good  oboioe  of  an  attfndant 
for  you  in  Alice  Wood  V  ' 

**Tou  have,  indeed.  She  is  teadiable  and 
handy.'*  (This,  then,  I  thought,  is  Miss  Olhrer, 
the  heiress,  favored,  it  seems,  in  the  gifts  of 
fortune,  as  well  as  in  those  of  nature !  What 
bappy  corobirfation  of  the  planets  presided  over 
tier  birth,  I  wonder  1) 

**I  shall  oome  up  and  help  you  to  teach 
sometimes,**  she  added.  **  It  will  be  a  change 
for  me  to  visit  you  now  and  then  ;  and  I  like  a 
change.    Mr.  Rivers,  I  have  been  #o  gay  during 

my  stay  at  S ^.    Last  night,  or  rather  this 

Dooming,  I  was  dancing  till  two  o*clock.  The 
— th  regiment  arestationed  there,  since  the 
riots ;  and  the  oJlMll^  are  the  most  agreeable 
men  in  the  world^  thay  put  all  our  young  knife- 
gprinders  and  scissMnerchfintB^^^Dc  ** 

It  seemed  to  me  that  Mr.  jp|H|^Linc]er 
lip  protruded,  and  bis  uppf^s^eofl^jkino- 
ment.  His  mouth  cen^icflplnnired  a^^od 
ieal  compressed,  and  thr  It«r  pari  of  hW'^ce 
unusually  stern  and  scjuiiA  ta  tb«  Mpung 
^irl  gave  him  this  infoiiTiriCi^i^ffe  Iw'l  iiis 
jaic,  too,  flnom  the  dai-jH."^>  Am  lojn^  t  on 
Her.  An  unsmiling,  a  searching,  a  meaning 
E^ze  it  was.  She  answered  it  wittka  second 
laugh ;  and  laughter  well  became  nibr  youth, 
ber  roses,  her  dimples,  her  bright  eyes. 

As  he  stood,  mute  and  grave,  she  again  Mi  to 
caressing  Carlo.    "  Poor  Carlo  loves  me,"  sa^l 
she  **  He  is  not  stem  and  distant  to  his  friendsVSl 
Mid  if  he  coqld  speak,  he  would  not  be  silent.** 

As  she  patted  the  dog*s  Aead,  bending  with 
native  grace  before  his  young  and  austere 
master,  I  saw  a  glow  rise  to  that  master's 
(lice.  I  saw  his  s^mn  eye  melt  with  sudden 
fire,  and  flicker  with  resistless  motion'.  Flush- 
ed and  kindled  thus,  he  looked  nearly  as  beau- 
tiful for  a  man  as  she  for  a  woman.  His 
:hest  heaved  once,  as  if  bis  large  heart,  weary 
[>f  despotic  constriction,  bad  expanded,  despite 
the  will,  and  made  a  vigorous  bound  for  the  at- 
tainment of  liberty.  But  he  curbed  it,  I  think, 
IS  a  resolnte  rider  would  a  curb  a  rearing  steed, 
lie  responded  neither  by  word  nor  movement  to 
the  gentle  advances  made  him. 

•*  Papa  says  you  never  come  to  see  us  now," 
continued  Miss  Oliver,  looking  up.  **Tou  are 
loite  a  stranger  at  Vale  Hall.  He  is  alone  this 
evening,  and  not  very  well;  will  yon  rMur^ 
nrith  me  and  visit  him  !*' 

"  It  is  not  a  seasonible  boar  to  intrude  on 

.  Oliver,**  answered  St.  John. 


**  Not  a  seasonable  hour !  But  I  der Isre  it 
is.  It  is  just  the  hour  when  papa  most  wants 
company ;  when  the  works  are  closed,  and  he 
has  no  business  to  occupy  bim.  Now,  Mr. 
Rivers,  do  come.  Why  are  you  so  very  shy, 
and  80  very  somber  1*'  She  filled  up  the  hiatus 
his  siience  left  by  a  reply  of  her  own. 

<*  I  forgot,*'  she  exclaimed,  shaking  her  beab- 
tifbl  culled  head,  as  if  shocked  at  herself.  **  I 
ara  so  gWdy  and  thoughtless !  Do  excuse  me. 
It  had  slipped  my  memory  that  you  have  good 
reasons  to  be  indisposed  for  ^siii^  in  my  chat- 
ter. Diana  and*  Mtoiy^heive'  left  you,  and  Moor 
Hetise  is  shut  ufi,  and  yon  are  so  lonely.  I  am 
sure  I  pity  you.    Do  come  and  see  papa.*' 

"  Not  to-night,  Miss  Rosamond,  not  to-night.** 

Mr.  St.  John  spoke  almost  like  an  antoroaion ; 
hhnself  only  knew  the  ^effort  it  cost  him  thus  to 
refuse. 

'*  Well,  if  you  are  so  obstinate,  I  will  leave 
yon ;  for  I  dare  not  stay  al^y  Ibnger ;  the  dew 
begins  to  fall.    Good-evening  !** 

She  held  out  her  ha|d.  He  just  tonohed  it 
"  Gtood-evening  !**  he  repeated,  in  a  voice  tow 
and  hollow  as  an  eebb.  She  turned  ;  but  in  a 
moment  returned. 

.  **  Are  you  well  V*  she  asked.  Well  might  she 
putothe  question :  his  face  was  btanefaed  as  her 
gown. 

*'  Quite  well,*'  he  enunciated ;  and,  with  a 
bovt,  he  left  the  gate.  She  went  one  way ;  he 
another.  She  turned  twice  to  gaie  after  hHD, 
as  she  tripped  fairylike  down  the  field  :  he,  as 
he  strode  firmly  across,  never  tumed  at  all. 

This  spectacle  ef  another's  suflfering  and 
sacrifices^  wrapped  my  thoughts  from  exclusive 
meditation  on  my  own.  Diana  Rivers  had 
designated  her  brother  **  inexorable  as  dealb.*" 
She  had  not  exaggerated. 


CHAPTER  XXXn. 

I  coirriiruED  the  labors  of  the  village  sdiool 
as  actively  and  faithfully  as  I  could.  It  was 
traly  hard  work  at  first.  Some  tiihe  elapsed 
before,  with  all  my  efiRirts,  I  could  comprehend 
my  scholars  and  their  nature.  Wholly  untaught,  o 
with  faculties  quite  torpid,  they  seemed  to  me<* 
hopelessly  dull ;  and,  at  first  sight,  all  dull  alfte ; 
but  I  soon  found  I  was  mistaken.  Thele  was 
a  difference  among  them  as  among  the  edji^- 
ted ;  and  when  I  got  to  knofir  them,  and  they 
me,  this  difference  rapidly  •4leveloped  i#elf. 
Their  amazement  at  me.  my  language,  my  rules 
and  ways,  onoe  subsided,  I  found  some  of  these 
heavy*looking,  gaping  rustics,  wake  up  into 
sharp-witted  girls  enough.  Many  showed 
themselves  obliging,  and  amiable,  too ;  and  I 
discovered  among  them  not  a  few  examples  of 
natural  politeness  and  innate  self-resoect.  as 
well  as  of  excellent  capacity,  that 
my  good  will  and  my  admiration.  T 
took  a  fdeasure  in  doing  their  work  well—in 
keeping  their  persons  neat — inAlearning  theii 
tasks  regularly — in  acquiring  quiet  and^rderi> 
manners.  The  rapidity  of  their  •|rogteas,  io 
some  instances,  was  even  surprising ;  and  ^n 
honest  and  happy  pride  I  took  in  it ;  besides.  I  | 
began  personal^  to  like  some  of  the  bes|^If  I 

and  they  liked  me.    I  had  among  my  schol  ■ 

several    fumers*    daughters— young    woo 
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frown,  almost,  fhese  could  already  read, 
writ^,  and  sew ;  and  to  them  I  taught  the  ele- 
ments of  grammar,  geography,  history,  and  the 
finer  kinds  of  needlework.  I  found  estimable 
characters  among  them— characters  desirous 
of  information,  and  disposed  for  improvement — 
with  whom  I  passed  many  a  pleasant  evening 
hour  in  iheir  own  homes.  Their  parents  then 
(the  farmer  and  his  wife)  loaded  me  with  atten- 
tions. There  was  an  enjoyment  in  accepting 
their  simple  kindness,  and  in  repaying  it  by  a 
consideration — a  scrupulous  regard  to  their 
feelings — to  which  they  were  not,  perhaps,  at 
all  times  accustomed,  and  which  both  charmed 
and  beneSted  them ;  because,  while  it  elevated 
them  in  their  own  eyes,  it  made  them  emulous 
to  merit  the  deferential  treatment  they  re- 
ceived. 

I  felt  I  beeame  a  favorite  in  the  neighbor- 
hood. Whenever  I  went  out,  I  heard  on  all 
sides  cordial  salutations,  and  was  welcomed 
with  friendly  smiles.  To  live  amid  general  re- 
gard, though  it  be  but  the  regard  of  working- 
people,  is  like  **  sitting  in  sunshine,  calm  and 
sweet ;"  serene  inward  feelings  bud  and  bk)om 
nnder  the  ray.  At  this  period  of  my  life,  my 
heart  far  oAener  swelled  with  thankfulness  than 
sunk  with  dejection ;  and  yet,  reader,  to  tell 
you  all,  in  the  midst  of  this  calm,  this  nseful 
existence — aller  a  day  passed  in  honorable  ex- 
ertion among  my  scholars,  an  evening  spent 
in  drawing  or  reading  contentedly  alone — I 
used  to  rush  into  strange  dreams  at  night — 
dreams  many-colored,  agitated,  full  of  the 
ideal,  the  stirring,  the  sioriny--*dreams  where, 
amid  unusual  scenes, xjharged  with  adventure, 
with  agitating  risk  and  romantic  chance,  I  stiU 
again  and  again  met  Mr.  Eochester,  always  at 
some  exciting  crisis;  and  then  the  sense  of 
being  in  his  arms,  hearing  his  voice,  meeting 
his  eye,  touching  his  hand  and  cheek,  loving 
faino,  being  loved  by  him— the  hope  of  passing 
a  lifetime  at  bis  side,  would  be  renewed,  with 
all  its  first  force  and  fire.  Then  I  awoke; 
then  I  recalled  where  I  was,  and  how  situated ; 
then  I  rose  up  on  my  curtainless  bed,  trem- 
bling and  quivering ;  and  then  the  still,  dark 
night  witnessed  the  convulsion  of  despair,  and 
heard  the  burst  of  passkin.  Sy  nine  o'clock 
the  next  morning,  I  was  ponctually  opening  the 
Bcbool— tranquil,  settled,  prepared  for  the  steady 
duties  of  the  day. 

Rosamtflid  Oliver  kept  her  word  in  coming  to 
visit  me.  Her  call  at  the  sohool  was  generally 
made  in  the  course  of  her  morning  ride.  She 
woold  canter  up  to  the  door  on  her  peny,  fol- 
lowed by  a  mounted  livery  servant.  Any  thing 
more  exquisite  than  her  appearance,  in  her  par- 
|de  habit,  with  her  Amaxon*s  capof  black  velvet 
placed  gracefully  above  the  lunfjpurls  that  kissed 
her  cheek  and  floated  to  her  ^ovAdera^  can 
larcely  be  imagined;,  and..ii  was^tbus  she 

mid   enter   tile  rustic   building,  and   glide 

magh  the  daxxle4rmnks  of  ||te  villsge  chil- 
'     HI.    She  generally  came  %  tne  hour  when 

*  Rivers  was  engaged  in  giving  his  daily 
shising  lesspn.    Keenly,  I  fear,  did  the  eye 

*  e  visitress  pierce  the  young  pastorS  heart, 
rt  of  instinct  seemed  to  warn  him  of  her 

,  noe,  even  when  he  did  not  see  it ;  and 

V         n  he  was  looking  quite  away  from  the  door, 

te  appeared  at  it,  his  cheeV  would  glow,  and 
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his  marbWSeeming  features,  thoogh  they  re- 
fused to  relax,  changed  indescribably ;  and  in 
their  very  quiescence  became  expressive  of  ? 
repressed  fervor,  stronger  than  working  muscle 
or  darting  glance  could  indicate. 

Of  course,  she  knew  her  power ;  indeed,  he 
did  not,  because  he  could  uut,  eonceal  it  from 
her.  In  spite  of  bis  Christian  stoicism,  when 
she  went  up  and  addressed  him,  and  smiled 
gayly,  encouragingly,  even  fondly  in  his  face, 
his  hand  would  tremble,  and  bis  eye  burn.  He 
seemQd  to  say,  with  bis  sad  and  resolute  look, 
if  he  did  not  say  it  with  his  lipa,  "  I  love  you, 
and  I  know  you  prefer  me.  It  is  not  despair  of 
success  that  keeps  me  dumb ;  if  I  oflered  my 
heart,  I  believe  yon  would  accept  it.  But  that 
heart  is  already  laid  on  a  sacred  altar — the  fire 
is  arranged  round  it ;  it  will  soon  be  no  more 
than  a  sacrifice  consumed." 

And  then  she  would  pout  like  a  disappointed 
child;  a  pensive  cloud  would  soften  her  ra- 
diant vivacity ;  she  wonld  withdraw  her  band 
hastdy  from  his,  and  turn  in  transient  petulance 
from  his  aspeet,  at  once  so  heroic  and  so 
martyr-like.  St.  John,  no  doubt,  would  have 
gif  en  the  world  to  follow,  recall,  retain  her, 
when  she  thus  left  him ;  but  he  would  not  give 
one  chance  of  heaven,  nor  relinquish,' for  the 
elysium  of  her  love,  one  hope  of  the  true,  eter- 
nal paradiae.  Besides,  he  could  not  bound  all 
that  he  had  in  his  nature— the  rover,  the  aspi- 
rant, the  poet,  the  priest — ^in  the.  limits  of  a  sin- 
gle passion.  He  could  not — be  would  not^— re- 
nounce his  wild  field  of  mission  warfare  for  the 
parlors  and  the  peace  of  Vale  Hall.  I  learned 
so  much  from  himself,  in  an  inroad  I  once,  de- 
spite his  jieserve,  had  the  daring  to  make  on  his 
confidence. 

Miss  Oliver  already  honored  me  with  fre- 
quenf  viBits  to  my  cottage.  I  had  learned  her 
wholS  ^araeter,  which  was  without  mystery 
or  disguise ;  she  was  ooqnetish,  but  not  heart- 
less —  eacacting,  but  not  worthlessly  selfish. 
She  hsd  been  indulged  from  her  birth,  but  was 
not  absolutely  spoiled.  She  was  hasty,  but 
good-humered ;  vain  (she  could  not  help  it, 
when  every  glance  in  the  glass  showed  her 
such  a  flush  of  loveliness),  but  not  affected ; 
liberal-handed ;  innocent  of  the  pride  of  wealth ; 
ingenuous ;  sufitoienUy  intelligent ;  gay,  lively, 
and  unthinking;  she  was  very  charming,  in 
short,  even  to  a  cool  observer  of  her  own  sex 
like  me ;  but  she  was  not  profoundly  interest- 
ing or  thoroughly  impressive.  A  very'diflfei^ 
ent  sort  of  mind  was  hers  from  that,  for  in- 
stance, of  the  sisters  of  St.  John.  Still,  I 
liked  her  almost  as  I  liked  my  pupil  A  dele ;  ex- 
cept that,  for  a  child  whom  we  have«watched 
over  and  taught,  a  cloasr  aflfection  is  engender- 
ed than  we  can  give  an  equally  attractive  adult 
acquaintance.  *    ' 

She  had  taken  an  amiable  ca^irice^to  me. 
She  said  I  was  like  Mr.  Rivers  (onljy 
she  allowed,  **not  one  tenth  so(_ 
though  I  was  a  nice,  neat  little  sA  en 
but  be  wss  an  angel").  I  was,  howeHr,  ^obd, 
clever,  composed,  and  firm,  like  him.  1  was  a 
luttu  nsterc,  she  afiirmed,  as  a  village  school- 
mistress ;  she  was  sure  my  previous  history,  if 
known,  woold  mske  a  delightful  romance. 

One  evening,  while  with  her  usual  childlike 
activity,  and  thoughtless  yet  not  ofifensive  m 
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quisitiyeness,  she  was  rumma^'ngfro  cupboard 
and  the  table-drawer  of  my  little  kitchen,  she 
discovered  first  two  French  books,  a  volume  of 
Schiller,  a  German  grammar  and  dictionary; 
and  then  my  drawing-materials  and  some 
sketches,  including  a  pencil-head  of  a  pretty  lit- 
tle cberub-Iike  gi^.,  one  of  my  scholars,  and 
eondry  views  from  nature,  taken  in  the  Vale  of 
Morton  and  on  the  surrounding  moors.  She 
was  first  transfixed  with  surprise,  and  then 
electrified  with  delight. 

"Had  I  done  these  pictures t  Did  I  know 
French  and  German  1  What  a  love — what  a 
miracle  I  was !    I  drew  better  than  her  master 

in  the  first  school  in  S .    Would  I  sketch  a 

portrait  of  her  to  show  to  papa !" 

*'  With  pleasure,"  I  replied ;  and  I  Ibk  a  thrill 
of  artist-delight  at  the  idea  of  copyinc  from  so 
perfect  and  radiant  a  model.  She  had  then  on 
a  dark-blue  silk  dress ;  her  arms  and  her  neck 
were  bare ;  her  only  ornament  was  her  chest- 
nut tresses,  which  waved  over  her  shoulders 
with  all  the  wild  grace  of  natural  curls.  I  took 
a  sheet  of  fine  card-board,  and  drew  a  careful 
outline.  I  promised  myself  the  pleasure  of  col- 
oring it ;  and,  as  it  was  getting  late  then,  I  told 
her  she  must  oonae  and  sic  another  day. 

She  made  such'  a  report  of  me  to  her  father, 
that  Mr.  Oliver  himself  accompanied  her  next 
evening— a  tall,  massive-featured,  middle-aged, 
and  gray-headed  man,  at  whose  side  his  lovely 
daughter  looked  like  a  bright  flower  near  a 
hoary  turret.  He  appeared  a  taciturn,  and  per- 
haps a  proud  personage ;  but  he  was  very  kind 
to  me.  The  sketch  of  Rosamond's  portrait 
pleased  him  highly ;  he  said  I  must  make  a 
finished  picture  of  it.  He  insisted,  too,  on  my 
eoiding  the  next  day  to  spend  the  evening  at 
Vale  Hall. 

I  went.  I  found  it  a  large,  bandsooii  resi- 
dence, showing  abundant  evidences  of  4realth 
in  the  proprietor.  Rosamond  was  full  of  glee 
and  pleasure  all  the  time  I  stayed.  Her  father 
was  affable ;  and  when  be  entered  into  conver- 
sation with  me  aAer  tea,  he  expressed  in  strong 
terms  his  approbation  of  what  I  had  done  in  Mor- 
ton school ;  and  said  he  only  feared,  from  what 
he  saw  and  heard,  I  was  too -good  for  the  place, 
and  would  soon  quit  it  for  one  more  suitable. 

**  Indeed  !*'  cried  Rosamond,  *'  she  is  clever 
enough  to  be  a  governess  in  a  high  family,  papa !" 

I  thought — f  would  far  rather  be  where  I  am 
than  in  any  hi|h  family  in  the  land.  Mr.  Oli- 
ver spoke  of  Mr.  Rivera— of  the  Rivers  family 
—with  great  respect.  He  said  it  was  a  very 
old  name  in  that  neighborhood ;  that  the  an- 
cestors of  the  house  were  wealthy;  that  all 
Morton  had  once  belonged  to  them  ;  that  even 
now  he  considered  th#  representative  of  that 
house  might,  if  he  liked,  make  an  alliance  with 
the  best  He  accounted  it  ft  pity  that  so  fine 
and  talented  a  young  man  should  have  formed 
h^pHlkof  going  out  as  a  missionary ;  it  was 
f^B  throWng  a  valuable  life  away.  It  appear- 
eobien^at  her  father  would  throw  no  obsta- 
cle in'^fne  way  of  Rosamond^s  union  with  St. 
John.  Mr.  Oliver  evidently  regarded  the  young 
elergymatt's  good  birth,  old  name,  and  sacred 
profession,  as  sufficient  compensation  for  the 
want  of  fortune. 

It  was  the  fifth  of  November,  and  a  holyday. 
iy  little  servant,  aAer  helping  me  to  clean  my 


house,  was  gone,  well  satisfied  with  the  fee  of 
a  penny  fur  her  aid.  All  about  me  was  spotless 
and  bright — scoured  floor,  polished  ffrate,  and 
well-rubbed  chairs.  I  had  also  made  myself 
neat,  and  had  now  the  afternoon  before  me  to 
spend  as  I  would. 

The  translation  of  a  few  pages  of  Gennaa 
occupied  an  hour;  then  I  got  my  pallet  and 
pencils,  and  fell  to  the  more  soothing,  because 
easier  occupation,  of  completing  Rosamond  Oli- 
ver's miniature.  The  head  was  finished  al- 
ready ;  there  was  but  the  background  to  tint, 
and  the  drapeiy  to  shade  off;  a  touch  of  ca^ 
mine,  too,  to  add  to  the  ripe  lips — a  soft  coil 
here  and  there  to  the  tresses — a  deeper  tinge 
to  the  shadow  of  the  lash  under  the  asured  eye- 
lid. I  was  absorbed  in  the  execution  of  these 
nice  details,  when,  after  one  rapid  tap,  my  door 
unclosed,  admitting  St.  John  Rivers. 

**I  am  come  to  see  how  you  are  spending 
your  holyday,"  he  said.  "Not,  I  hope,  in 
thought  t  No,  that  is  well ;  while  you  draw 
you  will  not  feel  lonely.  You  aee,  I  mistmst 
you  still ;  though  you  have  borne  up  wonder- 
fully so  far.  I  have  brought  you  a  book  for 
evening  solace,"  and  he  laid  on  the  table  a  new 
publication — a  poem ;  one  of  those  gennioe 
productions  so  often  vouchsafed  to  the  fortunate 
public  of  those  days — the  golden  age  of  nK>dera 
literature.  Alas !  the  readers  of  our  era  are 
less  favored.  But,  courage !  I  will  not  paosa 
either  to  accuse  or  repine.  I  know  poetry  is 
not  dead,  nor  genius  lost ;  nor  has  MaomioB 
gained  power  over  either,  to  bind  or  slay ;  they 
will  both  assert  their  existence,  their  presesoa, 
their  liberty,  and  strength  again  one  day.  Pow- 
erful angels,  sife  in  heaven !  they  smile  wbea 
sordid  souls  triumph,  and  feeble  ones  weep 
over  their  destruction.  Poetry  destroyed!  Ge- 
nius banished  1  No !  Mediocrity,  no :  do  not 
let  envy  prompt  you  to  the  thought.  No ;  tbey 
not  only  live,  but  reign,  and  redeem ;  and  with- 
out their  divine  influence  spread  every  where, 
you  would  be  in  hell — the  hell  of  your  owa 
meanness. 

While  I  was  eageriy  jdancing  at  the  bririit 
pages  of  Marmioo  (for  Marmton  it  was),  St 
John  stooped  tx>  examine  my  drawing.  His  tal 
figure  sprang  erect  again  with  a  start ;  be  said 
nothing.  I  looked  ttp  at  him ;  he  shnimed  my 
eye.  I  knew  his  thoughts  well,  and  could  read 
his  heart  plainly ;  at  the  moment  I  felt  calmer 
and  cooler  than  he;  I  bad  then  temporarily  the 
advantage  of  him ;  and  I  conceived  an  inclina- 
tion to  do  him  some  good,  if  I  could. 

"With  all  his  firmness  and  self-control,* 
thought  I, "  he  tasks  himself  too  far ;  kwks  ev- 
ery feeling  and  pang  within— expresses,  con- 
fesses, imparte  nothing.  I  am  sure  it  wobM 
bene^t  him  to  t^aiittle  aboiit  this  sweet  Kosa- 
mond,  wh^m  lietmnks  he  ought  not  to  marry; 
I  will  m^e  t«m  ttlk." 

I  said  first, «  Take  aehair,  Vtr.  Rivers."  B« 
he  answered JM  he  alfN9a  did,  that  be  ceil 
not  stay.    "  verjr'^ell;''  I  resr^onded,  mentA 
"  stand,  if  you  like ;  b«t  yon  shall  not  g$  *^ 
yet,  I  an  determined ;  sob' jiia  Is  at  le|l 
bad  for^ou  as  it  is  for  me.     I'll  try  if  I  ei 
discover  the  secret  spring  of  yonr  confiA       i^ 
and   find  an  aperture  io  that  marble  bi       H 
through  which  I  can  ahed  one  drop  of  the  '       " 
of  sympathy."  
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*•  l8  this  portrait  like  V*  I  asked,  blantly. 

"  Like !  Like  whom  1  I  did  not  observe  it 
-kwely." 

"  Yoa  did,  Mr.  Rircrs." 

He  almost  started  at  my  sadden  and  strange 
ibraptness;  he  looked  at  me  astonished.  "Ob, 
ibat  is  nothing  yet,"  I  mattered  within.  "  I  don*t 
iHean  to  be  baffled  by  a  little  stiflbess  on  yoor 
part  ;  I'm  prepared  to  go  to  considerable 
lengths."  i  continoed,  **  Yon  obserTed  it  close' 
ly  and  distinctly ;  bat  I  have  no  objection  to 
your  looking  at  it  again,"  and  I  rose  and  placed 
it  in  his  hand. 

'•  A  well-ezecoted  picture,"  he  said  ;  "  very 
soft,  clear  coloring ;  very  graceful  and  correct 
drawing." 

"  Yes,  yes ;  I  know  all  that.  Bat  what  of 
the  resemblance  1    Who  is  it  like  V* 

Mastering  some  hesitation,  he  answered, 
"  Miss  Oliver,  I  presume." 

**  Of  course.  And  now,  sir,  to  reward  you 
for  the  accnrate  gness,  I  will  promise  to  paint 
you  a  careful  and  faithful  duplicate  of  this  very 
picture,  provided  you  admit  that  the  gift  would 
oe  acceptable  to  you.  I  don't  wish  to  throw 
away  my  time  and  trouble  on  an  offering  you 
would  deem  worthless." 

He  edbtinued  to  gaze  at  the  picture;  the 
longer  he  looked  the  firmer  he  held  it,  the 
more  he  seemed  to  covet  it.  '*  It  is  like  !"  he 
murmured ;  "  the  eye  is  well  managed ;  the 
color,  light,  expression,  are  perfect.    It  smiles !" 

**  Would  it  comfort,  or  would  it  wound  you 
to  have  a  similar  painting  1  Tell  me  that. 
When  you  are  at  Madagascar,  qr  at  the  Cape, 
or  in  India,  would  it  be  a  consolation  to  have 
that  memento  in  your  possession;  or  would 
the  sight  of  it  bring  recollections  calcolated  to 
enervate  and  distress  1" 

He  now  furtively  raised  his  eyes ;  he  glanced 
at  me  irresolute,  disturbed ;  he  again  surveyed 
the  picture. 

"  That  I  should  likd  to  have  it  Is  certain ; 
whether  it  would  be  Judicious  or  wise  is  an- 
other question." 

Since  I  bad  ascertained  that  Rosamond 
really  preferred  him,  and  that  her  father  was 
not  likely  to  oppose  the  match,  I— less  exalted 
in  my  views  than  St.  John — had  been  strongly 
disposed  in  my  own  heart  to  advocate  their 
union.  It  seemed  to  me  that,  should  he  be- 
come the  possessor  of 'Mr.  Oliver's  large  for- 
tune, he  might  do  as  much  good  with  it  as  if 
he  went  and  laid  his  genius  out  to  wither,  and 
his  strength  to  ws^te,  under  a  tropical  sun. 
With  this  persuasion,  I  now  answered  :^ 

"  As  far  as  1  can  see,  it  would  be  wiser  and 
nore  judicious  if  you  were  to  take  to  yourself 
the  original  at  once." 

By  this  time  he  had  sat  down ;  he  had  laid 
tne  picture  on  the  table  before  him,  and,  with 
his  brow  supported  on  both  hands,  hung  fondly 
over  it.  I  discerned  he  was  now  neither  angry 
nor  shocked  at  my  audacity.  I  saw  even  that 
to  be  thus  frankly  addressed  on  a  subject  he 
had  deemed  unapproachable,  to  bear  it  thus 
freely  handled,  was  beginning  to  be  felt  by  him 
as  a  new  pleasure,  an  unhoped-for  relief.  Re- 
served people  often  really  need  the  frank  dis- 
cussion of  their  sentiments  and  griefs  more 
than  the  expansive.  The  sternest-seeming 
■toie  ia  hnman  after  all :  and  to  **  hunt"  with 
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boldness  ^HP^  will  into  '*  the  silent  sea"  of 
their  souls,  is  often  to  confer  on  them  the  first 
of  obligations. 

**  She  likes  you,  I  am  sure,"  said  I,  as  I  stood 
behind  hll  chair,  *'  and  her  father  respects  you. 
Moreoter,  she  is  a  sweet  girl—rather  thought- 
less ;  but  you  would  have  sufficient  thought  for 
both  yourself  and  her.  You  ought  to  marry 
her." 

**Doe9  she  like  mel"  he  asked. 

"  Certainly ;  better  than  she  likes  any  one 
else.  She  talks  of  you  continually;  there  ia 
no  subject  she  enjoys  so  much,  or  touches  upon 
so  often." 

**  It  is  very  pleasant  to  hear  this,"  he  said, 
"  very ;  -go  on  for  another  quarter  of  an  hour." 
And  he  actually  took  out  his  watch  and  laid  it 
upon  the  table  to  measure  the  time. 

"  But  where  is  the  use  of  going  on,"  I  asked, 
**  when  yon,  are  probably  preparing  some  iron 
blow  of  contradiction,  or  forging  a  fresh  chain 
to  fetter  your  heart  t" 

"  Don*t  imagine  such  hard  things.  Fancy 
me  yielding  and  melting,  as  I  am  doing ;  human 
love  rising  like  a  freshly  opened  fountain  in  my 
mind,  and  overflowing  with  sweet  inundation 
all  the  field  I  have  so  carefully,  and  with  snch 
labor,  prepared ;  so  assiduously  sown  with  the 
seeds  of  good  intentions,  of  self-denying  plans. 
And  now  it  is  deluged  with  a  nectarious  flood ; 
the  young  germs  swamped,  delicious  poison 
cankering  them ;  now  I  see  myself  stretched 
on  an  ottoman  in  the  drawin^room  at  Vale 
Hall,  at  my  bride  Rosamond  Oliver's  feet ;  she 
is  talking  to  me  with  her  sweet  voice,  gazing 
down  on  me  with  those  eyes  your  skillful  hand 
has  copied  so  well,  smiling  at  me  with  these 
coral  lips.  She  is  mine ;  I  am  hers ;  this  pres- 
ent life  and  passing  world  suffice  to  me.  Hush ! 
say  nothing,  my  heart  is  full  of  delight,  my 
senses  are  entranced ;  let  the  time  I  marked 
pass  in  peace." 

I  humored  him ;  the  watch  ticked  on,  he 
breathed  fast  and  low,  I  stood  silent.  Amid 
this  hush  the  quarter  sped ;  he  replaced  the 
watch,  laid  the  picture  down,  rose,  and  atood 
on  the  hearth. 

**  Now,"  said  he,  '*  that  little  space  was  given 
to  delirium  and  delusion.  I  rested  my  temples 
on  the  breast  of  temptation,  and'  put  my  neck 
voluntarily  under  her  yoke  of  flowers ;  I  tasted 
her  cup.  The  pillow  is  burning,  there  is  an 
asp  in  the  garland  ;  the  wine  has  a  bitter  tastOf 
her  promises  are  hollow,  her  offers  false ;  I  see 
and  know  all  this." 

I  gazed  at  him  In  wonder.     * 

'*  It  is  strange,"  pursued  he,  **  that  while  1 
love  Rosamond  Oliver  so  wildly,  with  all  the.- 
intensity,  indeed,  of  a  first  passion,  the  object 
of  which  is  exquisitely  beautiful,  graceful,  and 
fascinating,  I  experience  at  the  same  time  a 
calm,  unwarped  consciousness,  that  she  would 
not  make  me  a  good  wife ;  that  she  ia  not  the 
partner  suited  to  me;  that  I  should  discover 
this  within  a  year  after  marriage ;  and  that  to 
twelve  month's  rapture  would  succeed  a  life- 
time of  regret.    This  I  know." 

**  Strange,  indeed !"  I  could  not  help  ejacula 
ting. 

'♦  While  something  in  me,"  he  went  on,  "  is 
acutely  sensible  to  her  charms,  something  else 

ia  aa  Atit».n\v  imnrAiiAAfl  with  her  defecta :  thftv 
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•re  BQch  that  she  couM  ssrmpiMKPTn  notbiaf 
I  aspired  to ;  oo-operate  in  nothing  I  under- 
took. Rosamond  a  suflerer,  a  laborer,  a  fe- 
male apoetle  t  Roaamood  a  missionary  *&  wife  ? 
Nol" 

**  Bat  yott  need  not  be  a  missiooarf.  You 
might  relioqutsb  that  scheofie.*' 

**  Relinquish !  What — my  vocation  1  My 
great  work  1  My  foundation  laid  on  earth  fur 
a  mansion  in  heaven  1  My  hopes  of  being 
iHimbered  in  the  band  who  ha-ve  merged  all 
ambitions  in  the  glorious  one  of  bettering  their 
race ;  of  carrying  knowledge  into  the  realms  of 

rrancOf  of  substituting  peace  for  war,  free- 
for  bondage,  religion  for  superstition,  the 
hope  of  heaves  At  the  fear  of  hell  1*  Mnst  I 
relinquish  that  t  It  \9  dearer  than  the  blood  in 
my  vei  ns.  It  is  what  i  have  to  look  forward  to, 
and  lo  live  for.** 

After  a  considerable  pease,  I  said,  **And 
Miss  Oliver  1  Are  ber  disappointment  and 
sorrow  of  no  interest  to  you  1" 

*'  Miss  Oliver  is  ever  sarroooded  by  suitors 
and  ftatterers ;  in  less  tban  a  mouthy  my  image 
will  be  effhced  from  her  heart.  She  will  for- 
get me,  and  will  marry,  probably,  some  one 
who  will  make  her  far  happier  than  I  shouM  do.'* 

**You  speak  oooHy  «noagh,  bnt  yon  suffer  in 
the  conflict.    Yon  are  wasting  away." 

"  No.  If  I  get  a  little  thin,  it  is  with  anxie- 
ty about  my  prospects,  yet  ansettjed  ;  my  de- 
parture, continually  procrastinated.  Only  this 
morning  I  received  intaUigence  that  the  suc- 
cessor, whose  arrival  I  have  been  so  long  ex- 
pecting, can  not  he  ready  to  replace  me  for 
three  months  to  come  yet,  and  perhaps  the 
three  months  may  extend  to  six.'* 

**  You  tremble  and  become  flushed  whenever 
Miss  Oliver  enters  the  school-room.** 

Again  the  surprised  expression  crossed  his 
face.  He  had  not  imagined  that  a  woman 
would  dare  to  speak  so  to  a  man.  For  me,  I 
felt  at  home  in  this  sort  of  discourse.  I  could 
never  rest  in  communication  with  strong,  dis- 
creet, and  refined  minds,  whether  male  or  fe- 
male, till  I  bad  passed  the  outworks  of  con- 
ventional reserve,  and  crossed  the  threshold  of 
confidence,  and  won  a  place  by  their  heart's 
very  hearth-stone. 

**  You  are  original,'*  said  he,  "  and  not  timid. 
There  is  something  brave  in  yoor  spirit,  as  well 
as  penetrating  in  your  eye ;  but  allow  me  to 
assure  you  that  you  partially  misinterpret  my 
emotions.  You  think  tbem  more  profound  and 
potent  than  t^ey  are.  You  give  me  a  larger 
allowance  of  sympathy  than  I  have  a  just 
claim  to.  When  I  color,  and  when  I  shake  be- 
-  fore  Miss  Oliver,  I  do  not  pity  myself  I  scorn 
the  weakness.  I  know  it  is  ignoble — ^a  mere 
fever  of  the  flesh  :  not,  I  declare,  a  convulskni 
of  the  soul.  That  is  just  as  fixed  as  a  rock, 
firm  set  in  the  depths  of  a  restless  sea.  Know 
me  to  he  what  I  am— a  cold,  hard  man." 

I  smiled  incredgloaely. 

*'  You  have  taken  my  confidence  by  storm," 
he  continued,  *'  and  now  it  is  much  at  your  ser- 
vice. I  am  simply,  in  my  original  state — strip- 
ped of  that  blood-bleached  robe  with  which 
Christianity  covers  human  deformity — a  cold, 
hard,  ambitious  man.  Natural  affection  only, 
of  all  the  sentiments,  has  permanent  power  over 
me.    Reason,  and  not  Feeling,  is  my  guide : 


my  ambitfon  is  unlimited— my  desire  to  rise 
higher,  to  do  more  than  others,  insatiable.  I 
honor  endurance,  perseverance,  industry,  taleol, 
because  these  are  the  means  by  which  men 
achieve  peat  ends,  and  mount  to  lofly  emi- 
senoe.  I  watch  your  career  with  interest,  be- 
cause I  consider  you  a  specimen  of  a  diligent, 
orderly,  energetic  woman  ^'  not  because  I  deep* 
ly  compassionate  what  you  have  gone  through, 
or  what  you  still  suffer." 

"You  would  describe  vourself  as  a  mere 
pagan  philosopher,"  I  said. 

**  No.  There  is  this  difference  between  me 
and  deistic  philosophers  :  I  believe ;  and  1  be- 
lieve the  Gospel.  You  missed  your  epithet  I 
am  not  a  pagan,  but  a  Christian  philosopher— a 
ibilower  of  the  sect  of  Jesus.  As  his  disciple, 
I  adopt  his  pure,  bis  merciful,  his  benignast 
doctrines.  I  advocate  tbem — ^I  am  sworo  to 
spread  them.  Won  in  youth  to  religion,  she  has 
cultivated  my  original  qualities  thus :  From  (be 
minute  germ,  natural  affeetion,  she  has  devel- 
oped the  overshadowing  tree,  philanthropy. 
From  the  wikl,  stringy  root  of  human  upright- 
ness she  has  reared  a  doi^  sense  of  the  Divioe 
justice.  Of  the  ambition  to  win  power  and 
renown  for  my  wretched  self,  she  has  formed 
the  ambition  to  spread  my  Master's  kingdom— 
to  achieve  victories  for  the  standard  of  the 
cross.  So  much  has  religion  dune  for  me 
turning  the  original  materials  to  the  best  ac- 
count— ^pruning  and  training  nature.  Bat  sbo 
could  not  eradicate  nature  ;  nor  will  it  beerad 
icated  'till  this  mortal  shiall  pot  oa  immor 
tality.* " 

Having  said  this!  he  took  his  hat,  which  lay 
on  the  table  beside  my  pallet.  Once  more  ha 
looked  at  the  portrait. 

'*  She  if  lovely,"  he  murmnred.  "  She  is  well 
named  the  Rose  of  the  World,  indeed !" 

"  And  may  I  not  paint  one  like  it  for  you!" 

"  Cttt  bono  t    No.** 

He  drew  over  the  picture  the  s^eet  of  thia 
paper  on  which  I  was  accustomed  to  rest  my 
hand  in  painting  to  prevent  the  card-tioard  from 
being  sullied.  What  he  suddenly  saw  on  thts 
blank  paper  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  tell; 
but  something  had  caught  his  eye.  He  took  it 
up  with  a  snatch  i  he  looked  at  the  edge,  then 
shot  a  glance  at  me,  inexpressibly  peculiar,  and 
quite  incomprehensible — a  glance  that  seemed 
to  take  and  make  note  of  every  point  in  my 
shape,  face,  and  dress,  for  it  traversed  sU, 
quick,  keen  as  lightning.  His  lips  parted,  as  if 
to  speak,  but  be  checked  the  coming  -senteooe, 
whatever  it  was. 

'*  What  is  tbe  matter  t"  I  asked. 

"  Nothing  in  the  world,"  was  the  reply ;  and, 
replacing  tbe  paper,  I  saw  him  dexterously  tear 
a  narrow^slip  from  the  margin*  It  diaappear* 
ed  in  his  glove ;  and,  with  one  hasty  nod  abd 
**  good-afierooon/*  he  vanished. 

**  Well !"  I  exclaimed,  using  an  ezpreaskm 
of  the  district ;  **  that  caps  the  globe,  how- 
ever !" 

I,  in  my  turn,  acrotinixed  the  paper ;  but  saw 
nothing  on  it,  save  a  few  din^  aUina  of  paiat, 
where  I  had  tried  the  tint  in  my  pencil.  I 
pondered  tbe  mysteiy  a  minute  or  two ;  hat» 
finding  it  insolvable,  and  beiug  certain  it  ooaM 
not  be  of  much  momentt  I  dimiussed  and  aooa 
forgot  it 
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Wbvn  Mr.  St  John  went,  ii  was  beginninjf 
lo  snow :  the  whirling  storm  continued  all 
night.  The  next  day  a  keen  wind  brought 
fresh  and  blinding  falls ;  by  twilight  the  valley 
was  drilled  up  and  almost  impassable.  I  had 
closed  my  shutter,  laid  a  mat  to  the  door  to 
prevent  the  snow  from  blowing  in  under  it, 
trimmed  my  fire,  andi  al\er  sitting  nearly  an 
hoar  on  the  hearth,  listening  to  the  muffled  fury 
of  the  tempest,  I  lighted  a  candle,  took  down 
Marmion,  and  beginning — 

**  0ny  set  on  Nnrhom's  eaflled  ateep. 
And  Tweed's  fnir  iiv«r  brand  and  deep^ 

And  Chefviot  mountains  lone  ; 
The  massive  towen,  the  donjon  keep, 
The  flanking  wnlla  ihnt  round  them  sweeps 
In  yellow  luster  shone." 

I  soon  forgot  storm  in  music. 

I  heard  a  noise :  the  wind,  t  thought,  shook 
tbe  door.  No ;  it  was  St.  John  Rivers,  who, 
lifting  the  latch,  came  in  out  uf  the  frozen  hur- 
ricane, ihe  howling  darkness,  and  stood  before 
roe,  the  cluak  that  covered  his  tall  figure  all 
white  as  a  glacier.  I  was  almost  in  consterna- 
tion, so  little  bad  I  expected  any  guest  from  the 
blocked- up  vale  that  night. 

"  Any  ill  news  1"  I  demanded.  "  Has  any 
thing  happened  1" 

••  No.  How  very  easily  alarmed  yon  are !" 
he  answered,  removing  his  cleak  and  banging 
it  up  against  the  door,  tdward  which  he  again 
coolly  pushed  the  mat  which  his  entrance  had 
deranged.  He  stamped  the  snow  from  his 
boots. 

••  I  shall  sully  the  pnrliy  of  your  floor,**  said 
h€,  ••but  you  roust  excuse  me  for  once."  Then 
he  approached  the  fire.  «*  I  have  had  hard  work 
to  get  here,  I  assure  you,"  he  observed,  as  he 
w^artned  his  hands  over  the  flame.  '*One  drill 
cook  me  up  to  the  waist ;  happily  the  snow  is 
quite  tod  yet.*' 

*•  But  why  are  yon  come  !**  I  could  not  for- 
bear saying. 

'*  Rather  an  inhospitable  question  to  pot  to  a 
visitor  ;  but,  since  you  ask  it,  I  answer,  simply, 
to  have  a  little  talk  with  you ;  I  got  tired  of 
my  mute  books  and  empty  rooms.  Besides, 
since  yesterday,  I  have  experienced  the  excite* 
ment  of  a  person  to  whom  a  tale  has  been 
half  told,  and  who  is  impatient  to  hear  the  se- 
quel.** 

He  sat  down.  I  recalled  his  singnlar  con- 
duct of  yesterday,  and  really  I  began  to  fear  his 
wits  were  touched.  If  he  were  insane,  how- 
ever, his  was  a  very  cool  and  collected  insan- 
ity ;  I  had  never  seen  that  handsome-featured 
lace  of  bis  look  more  like  chiseled  marble  than 
it  did  just  now,  as  he  put  aside  .his  snow-wet 
hair  from  bis  forehead  and  let  the  fire-light 
shine  free  on  his  pale  brow  and  cheek  as  pale ; 
virhere  it  grieved  me  to  discover  the  hollow 
trace  of  care  or  sorrow  now  so  plainly  graved. 
I  waited,  expecting  he  would  say  something  I 
eottid  at  least  comprehend ;  but  his  hand  was 
DoW  at  his  chin,  his  finger  on  his  lip ;  be  was 
thitifciog*  It  struck  me  that  his  hand  looked 
^raated  like  his  face.  A  perhaps  uncalled-for 
Mali  of  pity  came  over  my  heart ;  I  was  moved 

«»I  i9vish  Diana  or  Mary  would  come  and  live 
-  "^  you  i  it  is  too  bad  that  you  should  be  quite 
K 


alone ;  an4  ydbr  are  recklessly  rash  about  yw» 
own  heaUh.*' 

'*Not  at  all," said  he;  "I  care  for  myself 
when  necessary;  I  am  well  now.  What  do 
you  see  amiss  in  roeT* 

This  was  said  with  a  careless,  abstracted  in- 
difference, which  showed  that  my  solicitude  was, 
at  least  in  his  opinion,  wholly  superfluous.  I 
was  silenced. 

He  still  slowly  moved  bis  finger  over  hie 
upper  lip,  and  still  his  eye  dwelt  dreamily  off 
the  glowing  grate ;  thinking  it  urfent  to  say 
something,  I  asked  him  presently  if  he  felt  any 
coid  draught  from  the  door,  which  was  behind 
him. 

"  No,  no,"  he  responded,  shortly  and  some* 
what  testily. 

"  Well,"  I  reflected ;  ''if  you  won't  talk,  yon 
may  be  still ;  I'U  let  you  alone  now  and  retm 
to  my  book." 

So  I  snuflhd  the  candle,  and  resumed  the 
pemsal  of  Marmion.  He  soon  stirred ;  my  eye 
wai  instantly  drawn  to  his  movements;  he 
only  took  out  a  morocco  pocket-book,  thence 
produced  a  letter  which  he.Tead  in  silence,  fbld« 
ed  it,  put  it  back,  relapsed  into  meditatioh.  it 
waa  vain  to  try  to  read  with  shch  an  inseruta- 
ble  fixture  before  me;  nor  could  T,  in  my  im- 
patience, consent  to  be  dumb ;  he  might  rebufll 
me  if  he  liked,  bat  talk  1  would. 

"Have  you  heard  from  Diana  and  Mary 
lately  1" 

'*  Not  since  the  letter  I  showed  you  a  week 
ago." 

•*  There  has  not  been  any  change  made 
about  your  own  arrangements  1  You  will  not 
be  summoned  to  leave  England  sooner  thao 
you  expected  1" 

**  I  fear  not,  indeed ;  such  chance  ia  too  good 
to  befall  me."  Bafllled  so  far,  I  changed  my 
ground — I  bethought  myself  to  talk  about  the 
school  and  my  scholars. 

"  Mary  Garrett's  mother  is  better,  and  Mary 
came  back  to  the  school  this  morning,  and  I 
shall  have  four  new  girls  next  week  from  the 
Foundry  Close — they  would  have  oome  to-day 
but  for  the  snow." 

"  Indeed  1"  , 

"  Mr.  Oliver  pays  for  two." 

•«  Does  he  1" 

**  He  means  to  give  the  whole  school  a  treat 
at  Christmas." 

"  I  know." 

"  Was  it  your  suggestion  V* 

"No." 

"Whose,  then  1" 

"His  daughter's,  I  think.** 

"  It  is  like  her ;  she  is  so  good-natured.** 

"Yes." 

Again  came  the  blank  of  a  pause ;  the  cledt 
struck  eight  strokes.  It  aroused  bim ;  he  un- 
crossed his  legs,  sat  erect,  turned  to  me. 

"  Leave  your  book  a  moment^  and  eome  a 
little  nearer  the  fire,"  he  said. 

Wondering,  and  of  my  wonder  finding  no 
end,  I  complied. 

"  Half  an  hour  ago,'*  he  pursued,  "  I  spoke  of 
my  impatience  to  hear  the  sequel  of  a  tale;  on 
reflection,  I  find  the  matter  will  be  better  man- 
aged by  my  assuming  the  narrator's  part,  and 
convening  you  into  a  listener.  Before  com- 
menclng,  :'*  is  but  fair  to  warn  yon  that  tbe 
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■torj  will  sound  somewhat  hackneyed  in  yoar 
ears ;  but  stale  details  often  regain  a  degree  of 
freshness  when  they  pass  through  new  lips. 
For  the  rest,  whether  trite  or  novel,  it  is  short. 

<*  Twenty  years  ago,  a  poor  carate— never 
qiind  his  name  at  this  moment — fell  in  love 
**th  a  rich  man's  daughter ;  she  fell  in  love 
with  iiim,  and  married  him,  against  the  advice 
of  all  her  friends,  who  consequently  disowned 
her  immediately  after  the  wedding.  Before 
(WO  years  passed,  the  rash  pair  were  both  dead, 
and  laid  quietly  side  by  side  under  one  slab.  (I 
have  seen  their  grave ;  it  formed  part  of  the 
pavement  of  a  huge  churoh-yard  surrounding 
*he  grim,  soot-black,  old  cathedral  of  an  over- 
grown manufacturing  town  in shire.)  They 

left  a  daughter,  which,  at  its  very  birth. 
Charity  received  in  her  lap— ^old  as  that  of  the 
snow-drift  I  almost  stuck  fast  in  to-night.  Char- 
ity carried  the  friendless  thing  to  the  house  of 
ito  rich,  maternal  relations ;  it  was  reared  by 
an  aunt- in-law,  called  (I  come  to  names  now) 
Mrs.  Reed  of  Gateshead--yoa  start— did  you 
hear  a  noise  1  I  dare  say  it  is  only  a  rat 
scrambling  along  the  rafters  of  the  adjoining 
school-room :  it  was  9  barn  before  I  had  it  re- 
paired and  altered,  and  barns  are  generally 
haunted  by  rats.  To  proceed.  Mrs.  Reed 
kept  the  orphan  ten  years ;  whether  it  was 
happy  or  not  with  her,  I  can  not  say,  never 
having  been  told ;  but  at  the  end  of  that  time 
she  transferred  it  to  a  place  you  know — ^being 
no  other  t^an  Lowood  school,  where  you  so 
>ong  resided  yourself  It  seems  her  career 
there  was  very  honorable;  from  a  pupil,  she 
became  a  teacher,  like  yourself— really  it  strikes 
me  there  are  parallel  points  in  her  history  and 
yours — she  left  it  to  be  a  governess;  there, 
again,  your  fates  were  analogous ;  she  under- 
took the  education  of  the  ward  of  a  certain  Mr. 
Rochester.'* 

"Mr.  Rivers!"  I  interrupted. 

*«I  can  guess  your  feelings,"  he  said,  "but 
restrain  them  for  a  while ;  I  have  neariy  fin- 
ished ;  hear  roe  to  the  end.  Of  Mr.  Roches- 
ter's character  I  know  nothing,  but  the  one  fact 
that  he  professed  to  offer  honorable  marriage 
to  this  young  girl,  and  that  at  the  very  altar 
she  discovered  he  had  a  wife  yet  alive,  though 
a  lunatic.  What  his  subsequent  conduct  and 
proposals  were  is  a  matter  of  pure  conjecture ; 
but  when  an  event  transpired  which  rendered 
inquiry  after  the  governess  necessary,  it  was 
discovered  she  was  gone — no  one  could  tell 
when,  where,  or  how.  She  had  left  Thorn- 
field  Hall  in  the  night ;  every  research  after  her 
course  had  been  vain :  the  country  had  been 
scoured  far  and  wide ;  no  vestige  of  informa- 
tion could  be  gathered  respecting  her.  Yet 
that  she  should  be  found  is  become  a  matter  of 
serious  urgency;  advertisements  have  been 
put  in  all  the  papers ;  I  myself  have  received  a 
letter  from  one  Mr.  Briggs,  a  solicitor,  commu- 
nicating the  details  I  have  just  imparted.  Is  it 
not  an  odd  tale  1" 

"  Just  tell  me  th's,"  said  I,  "  and  since  you 
Know  so  much,  you  surely  can  tell  it  me— what 
of  Mr.  Rochester  1  How  and  where  is  hel 
What  is  he  doing  1    lb  he  well  V* 

*«I  am  ignorant  of  all  i-^oncerning  Mr.  Roches- 
tar  ;  the  letter  never  mentions  him  but  to  nar- 
late  the  fraudulent  and  lUegal  attempt  i  have 


adverted  to.  Yon  should  rather  asic  tne  jam' 
of  the  governess — the  nature  of  the  eier 
which  requires  her  appearance." 

"Did  no  one  go  to  Thornfield  Hall,  tkeo 
Did  no  one  see  Mr.  Rochester." 

"  I  suppose  not." 

"  But  they  wrote  to  him  1" 

"Of  course." 

"And  what  did  he  sayt  Who  has  bis  let 
tersi" 

"  Mr.  Briggs  intimates  that  the  answer  to  bit 
application  was  not  from  Mr.  Rochester,  bat 
from  a  lady ;  it  is  signed  *  Alice  Fairfax.' " 

I  felt  cold  and  dismayed ;  my  worst  fears 
then,  were  probably  true :  he  had  in  all  proba* 
bility  left  England  and  rushed  in  reckless  des 
peration  to  some  former  haunt  on  the  continent. 
And  what  opiate  for  his  severe  sufferings— 
what  object  for  his  strong  passions — had  be 
sought  there  1  I  dared  not  answer  the  qnes- 
tion.  Oh,  my  poor  master— once  almost  oiy 
husband — whom  I  had  often  called  "my deaf 
Edward !" 

"  He  must  have  been  a  bad  man/'  observed 
Mr.  Rivers. 

"  You  don't  know  him — don't  pronounce  an 
opinion  upon  him,"  I  said  with  warmth. 

"Very  well,"  he  answered  quietly;  "and 
indeed  my  head  is  otherwise  occupied  than 
with  him  :  I  have  my  tale  to  finish.  Since  yoa 
won't  ask  the  governess's  name,  I  must  tell  it 
of  my  own  accord — slay — I  have  it  here— it  is 
always  more  satisfactory  to  see  important 
points  written  down  fairly  committed  to  black 
and  white." 

And  the  pocket-book  was  again  deliberately 
produced,  opened,  sought  through ;  from  one 
of  its  compartments  was  extracted  a  shabby 
slip  of  paper,  hastily  torn  off;  I  recognised  is 
its  texture  and  its  stains  of  ultra- marine,  aod 
lake,  and  vermillion,  the  ravished  margin  of 
the  portrait-cover.  He  got  up,  held  it  dose  to 
my  eyes ;  and  I  read,  traced  in  Indian  ink,  in 
my  own  handwriting,  th^  words  "  Janb  Eras' 
— the  work  doubtless  qi  aorae  moment  of  ab- 
straction. 

"  Briggs  wrote  to  me  of  a  Jane  Eyre,"  he 
said  ;  "  th^  advertisements  demanded  a  Jane 
Eyre ;  I  knew  a  Jane  Elliot.  I  confess  I  ha4 
my  suspicions ;  but  it  was  only  yesterday  after- 
noon they  were  at  once  resolved  into  ceruinty. 
You  own  the  name  and  renounoe  the  «/m«  '" 

"  Yes— ^yes— hut  where  is  Mr.  Briggs  1  He^ 
perhaps,  knows  more  of  Mr.  Rochester  than 
you  do." 

"Briggs  is  in  London;  I  should  doubt  his 
knowing  any  thing  at  all  about  Mr.  Rocbester; 
it  is  not  in  Mr.  Rochester  he  is  ifftereailed. 
Meantime  you  forget  essential  points  in  porsa- 
ing  trifles ;  you  do  not  inquire  why  Mr.  Brigge 
sought  after  you — ^what  he  wanted  with  yoo.** 

"  Well,  what  did  he  want  1" 

"Merely  to  tell  you  that  your  oocle,  Mr. 
Eyre  of  Madeira,  is  dead ;  that  be  has  left  2 
all  his  property,  and  that  you  are  now  1'  ' 
merely  that — ^nothing  more." 

"I!  rich?" 

"  Yes,  you,  rich— quite  an  heirefis.*^      :i^ 

Silence  succeeded.  i^ 

"  You  must  prove  your  identity,  of  ^MMI^B 
resumed  St.  John  presently;  "a  steptSHl 
wiU  offer  no  difiicolties ;  you  can  thef*  i«^i^KA 
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tibmediate  possession.  Yonr  fortune  is  vested 
m  the  English  funds ;  Briggs  has  the  will  and 
the  necessary  doonments.*' 

Here  was  a  new  card  turned  ap !  It  is  a  fine 
thing,  reader,  to  be  lifted  in  a  moment  from  in- 
digence to  wealth — a  very  fine  thing ;  bat  not 
a  matter  one  can  comprehend,  or  consequently 
enjoy,  all  at  onoe.  And  then  there  are  other 
chances  in  life  far  more  thrilling  and  raptnre- 
giving ;  this  is  solid,  an  affair  of  the  actual 
world,  nothing  ideal  about  it ;  all  its  associa- 
tions are  solid  and  sober,  and  its  manifestations 
are  the  same.  One  does  not  jump,  and  spring, 
and  shoot  hurrah !  at  hearing  one  has  got  a 
fortune ;  one  begins  to  consider  responsibilities, 
and  to  ponder  business ;  on  a  base  of  steady 
aatisfaction  rise  certain  grave  cares — and  we 
contain  ourselves,  and  brood  over  our  bliss 
with  a  solemn  brow. 

Besides,  the  words  Legacy,  Bequest,  go  side 
by  side  with  the  words  Death,  Funeral.  My 
uncle,  I  had  heard,  was  dead — my  only  relative ; 
ever  since  being  made  aware  of  his  existence, 
I  had  cherished  the  hope  of  one  day  seeing 
him ;  now,  I  never  should.  And  then  this 
money  came  only  to  me ;  not  to  me  and  a  re- 
joicing family,  but  to  my  isolated  self.  It  was 
a  grand  boon,  doubtless;  and  independence 
would  be  glorious — ^yes,  I  felt  that— <Aa/ thought 
swelled  my  heart.'' 

'*Yon  unbend  your  forehead  at  last,"  said 
Mr.  Rivers ;  "  I  thought  Medusa  had  looked  at 
you,  and  that  you  were  turning  to  stone — 
perhaps  now  you  will  ask  how  much  you  are 
worth  1" 

**  How  much  am  I  worth  T' 

**  Oh,  a  trifle !  Nothing  of  course  to  speak 
of— twenty  thousand  pounds,  I  think  they  say 
—but  what  is  that  V 

**  Twenty  thousand  pounds !" 

Here  was  a  new  stunner — ^I  had  been  cal- 
•ulating  on  four  or  five  thousand.  This  news 
actually  took  my  breath  for  a  moment;  Mr. 
St.  John,  whom  I  had  never  heard  laugh  be- 
fore, laughed  now. 

"  Well,'*  said  he,  if  you  had  committed  a 
morder,  and  I  had  told  you  your  crime  was 
discovered,  you  could  scarcely  look  more 
agtiast." 

**  It  is  a  large  sum — don't  yoa  think  there  is 
a  mistake  1" 

«'  No  mistake  at  all." 

*'  Perhaps  you  have  read  the  figures  wrong 
—It  may  be  20001" 

**  It  is  written  in  letters,  not  figures — ^twenty 
thousand." 

I  again  felt  rather  like  an  individual  of  but 
average  gastronomical  powers  sitting  down  to 
least  alone  at  a  table  spread  with  provisions  for 
a  hundred.  Mr.  Rivers  rose  now  and  put  his 
cloak  on. 

'^  If  it  were  not  such  a  very  wild  night,"-  he 
raid,  *'  I  would  send  Hannah  down  to  keep  you 
vonipany;  you  look  too  desperately  miserable 
«  be  left  alone.  But  Hannah,  poor  woman  ! 
loald  not  stride  the  driAs  so  well  as  I ;  her 
egs  are  not  quite  so  long;  so  I  must  e*en 
feave  you  to  your  sorrows.    Good-night." 

He  was  lifting  the  latch ;  a  sudden  thought 
#ec«trred  to  me. 

«*  Stop  one  minute !"  I  cried. 

**  Well  I" 


"  It  puzzles  me  to  know  why  Mr.  Briggs 
wrote  to  you  about  me ;  or  how  he  knew  you, 
or  could  fancy  that  you,  living  in  such  an  out- 
of-the-way  place,  had  the  power  to  aid  in  my 
discovery." 

"  Oh !  I  am  a  elergyman,"  be  said ;  "  and  the 
clergy  are  often  appealed  to  about  odd  matters." 
Again  the  latch  rattled. 

«*  No ;  that  does  not  satisfy  me !"  I  exclaim- 
ed ;  and,  indeed,  there  was  something  in  the 
hasty  and  unexplanatory  reply,  which,  instead 
of  allaying,  piqued  my  curiosity  more  than  ever. 

**  It  is  a  very  strange  piece  of  business,"  I 
added ;  **  I  must  know  more  about  it." 

"  Another  time." 

<VNo ;  to-night !  to-night!"  and  as  he  turned 
from  the  door,  I  placed  myself  between  it  and 
him.    He  looked  rather  embarrassed. 

"  You  certainly  shall  not  go  till  you  have 
told  me  all!"  I  said. 

•*  I  would  rather  not,  just  now." 

<*  You' shall!  you  must !" 
'   "I  would  rather  Diana  or  Mary  informed 
you." 

Of  course  these  objections  wrpught  my 
eagerness  to  a  climax ;  gratified  it  must  be, 
and  that  without  delay ;  and  I  told  him  so. 

"  But  I  apprised  you  that  I  was  a  hard  man," 
said  he,  "  difficult  to  persuade." 

**  And  I  am  a  hard  woman — impossiUe  to  put 
oflT." 

**  And  then,"  he  pursued,  *'  I  am  cold ;  no 
fervor  infects  me." 

*'  Whereas  I  am  hot,  and  fire  dissolves  Ice. 
The  blaze  there  has  thawed  all  the  snow  from 
your  cloak ;  by  the  same  token,  it  has  streamed 
on  to  m^  floor,  and  made  it  like  a  trampled 
street.  As  jrou  hope  ever  to  be  forgiven,  Mr. 
Rivers,  the  high  crime  and  misdemeanor  of 
spoiling  a  sanded  kitchen,  tell  me  what  I  wish 
to  know." 

"Well,  then,"  he  said,  <<I  yield— if  not  to 
your  earnestness,  to  your  perseverance  —  as 
stone  is  worn  by  continual  dropping.  Besides, 
you  must  know  some  day — as  well  now  as 
later.    Your  name  is  Jane  Eyre  V* 

"  Of  course ;  that  was  all  settled  before." 

'*You  are  not,  perhaps,  aware  that  I  am 
your  namesake? — that  I  was  christened  St. 
John  Eyre  Rivers!" 

**No,  indeed!  I  remember  now  seeing  thb 
letter  E  comprised  in  your  initials  written  in 
books  you  have  at  different  times  lent  me ;  but 
I  never  asked  for  what  name  it  stood.  But 
what  then  1    Surely—" 

I  stopped ;  I  could  not  trust  myself  to  enter- 
tain, much  less  to  express,  the  thought  that 
rushed  upon  me — ^that  embodied  itself— that, 
in  a  second,  stnod  out  a  strong,  solid  probabil- 
ity. Circumstances  knit  themselves,  fitted 
themselves,  shot  into  order ;  the  chain  that  had 
been  lying  hitherto  a  formless  lump  of  links 
was  drawn  out  straight-^ very  ring  was  per- 
fect, the  connection  complete.  I  knew,  by  iui- 
stinct,  how  the  raatter  stood,  before  St.  John 
had  said  another  word ;  but  I  can  not  expect 
the  reader  to  have  the  same  intuitive  percep- 
tion, so  I  most  repeat  his  explanation. 

**My  mother's  name  was  Eyre ;  she  had  two 
brothers ;  one  a  clergyman,  vr^  married  Miss 
Jaae  Reed,  of  Gateshead  ;jnle  other,  John 
Eyr^  esq.,  merchant,  late  of  Funchal,  Madeira. 
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Mr.  Briggs,  being  Mr.  Eyre*8  solicitor,  wrote  to 
us  last  August  to  inform  us  of  our  uncle's 
death ;  and  to  say  that  he  had  left  his  property 
lo  his  brother  the  clergyman's  orphan  daughter ; 
overlooking  us,  in  consequence  of  a  quarrel, 
Be?er  forgiven,  between  him  and  my  father. 
He  wrote  again  a  few  weeks  since,  to  intimate 
that  the  heiress  was  lost ;  and  asking  if  we 
knew  any  thing  of  ber.  A  name  casually  writ- 
ten on  a  slip  of  paper  bas  enabled  me  to  find 
her  out.  You  know  the  rest.'*  Again  he  was 
going,  but  I  set  my  back  against  the  door. 

*'  Do  let  me  speak,"  I  said ;  "  let  me  have 
one  moment  to  draw  breath  and  reflect*,**  I 
paused — he  stood  before  me,  bat  in  band,  look- 
ing composed  enough.    I  resumed — 

"Your  mother  was  my  father's  sister." 

"Yes." 

"  My  aunt,  consequently !" 

He  bowed. 

"My  uncle  John  was  your  uncle  John! 
You,  Diana,  and  Mary,  are  his  sister's  chil- 
dren, as  I  am  his  brother's  child  V 

"Undeniably." 

"  You  t|iree,  then,  are  my  cousins ;  half  our 
blood  on  each  side  flows  from  the  same 
source  1" 

"  We  are  cousins ;  yes." 

I  surveyed  him.  It  seemed  I  had  found  a 
brother ;  one  I  could  be  proud  of— one  I  could 
love ;  and  two  sisters,  whose  qualities  were 
such,  that  when  I  knew  them  but  as  mere 
strangers,  they  had  inspired  roe  with  genuine 
affection  and  admiration.  The  two  girls,  on 
whom,  kneeling  down  on  the  wet  ground,  and 
looking  through  the  low,  latticed  window  of 
Moor  House  kitchen,  I  bad  gazed  with  so  bitter 
a  mixture  of  interest  and  despair,  were  my 
near  kinswomen ;  and  the  young*  and  stately 
gentleman  who  had  found  me  almost  dying  at 
his  threshold  was  my  blood  relation.  Glorious 
discovery  to  a  lonely  wretch !  This  was  wealth 
indeed  !— wealth  lo  the  heart  I — a  mine  of  pure, 
genial  afTections.  This  was  a  blessing,  bright, 
vivid,  and  exhilarating ! — not  like  the  ponder- 
ous gift  of  gold—rich  and  welcome  enough  in 
its  way,  but  sobering  from  its  weight.  I  now 
clapped  my  hands  in  sudclen  joy — my  pulse 
bounded,  my  veins  thrilled. 

"  Oh,  I  am  glad !— I  am  glad !"  I  exclaimed. 

St.  John  smiled.  "  Did  I  not  say  you  neg- 
lected essential  points  to  pursue  trifles?"  be 
asked.  "You  were  serious  when  I  told  you 
you  had  got  a  fortune ;  and  now,  for  a  matter 
of  no  moment,  you  are  excited." 

"What  can  you  raeani  It  may  be  of  no 
moment  to  you;  you  have  sisters,  and  don't 
care  for  a  cousin ;  but  I  bad  nobody ;  and  now 
three  relations— or  two«  if  you  don't  choose  to 
be  counted — are  born  into  my  world,  fuU  grown. 
I  say  again,  I  am  glad !" 

I  walked  fast  through  the  room ;  I  stopped, 
half  sttflbcated  with'  the  thoughts  that  rose 
faster  than  I  oouKi  receive,  eomprehend,  settle 
them ;  thoughts  of  what  might,  could,  would, 
and  should  be,  and  that  ere  long.  I  looked  at 
the  blank  wall ;  it  seemed  a  ^y,  thick  with 
ascending  stars— every  one  lighted  me  to  a 
purpose  or  delight.  Those  who  had  saved  my 
life,  whom,  till  this  hour,  I  bad  loved  barrenly, 
I  could  now  beittfit.  They  were  under  a  yoke ; 
1  coold  free  them;   they  were  scattered — 1 


could  reunite  tliero  —  the  indepeadenoe,  the 
aflSiience  which  was  mine,  might  be  theirs  too. 
Were  we  not  four  1  Twenty  thousand  pounils 
shared  equally,  would  be  five  thousand  each- 
enough  and  to  spare ;  justice  would  be  dene— 
mutual  happiness  secured.  Now  the  wealth 
did  not  weigh  on  me;  now  it  was  not  a  meis 
bequest  of  coin— it  was  a  legacy  of  life,  hope, 
enjoyment. 

How  I  looked  while  these  ideas  were  taking 
my  spirit  by  storm,  I  can  not  tell ;  but  I  per* 
ceived  soon  that  Mr.  Rivers  had  placed  a  chair 
behind  me,  and  was  gently  attempting  to  make 
me  sit  down  on  it.  He  also  advised  me  to  be 
compoaed.  I  scorned  the  insinuation  of  help- 
lessness and  distraction,  snook  ofif  his  hand, 
and  began  to  walk  about  again. 

*•  Write  to  Diana  and  Mary  to-morrow,"  I 
said,  "and  tell  them  to  come  home  directly; 
Diana  said  they  would  both  consider  them- 
selves rich  with  a  thousand  pounds,  so  with 
five  thousand,  they  wilt  do  very  well." 

"  Tell  me  where  I  can  get  you  a  glass  of 
water,"  said  St.  John ;  "  you  must  really  maks 
an  effort  to  tranquilize  your  feelings.'! 

"  Nonsense !  and  what  sort  of  an  efieet  win 
the  bequest  have  on  you  1  Will  it  Heep  you  m 
England,  induce  you  to  marry  Miss  Oliver,  ' 
settle  down  like  an  ordinary  mortal  1" 

"  You  wander ;  yuur  head  becomes  confased. 
I  have  been  too  abru|}t  in  ooromuBicaiing 
the  news ;  it  has  excited  you  beyond  your 
strength." 

*<Mr.  Rivers !  you  quite  put  me  ont  of  pa« 
tience ;  I  am  rational  enough ;  it  is  you  who 
misunderstand ;  or,  rather,  who  aflect  to  mis- 
understand." 

"  Perhaps  if  you  explained  yourself  a  little 
more  fully,  I  should  comprehend  better" 

"  Explain !  What  is  there  to  explain  t  Yon 
can  not  fail  to  see  that  twenty^^thuusand  pousds, 
the  sum  in  question,  divided  equally  between 
the  nephew  and  three  nieces  of  our.uncle,  will 
give  five  thousand  to  each!  What  I  want 
Is,  that  you  should  write  to  your  sisters  and 
tell  them  of  the  fortune  that  has  accrued  le 
them." 

"  To  you,  you  mean." 

"  I  have  intimated  my  view  of  the  ease ;  I 
am  incapable  of  taking  any  otlier.  I  am  not 
brutally  selfish,  blindly  unjust,  or  fiendishly  un- 
grateful. Besides,  I  am  resolved  I  will  have  a 
home  and  connections.  I  like  Moor  House, 
and  I  will  live  at  Moor  House ;  I  like  Diana 
and  Mary,  and  I  will  attach  myself  for  life  to 
Diana  and  Mary.  It  would  please  and  beDefil 
me  to  have  five  thousand  pounds;  it  would 
torment  and  oppress  me  to  have  twenty  thou- 
sand; which,  moreover,  could  never  be  mine 
in  justice,  though  it  might  in  law.  I  abandon 
to  you,  then,  what  is  absolutely  superfluous  to 
me^  Let  there  be  no  opposition,  and  no  dis- 
cussion about  it;  let  us  agree  aoM>ng  each 
ot<her,  and  decide  the  point  at  once." 

"  This  is  acting  on  first  impulses ;  yon  mr^t 
take  days  to  consider  such  a  matter,  ere  joui 
word  can  be  regarded  as  valid." 

"  Oh !  if  all  you  doubt  is  my  sinci^rty,  I  am 
easy ;  you  see  the  justice  of  the  case  '* 

"I  do  see  a  certain  justice;  but  it  >8  •^on* 
trary  to  all  custom.  Beside^  the  entire  fortnae 
is  your  right ;  my  uncle  gained  it  by  lua  ova 
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efForts;  he  was  free  to  leave  ft  to  whom  be 
would:  be  left  it  to  you.  After  all,  justice 
permits  yuu  to  keep  it ;  yon  may,  with  a  clear 
eoffecience,  consider  it  absolutely  your  own.*' 

**  Wiih  me/'  said  I,  "  it  is  fully  as  roach  a 
matter  of  feeling  as  of  conscience :  I  must  in- 
dulge my  feelings,  I  so  seldom  have  had  an 
opportunity  of  doing  so.  Were  you  to  argue, 
object,  and  annoy  me  for  a  year,  I  could  not 
forego  the  delicious  pleasure  of  which  I  have 
caught  a  gfimpse — that  of  repaying,  in  part,  a 
mighiy  obligation,  and  winning  to  myself  life- 
kwg  friends." 

"  Yon  think  so  now,"  rejoined  St.  John,  "  be- 
cause you  do  not  know  what  it  is  to  possess, 
nor  consequently  to  enjoy  wealth ;  you  can  not 
form  a  notion  of  the  importance  twenty  thou- 
sand pounds  would  give  yon ;  of  the  place  it 
would  enable  you  to  take  in  society ;  of  the 
prospects  it  would  open  to  you ;  you  can  not — *' 

"  And  you,"  I  interrupted,  **  can  not  at  all 
iinagif«e  the  craving  I  have  for  fraternal  and 
sisterly  love.  I  never  had  a  home,  I  never  had 
brothers  or  sisters ;  I  must  and  will  have  them 
now :  you  are  not  reluctant  to  admit  me  and 
own  me,  are  you  V* 

'«Jane,  I  will  he  your  brother— my  sisters 
will  be  your  sisters — without  stipulating  for 
ifaie  sacrifice  of  your  just  rights." 

**  Brother  t  Yes,  at  the  distance  of  a  thou- 
sand leagues !  Sisters  ?  Yes,  slaving  among 
strangers !  I,  wealthy — gorged  with  gold  I 
never  earned  and  do  not  merit !  You,  penni- 
less !  Fami)us  equality  and  fraternization ! 
Close  union !    Intimate  attachment  !*' 

*'  But,  Jane,  your  aspirations  ader  family 
ties  and  domestic  happiness  may  be  realized 
otherwise  than  by  the  means  you  contemplate ; 
you  may  marry." 

«*  Nonsense  again !  Marry  !  I  don't  want 
to  marry,  and  never  shall  marry." 

*'  That  is  saying  too  much  ;  such  hazardous 
affirmations  are  a  proof  of  the  excitement  un- 
der which  you  labor." 

•*  It  is  not  saying  too  much ;  I  know  what  I 
leel,  and  how  averse  are  my  inclinations  to  the 
bare  thought  of  marriage.  No  one  would  take 
nie  for  love ;  and  I  will  not  be  regarded  in  the 
tight  of  a  mere  money-speculation.  And  I  do 
not  w-*ot  a  stranger — ^unsympathizing,  alien, 
ditferent  from  me  ;  I  want  my  kindred  those 
with  whom  I  have  full  fellow-feeling.  Say 
agaio  you  will  be  my  brother;  when  you  ut- 
tered the  words  I  was  satisfied,  happy  ;  repeat 
tbeoi,  if  yon  can,  repeat  them  sincerely." 

*•  1  think  I  can.  I  know  I  have  always  loved 
tnj  own  sisters,  and  I  know  on  what  my 
afleeiiim  for  them  is  grounded — respect  for 
tbeir  worth  and  admiration  of  their  talents. 
Vou,  too,  have  principle  and  mind  :  your  tastes 
and  habits  resemble  Diana's  and  Mary's ;  your 
presence  is  always  agreeable  to  me ;  in  your 
conversation  I  have  already  for  some  time 
found  a  salutary  solace.  I  feel  I  can  easily 
and  naturally  make  room  in  my  heart  for  you 
mm  <ny  third  and  youngest  sister." 

••  'Hkcnk  you  ;  that  contents  me  for  to-night. 
^ay^  you  had  better  go ;  for  if  you  stay  longer, 
maa  ^Ul  perhaps  irritate  fde  afresh  by  aome 
aisa^u'^'"'  scruple." 

««  Ana  the  school.  Miss  EyroY  It  must  now 
^0  miaai  ap,  I  suppose  1" 


'*No.  I  will  retain  my  post  of  mistress  tin 
you  get  a  substitute." 

He  smiled  approbation;  we  shook  hands, 
and  he  took  leave. 

I  need  not  narrate  in  detail  the  Airther 
struggles  I  had,  and  arguments  I  used,  to  get 
matters  regarding  the  legacy  settled  as  I 
wished.  My  task  was  a  very  hard  one ;  but, 
as  I  was  absolutely  resolved — as  my  cousins 
saw  at  length  that  my  mind  was  really  and 
immutably  fixed  on  making  a  just  division  of 
the  property — as  they  must  in  their  owo 
hearts  have  felt  the  equity  of  the  intention ; 
and  must,  besides,  have  been  innately  con- 
scious that  in  my  place  they  would  have  done 
precisely  what  I  wished  to  do — they  yielded  at 
length  so  far  as  to  consent  to  put  the  atlhir  to 
arbitration.  The  judges  chosen  were  Mr. 
Oliver  and  an  able  lawyer;  both  coincided 
in  my  opinion ;  I  carried  my  point.  The  in- 
struments of  transfer  were  drawn  out;  St 
John,  Diana,  Mary,  and  I,  each  became  pos- 
sessed of  a  competency. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

It  was  near  Christmas  by  the  time  all  was 
settled;  the  season  of  general  holyday  a|^ 
preached.  I  now  closed  Morton  school,  taking 
care  that  the  parting  should  not  be  barren  oa 
my  side.  Good  fortune  opens  the  hand  as  well 
as  the  heart  wonderfully  ;  and  to  give  some- 
what when  we  have  largely  received,  is  but  to 
aflTord  a  vent  to  the  unusual  ebullition  of  the 
seusations.  I  had  long  felt  with  pleasure  that 
many  of  my  rustic  scholars  liked  me,  and 
when  we  parted,  that  consciousness  was  con- 
firmed ;  they  manifested  their  aflTection  plainly 
and  strongly.  Deep  was  my  gratification  to 
find  I  had  really  a  place  in  their  unsophisticated 
hearts;  I  promised  them  that  never  a  week 
should  pass  in  future  that  I  did  not  visit  them, 
and  give  them  an  hour*8  teaching  in  their 
school. 

Mr.  Rivers  came  up,  as — having  seen  the 
classes,  now  numbering  sixty  girls,  file  out  be- 
fore me,  and  locked  the  tioor— I  stood  with  the 
key  in  my  band,  exchanging  a  few  words  of 
special  farewell  with  some  half  df^zen  of  my 
best  scholars,  as  (Itcent,  respectable,  modest, 
and  well-informed  young  women  as  could  be 
found  in  the  ranks  of  the  British  peasantry. 
And  that  is  saving  n  great  deal ;  for,  after  all, 
the  British  peasantry  are  the  best  taught,  beat 
mannered,  most  self-respecting  of  any  in  Eti- 
rope ;  since  those  days  I  have  seen  paysannes 
and  fiauerinnen,  and  the  best  of  them  seemed 
to  ms  ignorant,  coarse,  and  besotted,  com- 
pared with  my  Morton  girls. 

"  i)o  you  consider  you  have  got  your  reward 
for  a  season  of  exertion  V  asked  Mr.  Rivers 
when  they  were  gone.  "Does  not  the  con- 
sciousness of  having  done  some  real  good  ill 
your  day  and  generation  give  pleasure  1" 

"  Doubtless." 

*■  And  you  have  only  toiled  a  few  months  I 
Would  not  a  life  devoted  to  the  task  of  regen-^ 
erating  your  race,  be  well  spent  V 

**  Yes,'*  I  said :  "but  I  coolftiiot  go  on  fhr- 
ever  so ;  I  want  to  enjoy  my  wn  faculties  as 
well  as  to  cultivate  those  of  other  people,    f 
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ini»t  enjoy  them  now :  doa*t  recaH  either  my 
mind  or  body  to  the  school.  I  am  out  of  it  and 
disposed  for  full  holyday." 

He  looked  grave.  **Whatnow1  What  sud- 
den eagerness  ift  this  you  evince  1  What  are 
you  going  to  do  1" 

"  To  be  active — as  active  as  I  can.  And  first 
I  must  beg  you  to  set  Hannah  at  liberty,  and  get 
somebody  else  to  wait  on  you." 

"  Do  you  want  her  V* 

'*  Yes,  to  go  with  roe  to  Moor  House.  Diana 
and  Mary  wUl  be  at  home  in  a  week,  and  I  want 
to  have  every  thing  in  order  against  their  ar- 
rival." 

**  I  understand  :  T  thought  you  were  for  flying 
off  on  some  excursion.  It  is  better  so ;  Hannah 
shall  go  with  you." 

"Tell  her  to  be  ready  by  to-morrow,  then;  and 
here  is  the  school-room  key ;  I  will  give  you 
the  key  of  my  cottage  in  the  morning." 

He  took  it.  "  You  give  it  up  very  gleefully," 
said  he ;  **  T  don't  quite  understand  your  ligbt- 
heartedness,  because  I  can  not  tell  what  em- 
ployment you  propose  to  yourself  as  a  substitute 
for  the  one  you  are  relinquishing.  What  aim, 
what  purpose,  what  ambition  in  life  have  you 
now  1" 

"  My  first  aim  will  be  to  dean  doum  (do  you 
comprehend  the  full  focce  of  the  expression?) 
to  clean  down  Moor  House  from  chamber  to  cel- 
lar ;  my  next  to  rub  it  up  with  bees-wax,  oil, 
and  an  indefinite  number  of  cloths,  till  it  glitters 
again  ;  my  third,  to  arrange  every  chair,  table, 
bed,  carpet,  with  mathematical  precision  \  after- 
ward I  shall  go  near  to  ruin  you  in  coals  and 
peat  to  keep  up  good  fires  in  every  room ;  and, 
lastly,  the  two  days  preceding  that  on  which 
your  sisters  are  expected  will  be  devoted  by 
Hannah  and  me  to  such  a  beating  of  eggs,  sort- 
ing of  currants,  grating  of  spices,  compounding 
of  Christmas  cakes,  chopping  up  of  materials 
for  mince- pies,  and  solemnizing  of  other  culi- 
nary rite§,  as  words  can  convey  but  an  inade- 
quate notion  of  to  the  uninitiated  like  you.  My 
purpose,  in  short,  is  to  have  all  things  in  an  ab- 
solutety  perfect  state  of  readiness  for  Diana  and 
Mary,  before  next  Thursday ;  and  my  ambition 
Is  to  give  them  a  beau  ideal  of  a  welcome  when 
they  come." 

St.  John  smiled  slightly;  still  be  was  dis- 
satisfied, ^fy  '« 

**It  is  all  very  well  fOr^^he  present,"  aaid 
he  ;  "  but,  seriously,  I  trint  that  when  the  first 
flush  of  vivacity  is  over,  you  will  look  a  little 
higher  than  domestic  endearments  and  house- 
hold joys." 

**  The  beat  things  the  world  has !"  I  inter- 
rupted. 

*'  No,  Jane,  no ;  this  world  is  not  the  scene 
of  fruition^o  not  attempt  to  make  it  so ;  nor 
lQf  rest— do  not  turn  slothful." 
^  "  I  mean,  on  the  contrary,  to  be  busy." 
[  '*  Jane,  I  excuse  you  for  the  present ;  two 
youths*  grace  I  allow  you  for  the  fuU  enjoy- 
ment of  your  new  position,  and  for  pleasing 
yourself  with  this  late-found  charm  of  relation- 
ship ;  but  thtn  I  hope  you  will  begin  to  look 
beyond  Moor  House  and  Morton,  and  sisterly 
'  society,  and  the  selfish  calm  and  sensual  com- 
fort of  civili^  aflluence.  I  hope  your  ener- 
gies will  then  puce  more  trouble  you  with  their 
•trengih." 


I  looked  at  him  with  surprise.  "  St.  JoIb»<* 
1  said,  *  I  think  you  are  almost  wicked  to  talk 
so.  I  am  disposed  to  be  as  content  as  a  queen, 
and  you  try  to  stir  me  op  to  restlesaoeaa !-  To 
what  end  1" 

'*To  the  end  of  turning  to  profit  the  tileaU 
which  God  has  conmiitted  to  your  keeping,  ind 
of  which  be  will  surely  one  day  demand  a  striel 
account.  Jane,  I  shall  watch  you  closely  and 
anxiously— I  warn  you  of  that.  And  try  to 
restrain  the  disproportionhte  fervor  with  which 
you  throw  yourself  into  commonplace  home 
pleasures.  Don't  cling  so  tenaciously  to  ttss 
of  the  flesh ;  save  your  constancy  and  aider 
for  an  adequate  cause  \  forbear  to  waste  ihea 
on  trite,  transient  objects.  Do  you  hear, 
Jane  1" 

**  Yes ;  just  as  if  you  were  speaking  Greek. 
I  feel  I  have  adequate  cause  to  be  happy,  and  I 
will  be  happy.    Good-bye !" 

Happy  at  Moor  House  I  was,  and  hard  1 
worked,  and  so  did  Hannah ;  she  was  charmed 
to  see  how  jovial  I  could  be  amid  the  bustle  of 
a  house  turned  topsy-turvy — how  I  could  bruib, 
and  dust,  and  clean,  and  cook.  And  really,  af- 
ter a  day  or  two  of  confusion  worse  confounded, 
it  was  delightful,  by  degrees,  to  invoke  oider 
from  the  chaos  ourselves  had  made.     I  bad 

previously  taken  a  journey  to  S ^  to  piu- 

chase  some  new  furniture ;  my  cousins  having 

?iven  me  carte-blanche  to  effect  what  alteratioos 
pleased,  and  a  sum  having  been  set  aside  lor 
that  purpose.  The  ordinary  sitting-room  and 
bed-rooms  I  led  much  as  they  were,  for  I  knew 
Diana  and  Mary  would  derive  more  pleasure 
from  seeing  again  the  old  homely  tablet,  and 
chairs,  and  beds,  than  from  the  spectacle  of  the 
smartest  innovations.  Still  some  novelty  was 
necessary,  to  give  to  their  return  the  piqoaocj 
with  which  I  wished  it  to  be  invested.  Dark, 
handsome,  new  carpeia  and  curtains,  an  ar- 
rangement of  some  carefully-selected  aatiqae 
ornaments  in  porcelain  and  bronze,  new  cover- 
ings, and  mirrors,  and  dressing-cases  for  the 
toilet-tables,  answered  the  end— they  k»oked 
fresh  without  being  glaring.  A  spare  pailor 
and  bed-room  I  refurnished  entirely,  with  old 
mahogany  and  crimson  upholstery ;  I  laid  can- 
vas on  the  passage  and  carpets  on  the  suirs. 
When  all  was  finished,  I  thought  Moor  House 
as  complete  a  model  of  bright,  modeat  aoof- 
ness  within,  as  it  waa,  at  th&  season,  a  speci- 
men of  wintry  waste  and  desert  dreariiwsB 
without. 

The  eventful  Thursday  at  length  came.  Thef 
were  expected  about  dark,  and,  ere  dusk,  fires 
were  lighted  up  stairs  and  below ;  the  kitcbes 
was  in  perfect  trim ;  Hannah  and  I  were  dress- 
ed, and  all  was  in  readiness. 

St.  John  arrived  first.  I  bad  entreated  turn 
to  keep  quite  clear  of  the  house  tiU  every  thing 
waa  arranged ;  and,  indeed,  the  bare  idea  of  the 
commotion,  at  once  sordid  and  trivial,  going  oo 
within  its  walls  sufiiced  to  scare  him  to  es- 
trangement. He  found  me  in  the  kitcheo, 
watching  the  progress  of  certain  cakes  Ibr  tas, 
then  baking.  Approaching  the  hearth,  be  asked 
**  If  I  was  at  last  satisfied  with  houseoiatd^a 
work  1"  1  answered  by  inviting  him  to  aoconk- 
pany  me  on  a  general  inspection  of  the  result 
of  m^^  labors.  With  some,  difficultjr  I  got  hiiD 
to  make  the  tour  of  the  house.   He  jost  looked 
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Jn  at  tlie  doors  I  opened ;  and  when  he  had 
wandered  ap  stairs  and  down  stairs,  he  said  I 
nnst  have  gone  through  a  great  deal  of  fatigue 
and  trouble  to  have  effected  such  considerable 
changes  in  so  short  a  time ;  but  not  a  syllable 
did  be  utter  indicating  pleasure  in  the  improved 
aspect  of  his  abode. 

This  siknoe  damped  me.  I  thought  perhaps 
the  alterations  had  disturbed  some  ok!  associa- 
tions he  valued.  I  inquired  whether  this  was 
the  case  *  no  doubt  in  a  somewhat  crest-fallen 
tone. 

•*  Not  at  all ;  he  had,  on  the  contrary,  re- 
marked that  I  bad  scropnloiislj  respected  every 
association :  he  feared,  indeed,  I  must  have  be- 
stowed more  thought  on  the  matter  than  it  was 
worth.  How  many  minutes,  for  instance,  had 
I  devoted  to  studying  the  arrangement  of  this 
very  room  1  By  the  by,  could  I  tell  him  where 
Micb  a  book  was  !'* 

I  showed  him  the  volume  on  the  shelf:  he 
took  it  down ;  and,  withdrawing  to  his  accus- 
tomed window  recess,  he  began  to  read  it. 

Now,  I  did  not  like  this,  reader.  St.  John 
was  a  good  man ;  but  I  began  to  feel  he  had 
spoken  truth  of  himself  when  he  said  he  was 
bard  and  cold.  The  humanities  and  amenities 
of  life  had  no  attraction  for  him — its  peaceful 
enjdyments  no  charm.  Literally,  he  lived  only 
to  aspire-^afler  what  was  good  and  great,  cer- 
tainly :  but  still  he  would  never  rest,  nor  ap- 
prove of  others  resting  round  him.  As  I  looked 
at  his  lofly  forehead,  still  and  pale  as  a  white 
stone — at  his  fine  lineaments  fixed  in  study — I 
comprehended,  all  at  once,  that  he  would  hard- 
ly make  a  good  husband ;  that  it  would  be  a 
trying  thing  to  bchis  wife.  I  understood,  as 
by  inspiration,  the  nature  of  his  love  for  Miss 
Oliver :  I  agreed  with  him  that  it  was  but  a  love 
of  the  senses.  I  comprehended  how  he  should 
despise  himself  for  the  feverish  influence  it  ex- 
ercised over  him  ;  how  he  should  wish  to  stifle 
and  destroy  it ;  bow  he  should  mistrust  its  ever 
conducing  permanently  to  his  happiness  or  hers. 
I  saw  he  was  or  the  material  from  which  Na- 
ture hews  her  heroes— Christian  and  Pagan 
—her  lawgivers,  her  statesmen,  her  conquer- 
ors :  a  steadfast  bulwark  for  great  interests  to 
rest  upon ;  but,  at  the  fireside,  too  often  a  cold, 
cumbrous  column,  gloomy  and  out  of  place. 

'*  This  parlor  is  not  his  sphere/*  I  reflected  : 
«*tbe  Himalayan  ridge,  or  CaffVe  bush — even 
the  plague-cursed  Guinea  coast  swamp — ^would 
suit  him  better.  Well  may  he  eschew  the  calm 
of  domestic  life ;  it  is  not  his  element :  there 
his  (acuities  stagnate — they  can  not  develop  or 
appear  to  advantage.  -  It  is  in  scenes  oT  strife 
and  danger — where  courage  is  proved,  and  en- 
ergy exercised,  and  fortitude  taxed — that  he 
will  <«peak  and  move,  the  leader  and  superior. 
A  merry  child  would  have  the  advantage  of  him 
on  this  hearth.  He  is  right  to  choose  a  mis- 
aioaary's  career — I  see  it  now.*'       ^ 

**  They  are  coming !  they  ;ire  coming  V*  cried 
Haonah,  throwing  open  the  parlor  door.  At 
the  same  moment  old  Carlo  barked  joyfully. 
Oat  I  ran.  It  was  now  dark ;  but  a  rumbling 
of  wheels  was  audible.  Hannah  soon  had  a 
lantern  lighted.  The  T^ehicle  had  stopped  at 
the  wicket;  the  driver  opened  the  door:  first 
one  well-known  form,  then  ant>tber,  stepped 
Otft.    In  a  minute  I  had  my  face  under  their 


boaaets,  in  contact  ficst  with  Mary's  chaek 
then  with  Diana's  flowing  curls.  They  laughed 
kissed  me— then  Hannah;  patted  Carlo,  who 
was  half  wild  with  delight  \  asked  eagerly  if  aH 
was  well ;  and,  being  assured  in  the  affirmative, 
hastened  into  the  house. 

They  were  stiflT  with  their  long  and  jolting 
drive  from  Whiteross,  and  chilled  with  the 
frosty  night  air;  but  their  pleasant  connto- 
nances  expanded  to  the  cheering  ^t9  light. 
While  the  driver  and  Hannah  brought  in  tho 
boxes,  they  demanded  St.  John.  At  this  mo- 
ment he  advanced  (h>m  the  parlor.  They  both 
threw  their  arms  round  his  neck  at  once.  He 
gave  each  one  quiet  kiss ;  said,  in  a  low  tone, 
a  few  words  of  welcome ;  stood  awhile  to  be 
talked  to ;  and  then,  intimating  that  he  supposed 
they  would  soon  rejoin  him  in  the  parlor,  with- 
drew there  as  to  a  place  of  refdge. 

I  had  lighted  their  eghdles  to  go  op  stairs, 
but  Diana  had  first  to  give  hospitable  orders  re- 
specting the  driver;  this  done,  both  followed 
me.  They  were  delighted  with  tim  renovation 
and  decoration  of  their  roomsj  with  the  new 
drapery,  and  fresh  carpets,  and  vieh-tinte^  china 
vases :  they  expressed  thjeir  gratification  un- 
grudgingly. I  had  the  pleasure  of  feeling  that 
my  arrangemenU  met  their  wishes  exactly, 
and  that  what  I  had  done  added  a  vivid  charm 
to  their  joyous  return  home. 

Sweet  was  that  evening.  My  cousins,  full 
of  exhilaration,  were  so  eloquent  in  narrative 
and  comment*  that  their  fluency  covered  St. 
John's  taciturnity :  he  was  sincerely  glad  to  see 
his  sisters ;  but  in  their  glow  of  fervor  and  flow 
of  joy  he  could  not  sympathiie.  The  event  of 
the  day — that  is,  the  return  of  Diana  and  Maty 
—pleased  him ;  but  the  accompaniments  of  that 
event,  the  glad  tumult,  the  garrulous  glee  of 
reception,  irked  him:  I  saw  he  wished  the 
calmer  morrow  was  come.  In  the  very  merid- 
ian of  the  night's  enjoyment,  about  an  hour 
after  tea,  a  rap  was  heard  at  the  door.  Hannah 
entered,  with  the  intimation  that  "  a  poor  lad 
was  come,  at  that  unlikely  time,  to  fetch  Mr. 
Rivers  to  see  his  mother,  who  was  drawing 
away." 

**  Where  does  she  live,  Hannah?" 

**  Clear  up  at  Whitcross  Brow,  almost  foor 
miles  ofl";  and  moor  and  moss  all  the  way." 

**  Tell  him  I  wiU  go." 

•*  Pm  sure,  sir,  yOn  had  better  not.  It's  the 
worst  road  to  travel  after  dark  that  can  be : 
there's  no  track  at  all  over  the  bog.  And  then 
it  is  such  a  bitter  night — the  keenest  wind  yon 
ever  felt.  You  had  better  send  word,  sir,  that 
you  will  be  there  in  the  morning." 

But  1)0  was  already  in  the  passage,  putting 
on  his  cloak ;  and  without  one  objection,  one 
murmur,  be  departed.  It  was  then  nine  o'clock ; 
he  did  not  return  till  midnight.  Starved  and 
tired  enough  he  was,  but  he  looked  happier  thaa 
when  he  set  out.  He  had  performed  an  act  of 
duty ;  made  an  exertion ;  felt  his  own  strength 
to  do  and  deny,  and  was  on  better  terms  with 
himself 

I  am  afraid  the  whole  of  the  ensuing  week 
tried  his  patience.  It  was  Christmas  week; 
we  took  to  no  settled  employment,  hot  ipent  it 
in  a  sort  of  merry  domestic  dissipation.  The 
air  of  the  moors,  the  freedom  of  home,  the 
dawn  of  prosperity,  acted  on  Diana's  and  Manr'a 
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ofririts  like  fiome  life-giring  eltxtr ;  they  were 
gay  from  morning  till  noon,  and  from  noon  till 
night.  They  could  always  talk  ;  and  their  dis- 
eourse,  witty,  pithy^  original,  bad  sacli  eharma 
for  me,  that  I  preferred  listening  to,  and  sharing 
in  it,  to  doing  any  thing  else.  St.  John  did  not 
reboke  our  YiTacity,  but  he  escaped  from  it; 
be  was  seldom  in  the  bouse ;  bis  parish  was 
large,  the  population  scattered,  and  he  found 
daily  business  in  Tisitiiig  the  sick  and  poor  in  its 
difierent  districts. 

One  morning,  at  break&st,  Diana,  after  look- 
ing  a  little  pensive  for  some  minutes,  asked 
htm  '*  If  his  plans  were  yet  unchanged  V* 

**  Unchanged  and  unchangeable,"  was  the  re- 
ply. And  he  proceeded  to  inform  us  that  his 
departure  from  England  was  now  definitively 
fixed  for  the  ensuing  year. 

"And  Rosamond  Oliver V  suggested  Mary: 
the  words  seeming  to  escape  her  lips  involun- 
tarily; for  no  sooner  had  she  uttered  them, 
than  she  made  a  gesture  as  if  wishing  to  recall 
them.  St.  John  had  a  book  in  his  band — it  was 
his  unsocial  custom  to  read  at  meals-'be  closed 
it,  and|looked  up. 

**  Rosannond  Oliver,"  said  he,  '*is  about  to  be 
married  to  Mr.  Granby,  one  of  the  best  con- 
nected and  most  estimable  residents  in  S-— — , 
grandson  and  heir  to  Sir  Frederic  Granby :  I 
bad  the  intelligence  from  her  father  yesterday.^' 

His  sisters  looked  at  each  other,  and  at  me ;  we 
•4iH  three  looked  at  him :  he  was  serene  as  glass. 

*'  The  match  must  have  been  got  up  hastily," 
said  Diana ;  '*  they  can  not  hare  known  each 
other  long." 

"  But  two  meo(b8 :  they  met  m  October  at 
the  county  ball  at  S-— — .  But  where  there  are 
BO  obstacles  to  a  union,  as  in  the  present  case, 
where  the  connection  is  in  every  point  desira- 
ble, delays  are  unneeessary :  they  will  be  mar- 
ried as  soon  as  S Place,  which  Sir  Frederic 

gives  up  to  them,  can  be  refitted  for  their  re- 
eeptioB." 

The  first  time  T  found  St.  John  alone  after 
this  oommunioation,  I  felt  tempted  to  inquire  if 
the  event  distressed  him ;  but  be  seemed  so 
little  to  need  sympathy,  that,  so  far  from  ven- 
turing to  offer  him  more,  I  experienced  some 
shame  at  the  recoUection  of  what  I  bad  already 
hazarded.  Besides,  1  was  out  of  ^practice  in 
talking  to  him :  his  reserve  was  again  froaen 
over,  and  my  frankness  was  congealed  beneath 
it.  He  had  not  kept  his  promise  of  treating 
me  like  his  sisters ;  he  continually  made  little, 
ahilUng  differences  between  us,  which  did  not 
U  all  tend  to  the  development  of  cordiality ;  in 
short,  now  that  I  was  acknowledged  bis  kins- 
woman,  and  lived  under  the  same  roof  with 
him,  I  lelt  the  distance  between  us  to  be  far 
greater  than  when  be  had  known  me  only  as 
the  village  echoohnistress.  When  I  remem- 
bered bow  for  I  had  n^oe'been  admiued  to  his 
Qonfidence,  I  oould  hardly  comprehend  his  iM-es- 
«nt  frigidity. 

Such  being  the  ease,  I  felt  not  a  little  sur- 
prised when  be  raised  his  bead  suddenly  from 
Ibe  desk  over  which  he  was  stooping,  and  said — 

«'  You  see,  Jane,  the  battle  is  fought  and  the 
victory  won." 

Startled  at  being  thus  addressed,  I  did  not 
'-^mediately  replyr ;  after  a  momeot^s  heaitation 

Bswered — 


**  But  are  yon  sure  yon  are  not  in  the  poeitxit 
of  those  conquenirs  whose  triumphs  have  oosi 
them  too  dear  1  Would  not  such  another  roil 
you  1" 

*'  I  think  not — and  if  I  were,  it  does  not  mosk 
signify :  I  shall  never  be  called  upon  to  cootPik 
for  such  another.  The  event  of  the  ctmflio 
is  decisive ;  my  way  is  now  cleai ;  1  thank  Goi 
for  it !"  So  saying,'  he  returned  to  his  paper, 
and  his  silence. 

As  our  mutual  happiness  (x. «.,  Diana*s,  Mary's 
and  mine)  settled  into  a  quieter  character,  ano 
we  resumed  our  usual  habits  and  regular  studies 
St.  John  stayed  more  at  home ;  he  sat  with  at 
in  the  same  room,  sometimes  for  hours  t»> 
gether.  While  Mary  drew  Oiana  pursued 
course  of  Sncyclopcdi**  .ead'ngshe  had  (to  my 
awe  and  amaaemer:;  undertaken,  and  I  fagged 
away  at  Germa*-.,  he  pondered  a  mystic  lore  of 
his  own— »  at  of  some  Eastern  tongue,  the 
aoquisitiof  of  which  he  thought  neoessaiy  to 
his  plans. 

Thus  engaged,  he  appeared,  sitting  is  bis 
own  recess,  quiet  and  absorbed  enough;  but 
that  L  10  eye  of  his  had  a  habit  of  leaving  the 
outlabt:ish-looking  grammar,  and  wandering 
over,  and  sometimes  fixing  upon  us,  his  ftttow- 
students,  with  a  curious  intensity  of  obserta- 
tion ;  if  caught,  it  woukl  be  instantly  withdrairn; 
yet  eve.  nd  anon,  it  returned  aearchingly  to 
our  tabl<k  I  wondered  w^at  it  meant :  I  woo- 
dered,  too,  &.  e  punctual  satisfaction  he  nerei 
failed  to  exlr^bm  on  an  occasion  that  seemed  ti . 
me  of  small  moment,  namely,  my  weekly  visit 
to  Morton  school ;  and  still  more  was  I  puxzlei^ 
when,  if  the  day  was  unfavorable,  if  there  w 
snow,  or  rain,  or  high  wind,  and  bis  sisters 
urged  me  not  to  go,  be  would  invariably  make 
light  of  their  solicitude,  and  encourage  me  te 
aocomplish  the  task  without  regard  to  the  de 
ments. 

**  Jane  is  not  such  a  weakling  as  you  wouM 
make  her,"  he  would  say ;  '*  she  can  bear  a 
mountain  blast,  or  a  shower,  or  a  few  flakes  of 
snow,  as  well  as  any  of  us.  Her  constituiioa 
is  both  sound  and  elastic ;  better  calculated  to 
endure  variations  of  climate  than  many  more 
robust." 

And  when  I  returned,  sometimes  a  good  deal 
tired,  and  not  a  little  weather-beaten,  I  never 
dared  complain,  because  1  saw  that  to  murmur 
would  be  to  vex  him;  on  all  occasions  forti- 
tude pleased  him;  the  reverse  was  a  special 
annoyance. 

One  afternoon,  however,  I  got  leave  to  stay 
at  home,  because  I  really  had  a  cold.  His  sis- 
ters were  gone  to  Morton  in  my  stead  ;  I  sal 
reading  Schiller;  be,  deciphering  his  crabbed 
Oriental  scrolls.  As  I  exchanged  a  translation 
for  an  exercise,  I  happened  to  look  his  way, 
there  1  found  myself  under  the  influence  of  the 
ever-watchful  blue  eye.  How  long  it  had  been 
searching  me  through  and  through,  and  over 
and  over,  I  can  not  tell ;  so  keen  was  it,  and 
yet  ap  cold,  I  felt  for  the  moment  superstitioita 
— as  if  I  were  sitting  in  the  room  with  some* 
thing  uncanny. 

*'  Jane,  what  are  you  doing!" 

**  Learning  German." 

"  I  want  you  to  gi^^  up  Qenaan,  aad  leani 
Hindostanee." 

"  You  are  not  in  earnest  1" 


JANE  EYRE. 


1A3 


**  In  such  ettfneet  ihA  I  most  have  It  so,  and 
I  wiU  leJI  you  why." 

He  then  went  on  to  explain  that  Hiodostanee 
was  the  language  be  was  himself  at  present 
Btuilying ;  that  as  be  advanced,  he  was  apt  to 
forget  the  tsomnieneeroent ;  that  it  would  assist 
hull  greatly  to  have  a  pupil  with  whom  he  miglit 
again  and  again  go  over  the  elements,  and  so 
fix  them  iboruugbly  in  his  mind  ;  that  his  choice 
bad  hovered  fur  some  time  between  me  and  his 
slaters  ;  but  that  he  bad  filed  it  on  me,  because 
he  saw  I  could  sit  at  a  task  the  longest  of  the 
three.  Would  I  do  him  this  favor  1  I  should 
not,  perhaps,  have  to  make  the  sacrifice  long, 
•a  it  wanted  now  barely  three  monttia  to  his 
•c^eparture. 

St.  John  was  not  a  man  to  be  lightly  refused ; 
you  felt  that  every  impression  made  on  him, 
either  for  pain  or  pleasure,  was  deep-graved 
8od  permanent.  I  consented.  When  Diana 
aod  Mary  relumed,  the  former  found  her  schol- 
ar- transferred  from  her  to  her  brother:  she 
laogbed ;  and  both  she  and  Mary  agreed  that 
St.  John  should  never  have  persuad^  them  to 
»och  a  step.  He  answered,  qaietly — 
*•  I  knew  it." 

I  found  him  a  very  patient,  very  forbearing, 
and  yet  an  exacting  master:  he  expected  me 
to  do  a  great  deal,  and  when  I  fulfilled  his  ex- 
pectations he,  in  his  own  way,  fully  testified 
hia  approbation.  By  degrees,  he  acquired  a 
certain  influence  over  me  that  took  away  my 
Jiberty  of  mind ;  his  praise-  and  notice  were 
more  restraining  than  his  indiflerenee.  I  could 
DO  longer  talk  or  laugh  freely  when  he  was  by, 
because  a  tiresomely  importunate  instinct  re- 
iniaded  me  that  vivacity  (at  least  in  me)  was 
diatasteful  lo  him.  I  was  ao  fully  aware  that 
ooly  serious  moods  and  occupations  were  ae- 
oeiAable,  that  in  his  presence  every  eflbrt  to 
sosuin  or  follow  any  oiher  became  vain ;  I  fell 
under  a  freezing  spell.  When  he  said  "  go,"  I 
went ;  "  come,"  I  came ;  "  do  this,"  I  did  it. 
But  I  did  not  love  my  servitude:  I  wished, 
many  a  time,  he  had  continued  to  neglect  me. 

One  evening  when,  at  bedtime,  his  sisters 
and  I  stood  round  him,  bidding  him  good-night, 
he  kissed  each  of  them,  as  was  his  custom; 
and,  as  was  equally' his  custom,  he  gave  me  his 
hand.  Diana,  who  chanced  to  be  in  a  frofick- 
aoroe  humor  {ske  was  not  painfully  controlled  by 
his  will;  for  hers,  in  another  way,  was  as 
aUnong),  exclaimed : 

*'  St.  John  !  you  used  to  call  Jane  your  third 
aiaier,  but  you  don't  treat  her  as  auch:  you 
abould  kiss  her  too." 

She  pushed  me  toward  him.  I  thought  Di- 
ana very  provoking,  and  felt  uncomfortably 
confused;  and  while  I  was  thus  tbioking  and 
feeling,  St.  John  bent  his  head,  his  Greek  face 
was  hrtmght  to  a  level  with  mine,  his  eyes 
questioned  my  eyes  piercinsly — he  kissed  me. 
There  are  no  auch  things  as  marble  kisses, or  ice 
kisses,  or  I  should  say,  my  ecclesiastical  ecus- 
in*8  salute  belonged  to  one  of  these  clashes ; 
hoi  there  may  be  experiment  kisses,  and  his  \ 
was  tn  experiment  kiss.  W^hen  given,  he, 
Tiewed  nne  to  learn  the  result ;  ii  was  not  strik- 
ing ;  I  am  sure  I  did  not  blush ;  perhaps  I 
ijiigbt  have  turned  a  little  pale,  for  I  felt  as  if 
ihis  kiss  were  a  seal  affixed  to  my  fetters. 
Ha  n^ver  omitted  the  eereoiooy  afterward,  and 


the  gravity  and  quiescence  with  which  I  ander- 
went  it,  seemed  to  invest  it  for  him  with  a  cer- 
tain charm. 

As  for  roe,  I  daily  wished  more  to  please 
him ;  but  to  do  so,  1  felt  daily  more  and  more 
that  I  must  disown  half  my  nature,  stifle  half 
my  faculties,  wrest  my  tastes  from  their  origi- 
nal bent,  force  myself  to  the  adoption  of  pur- 
suits for  which  I  had  no  natural  vocation.  He 
wanted  to  train  me  to  an  eJcYaiion  I  could 
never  reach  :  it  racked  me  hourly  to  aspire  to 
the  standard  he  upliAed.  The  thing  was  as 
impossible  as  to  mold  my  irregular  features  lo 
his  correct  and  classic  pattern,  to  give  to  my 
changeable  green  eyes  the  sea-blue  tint  and 
solemn  luster  of  his  own. 

Not  his  ascendency  alone,  however,  held  me 
in  thrall  at  present.  Of  late  it  bad  been  easy 
enough  for  me  to  look  sad ;  a  cankering  evU 
sat  at  my  heart  and  drained  my  happiness  at 
its  source — the  evil  of  suspense. 

Perhaps  you  think  I  had  forgotten  Mr.  Roch- 
ester, reader,  amid  these  changes  of  place  and 
fortune.  Not  for  a  moment.  His  idea  was 
still  with  me ;  because  it  was  not  a  vapor  sun- 
shine could  disperse,  nor  a  sand-traced  effigy 
storms  could  wash  away  ;  it  was  a  name  gra**- 
en  on  a  Ubiet,  fated  to  last  as  long  as  tha 
marble  it  inscribed.  The  craving  to  know 
what  had  become  of  him  followed  me  every 
where;  when  I  was  at  Morton,  I  re-entered 
my  cottage  every  evening  to  think  of  that ;  am' 
now  at  Moor  House,  1  sought  my  bedrooa 
each  night  to  brood  over  it. 

In  the  course  of  my  necessary  correspond 
ence  with  Mr.  Briggs  about  the  will,  I  had  in 
quired  if  he  knew  any  thing  of  Mr.  Rochester** 
present  residence  ai^  state  of  heatih  ;  but,  a^ 
St.  John  had  conjectured,  he  was  quite  igno^ 
rant  of  all  concerning:  him.  I  then  wrote  tr 
Mrs.  Fairfax,  entreating  information  on  thr 
subject.  I  had  calculated  with  ceitainty  oc 
this  step  answering  my  end :  I  felt  sure  ii 
would  elicit  an  early  answer.  I  was  astonish^ 
ed  when  a  fortnight  passed  without  reply ;  but 
when  two  monUis  wore  away,  and  day  after 
day  the  post  arrived  and  brought  nothing  for 
me,  I  fell  a  prey  to  the  keenest  anxiety. 

I  wrote  again:  there  was  a  chance  of  my  first 
letter  having  missed.  Renewed  hope  followed 
renewed  effort ;  it  shone  like  the  former  for 
some  weeks,  then,  like  it,  it  faded,  flickered ; 
not  a  line,  not  a  word  reached  me.  When 
half  a  year  wasted  in  vain  expectancy,  my 
hope  died  out ;  and  then  I  felt  dark  indeed. 

A  fine  spring  shone  round  me,  which  I  could 
not  enjoy.  Summer  approached ;  Diana  tried  to 
cheer  me ;  she  said  I  looked  ill,  and  wished  to 
accompany  me  to  the  sea-aide.  This  St.  John 
opposed  ;  he  said  I  did  m»t  want  dissipation,  I 
wanted  employment ;  my  present  life  was  too 
purposeless,  1  required  an  aim  r  and  I  sup> 
pose,  by  wayof  supplying  detfciencies,  be  pro* 
longed  still  further  my  lessons  in  Hindostanee, 
and  grew  more  orgeat  in  requiring  their  ac» 
coropiishment ;  wad  I,  like  a  fool,  never 
thought  of  resisting  bim— I  oould  not  resist 
him. 

One  day  J  had  come  to  my  stodies  in  lowei 
spirits  than  usual :  the  ebb  was  occasioned  by 
a  poignantly  felt  disappointment ;  Hannah  hatf 
told  me  in  the  morning  there  was  a  letter  fo^ 
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me,  and  when  I  went  down  to  take  it.  almost 
certain  that  the  long-lookedrfor  tidinga  were 
fouchaafed  me  at  last,  I  found  only  an  unim- 
,K>rtant  note  from  Mr.  Brigga  on  business. 
The  bitter  check  had  wrung  from  me  some 
tears;  and  now,  as  I  sat  poring  o^er  the  crab- 
bed characters  and  flourishing  tropes  of  an  In- 
dian scribe,  my  eyes  filled  again. 

St.  John  called  me  to  his  side  to  read ;  in 
attempting  to  do  this  my  voice  failed  me; 
words  were  lost  in  sobs.  He  and  I  were  ^tbe 
only  occupants  of  the  parlor ;  Diana  was  prac- 
ticing her  music  in  the  drawing-room,  Mary 
was  gardening—it  was  a  very  fine  May-day, 
clear,  sunny,  and  breezy.  My  companion  ex- 
pressed no  surprise  at  this  emption,  nor  did  be 
question  me  as  to  its  cause ;  he  only  said  : 

'<  We  will  wait  a  few  minutes,  Jane,  till  you 
are  more  composed.  And  while  I  smothered 
the  paroxysm  witb  all  haste,  he  sat  calm  and 
patient,  leaning  on  his  desk  and  looking  like  a 
physician  watching  with  the  eye  of  science  an 
expected  and  fully  understood  crisis  in  a  pa- 
tient's malady.  Having  stifled  my  sobs,  wiped 
my  eyes,  and  muttered  something  about  not 
being  very  well  that  morning,  I  resumed  my 
task,  and  succeeded  in  completing  it.  St.  John 
put  away  my  books  and  his,  locked  his  desk, 
and  said ; 

*«  Now,  Jane,  yon  ahall  take  a  walk :  and 
with  me." 

**  I  will  call  Diana  and  Mary.** 

"No.  I  want  only  one  companion  this 
morning,  and  that  must  be  you :  put  on  your 
things ;  go  out  by  the  kitchen  door ;  tatce  the 
road  toward  the  head  of  Marsb-Glen ;  V  will 
join  you  in  a  moment." 

I  know  no  medium ;  I  never  in  my  life  have 
icnown  any  medium  in  my  dealings  with  posi- 
tive hard  characters,  antagonistic  to  my  own, 
between  absolute  submission  and  determined 
revolt.  I  have  always  faithfully  observed  the 
one,  up  to  the  very  moment  of  bursting,  some- 
times with  volcanic  vehemence,  into  the  other ; 
and  as  neither  present  circumstances  warrant- 
jd,  nor  my  present  mood  inclined  me  to  muti- 
ny, I  observed  careful  obedience  to  St.  John's 
directions ;  and  in  ten  minutes  I  was  treading 
the  wild  track  of  the  glen,  side  by  side  witb  him. 

The  bree^  was  from  the  west;  it  came 
over  the  hills,  sweet  with  scents  of  beath  and 
jrush ;  the  sky  was  of  stainless  blue ;  the 
stream  descending  the  ravine*  swelled  with 
past  spring  rains,  poured  along  plentiful  and 
clear,  catching  golden  gleams  from  the  sun, 
and  sapphire  tints  from  the  firmament.  As 
we  advanced  and  leit  the  tract,  we  trod  a  soil 
turf,  mossy,  fine,  and  emerald  greeft,  minutely 
enameled  with  a  tiny  white  flower,  and  span- 
gled with  a  sur-like  yellow  blossom ;  the  hills, 
meantime,  shut  us  quite  in ;  for  the  glen,  to- 
ward its  head,  wound  to  their  very  core. 

"  Let  us  rest  here,"  said  St.  John,  as  we 
reached  the  first  stragglers  of  a  battalion  of 
rocks,  guarding  a  sort  of  pass,  beyond  which 
the  beck  rushed  down,  a  waterfall,  and  where, 
still  a  little  farther,  the  mountain  shook  oflf  turf 
and  flower,  had  only  heath  for  raiment,  and  crag 
for  gem — where  it  exaggerated  the  wild  to  the 
savage,  and  excbansed  the  fresh  for  the  frown- 
ing—where it  guarded  the  foriorn  hope  of  soli- 
tude^ and  a  last  refuga  (m-  silence. 


I  took  a  seat-— St.  John  stood  near  me ;  be 
looked  up  the  pass  and  down  the  hollow;  tali 
glance  wandered  away  with  the  stream,  antf 
returned  to  traverse  the  unekinded  heaven 
which  colored  it;  be  removed  his  hat,  let  the 
breeze  stir  his  hair  and  kiss  his  brow;  be 
seemed  in  communion  with  the  genius  of  the 
haunt ;  with  his  eye  he  bade  farewell  to  some- 
thing. 

"  And  I  shall  see  it  again,"  he  said  akrad, 

in  dreams,  when  I  sleep  by  the  Ganges ;  and 

again,  in  a  more  remote  hour— v^en  another 

slumber  overcomes  me-— on  the  shore  of  a 

darker  stream." 

Strange  words  of  a  strange  love !  An  an 
stere  patriot's  passion  for  his  fatherland  I  He 
sat  down ;  for  half  an  Imar  we  never  spoke— 
neither  be  to  me  nor  I  to  him ;  that  interval 
past,  he  recommenced  : 

**  Jane,  I  go  in  six  weeks ;  I  have  taken  my 
berth  in  an  East  Indiaman  which  sails  on  the 
twentieth  of  June." 

»*  God  will  protect  you,  for  yoa  have  oader- 
taken  his  work,"  I  answered. 

'''Yes,**  said  he,  <*  there  is  my  gtory  and  jey. 
I  am  the  servant  of  an  infallible  master ;  I  am 
not  going  out  under  human  guidance,  subject 
to  the  defective  laws  and  erring  control  of  n^ 
feeble  fellow-worms;  my  king,  my  lawgiver, 
my  captain,  is  the  All- perfect :  it  seems  strai^e 
to  me  that  all  roond  me  do  not  bum  to  eaiial 
under  the  same  banner — to  join  in  the  sasM 
enterprise." 

**  AU  have  not  your  powers  ;  and  it  would  be 
folly  for  the  feeble  to  wish  to  march  with  the 
strong." 

**  I  do  not  speak  to  the  feeble,  or  think  ef 
them ;  1  address  only  such  as  are  worthy  of  thi 
work,  and  competent  to  accomplish  it." 

**  Those  are  few  in  number,  and  difficult  to 
discover." 

"  You  say  truly ;  but  when  found,  it  is  light 
to  stir  them  up— -to  urge  and  exhort  tbem  to 
the  eflfort — ^to  show  them  what  their  gifts  are, 
and  why  they  were  given — to  speak  Heafea's 
message  in  their  ear — to  oflTer  them,  direct  fram 
God,  a  place  in  the  ranks  of  his  chosen." 

*Mf  they  are  really  qualified  for  the  taek, 
will  not  their  own  hearts  be  the  first  to  lalbrB 
them  of  it  1" 

I  felt  as  if  an  awful  charm  was  framing  roand 
and  gathering  over  me ;  I  trembled  to  heareooie 
fatal  word  spoken  which  would  at  once  dedaa 
and  rivet  the  spell. 

*'  And  what  does  your  heart  say  1'*  demaadeA 
St.  John. 

**  My  heart  is  mnte~-my  heart  is  mote,"  I 
answered,  struck  and  thrilled. 

"  Then  I  must  speak  for  it,"  continued  the 
deep,  relentless  voice ;  **  Jane,  oome  with  me 
to  India ;  come  as  my  help-meet  and  feHow- 
laborer." 

The  glen  and  sky  spnn  roand ;  the  hilla 
heaved !  It  was  as  if  1  had  heard  a  sommorn 
from  Heaven — aa  if  a  visionary  messenger,  like 
him  of  Macedonia,  had  enounced  •*  Come  over 
and  help  us !"  But  I  was  no  apostle,  I  ooold 
not  behold  the  herald,  I  eould  not  receive  bis 
call. 

"Oh,  St.  John!"  I  then  cried,  *«bave  aomt 
mercy !" 

I  appealed  to  one,  wh0|  in  the  diaefaufa  ef 
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vrhat  he  believed  his  doty,  koew  neither  mercy 
nor  remorse.    He  ci>niinued  : 

''God  and  nature  iolended  you  for  a  mis- 
sionary'a  wife.  It  is  not  personal  but  mental 
endowments  they  have  given  you;  you  are 
furmed  for  labor,  not  fur  love.  A  missionary'^ 
wife  you  must— shall  be.  Yoa  shall  be  mine ; 
I  claim  you — not  for  my  pleasure,  but  for  my 
Sovereign's  service." 

"  I  am  not  fit  for  it ;  I  have  no  vocation,*'  J 
•aid. 

He  had  calculated  on  these  first  objections ; 
he  was  not  irritated  by  them.  Indeed,  as  he 
leaned  back  against  the  crag  behind  him,  folded 
his  arms  on  his  chest,  and  fixed  his  counte- 
nance, I  saw  he  was  prepared  for  a  long  and 
trying  opposition,  and  had  taken  in  a  stock  of 
patience  to  last  him  to  its^close — resolved, 
however,  that  that  close  should  be  conqt^est 
for  htm. 

"  Humility,  Jane,"  said  he,  **  is  the  ground- 
work of  Christian  virtues ;  you  say  right  that 
you  are  nor  fit  for  the  work.  Who  is  fit  for  it  ? 
Or  who,  that  ever  was  truly  called,  believed 
hioiself  worthy  of  the  summons  1  I,  for  in- 
stance, am  but  dust  and  ashes.  With  St.  Paul 
I  acknowledge  myself  the  chiefest  of  sinners ; 
but  I  do  not  suffer  this  sense  of  my  personal 
vUeness  to  daunt  me.  I  know  my  Leader; 
thai  He  is  just  as  well  as  mighty ;  and  while 
He  has  chosen  a  feeble  instrument  to  perform 
a  great  task,  He  will,  from  the  boundless  stores 
of  His  providence,  supply  the  inadequacy  of  the 
means  to  the  end.  Think  like  me,  Jane-*- 
trast  like  me.  It  is  the  Rock  of  Ages  I  ask 
yoa  to  lean  on ;  do  not  doubt  but  it  will  bear 
the  weight  of  your  human  weakness." 

«*  I  do  not  understand  a  missionary  life ;  I 
have  never  studied  missionary  labors." 

'*  There,  I,  humble  as  I  am,  can  give  you 
the  aid  you  want ;  I  can  set  you  your  task  from 
hour  to  hour ;  stand  by  you  always ;  help  you 
from  moment  to  moment.  This  I  could  do  in 
the  beginning ;  soon  (for  I  know  your  powers) 
you  would  be  as  strong  and  apt  as  myself,  and 
would  not  require  my  help." 

•*  But  my  powers — where  are  they  for  this 
Qfidertakingl  I  do  not  feel  them.  Nothing 
speaks  or  stirs  in  me  while  you  talk.  I  am 
■ensible  of  no  light  kindling — no  life  quickening 
— no  voice  counseling  or  cheering.  Oh,  I  wish 
I  could  make  you  see  how  much  my  mind  is  at 
tiiis  moment  like  a  ray  less  dungeon,  with  one 
abrinking  fear  fettered  in  its  depths— the  fear 
of  being  persuaded  by  you  to  attempt  what  I 
can  not  accomplish !" 

**  J  have  an  answer  for  you — ^hear  it.  I  have 
watched  you  ever  since  we  first  met ;  I  have 
made  you  my  study  for  ten  months.  I  have 
firoved  you  in  that  time  by  sundry  tests  ;  and 
what  have  I  seen  and  elicited !  In  the  village 
school  I  found  you  could  perform  well,  ponc- 
taaily,  uprightly,  labor  uncongenial  to  your 
habits  and  inclinations ;  I  saw  you  could  per- 
fornn  it  with  capacity  and  tact ;  you  could  win 
while  you  controlled.  In  the  calm  with  which 
you  learned  you  had  become  suddenly  rich,  I 
read  a  mind  clear  of  the  vice  of  Demas ;  lucre 
had  DO  undue  power  over  you.  In  the  resolute 
leadiness  with  which  you  cut  your  Wealth  into 
loar  shares,  keeping  but  one  to  yourself,  aiid 
«i»iinflaiBhinff  the  three  others  to  the  olaim  of 


abstract  justice,  I  recognized  a  soul  that  revel- 
ed in  the  flame  and  excitement  of  sacrifice.  la 
the  tractability  with  which,  at  my  wish,  you 
forsook  a  study  in  which  you  were  interested, 
and  adopted  another  because  it  interested  me-* 
in  the  untiring  assiduity  with  which  you  have 
since  persevered  id  itr— in  the  unflagging  energy 
and  unshaken  temper  with  which  you  have  met 
its  difficulties — ^I  acknowledge  the  complement 
of  qualities  I  seek.  Jane,  you  are  docile,  dili- 
gent, disinterested,  faithful,  constant,  aitl  cour- 
ageous ;  very  gentle,  and  very  heroic ;  cease 
to  mistrust  yourself— I  can  trust  you  unreserv. 
edly.  As  a  conductress  of  Indian  schools,  and 
a  helper  among  Indian  woman,  your  assistance 
will  be  to  me  invaluable.*' 

My  iron  shroud  contracted  round  me  *,  per- 
suasion advanced  with  slow,  sure  stepw  Shut 
my  eyes  as  I  would,  these  last  words  of  his 
succeeded  in  making  the  way,  which  bad  seem« 
ed  blocked  up,  comparatively  clear.  My  work, 
which  had  appeared  so  vague,  so  hopelessly 
difl!Use,  condensed  itself  as  he  proceeded,  and 
assumed  a  definite  form  under  his  shaping 
hand.  He  waited  for  an  answer.  I  demanded 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  think  before  I  again 
hazarded  a  reply. 

**  Very  willingly,"  he  rejoined ;  and  rising, 
he  strode  a  little  distance  up  the  pass,  threw 
himself  down  on  a  swell  of  heath,  and  there 
lay  still. 

'*  I  can  do  what  be  wants  me  to  do ;  I  am 
forced  to  see  and  acknowledge  that  medi- 
tated— **  that  is,  if  life  be  spared  me.  i>ut  I  feul 
mine  is  not  the  existence  to  he  long  protracted 
under  an  Indian  sun.  What  then  1  He  does  not 
care  for  that;  when  my  time  came  to  die  he' 
would  resign  me,  in  all  serenity  and  sanctity,  to  : 
the  God  who  gave  me  to  him.  The  case  is  very 
plain  before  me.  In  leaving  England,  I  should 
leave  a  loved  but  empty  land — ^Mr.  Rochester  is 
not  there ;  and  if  he  were,  what  is,  what  can 
that  ever  be  to  met  My  business  is  to  live 
without  him  now ;  nothing  so  absurd,  so  weak 
as  to  drag  on  from  day  to  day,  as  if  I  were 
waiting  some  impossible  change  in  circum- 
stances, which  might  reunite  me  to  him.  Of 
course  (as  St.  John  once  said)  I  must  seek 
another  interest  in  life  to  replace  the  one  lost ; 
is  not  the  occupation  he  now  oflTers  me  truly 
the  most  glorious  man  can  adopt  or  God  assign  1 
Is  it  not,  by  its  noble  cares  and  sublime  results, 
the  one  best  calculated  to  fill  the  void  lei^  by 
uptorn  aflTections  and  demolished  hopes!  I 
believe  I  must  say  yes — and  yet  I  shudder. 
Alas !  If  I  join  St.  John,  I  abandon  half  my- 
self; if  I  go  to  India,  I  go  to  premature  death. 
And  how  will  the  interval  between  leaving 
England  for  India,  and  India  for  the  grave,  be 
filled  1  Oh,  I  know  well !  That,  too,  is  very 
clear  to  my  vision.  By  straining  to  satisfy  St. 
John  till  my  sinews  ache,  I  mHuU  satisfy  him — 
to  the  finest  central  point  and  farthest  outward 
circle  of  his  expectations.  If  I  i{o  go  with  him 
— \(  I  do  make  the  sacrifice  he  urges,  1  will 
make  it  absolutely;  I  will  throw  all  on  the 
altar — ^beart,  vitals,  the  entire  victim.  He  will 
never  love  me ;  but  he  shall  approve  me ;  I  wiH 
show  him  energies  be  has  not  yet  seen,  re- 
sources he  has  never  suspected.  Yes ;  I  can 
work  as  hard  as  he  can,  and  with  as  lit:le 
irrudjrinir. 
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^  Consent,  then,  to  his  demand  is  possible  ; 
vnt  fur  ono  iiem — one* dreadful  iiem.  it  is — 
•hat  he  aslcs  me  to  be  his  wife,  and  has  no  more 
»f  a  husband's  heart  for  roe  than  that  frowning 
fiant  of  a  rocic,  down  which  the  stream  is  foam- 
ing in  yonder  gorge.  He  prizes  me  as  a  soldier 
.  would  a  good  weapon  ;  and  that  is  all.  Un- 
aiarried  to  litm,  this  would  never  grieve  roe ; 
•ut  can  I  let  him  complete  his  calculations — 
coolly  put  into  practice  his  plans-^o  through 
the  wedding  ceremony !  Can  I  receive  from 
him  the  bridal  ring,  endure  all  the  forms  of  love 
(which  I  doubt  not  he  would  scrupulously  ob- 
serve), and  know  that  the  spirit  was  quite 
ftosentl  Can  I  bear  the  consciousness  that 
every  endearment  he  bestows  is  a  sacrifice 
made  on  principle  1  No,  such  a  martyrdom 
would  be  monstrous.  I  will  never  undergo  it ; 
'  As  his  sister,  I  might  accompany  him — not  as 
bis  wife ;  I  will  tell  him  so." 

I  looked  toward  the  knoll ;  there  be  lay,  still 
as  a  prostrate  column ;  his  face  turned  to  me  : 
his  eye  beaming  watchful,  and  keen.  He  started 
to  his  feet  and  approached  me. 

**  I  am  ready  to  go  to  India,  if  I  may  go  frec.^' 

**  Your  answer  requires  a  commentary,"  he 
said  ;  *'  it  is  not  clear." 

"  You  have  hitherto  been  my  adopted  brother ; 
I,  your  adtipted  sister ;  let  us  continue  as  such  ; 
you  and  I  had  better  not  marry." 

He  shook  his  head.  "  Adopted  fraternity  will 
not  do  in  this  case.  If  you  were  my  real  sister 
it  would  bo  different ;  I  should  take  you,  and 
seek  no  wife.  But,  as  it  is,  either  our  union 
must  be  consecrated  and  sealed  by  marriage,  or 
it  can  not  exist;  practical  obstacles  oppose 
themselves  to  any  other  plan.  Do  you  see  it, 
Jane  1  Consider  a  moment— yoar  strong  sense 
will  guide  yoo." 

I  did  consider,  and  still  my  sense,  such  as  it 
was,  directed  me  only  te  the  fact  that  we  did 
not  love  each  other  as  man  and  wife  should  ; 
and  therefore  it  inferred  we  ought  not  to  marry. 
I  said  so.  *'  St.  John,"  I  returned,  **  I  regard 
you  as  a  brother — ^you,  me  as  a  sister ;  so  let 
as  continue." 

"We  can  not — we  can  not,"  he  answered 
with  short,  sharp  determination  ;  **  it  would 
not  do.  You  have  said  you  will  go  with  me  to 
India  ;  remember— you  have  said  that." 

"  Conditionally." 

**  Well,  well.  To  the  main  point— the  depart- 
ure with  me  from  England,  the  co-operation 
with  me  in  my  future  labors — ^you  do  not  oh- 
ject.  You  have  already  as  good  as  put  your 
hand  to  the  plow ;  you  are  too  consistent  to 
withdraw  it.  You  have  but  one  end  to  keep  in 
view— how  the  work  you  have  undertaken  can 
best  be  done.  Simplify  your  complicated  inter- 
ests, feelings,  thoughts,  wishes,  aims ;  merge 
all  considerations  in  one  purpose,  that  of  ful- 
filling with  effect,  with  power,  the  mission  of 
your  great  Master.  To  do  so,  yoa  must  have 
a  coa<ijutor — nut  a  brother,  that  is  a  loose  tie, 
iMit  a  husband.  I,  too,  do  not  want  a' sister ;  a 
sister  might  any  day  be  taken  from  me.  I  want 
a  wife ;  the  sole  help-meet  I  can  infloeoce  effi* 
eiently  m  life,  and  retain  absolutely  till  death." 

I  shuddered  as  he  spoke ;  1  felt  his  influence 
In  my  marrow,  bis  hokl  on  my  limbs. 

"  Seek  one  elsewhere  than  in  me,  St.  John  ; 
k!     jaek  one  fitted  to  you." 


.  "  One  fitted  to  my  porpose,  yon  mean,  fitted 
to  my  vocation.  Again  I  tell  you  it  is  not  the 
insignificant  private  individual — ^the  mere  man, 
with  the  man's  selfish  senses — I  wish  to  mate; 
it  is  the  missionary." 

**  And  I  will  give  the  missionary  my  ener- 
gies— it  is  all  he  wants — but  not  myself  t  that 
would  be  only  adding  the  husk  and  shell  to  the 
kernel.  For  them  he  has  no  nse;  I  retain 
them." 

<*  You  can  not — ^you  ongbt  not.  Do  you  think 
God  will  be  satisfied  with  half  an  oblation? 
Will  He  accept  a  mutilated  sacrifice  1  It  is 
the  cause  of  God  I  advocate ;  it  is  under  His 
standard  I  enlist  you.  I  can  not  accept  on 
His  behalf  a  divided  allegiance ;  it  must  be 
entire." 

«*  Oh !  I  will  give  my  heart  to  God,"  I  sail 
'*  You  do  not  want  it." 

I  will  not  swear,  reader,  that  there  was  not 
something  of  repressed  sarcasm  both  in  the 
tone  in  which  I  uttered  this  sentence,  and  ia 
the  feeling  that  accompanied  it.  I  had  silently 
feared  St.  John  till  now,  because  I  bad  not  un- 
derstood him.  He  had  held  me  in  awe,  be- 
cause be  had  held  me  in  doubt.  How  roach  oi 
him  was  saint,  how  much  mortal,  I  could  not 
heretofore  telh  but  revelations  were  beiof 
made  in  this  conference ;  the  analysis  of  his 
nature  was  proceeding  before  my  eyes.  I  saw 
his  fallibilities ;  1  comprehended  thoau  I  un- 
derstood that,  sitting  there  where  I  did,  on  the 
bank  of  heath,  and  with  that  handscHne  fons 
before  me,  I  sat  at  the  feet  of  a  man  erring  m 
I.  The  veil  fell  from  his  hardness  and  despot* 
ism.  Having  felt  in  him  the  presence  of  the« 
qualities,  I  felt  bis  imperfection,  and  took  cour- 
age. I  was  with  an  equal,  one  with  whom  I 
might  argue ;  one  whom,  if  I  saw  good,  I  niigbt 
resist. 

He  was  silent  after  I  had  uttered  the  Isst 
sentence,  and  I  presently  risked  an  upward 
glance  at  his  countenance.  His  eye,  bent  on 
me,  expressed  at  once  stem  surprise  and  keen 
inquiry.  **  Is  she  sarcastic,  and  sarcastic  to 
me .'"  it  seemed. to  say.  **  What  does  this  sif- 
nify!" 

**  Do  not  let  us  forget  that  this  is  a  sotema 
matter,*'  he  said,  ere  long  ;  **  one  of  which  we 
may  neither  think  nor  ulk  lightly  without  sis. 
I  trust,  Jane,  you  are  in  earnest  when  yoo  s>y 
you  will  give  your  heart  to  God ;  it  is  all  I  vraat. 
Once  wrench  your  heart  from  inan  and  fix  it 
on  your  Maker,  the  advancement  of  thai  Ms* 
ker's  spiritual  kingdom  on  earth  wiU  be  yunr 
chief  delight  and  endeavor ;  you  will  be  ivady 
to  do  at  once  whatever  furthers  that  end.  Yoo 
will  see  what  imp^us  would  he  given  to  yoor 
efforts  and  mine  by  our  physicu  and  mental 
union  in  marriage :  the  only  union  that  gives  a 
character  of  permanent  conformity  to  the  det> 
tinies  and  designs  of  human  beings ;  and,  pass- 
ing over  all  minor  caprices,  all* trivial  difficol- 
ties  and  delicacies  of  feeling :  all  scruple  sbtioc 
the  degree,  kind,  strength,  or  tenderness  of 
mere  personal  inclination,  yoo  will  basteo  to 
enter  into  that  union  at  once." 

**  Shall  I  ?"  I  said,  briefly ;  and  I  looked  at 
his  features,  beautiful  in  their  harmony,  but 
strangely  formidable  in  their  atill  severity ;  st 
hfs  brow,  commanding,  but  not  open ;  at  bit 
eyes,  briiiit,  and  deep,  and  aearohiac*  bat  aevtv 


•oil;  at  his  tall,  impoMng  figure;  and  fan- 
nied myself,  in  idea,  kU  wife.  Oh!  it  would 
never  do!  As  bis  curate,  his  comrade,  all 
would  be  right :  I  would  cross  ooeans  with 
him  in  that  capacity ;  toil  under  eastern  suns, 
in  Asian  deseru  with  him  in  that  office ;  ad- 
mire and  emulate  bis  courage,  and  devotion, 
and  vigor ;  accommodate  quietly  to  bis  master- 
hood  ;  smile  undisturbed  at  his  ineradicable  am- 
bition; discriminate  the  Christian  from  the 
man ;  profoundly  esteem  the  one,  and  freely 
forgive  the  other.  I  should  suffer  oAen,  no 
doubt,  atuched  to  him  only  in  this  capacity ; 
my  body  would  be  under  rather  a  stringent 
yoke,  but  my  heart  and  mind  would  be  free.  I 
should  still  have  my  Uhblighted  self  to  turn  to; 
my  natural  unenslaved  feelings  with  which  to 
communicate  in  moments  of  loneliiiess.  There 
would  be  recesses  in  my  mind  which  would  be 
only  mine,  to  which  he  never  came ;  and  sen- 
timents growing  there  fresh  and  sheltered, 
which  his  austerity  could  never  blight,  nor  his 
measured  warrtor-march  trample  down;  but 
as  his  wife,  at  his  side  always,  and  always 
restrained,  and  always  checked,  forced  to  keep 
the  fire  of  my  nature  continuaUy  low,  to  compel 
it  to  burn  inwardly  and  never  utter  a  C7y, 
though  the  imprisoned  flame  consurued  vital 
after  vital — ikU  would  be  unendurdble. 

**  St.  John  !*'  I  {xclaimed,  when  I  hal  get  so 
far  in  my  meditauon. 

"  Well  V  he  answered,  icily. 

**  I  repeat,  I  freely  consent  to  go  with  you  as 
your  fellow-missiunar/,  bet  not  as  your  wife ; 
lean  not  marry  you  anJ  become  a  part  of  you." 

«*  A  part  of  me  you  must  become,*'  he  an- 
swered, steadily;  "otherwise  the  whole  bar- 
gain is  void.  How  can  I,  a  man  not  yet  thir- 
ty, Uke  out  with  me  to  India  a  girl  of  nineteen, 
unless  she  is  married  to  met  How  can  we 
be  forever  together-— sometimes  in  solitudes, 
sometimes  amid  savage  tribes — and  unwed  1" 

••  Very  well,**  I  said,  shortly,  **  under  the  cir- 
oumstances ;  quite  as  well  as  if  I  were  either 
your  real  sister ;  or  a  man  and  a  clergyman, 
like  yourself." 

••  It  is  known  that  you  are  not  my  sister ;  I 
can  not  introduce  you  as  such ;  to  attempt  it 
would  be  to  fasten  injurious  suspicions  on  us 
both.  And  for  the  rest,  though  you  have  a 
man's  vigorous  brain,  you  have  a  woman*s 
heart,  and — it  would  not  do." 

*•  Ii  would  do,"  1  affirmed,  with  some  dis- 
dain, "perfectly  well.  I  have  a  woman*s 
heart,  but  not  where  you  are  concerned;  fur 
juu  I  have  only  a  comrade's  constancy ;  a  fel- 
low-8oldier*s  frankness,  fidelity,  fraternity,  if 
you  like ;  a  neophyte*8  respect  and  submission 
to  his  bieropbant ;  nothing  more~:don*t  fear.*' 

*'It  is  what  I  want,*'  be  said,  speaking  to 
himself;  **  it  is  just  what  I  want.  And  there 
are  obstacles  in  the  way  ;  they  must  be  hewn 
down.  Jane,  you  would  not  repent  marrying 
me  ;  be  certain  of  thaf:  we  must  be  married. 
I  repeat  it,  there  is  no  other  way ;  and  undoubt- 
edly enough  of  love  would  follow  upon  marriage 
to  render  the  onion  right  even  in  yuur  eyes." 

**  I  scorn  your  idea  of  love,"  I  could  not  help 
saying,  as  I  rose  up  and  stood  before  him,  lean- 
ing niy  back  against  the  rock.  "  I  scorn  the 
ooonterfeit  sentiment  yo»ofirer ;  yes,  St.  John, 
«ad  I  aconi  you  when  you  oflfer  i;. " 
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He  looked  at  me  fixedly,  compressing  h» 
well-cut  lips  while  he  did  so.  Whether  he  was 
incensed  or  surprised,  or  what,  it  is  not  easy 
to  tell;  be  cotUd  conunand  his  countenance 
thoroughly. 

"  I  scarcely  expected  to  hear  that  expression 
from  you,"  he  said ;  **  I  think  I  have  dune  and 
uttered  nothing  to  deserve  scorn." 

I  was  touched  by  his  gentle  to&e,  and  over- 
awed by  his  high,  calm  mien. 

**  Forgive  roe  the  words,  St.  John ;  but  it  is 
your  own  fault  that  I  have  been  roused  to  speak 
so  unguardedly.  You  have  introduced  a  topio 
on  which  our  natures  are  at  variance— a  topic 
we  should  never  discuss;  the  very  name  of 
love  is  an  apple  of  discord  between  us— if  the 
reality  were  required,  what  should  we  dol 
How  should  we  feel  \  My  dear  cousin,  aban- 
don your  scheme  of  marriage-— forget  it." 

"No,"  said  he;  "it  is  a  long  cherished 
scheme,  and  the  only  one  wUich  can  secure  my 
great  end ;  but  I  shall  urge  you  no  further  at 
present.  To-monrow  I  iea*'a  home  for  Cam- 
bridge;  I  have  many. friends  there  to  whom  I 
should  wish  to  say  farewell.  I  shall  he  absent 
a  fortnight ;  ta.e  that  space  of  time  to  consider 
my  oflfcr,  and  do  not  forget  that  if  you  reject  it, 
it  ia  not  roe  you  deny,  but  God.  Through  my 
means.  He  opens  to  you  a  noble  career ;  as  my 
wife  only  oao  you  enter  upon  it.  Refube  to  bs 
my  wife,  and  you  limit  yourself  forever  to  c 
traok  of  selfish  ease  and  barren  obscurity. 
Tremble,  lest  in  that  case  you  should  be  num 
bered  with  those  who  have  denied  the  faitt> 
and  are  worse  than  infidels !" 

He  had  done.  Turning  from  me,  he  once 
more 

••  Looked  to  river,  looked  to  hill ;" 

hut  this  time  his  feelings  were  all  pent  in  'a\f 
heart ;  I  was  not  worthy  to  hear  them  uUer-jU. 
As  I  walked  by  his  side  homeward,  I  re?.;!  vfJa 
in  his  iron  silence  all  he  felt  toward  me .  tLd 
disappointment  of  an  austere  and  despot*'^  na 
ture,  which  Iras  met  resistance  where  it  ex 
pected  submission;  the  disapprobation  of  a 
cool,  inflexible  judgment,  which  has  detected 
in  afother  feelings  and  views  in  whirli  it  has 
no  power  to  sympathize ;  in  short,  as  a  man, 
he  would  have  wished  to  coerce  me  into  obedi- 
ence ;  it  was  only  as  a  sincere  Christian  lie  l>oro 
so  patiently  with  my  perversity,  and  allow  ud 
so  long  a  space  for  reflection  and  repentance. 

That  night,  atter  he  bad  kissed  his  sisiers, 
he  thought  proper  to  forget  even  to  shake  hands 
with  me,  but  left  thu  room  in  silence,  l—who. 
though  I  had  no  love,  had  much  friendship  fur 
him — was  hurt  by  the  marked  omission  ;  so 
much  hurt  that  tears  started  to  my  eyes. 

"I  see  you  and  St.  John  have  been  quarrel- 
ing, Jane,"  said  Diana,  "during .your  walk  on 
the  moor.    But  go  after  him ;  he  is  now  Imger- 
ing  in  the  passage,  expecting  you— he  will  luaks     j 
it  up." 

I  have  not  much  pride  tmder  srich  circum 
stances ;  I  would  always  rather  be  happy  thai 
dignified ;  and  I  ran  after  him— he  stood  at  iIm 
foot  of  tlra  stairs. 

"  Good-night,  St.  John,"  aaid  I. 

"  Good-night,  Jane«"  he  replied,-  calmly. 

"Then  shake  hands,**  I  added. 

What  a  cokl.  loose  touch  be  imiuresaed  oi 
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my  fingers !  He  was  deeply  displeased  by  what 
had  occurred  that  day ;  cordiality  woaid  not 
warm,  nor  tears  move  him.  No  happy  recon- 
eiliation  was  to  be  had  with  him — no  cheering 
smile  or  generous  word ;  but  still  the  Christian 
was  patient  and  placid ;  and  when  I  asked  him 
if  he  forgave  me,  he  answered  that  he  was  not 
in  the  habit  of  cherishing  the  remembrance  of 
vexation ;  that  he  had  nothing  to  forgive,  not 
having  been  offended. 

And  with  that  answer,  he  left  me.    I  would 
mucK  rather  he  bad  knocked  me  down. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

Hb  did  not  leave  for  Cambridge  the  next  day, 
as  he  had  said  he  would.  He  deferred  his  de- 
parture a  whole  week ;  and  during  that  time  he 
made  me  feel  what  severe  punishment  a  good, 
yet  stem — a  conscientious,  yet  implacable  man 
can  inflict  on  one  who  has  ofibnded  him.  With- 
out- one  overt  act  of  hostility,  one  upbraiding 
word,  he  contrived  to  impress  me  momently 
with  the  conviction  that  I  was  put  beyond  the 
pale  of  bis  favor. 

Not  that  St.  John  harbored  a  spirit  of  un- 
christian vindictiveness  —  not  that  he  would 
have  injured  a  hair  of  my  head,  if  it  had  been 
fully  ih  his  power  to  do  so.  Both  by  nature 
and  principle  he  was  superior  to  the  mean  grat- 
ification of  vengeance;  he  had  forgiven  me  for 
saying  I  scorned  him  and  his  leve,  but  he  had 
not  forgotten  the  words ;  and  as  long  as  he  and 
I  lived  he  never  would  forget  them.  I  saw  by 
his  look,  when  he  turned  to  me,  that  they  were 
always  written  on  the  air  between  me  and  him ; 
whenever  I  spoke,  they  sounded  in  my  voice 
to  his  ear ;  and  their  echo  toned  tvery  answer 
be  gave  me. 

He  did  not  abstain  from  conversing  with  me ; 
he  even  called  me  as  usual  each  morning  to 
join  him  at  his  desk ;  and  I  fear  the  corrupt 
man  within  him  had  a  pleasure  unimparted  to, 
and  unshared  by,  the  pure  Christian,  in  evincing 
with  what  skill  be  could,  while  acting  and  speak- 
ing apparently  just  as  usual,  extract  from  every 
deed  and  every  phrase  the  spirit  of  interest  and 
approval  which  had  formerly  communicated  a 
certain  austere  charm  to  his  language  and  man- 
lier. To  me,  he  was  in  reality  become  no  long- 
er flesh,  but  marble ;  his  eye  was  a  cold,  bright, 
blue  gem ;  his  tongae,  a  speaking  instrument — 
nothing  more. 

All  this  was  torture  to  me-~refined,  lingering 
torture.  It  kept  up  a  slow  fire  of  indignation, 
and  a  trembling  trouble  of  grief,  which  harassed 
and  crushed  me  altogether.  I  felt  how — if  I 
were  his  wife — this  good  man,  pure  as  the  deep 
sunless  source,  could  soon  kill  me — without 
drawing  fron)  my  veins  a  single  drop  of  blood, 
or  receiving  on  his  own  crystal  conscience  the 
faintest  stain  of  crime.  Especially  I  felt  this, 
when  I  made  any  attempt  to  propitiate  him.  No 
rath  met  my  ruth.  He  experienced  no  sufl!er- 
ing  from  estrangement — no  yearning  after  rec- 
onciliation ;  and  though,  more  than  once,  my 
fast-falling  tears  blistered  the  page  over  which 
we  both  bent,  they  produced  no. more  effect  on 
aim  than  if  his  heart  had  been  really  a  matter 
«f  stone  or  metal.    To  his  sisters,  meantime, 

e  was  somewhat  kinder  than  usual;  as  if 


afraid  that  mere  coldness  would  not  sufiSdent^ 
convince  me  how  completely  I  was  banisbed 
and  banned,  he  added  the  force  of  contrast; 
and  this  I  am  sure  he  did,  not  by  malice,  but  sa 
principle. 

The  night  before  he  left  home,  happening  to 
see  him  walking  in  the  garden  about  sunact, 
and  remembering,  as  I  looked  at  him,  that  this 
man,  alienated  as  he  now  was,  had  once  saved 
my  life,  and  that  we  were  near  relations,  I  wu 
moved  to  make  a  last  attempt  to  regain  bis 
friendship.  I  went  out  and  approached  him,  as 
he  stood  leaning  over  the  little  gate ;  I  spoke 
to  the  point  at  once. 

**St.  John,  I  am  unhappy,  because  you  are 
still  an^ry  with  mo.    Let  us  be  friends.** 

"  I  hope  we  are  friends,*'  was  the  unmoved 
reply ;  while  he  still  watched  the  rising  of  ibe 
moon,  which  ho  had  been  contemplating  as  I 
approached. 

**  No,  St.  John,  we  are  not  friends  as  we 
were.    Ton  know  that.'* 

"  Are  we  not  1  That  is  wrong.  For  my  part, 
I  wish  yon  no  ill  and  all  good." 

'<  I  believe  yoo,  St.  John ;  for  I  am  sore  yon 
are  incapable  of  wishing  any  one  ill ;  but,  as  I 
am  your  kinswoman,  I  should  desire  somewhat 
more  of  affection  than  that  sort  o''  general  phi- 
lanthropy yon  extend  to  mere  strangers.** 

**0f  course,'*  he  said.  'iYour  wish  is  ret- 
sonable ;  and  I  am  far  from  regarding  you  as  a 
stranger.** 

This,  spoken  in  a  cool,  tranquil  tone,  vas 
mortifying  and  baflling  enough.  Had  I  attend- 
ed to  the  suggestions  of  pride  and  ire,  I  sbooki 
immediately  iiave  left  him  ;  but  someihiog 
worked  within  me  more  strongly  than  those 
feelings  oould.  I  deeply  venerated  my  coosio's 
talent  and  principle.  His  friendship  was  of 
value  to  me ;  to  lose  it  tried  me  severely.  I 
wonld  not  so  soon  relinquish  the  attempt  to  re* 
conquer  it. 

'*  Must  we  part  in  this  way,  St.  John  ?  And 
when  you  go  to  India,  will  you  leave  me  sa, 
without  a  kinder  word  than  you  have  yet 
spoken  1*' 

He  now  turned  quite  from  the  moon,  and 
faced  me. 

"  When  I  go  to  India,  Jane,  will  1  leave  yott! 
What !  do  you  not  go  to  India  ?** 

**  Yoo  said  I  could  not,  unless  I  married 
you,*' 

••  And  you  will  not  marry  me  1  You  adheie 
to  that  resolution  1** 

Reader,  do  you  know,  as  I  do,  what  terror 
those  cold  people  can  put  into  the  ice  of  their 
questions  t  How  much  of  the  fall  of  the  ava- 
lanche is  in  their  anger?  of  the  breaking  up  of 
the  frozen  sea  in  their  displeasure  ? 

«♦  No,  St.  John,  I  will  not  marry  you.  I  ad* 
here  to  my  resolution.** 

The  avalanche  had  shaken  and  slid  a  little 
forward,  but  it  did  not  yet  crash  down. 

**  Once  more,  why  tTiis  refusal!'*  be  asked. 

**  Formerly,"  I  answered,  **  because  yoa  did 
not  love  me ;  now,  I  reply,  because  you  almost 
hate  me.  If  I  were  to  marry  yoo,  you  wouM 
kill  me.    You  are  killing  me  now.** 

His  lips  and  cheeks  turned  white— qaito 
white. 

*<  /  skotUd  kiO^Imm  kiUing  you  1  Your  wot^ 
are  such  as  ought  not  to  be  used :  Tioieiiti  n»^ 
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feminine,  and  nntnie.  They  betray  an  an- 
fortunate  state  of  mind^  they  merit  severe 
reproof :  they  would  seem  inexcusable,  but  that 
it  is  the  duty  of  man  to  forgive  his  fellow,  even 
nntil  seventy-and-seven  times." 

I  had  finished  the  business  now.  While 
earnestly  wishing  to  erase  from  his  mind  the 
trace  of  my  former  offense,  I  had  stamped  on 
that  tenacious  surface  another  and  far  deeper 
Impression  ;  I  had  burned  it  in. 

•'  Now  you  will  indeed  hate  me,"  I  said. 
**  It  is  useless  to  attempt  to  conciliate  you ;  I 
see  I  have  made  an  eternal  enemy  of  you." 

A  fresh  wrong  did  these  words  inflict ;  the 
worse,  because  they  touched  on  the  truth. 
That  bloodless  lip  quivered  to  a  temporary 
spasm.  1  knew  the  steelly  ire  I  had  whetted. 
I  was  heart- wrung. 

•'  You  utterly  misinterpret  my  words,"  I  said, 
at  once  seizing  his  hand ;  "  I  have  no  intention 
to  grieve  or  pain  you — indeed  I  have  not." 

Most  bitterly  he  smiled — most  decidedly  he 
withdrew  his  hand  from  mine.  **  And  now  you 
recall  your  promise,  and  will  not  go  to  India  at 
all,  I  presume  1"  said  he,  after  a  considerable 
panse. 

•*  Yes  I  will,  as  yoar  assistant,"  I  answered. 

A  vb^y  long  silence  succeeded.  What  strog- 
^e  there  was  in  him  between  Nature  and  Grace 
in  this  interval,  I  can  not  tell ;  only  singular 
gleams  scintillated  in  his  eyes,  and  strange 
shadows  passed  over  his  face.  He  spoke  at 
last. 

•*  I  before  proved  to  you  the  absurdity  of  a 
single  woman  of  your  age  proposing  to  accom- 
pany abroad  a  single  man  of  mine.  I  proved 
H  to  you  in  such  terms  as  I  should  have  thought 
would  have  prevented  your  ever  again  alluding 
to  the  plan.  That  you  have  done  so,  I  regret— 
for  your  sake." 

I  interrupted  htm.  Any  thing  like  a  tangible 
reproach  gave  me  courage  at  once.  **  Keep  to 
ommon  sense,  St.  John ;  you  are  verging  on 
nonsense.  You  pretend  to  be  shocked  by  what 
I  have  saidr  You  are  not  really  shocked ;  for, 
with  your  superior  mind,  you  can  not  be  either 
so  dull  or  so  conceited  as  to  misunderstand  my 
meaning.  I  say  again,  I  will  be  your  curate,  if 
you  like,  but  never  your  wife.*' 

Again  he  turned  lividly  pale  ;  but,  as  before, 
eontrolled  his  passion  perfectly.  He  .answered 
emphatically,  but  calmly — 

"  A  female  curate,  who  is  not  my  wife,  would 
never  suit  me.  With  me,  then,  it  seems,  you 
can  not  go;  but  if  you  are  sincere  in  your 
offer.  I  will,  while  in  town,  speak  to  a  married 
missionary,  whose  wife  needs  a  coadjutor. 
Yoor  own  fortune  will  make  you  independent 
of  the  S<>ciety*8  aid ;  and  thus  you  may  still  be 
spared  the  dishonor  of  breaking  your  promise, 
and  deserting  the  band  you  engaged  to  join." 

Now  I  never  had,  as  the  reader  knows,  either 
gVren  any  formal  promise,  or  entered  into  any 
engagement ;  and  this  language  was  all  much 
too  bard,  and  much  too  despotic  for  the  oc- 
casion.   I  replied — 

••  Th&re  is  no  dishonor,  no  breach  of  promise, 
no  desertion  in  the  case.  I  am  not  under  the 
slightest  obligation  to  go  to  India,  especially 
with  strangers.  With  you  I  would  have  ven- 
toted  much,  because  I  admire,  confide  in,  and, 
#  sisteri  I  love  yon ;  hot  I  am  convinced 


that,  go  when  and  with  whom  I  would,  I  should 
not  live  long  in  that  climate." 

**  Ah !  you  are  afraid  of  yourself,"  he  said, 
curling  his  lip. 

"I  am.  God  did  not  give  me  my  life  to 
throw  away ;  and  to  do  as  you  wish  me,  would, 
I  begin  to  think,  be  almost  equivalent  to  com- 
mitting suicide.  Moreover,  before  I  definitively 
resolve  on  quitting  England,  I  will  Vhow  fur 
certain,  whether  f  can  not  be  of  greater  use  by 
remaining  in  it  than  by  leaving  it." 

•*  What  do  you  mean  1" 

'*  It  would  be  fruitless  to  attempt  to  explain ; 
but  there  is  a  point  on  which  I  have  long  en- 
dured painful  doubt ;  and  I  can  go  nowhere  till 
by  some  means  that  doubt  is  removed." 

"I  know  where  your  heart  turns,  and  to 
what  it  clings.  The  interest  you  cherish  is 
lawless  and  unconsecrated.  Long  since  yuu 
ought  to  have  crushed  it ;  now  you  should  blush 
to  allude  to  it.    You  think  of  Mr.  Rochester  ?" 

It  was  true.    I  confessed  it  by  silence. 

"  Are  you  going  to  seek  Mr.  Rochester  1" 

*'  I  must  find  out  what  is  become  of  him." 

"  It  remains  for  me,  then,"  he  said,  **  to  re- 
member you  in  my  prayers,  and  to  entreat  Qed 
for  you,  in  all  earnestness,  that  you  may  nitt 
indeed  become  a  castaway.  I  had  thought  I 
recognized  in  you  one  uf  the  chosen.  But  God 
sees  not  as  man  sees ;  His  will  be  done." 

He  opened  the  gate,  passed  through  it,  and 
strayed  away  down  the  glen.  He  was  soon  out 
of  sight. 

On  te-entering  the  parlor,  I  found  Dia  ip 
standing  at  the  window,  looking  very  thought- 
ful. Diana  was  a  great  deal  taller  than  I ;  ohe 
put  her  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and,  stooping, 
examined  my  face. 

"  Jane,''  she  said,  *'  you  are  always  agitated 
and  pale  now.  I  am  sure  there  is  someilring 
the  matter.  Tell  me  what  business  St.  John 
and  you  have  on  hand.  I  have  watched  yon 
this  half  hour  from  the  window ;  you  must  for- 
give my  being  such  a  spy,  but  for  a  long  time  I 
have  fancied  I  hardly  know  what.  St.  John  is 
a  strange  beings" 

She  paused— I  did  not  speak ;  soon  she  re- 
sumed— 

"That  brother  of  mine  cherishes  peculiar 
views  of  some  sort  respecting  you,  I  am  sure  ; 
he  has  long  distinguished  you  by  a  notice  and 
interest  he  never  showed  any  one  else— to 
what  endl  I  wish  he  loved  you-^oes  he, 
Janel" 

I  put  her  cool  hand  to  my  hot  forehead; 
**  No,  Die,  not  one  whit." 

**  Then  why  does  he  follow  yon  so  with  his 
eyes — arid  get  you  so  frequently  alone  with 
him,  and  keep  you  so  continually  at  his  sidet 
Mary  and  I  had  both  concluded  he  wished  you 
to  marry  him."  ' 

"  He  does — he  has  asked  me  to  be  his  wife." 

Diana  clapped  her  hands.  *'That  is  just 
what  we  hoped  and  thought!  And  you  win 
marry  him,  Jane,  won't  youl  And  then  he 
will  stay  in  England.' 

**  Far  from  that,  Diana ;  his  sole  idea  in  pro* 
posing  to  me  is  to  procure  a  fitting  fellow-laborer 
in  his  Indian  toils." 

"  What !  he  wishes  you  to  go  to  India  1" 

"Yes." 

**  Madness !"  she  exclaimed.    "  You  wonM 
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not  live  three  months  there,  I  am  certain.  Yoa 
never  shall  go ;  you  have  not  consented — have 
vou,  Jane !" 

»*  I  have  refused  to  marry  him — " 

"And  have,  conseqaently,  displeased  himV 
she  suggested. 

'*  Deeply :  he  veill  never  forgive  me,  I  fear ; 
vet  I  oflered  to  accompany  him  as  his  sis- 
ter."    • 

"  It  was  frantic  folly  to  do  so,  Jane.  Think 
of  the  task  you  undertook— one  of  incessant 
fatigue — where  fatigue  kills  even  the  strong ; 
and  you  aie  weak.  St.  John—- you  know  him — 
would  urge  you  to  impossibilities ;  with  him 
there  would  be  no  permission  to  rest  during 
the  hot  hours ;  ^nd,  unfortunately,  I  have  no- 
ticed, whatever  he  exacts,  you  force  yourself  to 
perform.  I  am  astonished  you  found  courage  to 
refuse  his  hand.  You  do  not  love  hiro»  then, 
Janel" 

**  Not  as  a  husband." 

"  Yet  he  is  a  handsome  fellow." 

"And  I  am  so  plain,  you  see»  Di.  We 
should  never  suit." 

"  Plain !  Youl  Not  at  all.  You  are  much 
too  pretty,  as  well  as  too  good,  to  be  grilled 
alive  in  Caloutta."  And  again  she  earnestly 
conjured  me  to  give  up  all  thoughts  of  going 
out  with  her  brother. 

"  I  most,  indeed,**  I  said  ;  **  for  when,  just 
now,  I  repeated  the  ofler  of  serving  him  for  a 
deacon,  he  expressed  himself  shocked  at  my 
want  of  decency.  He  seemed  to  think  I  had 
committed  an  impropriety  in  proposing  to  ac- 
company him  unmarried,  as  if  I  had  not  from 
the  fir&t  hoped  to  find  in  him  a  brother ;  and 
habitually  regarded  him  as  such." 

"  What  makes  you  say  he  does  not  love  yoa, 
Janel" 

**  You  should  hear  himself  on  the  subject. 
He  has  again  and  again  explained  that  it  is  not 
himself,  but  his  office,  he  wishes  to  mate.  He 
has  told  me  I  am  formed  for  labor — not  fur 
love — which,  is  true,  no  doubt.  But,  in  my 
opinion,  if  I  am  not  formed  fur  love,  it  follows 
that  I  am  not  formed  for  marriage.  Would 
it  not  be  strange,  Oi,  to  be  chained  for  life 
to  a  man  who  regarded  one  but  as  a  useful 
tooll" 

"  Insupportable — unnatural— out  of  the  ques- 
tion !" 

r  "And  then,"  I  continued,  "though  I  have 
only  sisterly  affeiftion  for  him  now,  yet,  if 
forced  to  be  his  wife,  I  can  imagine  the  possi- 
bility of  conceiving  an  inevitable,  strange,  tor- 
turing kind  of  love  for  him,  because  he  is  so 
talented;  and  there  is  oAen  a  certain  heroic 

f;randeur  in  his  look,  manner,  and  conversation, 
n  that  case,  my  lot  would  become  unspeakably 
wretched.  He  would  not  want  me  to  love 
him ;  and  «if  I  showed  the  feeling,  he  would 
make  me  sensible  that  it  was  a  superfluity,  un- 
required by  him,  unbecoming  in  me.  I  know 
he  would." 

"  And  yet  St.  John  is  a  good  man,"  said 
Diana. 

"  He  is  a  good  and  a  great  man ;  but  he  for- 
gets, pitilessly,  the  feelings  and  claims  of  little 
people,  in  pursuing  his  own  large  views.  It  is 
better,  therefore,  for  the  insignificant  to  keep 
out  of  his  way,  lest,  in  his  progress,  he  should 
trample  them  down.    Here  he  cornea  I    I  will 


leave  you,  Diana."    And  I  hastened  op  stair^ 
as  I  saw  biin  entering  the  garden. 

But  1  was  forced  to  meet  him  again  at  sup- 
per. During  that  meal  he  appeared  jost  as 
composed  as  usual.  I  had  thought  he  wouU 
hardly  speak  to  me,  and  I  was  certain  he  bad 
given  up  the  pursuit  of  his  matrimonial  scbena, 
the  sequel  showed  I  was  misuken  on  boUi 
points.  He  addressed  me  precisely  in  his  or* 
dinary  manner,  or  what  had,  of  late,  been  bis 
ordinary  manner—- one  scrupulously  polite.  No 
doubt  he  had  invoked  the  help  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  to  subdue  the  anger  I  had  roused  in  hiiii, 
and  now  believed  he  bad  forgiven  me  ones 
more. 

For  the  evening  reading  before  prayers*  he 
selected  the  twenty- first  chapter  of  lievelatioas. 
It  was  at  all  times  pleasant  to  listen,  while  Irooi 
his  lips  fell  the  words  of  (be  Bible ;  neier  did 
his  fine  voice  sound  at  once  so  sweet  and  full 
— never  did  his  manner  become  so  iropretsiTe 
in  its  noble  simplicity;  as  when  he  delivered 
the  oracles  of  God ;  and  to-night  that  voice  took 
a  more  solemn  tone,  that  manner  a  mon  thrill* 
ing  meaning,  as  he  sat  in  the  midst  of  bis  boose* 
hold  circle  (the  May  moon  shining  in  throogh 
the  uncurtained  window,  and  rendering  almost 
unnecessary  the  light  of  the  candle  on  the  uble); 
as  he  sat  there,  bending  over  the  great  old  Bh 
hie,  and  described  from  its  page  the  vistoa  o( 
the  new  heaven  and  the  new  earth — lold  hs« 
God  would  come  to  dwell  with  men — bow  hs 
would  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyca^ 
and  promised  that  there  sbeuld  be  no  mors 
death,  neither  sorrow  nor  crying,  nor  any  i 
pain,  because  the  foraier  things  were  j 
away. 

The  succeeding  words  thrilled  me  straage^f 
as  he  spoke  them ;  especially  as  I  fdt,  by  tfat 
slight,  indescribable  alteration  in  sound,  tbatia 
uttering  them  his  eye  had  turned  on  me. 

"  He  that  overcometh  shall  inherit  all  ibings; 
and  I  will  be  bis  God,  and  he  shall  be  my  son. 
But,"  was  slowly,  distinctly  read,  "  the  fearful 
the  unbelieving,  &c.,  shall  have  their  pact  ii 
the  lake  which  bumeth  with  fire  and  brimstoas, 
which  is  the  second  death." 

Henceforward  I  knew  what  fate  St.  Jobs 
feared  for  me. 

A  calm,  subdued  triumph,  blent  with  a  knf- 
ing  earnestness,  marked  his  enunciation  of  tba 
last  glorious  verses  of  that  chapter.  The  read* 
er  believed  his  name  was  already  written  in  tbo 
Larab^s  book  of  life,  and  he  yearned  after  tba 
hour  which  should  admit  him  to  the  city  is 
which  the  kings  of  the  earth  bring  their  gtoiy 
and  honor — which  has  no  need  of  sun  or  mooa 
to  shine  in  it,  because  the  glory  of  God  lighteas 
it,  and  the  Lamb  is  the  light  thereof. 

In  the  prayer  following  the  chapter,  aH  bh 
energy  gathered — all  his  stem  zeal  woke ;  be 
was  in  deep  earnest,  wrestling  with  God,  and  re- 
solved on  a  conquest.  He  supplicated  strength 
for  the  weak-hearted — guidance  for  wandeiirs 
from  the  fold — a  return,  oven  at  the  deveoth 
hour,  for  those  whom  the  temptations  of  the 
world  and  the  flesh  were  luring  from  the  nar- 
row path.  He  asked,  he  orged,  he  claimed  tba 
boon  df  a  brand  snatched  from  the  bnmiiii. 
Earnestness  is  ever  deeply  solemn ;  first,  as  I 
listened  to  that  prayer,  I  wondered  at  his ;  tbe^ 
when  it  continued  and  rose,  I  was  touched  bf 
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(t,  tnd  at  last  awed.  He  felt  the  greatness  and 
goodness  ofhis  purpose  so  sincerely;  others  who 
beard  him  plead  for  it  could  not  but  feet  it  too. 
The  prayer  over,  we  took  leave  of'^him  :  he 
was  to  go  at  a  very  early  hour  in  the  morning. 
Diana  and  Mary,  having  kissed  htm,  left  the 
mom,  in  compliance,  I  think,  with  a  whispered 
hint  from  him ;  I  tendered  my  hand,  and  wish- 
ed him  a  pleasant  journey. 

**  Thank  you,  Jane.  As  I  said,  I  shall  return 
from  Cambridge  in  a  fortnight :  that  space, 
then,  is  yet  left  you  for  reflection.  If  I  listen* 
ed  to  human  pride,  I  should  say  no  more  to  you 
of  marriage  with  me ;  but  I  listen  to  my  duty, 
^nd  keep  steadily  in  view  my  first  aim — to  do 
mil  things  to  the  glory  of  God.  My  Master  was 
kmg  suffering :  so  will  I  be.  I  can  not  give  you 
«p  to  perdition  as  a  vessel  of  wrath  ;  repent — 
resolve,  while  there  is  yet  time.  Remember, 
we  are  bid  to  work  while  it  is  day — warned  that 
«■  the  night  coroeth  when  no  man  shall  work.'' 
Remember  the  fate  of  Dives,  who  had  his  good 
things  in  this  life.  God  give  yon  strength  to 
choose  .that  better  part  which  shall  not  be  taken 
from  yooV* 

He  laid  his  hand  on  my  head  as  he  uttered 
the  last  words.  He  had  spoken  earnestly,  mild- 
ly ;  his  look  was  not,  indeed,  that  of  a  lover 
beholding  his  mistress ;  but  it  was  that  of  a 
pastor  recalling  his  wandering  sheep — or  better, 
of  a  guardian  angel  watching  the  soul  for  which 
he  is  responsible.  All  men  of  talent,  whether 
they  be  men  of  feeling  or  not ;  whether  they  he 
aealot.%  or  aspirants,  or  despots — provided  only 
they  be  sincere — have  their  sublime  moments ; 
when  they  subdue  and  rule.  I  felt  veneration 
lor  8c  John — veneration  so  strong  that  its  im- 
petus thrust  roe  at  once  to  the  point  I  had  so 
hng  shunned.  I  was  tempted  to  cease  strug- 
gling with  him— to  rush  down  the  torrent  of  his 
wiii  into  t^o  gulf  of  his  existence,  and  there 
lose  my  own.  I  was  almost  as  hard  beset  by 
bim  now  as  I  had  been  once  before,  in  a  differ- 
ent way,  by  another.  I  was  a  fool  both  times. 
To  have  yielded  then  would  have  been  an  error 
of  principle  ;  to  have  yielded  now  would  have 
been  an  error  of  judgment.  So  I  think  at  this 
hour,  when  I  look  back  to  the  crisis  through  the 
quiet  medium  of  time ;  I  was  unconscious  of 
folly  at  the  instant. 

I  stood  motumless  under  my  hierophant*s 
touch.  My  refusals  were  forgotten — my  Tears 
OTercoroe— my  wrestlings  paralyzed.  The  im- 
possihle — i.  «.,  my  marriage  with  St.  John — ^was 
fast  becoming  the  possible.  All  was  changing 
utterly,  with  a  sudden  sweep.    Religion  called 

Angels  beckoned — God  commanded — life  roll- 

dcl  together  like  a  scroll — death*s  gates  opening, 
showed  eternity  beyond ;  it  seemed,  that  for 
safety  and  bliss  there,  all  here  might  be  sacri- 
ficed in  A  second.  The  dim  room  was  full  of 
Tisions. 

••  Coald  you  decide  now  V*  asked  the  mission- 
ary. The  inquiry  was  put  ia  gentle  tones ;  he 
dreW  n^c  ^^  li>">  ^^  gently.  Oh,  that  gentle- 
ness !  1^^^  ^^^  ^^^  potent  is  it  than  force  t  I 
OQuId  resist  St.  John's  wrath  ;  I  grew  pliant  as 
a  reed  under  his  kindness.  Yet  I  knew  all  the 
time,  if  ^  yielded  now,  I  should  not  the  less  be 
made  to  repent,  some  day,  of  my  former  rebel- 
lion.     ^'^  nature  was  not  changed  by  one  hour. 


"  I  could  decide  if  I  were  but  certain,'*  I  an- 
swered ;  ♦•  were  I  hut  convinced  that  it  is  God's 
will  I  should  marry  you,  I  could  vow  to  marry 
you  here  and  now  —  come  allerward  what 
would !" 

»*  My  prayers  are  heard !"  ejaculated  St.  John 
He  pressed  his  hand  firmer  on  my  head,  as  if 
he  claimed  me :  he  surrounded  me  with  his  arm 
cUmoat  as  if  he  loved  me  (I  say  almost^l  knew 
the  diSbrence — for  I  had  felt  what  it  was  to  be 
loved  ;  but,  like  him,  I  had  now  put  love  out  of 
the  question,  and  thought  only  of  duty) :  I  con- 
tended wiih  my  inward  dimness  of  vision,  be- 
fore which  clouds  yet  rolled.  I  sincerely,  deep- 
ly, fervently  longed  to  do  what  was  right ;  and 
only  that.  *•  Show  me — show  me  the  path  !"  I 
entreated  of  Heaven.  I  was  excited  more  than  I 
had  ever  been ;  and  whether  what  followed  waa 
the  eflfect  of  excitement,  the  reader  shall  judge. 

All  the  house  was  still ;  for  I  believe  all,  6X« 
cept  St.  John  and  myself,  were  now  retired  to 
rest.  The  one  candle  was  dying  out ;  the  room 
was  full  of  moonlight.  My  heart  beat  fast' and 
thick ;  I  heard  its  throb.  Suddenly  it  stood 
still  to  an  inexpressible  feeling  that  thrilled  it 
through,  and  passed  at  once  to  my  head  and  ex- 
tremities. The  feeling  was  not  like  an  electrfe 
shock ;  but  it  was  quite  as  sharp,  as  strange,  as 
startling ;  it  acted  on  my  senses  as  if  their  ut 
most  activity  hitherto  had  been  but  torpor,  frond 
which  they  were  now  summoned,  and  forced  to 
wake.  They  rose  expectant ;  eye  and  ear  wait- 
ed, while  the  flesh  quivered  on  my  bones. 

"  What  have  you  heard  1  What  do  you  see  !*• 
asked  St.  John.  I  saw  nothing ;  bat  I  heard  a 
voice  somewhere  cry, 

"Jane!  Jane!  Jane!"  nothing  more. 

**  Oh,  God  !  what  is  it  1"  I  gasped. 

I  might  have  said,  "  Where  is  iti"  for  it  did 
not  seem  In  the  room — nor  in  the  house — nor  ia 
the  garden ;  it  did  not  come  out  of  the  air — nor 
from  under  the  earth— nor  from  overhead.  I 
had  heard  it — ^where  or  whence,  forever  impos- 
sible to  know !  And  it  was  the  voice  of  a  ho- 
man  being — a  known,  loved,  well-remembered 
voice — that  of  Edward  Fairfax  Rochester;  and 
it  spoke  in  pain  and  woe — wildly,  eerily,  ur- 
gently. 

"  1  am  coming !"  I  cried.  •«  Wait  for  roe  I 
Oh,  I  will  come !"  I  flew  to  the  door,  and  look- 
ed into  the  passage ;  it  was  dark.  I  ran  oot 
into  the  garden  ;  it  was  void. 

"  Where  are  you  V*  I  exclaimed. 

The  hills  beyond  Marsh-Glen  sent  the  answer 
faintly  back,  •* Where  are  you!"  I  listened. 
The  wind  sighed  low  in  the  firs ;  all  was  moor- 
land loneliness  and  midnight  hush. 

**  Down  superstition  !'*  I  commented,  as  that 
specter  rose  up  black  by  the  black  yew  at  the 
gate.  "This  is  not  thy  deception,  nor  thy 
witchcraft ;  it  is  the  work  of  nature.  She  was 
roused,  and  did— no  miracle— but  her  best." 

I  broke  from  St.  Johif ,  who  had  followed,  and 
would  have  detained  roe.  It  waa  my  turn  to 
assume  ascendency.  My  powers  were  in  play, 
and  in  force,  t  told  him  to  forbear  question  of 
remark ;  I  desired  him  to  leave  me ;  I  must, 
and  would  be  alone.  He  obeyed  at  once.  Where 
there  is  energy  to  command  well  enough,  obe- 
dience never  fails.  I  mounted  to  my  chamber ; 
lopked  myself  in ;  fell  on  my  knees ;  and  pray- 

t»A   in  mv  wav 9   AifTftmnt  wnV  tn  5ft.  Tnhn*A 
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bnt  effective  in  its  own  fashion.  I  seemed  to 
penetrate  very  near  a  Mighty  Spirit ;  and  nay 
soul  rushed  out  in  {gratitude  at  His  feet*  I  rose 
from  the  thanksgiving— took  a  resolve — and  lay 
down,  unscared,  enlightened — eager  but  for  th^ 
dayligbi. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

Thi  daylight  came.  I  rose  at  dawn.  I  busied 
myself  for  an  hour  or  two  with  arranging  my 
things  in  my  chamber,  drawers,  and  wardrobe 
in  the  order  wherein  I  should  wisli  to  leave 
them  during  a  brief  absence.  Meaotime,  I  heard 
St.  John  quit  his  room.  He  stopped  at  my  door ; 
I  feared  he  would  knock — no,  but  a  slip  of  paper 
was  passed  under  the  door.  I  took  it  up.  It 
bore  these  words : 

**  You  left  me  too  suddenly  last  night  Had 
you  stayed  but  a  little  lunger,  yon  would  have 
laid  your  hand  on  the  Christian's  cross  and  the 
angePs  crown.  I  shall  expect  your  clear  deci* 
aion  when  I  retura  this  day  fortnight.  Mean- 
time, watch  and  pray  that  you  enter  not  into 
temptation:  the  spirit,  I  trust,  is  willing,  but 
tike  flesh,  I  see,  is  weak.  I  shall  pray  for  you 
hourly.    Yours,  St.  John.'* 

*'  My  spirit,**  I  answered  mentally, "  is  wHling 
to  do  what  is  right ;  and  my  flesh,  I  hope,  is 
strong  enough  to  aooomplish  the  will  of  Heav* 
en,  wh^a  once  that  will  is  djstinetly  known  !• 
me.  At  a^y  rate,  it  shall  be  strong  enough^  to 
search^  ioqoire— to  grope  an  ootlet  from  this 
cloud  of  doubti  aod  find  the  opeA  day  of  cer- 
tainty." 

It  was  th^  flnt  of  June ;  yet  the  moroiog  was 
overcast  and  cnilly :  rain  beat  fast  on  my  ease- 
ment I  heiird  the  front  door  open,  and  St. 
John  pass  out.  Looking  through  the  window, 
I  saw  him  travfirse  the  garden.  He  took  the 
way  over  the  ro  siy  moors  in  the  direction  of 
Whitcross — there  he  would  meet  the  coach. 

**  In  a  few  more  hours  I  shall  succeed  you  in 
that  track,  cousin,*  thought  I ;  "  I  too  have  a 
ooach  to  meet  at  Wt.  Heroes.  I  too  have  some 
to  see  and  ask  afler  n  England,  before  I  depart 
forever.** 

It  wanted  yet  two  hilars  of  breakfast  time. 
I  filled  the  interval  in  w  Iking  softly  about  my 
room,  and  pondering  the  visitation  which  had 
given  my  plans  their  prest  nt  bent.  I  recslled 
that  inward  sensation  I  had  experienced ;  Aht  I 
could  recall  it,  with  all  its  un  peakable  strange- 
ness.  1  recalled  the  voice  I  -ad  heard ;  again 
I  questioned  whence  it  came,  is  vainly  as  be- 
fore ;  it  seemed  in  nu — not  i  *  tlie  external 
workl.  I  asked,  was  it  a  men  nervous  im- 
pression— a  delusion  1  I  could  no<  conceive  or 
believe  it ;  it  was  more  like  an  inspiratioo. 
The  wondrous  shock  of  feeling  hau  come  like 
the  earthquake  which  shook  the  foaii  ^ilions  of 
Paul  and  Silaa's  prison;  it  bad  opened  the 
doors  of  the  sooKs  cell,  and  loosed  its  bends-— 
it  had  wakened  it  out  of  its  sleep,  wnA<Mse  it 
sprung  trembling,  listening,  aghast;  then  vi> 
brated  thrice  a  cry  on  my  startled  ear,  ami  in 
my  quaking  heart,  and  through  my  spiift; 
whicti  neither  feared  nor  shook,  but  exulted  as 
if  in  joy  over  the  success  of  one  eflort  it  had 
been  privileged  to  make,  independent  df  the 
cumbrous  hod  v. 


**£re  many  days**  I  said,  as  1  terminated 
my  musings,  **  1  will  know  something  of  \m 
whose  voice  seemed  last  night  to  sommos  ais. 
Letters  have  proved  of  no  avails-personal  in 
qoiry  shall  replace  them.*' 

At  bi«akfast,  I  announced  to  Diana  and  Mil) 
that  I  was  going  a  journey,  and  ahonld  bt  ab 
sent  at  least  four  days. 

'<  Alone,  Jane?**  they  asked. 

**  Yes ;  it  was  to  see,  or  hear  news  9f«  s 
friend  about  whom  I  had  for  some  time  been 
uneasy.*' 

They  might  have  said,  as  I  have  no  doobt 
they  thought,  that  they  had  believed  me  to  be 
without  any  friends  save  them ;  for,  indeed,  1 
had  often  said  so ;  but  with  their  true  natnial 
delicacy,  they  abstained  from  comment  r  ex 
cept  that  Diana  asked  me  if  I  was  sure  I  was 
well  enough  to  travel.  I  looked  very  pale,  she 
observed.  I  replied  that  nothing  ailed  me  save 
anxiety  of  mind,  which  I  hoped  soeo  to  alievi« 
ate. 

It  was  easy  to  make  my  farther  antag^ 
ments  ;  for  I  waa  troubled  with  no  inqaiiies^ 
no  surmises.  Having  once  explained  to  them 
that  I  could  not  now  be  expHcii  about  my 
plans,  they  kindly  and  wisely  acquiesced  in  the 
silence  with  which  I  pursued  them ;  accoidtai 
to  me  the  privilege  of  free  action  I  sbonlC 
under  similar  cireumstaBees,  have  acooiM 
theob 

I  left  Moor  Honse  at  three  o'doek,  p.m.,  and, 
soon  alter  fonr,  I  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  ai|»> 
post  at  Whitcross,  waiting  the  arrival  of  ihr 
coach  which  was  to  take  me  to  distant  Thora- 
field.  Amid  the  silence  of  those  solitary  niadt 
and  desert  hills,  I  heard  it  approach  from  a 
great  dfetaace.  It  waa  the  same  vehicle 
whence,  a  year  ago,  I  bad  alighted  one  sonaer 
evening  on  this  very  spot-^ow  desolate,  aol 
hopdess,  and  objectless !  It  stopped  as  I  be^- 
oned.  I  entered— 4iot  aow  obliged  to  pari  with 
my  whole  fortune  as  the  price  of  its  acoomm 
dation.  Onoe  more  on  the»road  to  Thonifid< 
I  felt  like  tbe  messenger*pigeon  flying  home. 

It  was  a  journey  or  aix-and-thirty  ho*!rs^  I 
had  set  out  from  Whitcross  on  a  Tuesday  sP 
ternoon,  and  early  on  the  succeeding  Thursday 
morning  the  coach  stopped  to  water  tbe  horMS 
at  a  wayside  inn,  situated  in  ihe  midst  of  scen- 
ery whose  green  hedges  and  large  fields*  snd 
low,  pastoral  hills  (how  mild  of  feature  and 
verdant  of  hue  compared  with  the  stem  north- 
midland  nnoors  of  Miirton !)  met  my  eye  like 
the  lineaments  of  a  once  familiar  face.  Yes,  I 
knew  the  character  of  this  landscape :  1  wan 
sure  we  were  nesr  my  bourn. 

'*How  far  is  Thorofield  Hall  from  berel**  I 
aaked  of  the  hostler* 

**  Just  two  miles.  ma*am,  nerooe  the  Ams.** 

<*  My  journey  is  ch>sed,**^  I  tbongtt  to  myself. 
I  got  out  of  the  coach,  gave  a  Imx  I  bed  into 
the  hostler*8  charge;  to  be  kept  till  I  called  for 
it ;  paid  my  fare ;  satisfied  the  coeehmaii,  and 
was  going:  Ihe  brightening  day  gieasMd  on  the 
sign  of  tbe  inn,  and  I  read  in  gih  letters  **  The 
Rochester  Arms***  My  heart  leaped  np ;  I  wnn 
already  on  my  master's  very  lands.  li  fell 
again :  the  thought  airuck  it : 

**  Your  master  himself  may  be  beyood  Ike 
British  Channel,  for  aught  yon  know ;  and  tbca« 
if  he  is  at  Thornfield  Hall,  toward  which  rm§ 
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Hasten,  who  besides  him  is  there !  His  lunatic 
wife;  and  jrou  have  nothing  to  do  with  him; 
you  dare  not  spealc  to  him  or  seelc  his  pres- 
ence. You  have  lost  your  labor— yoo  bad  bet- 
ter go  no  farther,"  urged  the  monitor.  "  Ask 
information  of  the  people  at  the  inn ;  they  can 
give  you  all  you  seek :  they  can  solve  your 
'  doubts  at  once.  Go  up  to  that  man,  and  in- 
quire if  Mr.  Rochester  be  at  home.'* 

The  suggestion  was  sensible;  and  yet  I 
could  not  force  myself  to  act  on  it  I  so 
dreaded  a  reply  that  would  crush  me  with  de- 
spair. To  prolong  doubt  was  to  prolong  hope. 
I  might  yet  onc^  more  see  the  Hall  under  the 
ray  of  her  star.  There  was  the  stile  before  me 
— ^the  very  fields  through  which  I  had  hurried, 
blind,  deaf,  distracted,  with  a  revengeful  fury 
tracking  and  8Coui:ging  me,  on  the  morning  I 
fled  from  Thornfield:  ere  I  well  knew  what 
coarse  I  had  resolved  to  take,  I  was  in  the 
;nidst  of  them.  How  fast  I  walked !  How  I 
ran  sometimes!  How  I  looked  forward  to 
catch  the  first  view  of  the  well-known  woods ! 
With  what  feelings  I  welcomed  single  trees  I 
knew,  and  familiar  glimpses  of  meadow  and 
hill  between  them ! 

At  last  the  woods  rose ;  the  rookery  clus- 
tered dark;  a  loud  cawinff  broke  the  morn- 
ing stillness.  Strange  delight  inspired  me: 
on  f  hastened.  Another  field  crossed — a  lane 
threaded -r-and  there  were  the  court-yard  walls 
— the^back  offices  ;  the  house  itself,  the  rook- 
ery aCxil  hid. 

"  My  first  vieW  of  it  sfiall  be  iti  front,"  I  de- 
termioed,  "where  its  bold  battlements  will 
strike  the  eye  nobly  at  once,  and  where  I  can 
ffinglo  out  my  master's  very  window ;  perhaps 
be  will  be  standing  at  it— he  rises  early :  perhaps 
he  is  now  walking  In  the  orchard,  or  on  the 
pavement  in  front.  Could  I  but  iee  him ! — but 
&  mument !  Surely,  in  that  case,  I  should  not 
be  so  mad  as  to  run  to  him  1  I  can  qot  tell — I 
£m  n6t  certain.  And  if  I  did — what  then! 
God  bless  him  !  What  then  t  Who  would  be 
faun  by  my  once  more  tasting  the  life  his  glance 
can  give  mel — I  rave ;  perhaps  at  this  moment 
he  is  watching  the  sun  rise  over  the  Pyrenees, 
or  on  the  tideless  sea  of  the  south.** 

I  bad  coasted  along  the  lower  wall  of  the 
orchard — turned  its  angle ;  there  was  a  gate 
JQSt  there,  opening  into  the  meadow,  between 
two  stone  pillars,  crowned  by  stone  balls.  From 
behind  one  pillar  I  could  peep  round  quietly  at 
the  fun  front  of  the  mansion.  I  advanced  my 
bead  with  precaution,  desirous  to  ascertain  if 
any  l>edroom  window-blinds  were  yet  drawn 
Qp  :  battlements,  windows,  long  front — ^all  from 
this  sheltered  station  were  at  my  command. 

The  crows  sailing  overhead  perhaps  watched 
me  while  I  took  this  survey.  I  wonder  what 
they  thought;  they  must  have  considered  I 
was  very  careful  and  timid  at  first,  and  that 
gradually  I  grew  very  bold  and  reckless.  A 
^eep,  and  then  a  long  stare ;  and  then  a  de- 
parture from  my  niche  and  a  straying  out  into 
the  meadow ;  and  a  sudden  stop  full  in  front  of 
the  ff  reat  mansion,  and  a  protracted,  hardy  gaze 
lo^ard  it.  "What  aflTectatlon  of  diffidence 
was  this  at  first !"  they  might  have  demanded, 
f  U^liat  stupid  regardlessness  now  V* 
Hear  an  illustration,  reader. 
A.  lo^cf  finds  his  mistress  asleep  oo  a  mossy 


bank  ;  he  wishes  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  her  fair 
face  without  waking  her.  He  steals  softly  over 
the  grass,  careful  to  make  no  sound ;  he  pauses 
— fancying  she  has  stirred :  he  withdraws ;  not 
for  worlds  would  he  be  seen.  AU  is  still — be 
again  advances — he  bends  above  her;  a  light 
veil  rests  on  ber  features ;  he  lifts  it,  bends 
lower;  now  his  eves  anticipate  the  vision  of 
beauty — warm  and  blooming  and  lovely  in  rest. 
How  hurried  was  their  first  glance !  But  bow 
they  fix !  How  he  starts !  How  he  suddenly 
and  vehemently  clasps  in  both  arms  the  form 
he  dare  not,  a  moment  since,  touch  with  his 
finger !  How  he  calls  aloud  a  name,  and  drops 
his  burden,  and  gazes  on  it  wildly !  He  thus 
grasps  and  cries,  and  gazes,  because  he  no  Ion* 
ger  fears  to  waken  by  any  sound  he  can  utter — 
hy  any  movement  he  can  make.  He  thought 
his  love  slept  sweetly ;  be  finds  she  is  stone- 
dead. 

I  looked  with  timorous  joy  toward  a  stately 
house ;  I  saw  a  blackened  ruin. 

No  need  to  cower  behind  a  gate-post,  indeed ! 
to  peep  op  at  chamber  lattices,  fearing  life  was 
astir  behind  them !  No  need  to  listen  for  dodrs 
opening — to  fancy  steps  on  the  pavement  or  the 
gravel-wajk  !  The  lawn,  the  grounds  were 
trodden  and  waste ;  the  portal  yawned  void. 
The  front  was,  as  I  had  once  seen  it  in  a  drearo» 
but  a  shell-like  wall,  very  high  and  very  fragile- 
looking,  perforated  with  paneless  windows ;  no 
roof,  no  battlements,  oo  chimneys — all  had 
crashed  in. 

And  there  was  the  silence  of  death  about  it ; 
the  solitude  oj"  a  lonesome  wild.  No  wonder 
that  letters  addressed  to  people  here  had  never 
received  an  answer ;  as  well  dispatch  epistles 
to  a  vault  in  a  church-iviBle.  The  grim  blacks 
ness  of  the  stones  told  by  what  fate  the  Hall 
had  fallen— by  conflagration ;  but  how  kindled  1 
What  story  belonged  to  this  disaster!  What 
loss,  besides  mortar,  and  marble,  and  woodwork, 
had  ftdlowed  upon  it  1  Had  life  been  wrecked, 
as  well  as  property  1  If  so,  whose  1  Dreadful 
question ;  there  was  oo  one  here  to  answer  it — 
not  even  dumb  sign,  mute  token. 

In  wandering  round  the  shattered  walls  and 
through  the  devastated  interior,  I  gathered  evi- 
dence that  the  calamity  was  not  of  late  occur- 
rence. Winter  snows,  I  thought,  had  drifted 
through  that  void  arch,  winter  rains  beaten 
in  at  those  hollow  casements ;  for,  amid  thQ 
drenched  piles  of  rubbish,  spring  had  cherished 
vegetation;  grass  and  weed  grew  here  and 
there  between  the  stones  and  fallen  raders. 
And,  oh!  where,  meantime,  was  the  hapless 
owner  of  this  wreck  1  In  what  land  ?  Under 
what  auspices!  My  eye  involuntarily  wander- 
ed to  the  gray  church  tower  near  the  gates,  and 
I  asked,  **  Is  be  with  Darner  de  Rochester,  shar- 
ing the  shelter  of  his  narrow  marble  house  1'* 

Some  answer  must  be  had  to  these  questions. 
I  could  find  it  nowhere  but  at  the  inn ;  and  thith- 
er, ere  long,  I  returned.  The  host  himself 
brought  my  breakfast  into  the  parior.  I  reaueat- 
ed  him  to  shut  the  door  and  sit  down ;  i  had 
some  ouestlons  to  ask  him.  Dut  when  he  com- 
plied, I  scarcely  knew  how  to  begin ;  such  hor* 
ror  had  I  of  the  possible  answers.  And  yet  thQ 
spectacle  of  desolatlim  I  had  just  left  prepared 
me  in  a  measure  for  a  tale  of  misery.  The  host 
was  a  respectable-looking  middle-aged  losuk 
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'<  Ton  1^0 w  Hiornfield  Hall,  of  ooaree  V*  I 
managed  to  say  at  last. 

••  Yes,  ma'am  ;  I  lived  there  once." 

'*  Did  you  !'*  Not  in  my  lime,  I  thought :  yoa 
are  a  stranger  to  me« 

**  I  was  the  late  Mr.  Rochester's  butler/*  he 
added. 

The  late !  ^i"8eemed  to  have  received  with 
full  force  the  blow  I  had  been  trying  to  evade. 

"  The  late !"  I  gasped.     "  Is  he  dead  V* 

"  I  mean  the  father  of  Mr.  Ed  ward,  the  present 
gentleman/'  he  explained.  I  breathed  again; 
my  bl(»od  resunied  It  flaw.  Fully  assured  by 
these  words  that  Mr.  Edward~my  Mr.  Koch- 
csier  (God  bless  him,  wherever  he  was!)  was 
at  least  alive :  ivas,  in  short,  "  the  present  gen- 
tleman" (gladdening  words !),  it  seemed  I  could 
hear  all  that  was  to  come — whatever  the  dis- 
^  closures  might  be — with  comparative  tranquil- 
lity. Since  he  was  not  in  the  grave,  I  could 
bear,  I  thought,  to  learn  that  he  was  at  the  An- 
tipodes. 

'"  Is  Mr.  Rochester  living  at  Thornfield  Hall 
nowT*  I  asked,  knowing,  of  course,  what  the 
answer  would  be,  but  yet  desirous  of  deferring 
the  direct  qnestion  as  to  where  he  really  was. 

"  No,  ma*am— H)h,  no !  No  one  is  living  there. 
I  suppose  you  are  a  stranger  in  these  parts,  or 
you  would  have  heard  what  happened  last  au- 
tumn. Thornfield  Hall  is  quite  a  ruin ;  it  was 
burned  down  just  about  harvest  time.  A  dread- 
ful calamity !  such  an  immense  quantity  of  val- 
uable property  destroyed ;  hardly  any  of  the  fur- 
niture could  be  saved.  The  fire  b^oke  out  at  dead 
of  night,  and  before  the  engines  arrived  from 
Millcote,  the  building  was  one  mass  of  flame.  It 
wa-s  a  terrible  spectacle ;  I  witnessed  it  myself* 

**  At  dead  of  night !"  I  muttered.  Yes,  that 
was  ever  the  hour  of  fatality  at  Thornfield. 
**  Was  it  known  how  it  originated!**  I  demanded. 

'*  They  guessed,  ma'am  .  they  guessed.  In- 
deed, I  should  say  it  was  ascertained  beyond  a 
doubt.  You  are  not  perhaps  aware,**  he  con- 
tinued, edging  his  chair  a  little  nearer  the  table, 
and  speaking  low,  *'  that  there  was  lady — a-— a 
lunatic,  kept  in  the  house  V* 

"  1  have  heard  something  of  it.** 

•*She  was  kept  in  very  close  confinement, 
ma'am  ;  people  even  for  some  years  were  not 
absolutely  certain  of  her  existence.  No  one 
saw  her  ;  they  only  knew  by  rumor  that  such 
a  person  was  at  the  Hall ;  and  who  or  what  she 
was  it  was  difficult  to  c<injecture.  They  said 
Mr.  Edward  had  brought  her  from  abroad ;  and 
some  believed  she  had  been  his  mistress.  But 
a  queer  thing  happened  a  year  since^  very 
queer  thing." 

1  feared  now  to  hear  my  own  story.  I  en- 
deavored to  recall  him  to  the  main  fact. 

*'.\nd  this  lady  t" 

•♦This  l,jdy,  ma'am,'*  he  answered,  "turned 
out  to  be  Mr.  Rr»chester's  wife !  The  discovery 
was  brought  about  in  the  strangest  way.  There 
wa^  a  young  lady,  a  governess  at  the  Hall,  that 
Mr.  R«K5hPdter  fell  in—" 

*'  But  the  firel"  I  suggested. 

♦M'm  coming  to  that,  ma'am — that  Mr.  Ed- 
ward fell  in  love  wiih.  The  servants  say  they 
never  saw  any  body  so  much  in  love  as  he  was  ; 
be  was  after  her  continually.  They  used  lo 
watch  him — servants  will,  you  know,  ma'am — 
and  he  set  store  on  her  past  every  thmg ;  for 


all,  nobody  but  hioi  thooght  her  so  very  hanA>  i 
some.  She  was  a  little  small  thing,  they  say,  9 
almost  like  a  child.  I  never  saw  her  myself; 
but  Tve  hear^  Leah,  the  housemaid,  tell  ufber. 
Leah  liked  her  well  enough.  Mr.  RucheAtn 
was  about  forty,  and  this  governess  nut  twenty* 
and,  you  see,  when  gentlemen  of  his  age  fall  it 
love  with  girls,  they  are  oiVen  like  as  if  the] 
were  IJewiiched  :  well,  he  would  marry  her." 

**  Yon  shall  tell  me  this  part  or  the  siory  an 
other  time,"  I  »hu1  ;  hut  now  I  have  a  partira 
lar  reason  fur  wishing  to  hear  all  about  tke  firs 
Was  it  suspected  that  this  lunatic,  Mrs.  R«)cb- 
ester,  had  any  hand  in  it  1" 

"  You've  hit  it,  ma'am :  it's  quite  certain  that 
it  was  her,  and  nobody  but  her,  that  set  it  goiog. 
She  had  a  woman  to  take  care  of  her  called 
Mrs.  Poole — an  able  woman  in  her  Ime,  and 
very  trustworthy ;  but  fur  one  fault— a  faalt 
common  to  a  deal  of  them  nurses  and  matrons 
— she  kept  a  private  botlh  o/gi»by  htr,  and  now  * 
and  then  took  a  drop  overmuch.  It's  exeosa-  \ 
hie,  for  she  had  a  hard  life  of  it :  but  still  it  wai 
dangerous ;  for,  when  Mrs.  Poult  was  fast 
asleep,  after  the  gin  and  water,  the  mad  lady, 
who  was  as  cunning  as  a  witch,  would  take  ihe  ' 
keys  out  of  her  pocket,  lel  herself  out  of  bcr 
chamber,  and  go  roaming  about  tbe  luHise, 
doing  any  wild  mischief  that  came  into  Iter 
head.  They  sayjihe  had  nearly  buraed  ker 
husband  in  bis  bed  once ;  but  I  don't  know 
about  that.  However,  on  this  night,  she  aat 
fire  first  to  the  hangings  of  the  room  next  her 
own  ;  and  then  she  got  down  to  a  lower  Amj,  \ 
and  made  her  way  to  tbe  chamber  that  bad 
been  the  governe8s*s — (she  was  like  as  if  tka 
knew  somehow  how  matters  had  gone  on,  and 
had  a  spite  at  her)— and  she  kindled  the  bed 
there ;  but  there  was  nobody  sleeping  in  i^ 
fortunately.  Xhe  governess  had  run  away  twa 
months  before;  and  for  all  Mr.  Kitcliester 
sought  her  as  if  alie  had  been  the  taoiA  pi*- 
clous  thing  he  had  in  the  world,  be  could  never 
hear  a  word  of  her ;  and  be  grew  quite  savage- 
quite  •savage  on  his  disappointment;  lie  never 
was  a  wild  man,  but  he  got  dangerous  aAer  be 
lost  her.  He  would  be  alone,  too.  He  teal 
Mrs.  Fairfax,  the  housekeeper,  away  tn  bcr 
friends  at  a  distance ;  but  he  did  it  bandsvuic* 
ly,  for  he  settled  an  annuity  on  her  for  life".  ^^ 
she'deserved  it — she  was  a  very  ginxl  woman- 
Miss  Adele,  a  ward  he  had,  was  put  t«»  sHmkiI. 
He  br<ike  off  acquaintance  with  all  ttie  s^ni^^ 
and  shut  himself  up,  like  a  hrrmit,  at  ihe  HJI- 

"  What !  did  he  not  leave  England  ?" 

"I/eave  England!  Bless  you,  no!  Ho 
would  not  cwsB  the  door-stones  of  the  lioBse; 
except  at  night,  when  he  walked  just  kke  a 
ghost  about  the  grounds  and  in  the  orchard  as 
if  he  had  lost  his  senses— which  it  is  niy  «'piD- 
ion  he  had ;  for  a  more  spirited,  bolder,  keener 
gentleman  than  he  was  before  that  midge  »ft 
governess  crossed  htm,  you  never  saw,  ma'am. 
He  was  not  a  man  given  to  wine,  oi  rarda,  ot 
racing^  as  some  are,  and  he  was  n«»t  »•»  ^^^ 
handsome ;  but  he  had  a  courage  and  a  will  m 
his  own,  if  ever  man  had.  I  knew  him  from  a 
boy,  you  see ;  and  for  my  part  I  have  uftcti 
wished  that  Miss  Eyre  had  been  sunk  in  tbe 
sea  before  she  came  to  Tburnfiekl  Hail." 

••Then  Mr.  lli^chester  was  at  home  wh» 
the  fire  broke  out  V 
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**Is  H  Jenel     WMi  is  it!    This  is  her 

lapc— this  is  her  swe— ^ 

"*  And  this  is  her  voiee,"  I  added.  "  She  is 
all  here :  her  heart,  too.  God  bless  you,  sir  1 
I  am  glad  'to  bo  so  near  yoe  again.'* 

**  Jane  Eyre !  Jane  Eyre  !**  was  all  he  saM. 
•  **  My  dear  master,"  I  answered,  **  I  am  Jane 
Byre ;  I  have  found  you  oat — I  an  oome  back 
•o  you.** 

"  In  truth  T  in  the  flesh  1    My  living  Jane  t" 

"  You  touch  me,  sir — ^you  hold  me,  and  fast 
enough  ;  I  am  not  cold  like  a  corpse,  nor  vacant 
like  air.  am  IV* 

•*My  living  darling!  These  are  certainly 
her  limbs,  and  these  her  features :  but  I  can  not 
be  so  blessed  after  all  my  misery.  It  is  a  dream ; 
Bueh  dreams  as  I  have  had  at  night  when  I 
have  clasped  her  once  more  to  my  heart,  as  I 
do  now ;  and  kissed  her,  as  thus — and  fblt  that 
she  loved  me,  and  trusted  she  would  not  leave 
me.'* 

**  Which  I  never  will,  sir,  from  this  day." 

**  Never  will,  says  the  vision  !  But  I  always 
woke  and  found  it  an  empty  mockery ;  and  I 
was  desolate  and  abandoned — my  life,  dark, 
tooeiy,  hopeless— 4ny  soul  aihirst  and  fortHdden 
to  drink — my  heart  famished  and  never  to  be 
fed.  Gentle,  soft  dream,  nestling  in  my  arAis 
aow,  you  will  fly,  too ;  as  your  sisters  have  ail 
fled  before  you ;  but  kiss  me  before  you  go- 
embrace  me,  Jane.'* 

••There,  sir— and  there  r* 

I  pressed  my  lips  to  his  once  brilliant  and 
BOW  rayless  eyes — I  swept  his  hair  from  his 
brow,  and  kissed  that  too.  He  suddenly  seenv 
ed  to  rnase  himself;  the  eonvietion  of  the 
reality  of  all  this  seized  bim. 

*'  It  is  you — is  it  Jane  1  You  are  come  back 
tome  theni** 

"lam." 
^  "  And  you  do  not  He  dead  in  some  ditch,  on* 
ler  some  stream  t    And  you  are  not  a  pining 

2a8t  among  strangers  I" 

No,  sir ;  fam  an  independent  woman  now." 

Independent !    What  do  yon  mean,  Jane  V* 

«*My  uncle  in  Madeira  is  dead,  and  he  left 

five  thousand  pounds.** 
**Ali,  this  is  practical— this  is  reftlt**  he 
eri^  :  **  I  should  never  dream  that.    Beskles, 
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tiog  and  piquant,  as  well  as  soft ;  it  cheers  my 
withered  heart;  it  puts  life  into  it.  What, 
Janet !  Are  you  an  independent  woman  t  A 
rich  woman  r* 

«*QoHe  rich,  sir.  If  you  wont  let  me  Ht^ 
wHh  you,  I  een  build  a  house  of  my  own,  close 
op  to  your  door,  and  you  may  come  and  sit  m 
my  parlor  when  yeu  want  company  of  an  e vett- 
ing." 

**  Sut  88  yon  ate  rich,  Jane,  yon  have  now, 
■o  doubt,  friends  who  will  look  after  you,  and 
not  eof!^  yon  to  derote  yourself  to  a  blind 
lameterlikeBfter* 

**  1  told  yen  I  am  independent,  sir,  as  well  as 
rich  ;  I  am  my  own  mistress.** 

♦*  And  yoo  will  stay  with  roer* 

^Certarinl^^Hfiless  you  object.  I  will  be 
your  neighbor,  your  nurse,  your  iioaaekeeper. 
I  find  you  lonely ;  I  will  he  your  companion — 
to  reed  to  you,  to  walk  with  you,  to  sit  with 
you,  to  wait  on  you,  to  be  eyes  and  hands  to 
you.  Cease  to  look  so  melancholy,  my  dear 
.master ;  you  shall  not  be  left  desolate,  so  long 
as  I  live,** 

He  replied  not;  he  seemed  serious — ab 
straeied :  he  sighed ;  he  half^opened  his  lips 
as  if  to  speak;  be  closed  them  again.  I  felt 
a  little  embarrassed.  Perhaps  I  had  been  too 
officious  in  my  oflTers  of  companionship  and 
aid :  peitaps  I  had  too  rashly  overleaped  con- 
ventionalities, and  he,  4ike  St.  John,  saw  im  • 
propriety  in  my  inconsiderateness.  I  had  in- 
deed made  my  proposal  from  the  idea  that  he 
wished  and  would  ask  roe  to  be  his  wife  :  an 
expectation,  not  the  less  certain  because  unex- 
pressed, had  buoyed  me  up,  that  he  would 
claim  me  at  once  as  his  own.  But  no  bint  to 
that  effect  escaping  him,  and  his  countenance 
becoming  more  overcast,  I  suddenly  remem- 
bered that  I  might  have  been  all  wrong,  and 
was  perhaps  playing  the  foot  unwittingly ;  and 
I  began  gently  to  withdraw  myself  from  his 
arms — but  he  eagerly  snatched  me  closer. 

*•  No— no — ^Jane ;  you  must  not  go.  No — I 
have  touched  you,  heard  you,  felt  the  comfort 
of  your  presence^the  sweetness  of  your  con- 
solation ;  I  can  m>t  give  up  these  joys.  I  have 
little  left  in  myself— I  must  have  you.  The 
world  may  laugh— may  call  me  absurd,  selfish 
— ^but  it  does  not  signify.  My  very  soul  de- 
mands yott ;  it  will  be  satisfied ;  or  it  will  take 
deadly  vengeanoe  on  its  frame.'* 

••Well,  sir,  I  will  stay  with  you;  I  have 
said  so." 

•'Yes— but  you  understand  one  thing  by 
staying  with  me,  and  I  understand  another. 
You,  perhaps,  could  make  up  your  mind  to  lie 
about  my  hand  and  chair — to  wait  on  me  ad  a 
kind  little  nurse  (for  you  have  an  atTectionatB 
heart  and  a  generous  spirit,  which  prompt  you 
to  make  sacrifices  for  those  you  pity),  and  that 
ought  to  suffice  for  me  no  doubt  I  suppose  I 
should  now  entertain  none  but  fatherly  feeHnga 
for  you ;  do  you  think  sol    Come— lell  me." 

*•  I  will  think  what  you  like,  sir ;  I  am  con 
tent  to  be.  only  your  nurse,  if  you  think  it 
better." 

"But  you  can  not  dways  be  my  nurse, 
Janet :  yoa  ate  young  and  must  marry  one 
day." 

•*  I  don*t  care  about  being  married." 
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once  was,  I  would  try  to  make  yon  care— but-^ 
a6ightle«a  blocKi" 

He  relapsed  again  into  gloom.  I,  on  the 
conirary,  became  more  cheerful  and  took  fresh 
courage :  these  last  words  gave  me  an  insight 
as'to  where  the  difficulty  lay ;  and  as  it  was  no 
difficulty  with  me,  I  felt  quite  relieved  from  my 
previous  embarrassment.  I  resumed  a  livelier 
vein  of  conversation. 

**  It  is  time  some  one  ondertook  to  rehuman- 
ize  you/'^  said  I,  parting  bis  thick  and  long- 
uncut  locks ;  for  I  see,  yoa  are  being  meta- 
morphosed into  a  lion,  or  something  of  that 
sort.  You  have  a '  faux  air*  of  Nebuchadnezzar 
in  the  fields  about  yoo,  that  is  certain ;  your 
bair  reminds  me  of  eagle*s  feathers ;  whether 
your  nails  are  grown  like  bird*s  claws  or  not,  I 
have  not  yet  noticed." 

«*0n  this  arm*  I  have  neither  hand  nor 
nails;  he  said,  drawing  the  mutilated  limb 
from  his  breast,  and  showing  it  to  me.  "  It  is 
a  mere  stump — a  ghastly  sight !  Don*t  yon 
think  80,  Jane  1 

**  It  is  a  pity  to  see  it ;  and  a  pity  to  see 
your  eyes — and  the  scar  of  fire  on  your  fore- 
head :  and  the^worst  of  it  is,  one  is  in  danger 
of  loving  you  too  well  for  aU  this,  and  making 
too  much  of  you." 

**I  thought  you  would  be  revolted,  Jane, 
when  you  saw  my  arm  and  my  cicatrized 
visage." 

"Did  youl  Don't  tell  me  so — ^lest  I  should 
say  something  disparaging  to  your  judgment. 
Kow,  let  me  leave  you  an  instant,  to  make 
a  better  fire  and  have  the  hearth  swept  up. 
Can  you  tell  when  there  is  a  good  fireV* 

*'  Yes ;  with  the  right  eye  I  see  a  glow,  a 
ruddy  haze." 

"  And  you  see  the  candles  1" 

"  Very  dimly  ;  each  is  a  luminous  cloud." 

*'Can  you  see  mel" 

"  No,  my  fairy ;  but  I  am  only  too  thankful 
to  hear  and  feel  you." 

"  When  do  you  take  supper  1" 

"  i  never  take  supper." 

*'  But  you  shall  have  some  to-night.  I  am 
hungry  :  so  are  you,  I  dare  say,  only  you  for- 
get." 

Sununoning  Mary,  I  soon  had  the  room  in 
more  cheerful  order ;  I  prepared  him  likewise 
a  comfortable  repast.  My  spirits  were  excited, 
and  with  pleasure  and  ease  I  talked  to  him 
during  supper,  and  for  a  long  time  after.  There 
was  no  harassing  restraint,  no  repressing  of 
glee  and  vivacity  with  him;  for  with  him  I 
was  at  perfect  ease,  because  I  knew  I  suited 
him ;  all  I  said  or  did  seemed  either  to  console 
or  revive  him.  Delightful  consciousness  I  It 
brought  to  life  and  light  my  whole  nature  ;  in 
his  presence  I  thoroughly  lived,  and  he  lived  in 
mine.  Blind  as  he  was,  smiles  played  over  his 
face,  joy  dawned  on  his  forehead ;  his  linea- 
ments softened  and  warmed. 

After  supper,  he  began  to  ask  me  many  ques- 
tions, of  where  I  had  been,  what  I  had  been 
doing,  how  I  had  found  him  out ;  but  I  gave 
him  only  very  partial  replies ;  it  was  too  late 
to  enter  into  particulars  that  night.  Besides,  I 
wished  to  touch  no  deep- thrilling  chord,  to 
open  no  fresh  well  of  emotion  in  his  heart ;  my 

^le  present  aim  was  to  cheer  him.    Cheered, 

1 1  have  said,  he  was.  and  vet  but  bv  fits.    li 


a  miment's  ailei 
he  ^ould  turn 
"Jane." 

"  You  are  alt< 
You  are  certain 

*'I  conscientioui 
ter. 

**  Yet  how,  on  th 
could  you  so  soddeni 
I  stretched  my  hani 
from  a  hireling,  and 
asked  a  question, 
swer  me,  and  your  vi 

"  Because  I  had 
with  the  tray." 

"  And  there  is  enc 
I  am  now  spending 
what   a   dark,  dreary, 
dragged  on  for  months 
expecting  nothing ;  merging 
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ing  but  the  sensation  of  cold  when  I  let  the  fin 
go  out,  of  hunger  when  I  fo^Sl  to  eat;  aod 
then  a  ceaseless  sorrow^and,  at  times,  a  veiy 
delirium  of  desire  to  benold  my  Jane  agua> 
Yes,  for  her  restoration  I  longed,  far  more  than 
for  that  of  my  lost  sight.  How  can  it  be,  that 
Jane  is  with  me  and  sajrs  ^he  loves  met  W3 
she  not  depart  as  suddenly  as  she  came !  To- 
morrow, I  fear,  I  shall  find  her  no  more.*" 

A  common-place,  practical  reply,  out  of  ths 
train  of  his  own  disturbed  ideas,  was,  I  vii 
sure,  the  best  and  most  reassuring  for  bioi  ia 
this  frame  of  mind.  I  passed  my  finger  om 
his  eyebrows,  and  remarked  ijhat  they  were 
scorched,  and  that  I  would  apply  soroethioi 
which  should  make  them  grow  as  broad  and 
black  as  ever. 

<*  Where  is  the  use  of  doing  me  good  in  an} 
way,  beneficent  spirit,  when,  at  some  fatal  mo- 
ment, you  will  again  desert  me,  passing  like  a 
shadow,  whither  and  how,  to  me  unknowB; 
and  for  me,  remaining  afterward  uodiscoTer- 
ablcl"  ^ 

**  Have  you  a  pocket-oomb  about  you,  sir' 

"  What  for,  Jane  1" 

"Just  to  comb  out  this  shaggy  black  mane. 
I  find  you  rather  alarming,  when  I  exaoDifii 
you  close  at  hand ;  you  ulk  of  my  being  a 
fairy ;  but,  I  am  sure,  you  are  more  like  i 
brownie." 

"  Am  I  hideous,  Jane !" 

"  Very,  sir ;  you  always  were,  you  know." 

"  Humph !  The  wickedness  has  not  beei 
taken  out  of  you,  wherever  you  have  sojourn- 
ed." 

"  Yet  I  have  been  with  good  people ;  farhd^ 
ter  than  you,  a  hundred  times  better ;  peopM 
possessed  of  ideas  and  views  you  never  ester- 
tained  in  your  life ;  quite  m6re  refined  and  ex* 
alted." 

"  Who  the  deuce  have  you  been  with?" 

"If  you  twist  in  that  way,  you  will  make  me 
pull  the  hair  out  of  your  head ;  and  then  I  think 
you  will  cease  to  entertain  doubu  of  my  w^ 
stantiality."  i 

"  Who  have  yoa  been  with,  Jane  ?"  ' 

"  You  shall  not  get  it  oat  of  me  to-night,  an^ 
you  must  wait  till  to-morrow ;    to  leave  m% 
tale  half  told,  will,  you  know,  be  a  sort  nf  a4  i 
curity  that  I  shall  appear  at  your  breakfast^ta- 
ble  to  finish  it.    By  the  by,  I  must  mind  nut  it 
rise  on  voor  hearth  with  onlv  a  fflaaa  of  wateji 
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fh  t«« ',  I  must  bring  an  egg  at  the  least,  to  say 
Duiiiing  uf  fried  ham." 

'*%'<»u  mocking  changeling,  fairy-born  and 
numan-bred  !  You  make  me  feel  as  1  have 
not  fell  these  twelve  months.  If  Saul  could 
have  had  you  for  his  David,  the  evil  spirit 
would  have  been  exorcised  without  the  aid  uf 
the  harp." 

*'  There,  sir,  you  are  redd  up  and  made  de- 
cent. NdW  ru  leave  you ;  I  have  been  trav- 
eling these  last  three  days,  and  I  believe  I  am 
tired.     Go<jd-night !" 

**  Just  one  word,  Jane  ;  were  there  only  la- 
dies in  ihe  house  where  you  have  been  1" 

I  laughed  and  made  my  escape,  sltll  laughing 
as  I  ran  up  stairs.  "  A  good  idea  !"  I  thought, 
with  glee.  "  I  see  I  have  the  means  of  fretiing 
bim  out  of  his  melancholy  for  some  time  to 
come." 

Very  early  the  next  morning,  I  heard  him  up 
and  astir,  wandering  from  one  room  to  another. 
As  scNm  as  Mary  came  down,  I  heard  the  qfts- 
tion,  '*Is  Miss  Eyre  herel"  Then,  "Which 
room  did  you  put  her  into  1  Was  it  dry  1  Is 
she  up  1  Go  and  ask  if  she  wants  any  thing ; 
and  when  she  will  come  down." 

I  came  down  as  soon  as  I  thought  there  was 
a  prospect  of  breakfast.  Entering  the  room 
Tory  softly,  I  had  a  view  of  him  before  he  dis- 
covered my  presence.  It  was  mournful,  in- 
deed, to  witness  the  subjugation  of  that  vigor- 
ous spirit  to  a  corporeal  infirmity.  He  sat  in 
bi«  chair,  still,  but  not  at  rest ;  expectant  evi- 
dently ;  the  lines  of  now  habitual  sadness 
marking  his  strung  features.  His  countenance 
reminded  one  of  a  lamp  quenched,  waiting  to 
bt  relighted,  and  alas  !  it  was  not  himself  that 
ct  lid  now  kindle  the  luster  of  animated  expres- 
811  n  ;  he  was  dependent  on  another  for  that  of- 
fice !  I  had  meant  to  be  gay  and  careless,  but 
the  powerlessness  of  the  strong  man  touched 
my  heart  to  the  quick;  still  I  accosted  him 
with  what  vivacity  I  could. 

**  It  is  a  bright,  sunny  morning,  sir,"  I  said. 
<*  The  rain  is  over  and  gone,  and  there  is  a  ten- 
der shining  ader  it;  you  shall  have  a  walk  soon." 

I  had  wakened  the .  glow ;  his  features 
beamed.  ^ 

'*  Oh,  you  are  indeed  there,  my  sky-lark ! 
Come  to  me.  You  are  not  gone;  not  van- 
ished 1  I  heard  one  of  your  kind  an  hour  ago, 
aioging  high  over  the  wood ;  but  its  song  had 
BO  music  for  me,  any  more  than  the  rising  sun 
had  rays.  All  the  melody  on  earth  is  concen- 
trated in  my  Jane's  tojigue  to  my  ear  (I  am  glad 
it  is  not  naturally  a  silent  one) ;  all  the  sun- 
shine I  can  feel  is  in  her  presence." 

he  water  stood  in  my  eyes  to  hear  this 
al  of  his  dependence :  just  as  if  a  royal 
,  chained  to  a  perch,  should  be  forced  to 

Ereat  a  sparrow  to  become  its  purveyor.  But 
'would  not  be  lachrymose ;  I  dashed  off  the 
Milt  drops,  and  busied  myself  with  preparing 
breakfast. 

Most  o(  the  morning  was  spent  in  the  open 
Ate  I  led  him  out  of  the  wet  and  wild  wood, 
into  sonus  cheerful  fields;  I  described  to  him 
bow  brilU4[|((y  green  they  were ;  how  the  flow- 
ers and  hedges  looked  refreshed ;  how  spark- 
lingly  blue  [was  the  sky.  I  sought  a  seat  fur 
bim  in  a  bkiden  and  lovely  spot — ^a  dry  stump 
ai  m  tree ;  kior  did  I  refuse  to  let  him,  when 


seated,  place  me  on  his  knee ;  why  should  I, 
when  both  he  and  I  were  happier  near  than 
apart  1  Pilot  lay  beside  us :  all  was  quiet. 
He  broke  out  suddenly  while  clasping  me  in  bis 
arms — 

"  Cruel,  cruel  deserter !  Oh,  Jane,  what  did 
I  feel  when  I  discovered  you  had  fled  from 
Thornfield,  and  wbeh  I  could  nowhere  find  you ; 
and,  after  examining  your  apartment,  ascer- 
tained that  you  had  taken  no  money,  nor  any 
thing  which  coukl  serve  as  an  equivalent  1  A 
peari  necklace  I  had  given  you  lay  untouched 
in  its  little  casket ;  your  trunks  were  left  corded 
and  locked  as  they  had  been  prepared  for  the 
bridal  tour.  What  could  my  darling  do,  I  asked, 
lef\  destitute  and  penniless  1  And  what  did 
she  do  1    Let  me  hear  now."  . 

Thus  urged,  I  began  the  namtive  orkiy  ex- 
perience for  the  last  year.  I  softened  wsifl 
erably  what  related  to  the  three  days  ofwan- 
dering  and  starvation,  because  to  have  tt)ld  him 
all  would  have  been  to  inflict  unnecessary  pain  ; 
the  little  I  did  say  lacerated  his  faithful  heart 
deeper  than  I  wished. 

I  should  not  have  left  him  thus,  he  said, 
without  any  means  of  making  my  way;  I 
should  have  told  him  my  intention.  I  should 
have  confided  in  him;  he  would  never  have 
forced  ne  to  be  bis  mistress.  Violent  as  he 
had  seened  in  his  despair,  he,  in  troth,  loved 
me  far  too  well  and  too  tenderly  to  constitute 
himself  my  tyrant :  he  would  have  given  me 
!ialf  his  fortune,  wHhout  demanding  so  much 
as  a  kiss  in  return,  rather  than  I  should  have 
flung  myself  friendless  on  the  wide  world.  I 
had  endured,  he  was  certain,  more  than  1  had 
confewed  to  him. 

"\Yell,  whatever  my  suflTerings  had  been 
they  were  very  short,"  I  answered ;  and  then  I 
proceeded  to  tell  him  how  I  had  been  receiv- 
ed at  Moor  House,  how  L  had  obtained  the  of- 
fice of  schoolmistress,  die.  The  accession 
of  fortune,  the  discovery  of  my  relations,  fol- 
followed  in  due  order.  Of  course,  St.  John 
Rivers's  name  came  in  frequently  in  the  prog- 
ress of  my  tale.  When  I  had  done,  that  name 
was  immediately  taken  up. 

"  This  St.  John,  then,  is  your  coasin  1" 

"  Yes." 

**  You  have  spoken  of  him  often ;  did  you  like 
himi" 

•*  Ha  was  a  very  good  man,  sir ;  I  could  not 
help  liking  him." 

*'  A  good  man  t  Does  that  mean  a  respecta- 
ble, well-conducted  man  of  fifty  1  Or  What  does 
it  mean  1" 

"  St.  John  was  only  twenty-nine,  sir." 

''JeuM  encore,*'  as  the  French  say.  "Is  ha 
a  person  of  low  stature,  phlegmatic,  and  plain  1 
A  person  whose  goodness  consists  rather  in  his 
guiltlessness  of  vice,  than  in  his  prowess  in 
virtue  V 

"  He  is  untiringly  active.  Great  and  exalted 
deeds  are  what  he  lives  to  perform." 

**  But  his  brain  ?  That  is  probably  rather  soft  t 
He  means  well ;  but  you  shrug  your  sbouli'ers 
to  bear  bim  talk  1" 

**  He  talks  little,  sir ;  what  he  does  say  is  ever 
to  the  point.  His  brain  is  first  rate,  I  should 
think ;  not  impressible,  but  vigorous." 

**Is  he  an  able  man,  thenl" 

"Truly  able." 
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'*  A  thoroughly  educated  roan  t** 

*<  St.  John  ia  an  acoonipiiahed  and  profoond 
Bcholar.*' 

"  His  mannera,  I  think,  you  aaid  are  not  to 
yoor  taste  1  priggish  and  parsonic  1" 

"  I  never  mentioned  hie  manners ;  but,  unless 
I  had  a  very  bad  taste,  they  must  eoit  it ;  they 
are  polished,  calm,  and  gentlemanlike.*' 

^  His  appearanoe-~I  forget  what  deacriptioB 
you  gave  of  his  appearance ;  a  sort  of  raw  on- 
rate,  half  strangled  with  bis  while  neckcloth, 
and  stilted  up  on  bis  tbiek-soled  high-iows, 
ehl" 

**  St.  John  dresses  weU.  He  is  a  bandaome 
man :  tall,  lair,  with  blue  eyea,  and  a  Grecian 
profile.*' 

{Aside,}  *'Damn  him!*'  {To  me.)  "Did 
you  like  him,  Jai^e  1** 

"  Yes,  Mr.  RMhester,  I  liked  him :  but  you 
aeked  me  that  beVre." 

I  per<;eived,  ol!  coarse,  the  drift  of  my  inter- 
locutor. Jealousy  had  got  hold  of  him ;  she 
stung  him;  but  the  sting  was  salutary;  it  gave 
him  respite  from  the  gnawing  fang  of  melan- 
choly. I  would  not,  therefore,  immediately 
charm  the  snake. 

"  Perhaps  yon  would  rather  not  ait  any  longer 
on  my  knee,  Miss  Eyre!**  was  the  next  some- 
what unexpected  observation. 

•*  Why  noi,  Mr.  Rochester  1" 

**  The  picture  yau  have  just  drtiwn  is  sug- 
gestive of  a  rather  too  overwhelming  contraat. 
Your  words  have  delineated  very  prettily  a 
graceful  Apollo  ;  he  ie  present' to  your  imagi- 
nation— tall,  fair,  blue-eyed,  and  with  a  Gre- 
cian profile.  Your  eyea  dwell  on  a  Vulcan— 
a  real  blacksmith,  brown,  broad-shoul^red ; 
and  blind  and  lame  in  the  bargain.*' 

*'  I  never  thought  of  it  before ;  but  you  cer- 
tainly are  rather  like  Vulcan,  sir." 

"Well— -you  can  leave  me,  ma*am;  but  be- 
fore you  go  (and  he  retained  me  by  a  firmer 
grasp  than  ever),  you  will  be  pleased  just  to 
answer  me  a  question  or  two.*'    He  pauaed. 

'« What  questions,  Mr.  Rochester?*' 

Then  followed  this  cross-examination  : — 

**  St.  John  made  you  schoolmistress  of  Mor- 
ton before  he  knew  you  were  his  cousin  1*' 

"Yes.** 

"  You  would  often  see  him.1  He  would  visit 
tbe  school  sometimes  1*' 

"  Daily.*' 

"  He  would  approve  of  your  plana,  Jane  1  I 
know  they  would  be  clever ;  for  you  are  a  tal- 
ented creature  V 

"  He  approved  of  them — ^yes." 

"  He  would  discover  many  things  in  you  he 
could  not  have  expected  to  findl  Some  of 
your  accomplish  menu  are  not  ordinary.*' 

"  I  don*t  know  about  that.** 

"  You  bad  a  liule  cottage  near  the  school, 
you  say ;  did  he  ever  come  there  to  see  you  V* 

«*  Now  and  then." 

"Of  an  evening!'* 

"  Once  or  twiee." 

A  pause. 

"  How  long  did  you  reside  with  him  and  his 
Bisters  after  the  cousinship  was  discovered  t" 

"  Five  months." 

**  Did  Rivers  spend  much  time  with  the  ladies 
of  his  family  1" 
■'    •*¥§§;  f ha  back  parlor  was  both  his  atudy 


and  oars ;  he  aat  near  the  window,  and  waif 

the  table.*' 

«*  Did  he  study  mnoh  1"  * 

"A  good  deal." 

"What!" 

"  Hiadostaoee.** 

**  And  what  did  you  do  meantime  1** 

"  I  learned  German,  at  first." 

"Didheteaohyool" 

"  He  did  not  understand  German." 

**  Did  he  teach  you  nothing!" 

"  A  little  Hindostanee." 

*<  Rivers  Uoght  yon  Hindoetanea^' 

"Yes,  sir." 

«And  his  sisters  alaol" 

"No." 

••Only  yon  1" 

"Only  me." 

"  Did  you  ask  to  learn  t" 

"Na" 

*^e  wished  to  teaoh  you  1" 

Wes." 

A  second  pause. 

"  Why  did  he  wish  it!  Of  what  uae  eoril 
Hindostanee  be  to  you  1" 

"  He  intended  me  to  go  with  him  to  India." 

"  Ah  I  here  I  reach  the  root  of  the  nailer. 
He  wanted  you  to  marry  himi" 

"  He  aaked  me  to  many  him.*' 

"  That  is  a  fietion-»an  impudent  inveoiiooto 
vex  me." 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  it  is  the  literal  unik; 
he  asked  me  more  than  once,  and  was  as  siiiT 
about  urging  hia  point  as  ever  you  coold  be.** 

"  Miss  Eyre,  I  repeat  it,  you  can  leave  me. 
How  ollen  am  I  to  say  the  saroe  thing  1  Whj 
do  you  remain  pertinaciously  perchnl  on  ny 
knee,  when  I  have  given  you  notice  to  qoit!" 

"  Because  I  am  comfortable  there.** 

"No,  Jane,  you  are  not  comfortable  theie; 
because  your  heart  ia  not  with  me ;  it  is  with 
this  cousin— this  St.  John.  Oh,  tiU  this  na> 
meet,  I  thought  my  little  Jane  was  aH  niml 
I  had  a  belief  she  loved  me  even  when  she  left 
me ;  that  was  an  atom  of  aweet  in  modi  bitter. 
I^og  as  we  have  been  parted,  hot  lean  u  I 
have  wept  over  our  aeparation,  I  never  thought 
that  while  I  waa  mourning  her,  she  was  k>nnf 
another!  But  it  is  useless  grieving.  Jaae^ 
leave  me ;  go  and  marry  Rivers." 

"Shake  me  ofiT,  then,  sir— poah  ne  awaj; 
for  I'll  not  leave  you  of  my  own  accord.** 

"Jane,  I  ever  like  your  tone  of  voiee:  i 
still  renews  hope,  it  sounds  so  truthful  WhM 
I  hear  it,  it  carries  npe  back  a  year.  I  fiK|<^ 
that  you  have  formed  a  new  tie.  But  I  am  sol 
a  fool — go — *' 

"Where  roust  I  go,  sir!" 

"  Your  own  way — with  the  hosband 
chosen." 

"Who  Is  that!" 

•*  You  know— this  St.  John  Rivers.** 

"  He  ia  not  my  hnaband,  nor  ever  will  he.  Hi 
does  not  love  me ;  I  do  not  love  him.  He  totH 
(ss  he  can  love,  and  that  is  aol  as  yea  k)f^ 
beautiful  young  lady  called  Rosamoal  ^ 
wanted  to  marry  me  only  beeanse  he  tbooghi  i 
should  make  a  suitable  miaalonary's  wUe.  vhiok 
she  would  not  have  dona.  He  ia  fooA  aw 
great,  but  aevere ;  and,  for  me,  cold  as  aa  ice- 
berg. He  ia  not  like  you,  air ;  I  a  a  not  bapvf 
at  hia  side,  nor  near  him,  nor  wi.4  bin.   Ha 
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has  no  indulgenea  for  me— do  fondness.  He 
sees  nothing  attractive  in  me ;  not  even  youth 
—only  a  few  useHil  mental  points.  Hien,  muat 
I  leave  you,  sir,  to  go  to  him!" 

I  shuddered  involuntarily,  and  clung  instinct- 
ively closer  to  my  blind  but  beloved  master. 
He  smiled. 

**  What,  Ane  I  Is  this  true  I  Is  such  really 
the  state  of  matters  between  you  and  Kivers  1" 

**  Absolutely,  sir.  Oh,  you  need  not  be  jeal- 
oos !  I  wanted  to  tease  you  a  little  to  ntake 
you  less  sad ;  I  thought  anger  would  be  better 
than  grief.  Bot  if  you  wish  me  to  love  you, 
could  you  but  see  how  much  I  do  love  you,  you 
would  be  proud  and  content.  All  my  heart  is 
yours,  sir ;  it  belongs  to  you ;  and  wiik  you  it 
would  remain,  were  fate  to  exile  the  rest  of  me 
from  your  presence  forerer." 

Again,  as  be  kissed  me^  painful  thoughts 
darkened  his  aspect. 

"  My  seared  vision !  My  crippled  strength  !*' 
oe  murmured  regretfully. 

I  caressed  in  order  to  soothe  him.  I  knew 
of  what  he  was  thinking,  and  wanted  to  speak 
for  him,  but  dared  not.  As  he  turned  aside  his 
face  a  minute,  I  saw  a  tear  slide  from  under 
the  sealed  eyelid,  and  trickle  down  the  manly 
cheek.    My  heart  swelled. 

**1  am  no  better  than  the  old,  lightning- 
struck  chestnut- tree  in  Thornfield  orchard," 
he  remarked,  ere  long.  **And  what  right 
would  that  ruin  have  to  bid  a  budding  wood- 
bine cover  iis  decay  with  freshness  1" 

'*You  are  no  ruin,  sir — no  lightning-struck 
tree ;  you  are  green  and  vigorous.  Plants  will 
grow  about  your  roots,  whether  you  ask  them 
«r  not,  because  they  take  delight  in  your  boun- 
tiful shadow ;  and  as  they  grow  they  will  lean 
toward  you,  and  wind  round  you,  because  your 
strength  offers  them  so  safe  a  prop.*' 

Again  he  smiled  ;  I  gave  him  comfort. 

**  You  speak  of  friends,  Janet"  he  asked. 

**  Yes ;  of  friends,"  J  answered,  rather  hesita- 
tingly ;  for  I  knew  I  meant  more  than  friends, 
but  could  not  tell  what  other  word  to  employ. 
He  helped  me. 

"  Ah  I  Jane.    But  I  want  a  wife." 

"  Do  you,  sir  1" 

••  Yes ;  is  it.  news  to  you  1" 

**  Of  course ;  you  said  nothing  about  it  be- 
fore." 

"  Is  it  unwelcome  news  1" 

**That  depends  on  circumstances,  sir— on 
your  choice." 

**  Which  you  shall  make  for  me,  Jane.  1 
will  abide  by  your  decision." 

^*  Choose  then,  sir — her  who  laves  you  bcMl." 

"  I  will  at  least  choose — her  J  love  beet.  Jane, 
will  you  marry  me  V* 

*♦  Ifea,  sir." 

»  A  poor,  blind  man,  whom  you  wUI  have  to 
lead  aboot  by  the  hand  1** 

**Ye8,  sii^.". 

"A  crippled  man,  twenty  years  older  than 
you,  whom  you  will  have  to  wait*on  1" 

"Yes,  sir." 

•*Tnilyk  Janel" 

"Most  truly,  sir." 

"  Oh !  my  darling !  God  bless  you  and  re- 
ward you !" 

**  Mr.  Rochester,  If  ever  I  did  a  good  deed  in 
mf  life — if  ever  I  thought  a  good  thought— if  * 


[— tobs 
more, 
ilrcling's, 
Jane*s  lit- 


ever  I  prayed  a  sincere  and  blameless  prayer— 
if  ever  I  wished  a  righteous  wish, !  am  reward* 
od  now.  To  be  your  wife  is,  for  me,  to  be  as 
happy  as  I  can  be  on  earth." 

**  Because  you  delight  in  sacrifice." 

"Sacrifice!  What  do  I  sacrifice' 1  Famine 
for  food,  expectation  for  content.  To  be  priv- 
ileged to  pot  my  arms  round  what  I  value — ^to 
press  my  lips  to  what  I  love-^to  repose  op 
what  I  trust ;  is  that  to  make  a  sacrifice  1  It 
so,  then  certainly  I  delight  in  sacrifice." 

**  And  10  bear  with  my  infirmities,  Jane  *,  to 
overiook  my  deficiencies." 

**  Which  are  none  sir,  to  me.  I  love  you 
better  now,  when  I  can  reaUy  be  useful  to  you, 
than  I  did  in  your  state  of  proud  independence, 
when  you  disdained  every  npt^^a^tiat  of  the 
giver  and  protector."         P^ 

**  Hitherto  I  have  hate(|4feo  he  hi 
led ;  henceforth,  I  feel,  I  i|iall  hate 
I  did  not  like  to  put  my  haii^  into 
but  it  is  pleasant  to  feel  it  circled ' 
tie  fingers*  I  preferred  ntter  loneliness  to  the 
constant  attendance  of  servants ;  but  Jane*s 
soa  ministry  will  be  a  perpetual  joy.  Jane 
suits  me ;  do  I  suit  her  V* 

**  To  the  finest  fiber  of  my  nature,  sir." 

**  The  case  being  so,  we  have  nothing  in  the 
world  to  wait  for;  we  mast  be  married  io- 
stanlly." 

He  looked  and  spoke  with  eagerness;  his 
old  impetuosity  was  rising. 

'*  We  must  become  one  flesh  without  any  de- 
lay, Jane ;  there  1»  but  the  license  to  get — then 
we  marry — " 

*'  Mr.  Rochester,  I  have  just  discovered  the 
sun  is  far  declined  from  its  meridian,  and  Pilot 
is  actually  gone  home  to  his  dinner.  Let  n» 
look  at  your  watch." 

"  Fasten  it  into  your  girdle,  Janet,  and  kee{ 
it  henceforward ;  I  hays  op  use  for  it." 

**  It  is  nearly  four  o*cloek  in  the  afternoon 
sir.    Don't  you  feel  hungrjrr' 

**  The  third  day  ftrm  this  must  be  our  wed- 
ding-day,  Jane.  N^ver  mind  find  clothes  and 
jewels,  now ;  all  that  is  not  worth  a  fillip." 

*'The  sun  has  dried  up  all  the  rain-drops, 
sir.    The  breeze  is  still ;  it  is  quite  hot." 

•«  Do  you  know,  Jane,  I  have  your  little  pearl 
necklace  at  this  moment  fastened  round  my 
bronze  scrag  under  my  cravat  1  I  have  worn 
it  since  the  day  I  lost  my  only  treasure ;  as  a 
memento  of  her."  * 

•*  We  will  go  home  through  the  wood ;  that 
will  be  the  shadiest  way." 

He  pursued  his  own  thoughts  without  heed- 
ing me. 

**  Jane !  you  think  m%  I  dare  say,  an  irre- 
ligious dog ;  but  my  heart  swells  with  gratitude 
to  the  beneficent  God  of  this  earth  just  now. 
He  sees  not  as  man  sees,  but  far  clearer ;  judges 
not  as  man  judges,  but  far  more  wisely.  I 
did  not  wrong ;  I  would  have  sullied  my  inno- 
cent flower---breathed  guilt  on  its  purity ;  tbQ 
Omnipotent  snatched  i^  from  me.  I,  in  my 
stiff-necked  rebellion,  almost  cursed  the  dis- 
pensation ;  instead  of  bending  to  the  decree,  \ 
defied  it.  Divine  justice  pursued  its  course  ,* 
disasters  came  thick  upon  me ;  1  was  forced  t« 
pass  through  the  valley  of  the  shadow  of  death. 
Hie  chastisements  are  mighty ;  and  one  smote 
me  which  has  humbled  me  forever.     Yos 
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know  I  was  prond  of  my  strength ;  hot  what  is 
it  now,  when  I  must  give  it  over  to  foreign 
guidance,  as  a  child  does  its  weakness  1  Of 
latfs  Jane — only  of  late — I  began  to  see  and 
acli  now  ledge  the  hand  of  God  in  tny  doom.  I 
began  to  experience  remorse,  repentance ;  the 
wish  for  reconcilement  to  my  Maker.  I  began 
Bonietimea  to  pray;  very  brief  prayers  they 
were,  but  very  sincere.  , 

*«  Some  days  since— nay,  I  cao  number 
them,  four ;  it  was  last  Monday  night,  a  singu- 
lar mood  came  over  me ;  one  in  which  grief 
replaced  frenzy;  sorrow,  sullenness.  I  had 
long  had  the  impression  that  since  I  could  no- 
where find  you,  you  mnsc  be  dead.  Late  that 
night,  perhaps  it  might  be  between  eleven  and 
twelve  o*QMt«  «Ny  retired  to  my  dreary  rost, 
I  suppli^feted  God«i^at,  if  it  seemed  good  to 
Him,  I  might  soon  be  taken  from  this  life,  and 
admitted  to  that  wdrld  to  come,  where  there 
was  still  ^pe  of  rejoining  Jane. 

"  I  was  in  my  own  room,  and  sitting  by  the 
ivindow,  which  was  open;  it  soothed  me  to 
feel  the  balmy  night  air,  though  I  could  see 
no  stars,  and  only  by  a  vague,  luminous  haze, 
knew  the  presence  of  a  moon.  I  longed  for 
thee,  Janet !  Ob,  I  longed  for  th^e  both  with 
soul  and  flesh  !  I  asked  of  God,  at  once  in 
anguish  and  humility,  if  I  bad  not  been  long 
enough  desolate,  afflicted,  tormented,  and 
might  not  soon  taste  bliss  and  peace  once 
more.  That  I  merited  alt  I* endured,  I  ac- 
knowledged ;  that  I  could  scarcely  endure 
more,  I  pleaded ;  and  the  alpha  and  omega  of 
my  heart's  wishes  broke  involuntarily  from  my 
lips,  in  the  words,  "  Jane  J  Jane  !  Jane !" 

**  Did  you  speak  these  words  aloud  1" 

"  I  did,  Jane.  If  any  listener  had  beard  me 
he  would  have  thought  me  mad,  I  pronounced 
them  with  such  frantic  energy.*' 

**  And  it  was  last  Mnday  night ;  somewhere 
near  midnight  V* 

**  Yes ;  but  the  time  is  of  no  consequence ; 
what  followed  is  the  strange  point.  You  will 
think  me  superstitious>~some  superstition  I 
have  in  my  blood,  and  always  had ;  neverthe- 
less, this  is  true— true,  at  least,  it  is  that  I 
heard  what  I  now  relate. 

**As  I  exclaimed  *Jane!  Jane!  Jane!*  a 
voice — I  can  not  tell  whence  the  voice  came, 
but  I  know  whose  voice  it  was — replied,  *  I  am 
conxjng ;  wait  for  me  !*  and  a  moment  after, 
went  whispering  on  the  wind,  the  words, 
•  Where  are  you  V 

**  I'll  tell  you,  if  I  can,  the  idea,  the  picture 
these  words  opened  to  my  mind :  yet  it  is  dif- 
ficult to  express  what  I  want  to  express. 
Ferndean  is  buried,  as  you  see,  in  a  heavy 
wood,  where  sound  falls  dull,  and  lies  unrever- 
berating.  *  Where  are  youV  seemed  spoken 
among  mountains,  for  I  heard  a  hill-sent  echo 
repeat  the  words.  Cooler  and  fresher  at  the 
moment  the  gale  seemed  to  visit  my  brow ;  I 
could  have  deemed  that  in  some  wild,  lone  scene, 
I  and  Jane  were  meeting.  In  spirit,  I  believe, 
we  must  have  met.  You,  no  doubt,  were,  at 
that  hour,  in  unconscious  sleep,  Jane  ;  perhaps 
your  soul  wandered  from  its  cell  to  comfort 
mine ;  for  those  were  your  accents — as  certain 
u  I  live — ^they  were  ynurs !" 

Reader,  it  was  on  Monday  night,  near  mid- 

Ebt,  that  I,  too,  had  received  tlie  mysterions 


summons;  those  were  the  very  words  by  t 
which  I  had  replied  to  it.  J  listened  to  Mr. 
Rochester's  narrative,  but  made  no  disclosnre 
in  return.  The  coincidence  struck  me  as  too 
awful  and  inexplicable  to  be  communicated  or 
discussed.  If  I  told  any  thing,  my  tale  would 
be  such  as  must  necessarily  make  ff  profound 
impression  on  the  mind  of  hoy  bearer;  aod 
that  mind,  yet  from  its  sufllbrings  too  prone  lo 
gloom,  needed  not  the  deeper  shade  of  tbe  su- 
pernatural. I  kept  these  things,  then,  and 
pondered  them  in  my  heart. 

**  You  can  not  now  wonder,'*  continued  my 
master,  **  that  when  you  rose  upon  me  so  un- 
expectedly last  night,  I  had  difficulty  in  believ- 
ing you*  any  other  than  a  mere  voice  and  vi- 
sion; something  that  would  melt  to  silence 
and  annihilation,  as  the  midnight  whisper  and  • 
mountain  echo  had  melted  before.  Now,  I 
thank  God !  I  know  it  to  be  otherwise.  Yes,  I 
thank  God !" 

He  put  me  off  his  knee,  rose,  and  reverently 
lifting  his  hat  from  his  brow,  and  bending  bis 
sightless  eyes  to  the  earth,  he  stood  in  route 
devotion.  Only  tbe  last  words  of  the  worship , 
were  audible. 

**  I  thank  my  Maker,  that  In  the  mjdst  ol 
judgment  he  has  remembered  mercy.  I  hum- 
bly entreat  my  Redeemer  to  give  me  strength 
to  lead  henceforth  a  purer  life  than  I  have  dona 
hitherto !" 

Then  he  stretched  his  hand  out  to  be  led.  I 
took  that  dear  hand,  held  it  a  moment  to  my 
lips,  then  let  it  pass  round  my  shoulder ;  being 
so  much  lower  of  stature  than  he,  I  served 
both  for  his  prop  and  guide.  We  entered  the 
wood,  and  wended  homeward 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII.       / 

CONCLUSION. 

Rkadir,  I  married  bim.  A  quiet  wedding 
we  had  ;  he  and  I,  the  parson-and  clerk,  were 
alone  present.  When  we  got  back  from  church, 
I  went  into  the  kitchen  of  the  manor-house, 
where  Mary  was  cooking  the  dinner,  and  John 
cleaning  the  knives,  and  I  said : 

"  Mary,  I  have  been  married  to  Mr.  Roches- 
ter this  morning."  The  housekeeper  and  her 
husband  were  both  of  that  decent  phlegmatic 
order  of  people,  to  whom  one  may  at  any  time 
safely  communicate  a  remarkablR  piece  of 
news  without  incurring  the  danger  of  baviog 
one's  ears  pierced  by  some  shriU  ejaculation, 
and  subsequently  stunned  by  a  torrent  of  wordy 
wonderment.  Mary  did  look  op,  and  she  did 
stare  at  me;  the  ladle  with  which 
basting  a  pair  of  chickens  roasting  i 
did  for  some  three  minutes  hang  i 
air ;  and  for  the  same  space  of  i 
knives  also  had  rest  from  the  polish/I _^^^ 
but  Mary,  bending  again  over  the  roast,  said 
only, 

**  Have  yon,  miss  1    Well,  for  sure  !'* 

A  short  time  after  she  pursued  :  **  I  seed  yon 
go  out  with  the  master,  but  I  didn't  know  yua 
were  gone  to  church  to  be  wed  ;*'  and  she  bast- 
ed away.  John,  when  I  turned  to  bim,  wif 
grinning  from  ear  to  ear. 

"I  telled  Mary  how  it  would  be,**  he  itiA 
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"1  knew  what  Mr.  Edward"  (John  was  an  old 
serrant.  and  had  known  his  master  when  he 
was  the  cadet  of  the  house,  therefore  he  oAen 
gave  fiim  his  Christian  name) ; — **  I  knew  what 
.  Mr.  Edward  would  do»  and  I  was  certain  he 
'  would  not  wait  long  neither ;  and  lie's  done 
right,  for  aught  I  know.  I  wish  you  joy,  miss  I" 
and  he  politely  pulled  ^is  fore  lock. 

**  Thank  you,  John.  Mr.  Rochester  told  me 
to  ^ive  you  and  Mary  this."  I  put  into  his 
hand  a  five-pound  note.  Without  wailing  to  hear 
more,  I  left  the  kitchen.  In  passing  the  door  of 
that  sanctum  some  time  after,  I  caught  the 
wonls, 

"SheMl  happen  do  better  for  him  nor  ony 
o'  V  grand  ladies."  And  again,  "  If  she  be  n't 
one  0*  th'  handsomest,  she's  noan  fa&l  and  varry 
good-natdred  ;  and  i'  his  een  she's  fair  beaati- 
Tul,  ony  body  may  see  that." 

I  wrote  to  Moor  House  and  to  Cambridge 
immediately,  to  say  what  I  had  done ;  fully  ex- 
plaining also  why  I  had  thus  acted.  Diana 
and  Mary  approved  the  step  unreservedly. 
Diana  announced  that  she  would  just  give  me 
time  to  get  over  the  honey-moon,  and  then  she 
would  come  and  see  me. 

**  She  had  belter  not  wait  till  then,  Jane," 
said  Mr.  Rochester,  when  I  read  her  letter  to 
him  ;  **  if  she  does,  she  will  he  too  late,  for  our 
boney-moon  will  shine  our  lifelong;  its  beams 
will  only  fade  over  your  grave  or  mine." 

How  St.  John   received    the  news  I  don't 

know  ;  he  never  answered  the  Jexter  in  which 

I  communicated  it ;  yet  six  months  after,  he 

wrote   to  me,  without,  hotvever,  mentioning 

Mr.  Rochester's  name',  or  alluding  to  my  mar- 

riage.     His  letter  was  theil  calm  ;  and,  though 

very  serious,  kind.    He  has  maintained  a  reg- 

olar,  though  not  frequent  correspondence  ever 

since ;  he  hopes  I  am  happy,  and  trusts  I  am 

not  of  those  who  live  without  God  in  the  world, 

and  only  mind  earthly  things. 

You   have  not  quite  forgotten  little  Addle, 

i  l^e  yon,  reader!     I  had  not;  I  soon  asked 

and  o!>tained  leave  of  Mr.  Rochester  to  go  and 

see  her  at  the  school  where  he  had  placed  her. 

,   Her  frantic  joy  at  beholding  me  again  moved 

I  me  m^ch.     She  looked  pale  and  thin  ;  she  said 

;   she  was  not  happy.    I  found  the  rules  of  the 

establishment  were  too  strict,  its  course  of 

study  too  severe,  for  a  child  of  her  age  ;  I  took 

ber  home  with  me.     1  meant  to  become  her 

governess  cince  more ;  but  1  soon  found  this 

impracticable  ;  my  time  and  cares  were  now 

required  by  another — my  husband  needed  them 

all.     So  I  sought  out  a  school  conducted  on  a 

more  indulgent  system;  and  near  enough  to 

permit  nf  my  visiting  her  often,  and  bringing 

her  home  sometimes.     I  took  care  she  should 

never  want  for  any  thing  that  could  contribute 

to  her  comfort;  she  soon  settled  in  her  new 

abcxie,  became  very  happy  there,  and  made  fair 

progress   in   her  studies.    As  she  grew  up,  a 

sound,  English  education  ctirrected  in  a  great 

measure  her  French  defects ;  and  when  she 

left  8cli(»ol,  I  found  in  her  a  pleasing  and  ohhg- 

ing    companion :    docile,    g(MHl-iem|)ered    antl 

wefJ-principh^d.      By  her  grateful  at!ention  to 

me  and  mine,  she  hns  Uuig  since  well  repaiil 

any  little  kindness  I  ever  had  it  in  my  power 

to  offer  her. 

My  tale  d'^aws  to  its  close:   one  word  r<*- 


spectlng  my  experience  of  married  life,  and 
one  brief  glance  at  the  fortunes  of  those  whose 
names  have  most  frequently  recurred  in  this 
narrative,  and  I  have  done. 

I  havd  now  been  married  ten  years.  I  know 
what  it  is  to  live  entirely  for  and  with  what  I 
love  best  on  earth.  I  hold  myself  supremely 
blessed — blessed  beyond  what  language  can  ex- 
press ;  because  I  am  my  husband's  life  as  fully  as 
he  is  mine.  No  woman  was  ever  nearer  to  her 
mate  than  I  am  ;  ever  more  absolutely  bone  of 
bis  bone,  and  flesh  of  bis  flesh.  I  know  no 
weariness  of  my  Edward's  society;  be  knows 
none  of  mine,  any  more  than  we  each  do  of 
the  pulsation  of  the  heart  ilitiL  heats  in  iiur  sep- 
arate bosoms;  consequent ly,  we^re  ny^T  to- 
gether. To  be  together  »s  lor  ii/lo  UAi  nnce 
as  free  as  in  solitude,  as  i^^y  gg  jn  to^iip^ny. 
We  talk, I  believe,  all  day  long :  tn  Lilk  lt>  tacb 
other  is  but  a  more  animated  und  an  sue!  this 
thinking.  All  my  confi(Ji  ure  i3  besiowid  on 
him;  all  his  confidence  \^  cfcvotH  lo  me ,  we 
are  precisely  suited  in  character ;  perfect  con- 
cord is  the  result. 

Mr.  Rochester  continaed  blind  the  first  two 
years  of  our  union :  perhaps  it  was  that  cir- 
cumstance that  drew  ns  so  very  near—that  knit 
us  so  very  close ;  for  I  was  then  his  vision,  as  * 
I  am  still  his  right  hand.  Literally.  I  was 
(what  he  often  called  me)  the  apple  of  his  eye. 
He  saw  nature — he  saw  books  through  me; 
and  never  did  I  weary  of  gazing  for  his  behalf, 
and  of  putting  into  words  the  eflect  of  field, 
tree,  town,  river,  cloud,  sunbeam— of  the  land- 
scape before  us;  of  the  weather  around  us — 
and  itnpressing  by  sound  on  his  ear  what  light 
c<»uld  no  longer  stamp -on  his  eye.  ^ever  did  1 
weary  of  reading  to  him ;  never  did  I  weary  con- 
ducting him  where  he  wished  to  go ;  of  doing 
for  him  what  he  wished  to  be  done.  And  there 
was  a  pleasure  in  rny  s^rviaes,  most  full,  most 
exquisite,  even  thouuU  sad — bf  cause  he  claimed 
these  services  withoiit  painft|l  shame  or  damp- 
ing humiliation.  He^4uved  me  so  truly,  that  ho 
knew  no  reluctance  in  profiling  by  niy  attend- 
ance ;  he  felt  i  lt»ved  him  so  fondly,  that  to  yield 
that  attendance  was  to  indulge  my  sweetest 
wishes. 

One  morning  at  the  end  of  the  two  years,  as 
I  was  writing  a  letter  to  his  dictation,  ho  came 
and  bent  over  me,  and  said,  •*  Jafic,  li<ive  you 
a  glittering  ornament  round  your  neck  V 

I  had  a .  |^ld  waich-cUain :  I  answered, 
"  Yes  " 

**  And  have  yon  a  pale  blue  dress  on  1" 

I  had.  He  informed  mc  then,  that  for  some 
time  he  had  fannied  the  obasority  cloudini^  one 
eye  was  becoming  less  dUnse ;  and  that  now 
he  was  sure  <»f  it. 

lie  and  '  ^^ent  up  14)  London.  lie  had  the 
advice  of  an  eiinneitl  oculist ;  and  he  eventu- 
ally recovered  the  sight  of  that  <»ne  eye.  He 
can  not  see  yery  distinctly  ;  he  can  not  rPritl  or 
write  much:  hut  he  can  find  his  way  without 
being  led  by  the  hand ;  the  sky  is  no  lon>>er  a 
blank  lo  him — the  earth  no  longer  a  void. 
\VlM*n  his  firstborn  was  put  into  his  arms,  be 
could  see  that  the  boy  had  inherited  his  owa 
eye.i,  as  they  once  wt  re — large,  brilliant,  and 
black.  On  that  oeea.vion.  he  again,  with  a  full 
heart,  acknowledgetl  that  God  had  tempered 
judgment  with  mercy. 
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My  Edward  and  I,  then,  are  happy :  and  the 
More  so,  because  those  we  most  love  are  happy 
hkewise.  Diana  and  Mary  Rivers  are  toth 
married:  alternately,  once  every  yea;-,  they 
come  to  see  us,  and  we  go  to  see  them.  Di- 
ana's husband  is  a  captain  In  the  navy ;  a  gal- 
lant officer,  and  a  good  man.  Mary's  is  a 
clergyman ;  a  college  friend,  of  her  brother's ; 
and,  from  his  attainments  and  principles,  woi 
thy  of  the  connection.  Both .  Captain  Fitz- 
James  and  Mr.  Wharton  love  their  wives,  and 
ire  loved  by  them. 

As  to  St.  John  Rivers,  he  left  England :  he 
went  to  India.  He  entered  on  the  path  he  had 
marked  for  hjtnsdr;  he  parsues  It  still.  A 
mor^  1^«if^litjif  ir>di?raiie^;ible  pioneer  never 
wrrmg  tii^Tniwwka  ^  n  ( I  *  1  ingers.  Firm,  faith- 
h  1,  jind  flwvoied  ;  full  of  energy  and  zeal,  and 
Lriiih,  he  labors  fot  h\^  race;  he  clears  their 
pninrut  wny  itv  im|ltc>vcrrkent;  be  hews  down 
like  ^  gj^nl  Che  pffJEP^hi  €i$  of  creed  and  caste 
that  encurfifjer  ^f  llti  iniybe  Stern;  be  may 
be  exacting ;  he  may  be  artibiiious  yet ;  hot 
his  is  the  sternness  of  the  warrior.  Oreat- 
beart,  who  guards  hia  pilgriin-convoy  from^he 
onslaught  of  Apotlyon.  His  Is  the  exaction  of 
the  spnstle  who  speaks  bat  for  Christ,  when  he 
%ayft— **  Whosoever  will  come  aAer  me,  let 


him  deny  himself,  and  take  up  his  cross  aal 
follow  me'*  His  is  the  ambition  of  the  high 
master-spirit,  which  aims  to  fill  a  place  ia  the 
first  rank  of  those  who  are  redeemed  from  the 
earth-^who  stand  without  fault  before  the 
throne  of  God ;  who  share  the  last  mighty  tio- 
tories  of  the  lamb ;  who  are  called,  and  chosen, 
and  faithful. 

St.  John  is  unmarried :  he  ncTer  win  many 
now.  Himself  has  hitherto  suflSced  to  the 
toil;  and  the  toil  draws  near  its  close;  bis 
glorious  sun  hastens  to  its  setting.  The  last 
letter  I  received  from  him  drew  from  my  eyes 
human  tears,  and  yet  filled  my  heart  with  di* 
vine  joy ;  he  anticipated  his  sure  reward,  his 
incorruptible  crown.  I  Know  that  a  stranger's 
hand  will  write  to  me  next,  to  say  that  the 
good  and  faithful  servant  has  been  called  at 
length  into  the  joy  of  his  Lord.  And  why 
weep  for  this!  No  fear  of  death  will  darken 
St.  John's  last  hour:  his  mind  will  be  uncloud- 
ed ;  his  heart  will  be  undaunted  ;  his  hope  will 
be  sure ;  his  faith  steadfast.  Hia  own  words 
are  a  pledge  of  this : 

**  My  Master,"  l.e  says,  "has  forewarned  me. 
Daily  he  announces  more  distinctly—*  Sorely 
I  come  quickly  :*  and  hourly  I  more  eagerl) 
respond^*  Amen ;  even  so  come,  Jxtrd  Jesus  i* 
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iTistomewhere  dbout  four  years  since  I 
tpi>eared  before  the  public  as  a  writer  of  a 
iction,  which  I  then  intimated  would  prob- 
tUy  be  my  last ;  but  bad  habits  are  strong- 
er man  good  intentions.  Gil  Bias  leaves 
?abricio,  in  his  hospital,  duly  convinced 
9f  the  miseries  his  poetical  faculty  has  en- 
[sfled  on  him,  and  solemnly  promising  to 
jw  done  with  so  thankless  a  calling,— to 
Bodiiim  the  next  morning  in  the  full  vein 
of  inspiration,  and  recommencing  his  des- 
perate career  by  a  Farewell  to  the  Muses : 
*-I  need  not  apply  the  allusion. 

I  must  own,  however,  that  there  had 
wnjj  been  a  desire  in  my  mind  to  trace,  in 
•ome  work  or  other,  the  stange  and  secret 
^ays  through  which  thsU  arch-ruler  of 
pi'ilization,  familiarly  called  "Money," 
'QBinuates  itself  into  our  thoughts  and  mo- 
''jes,  our  hearts  and  actions;  affecting 
*08e  who  undervalue  as  those  who  over- 
Wimate  its  importance;  ruining  virtues 
in  the  spendthrift  no  less  than  engendering 
•^ces  in  the  miser.  But  when  I  half  im- 
plied my  farewell  to  the  character  of  a 
novelist,  I  had  imagined  that  this  concep- 
^  might  be  best  worked  out  upon  the 
'^.  After  some  unpublished  and  im- 
perfect attempts  towara  so  realizing  my 
wsign,*  1  found  either  that  the  subject  was 
^  wide  for  the  limits  of  the  drama,  or 
*at  I  wanted  that  faculty  of  concentration 
^Dich  alone  enables  the  dramatist  to  com- 
press multiform  varieties  into  a  very  Im- 
^  compass.  With  this  design,  1  desired 
to  unite  some  exhibition  of  what  seems  to 
i^e  a  principal  vice  in  the  hot  and  emulous 
cbase  for  happiness  or  fame,  fortune  or 
wowledge,  which  is  almost  synonymous 
*ith  the  cant  phrase  of  "  the  March  of  In- 
flect," in  that  crisis  of  society  to  which 
*e  have  arrived.  The  vice  I  allude  to  is 
•■ —  -  ^  ! — 

*  The  dedgn  wu  fbnncd  ^fter  the  pubtieatioD  of  the 
"My  eaUed  **  Money."  which,  in  apila  of  its  name, 
S**  Bo(i  thanfoi*.  en  aiiamM  toward  the  lUttatratfcia  of 


Impatience.  That  eager  desire  to  press 
forward,  not  so  much  to  conqtler  obstacles, 
as  to  elude  them  ;  that  gambling  with  the 
solemn  destinies  of  life,  seeking  ever  to 
set  success  upon  the  chance  of  a  die ;  that 
hastening  from  the  wish  conceived  to  the 
end  accompdished ;  th;it  thirst  after  qmck 
returns  to  ingenious  toil,  and  breathless 
spnrrings  along  short  cuts  to  the  goal, 
which  we  see  everywhere  around  as, 
from  the  Mechanics' Institute  to  the  Stock 
Market, — ^befpnning  in  education  with  the 
primers  of  mfancy, — deluging  us  with 
*•  Philosophies  for  the  Millions,"  and  "  Sci- 
ences made  easy;**  characterizing  the 
books  of  our  writers,  the  speeches  of  our 
statesmen,  no  less  than  the  dealings  of 
our  speculators,  seem,  I  confess,  to  me,  to 
constitute  a  Tery  diseased  and-  very  gen- 
eral symptom  of  the  times.'  I  hold  that 
the  greatest  friend  to  man  is  labor ;  that 
knowledge  without  toil,  if  possible,  were 
worthless ;  that  toil  in  pursuit  of  knowl- 
edge is  the  best  knowledge  we  can  attain ; 
that  the  continuous  effort  for  fame  is 
nobler  than  fame  itself;  that  it  is  not 
weahh  suddenly  acquired  which  is  deserv- 
ing of  homage,  but  the  virtues  which  a 
man  exercises  in  the  slow  pursuit  of 
wealth,— the  abilities  so  called  forth,  the 
self-denials  so  imposed :  in  a  word,  thai 
labor  and  patience  are  the  only  true 
schoolmasters ;  and  both  of  them  are  veiy 
much  abroad  in  the  presence  of  the  fasn* 
ionable  schoolmaster  we  have  installed  at 
home.  While  occupied  with  these  ideas 
and  this  belief,  whether  right  or  wrong, 
and  slowly  convinced  that  it  was  only  in 
that  species  of  composition  to  which  I  was 
most  familiar,  that  1  could  work  out  some 
portion  of  the  social  lecture  I  wished  to 
deliver,  I  becaipe  acquainted  with  the  his- 
tories of  two  criminals,  existing  in  our 
own  age ; — so  remarkable,  whether  from 
the  extent  and  darkness  of  the  guilt  com- 
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complishments  and  lively  temper  of  the 
one,  the  profound  knowled^  and  intellect- 
ual capacities  of  the  other— that  the  ex- 
amination and  analysis  of  characters  so 
perverted,  became  a  study  full  of  intense, 
if  ffloomy  interest. 

in  these  persons  there  appear  to  have 
been  as  few  redeemable  pomts  as  can  be 
found  in  human  nature,  so  far  as  such 
points  may  be  traced  in  the  kindly  in- 
stincts and  generous  passions  which  do 
sometimes  accompany  the  perpetration  of 
great  crimes,  and  without  excusing  the 
individuaJ,  vindicate  the  species.  Yet,  on 
the  other  hand,  their  sanguinary  wicked- 
ness was  not  the  dull  ferocity  of  brutes ; 
— ^it  was  accompanied  with  instruction  and 
culture.  The  human  being  was  always  ap- 
parent in  the  high  intellectual  faculties 
which  distinguish  our  race,  and  contain 
those  principles  of  improvement  on  which 
philanthropists  found  tneir  hopes  of  the  ul- 
timate destuiies  of  mankind.  It  seemed 
to  me,  on  studying  their  lives,  ancT  ponder- 
ing over  their  own  letters,  that  through 
their  cultivation  itself  we  could  arhve  at 
the  secret  of  the  ruthless  and  atrocious 
preeminence  in  evil  these  Children  of 
Kight  bad  attained — that  here  the  monster 
vanished  into  the  mortal;  and  the  phenom- 
ena that  seemed  aberrations  from  nature 
were  explained.  We  read,  daily,  glowing 
declamations  on  the  necessity  of  book- 
knowledge,  of  mental  culture,  as  if  through 
these  alone,  not  only  society  was  to  be  re- 
formed, but  every  individual  was  to  arrive 
at  Utopian  goodness.  Yet  these  brilliant 
assumptions  are  contradicted  by  the  evi- 
dence of  all  history.  In  those  colossal 
criminals  before  whom  '*  the  world  grows 
pale ;"  it  is  not  the  mind  that  wants  in- 
struction, it  is  not  the  intellect  that  is  un- 
furnished and  untrained;  they  are  often 
the  most  accomplished  and  the  most  intel- 
lectusd  personages  of  their  time.  What 
man  more  unscrupulously  cruel  than  that 
Vise  Earl  of  Worcester,  with  whose  head 
(say  the  chroniclers)  fell  more  than  half 
the  scholarship  of  England  1  What  man 
more  gifted  with  all  that  art  and  letters,  in 
a  period  highly  civilized,  can  bestow, 
stands  forth  amid  his  age  than  the  mur- 
derous Caesar  Borgia?  Where,  in  his 
time,  shall  we  seek  a  more  masterly  ge- 
nius, and  a  more  subtile  wit,  than  that 
soldier-scholar  whom  Utrecht  reared  to 
learning,  to  whom  Caxton  dedicated  his 
book  on  Chivalry,  and  whom  History  ex- 
ecrates under  the  bloody  name  of  Richard 
the  Third  1  Where  a  meaner  and  more 
keartless  knave  than  Bacon  1 — where  a 
more  learned  prince  than  Henry  the  Eighth  1 
—where  a  more  accomplished  extermina- 
tor than  the  young  Octavius  ?— where  a 
more  elegant  gentleman  than  Nero  ?  Long 
since,  Voltaire  overthrew  the  notion  that 
▼ic«  and  crime  result  onlv  from  ahiniHitv  an«1 


ignorance,  thftt  goodness  is  a  faculty  of 
the  pure  intellect ;    yet,  according  to  the 
jargon  of  the  day,  we  have  only  to  read 
and  to  lecture,  ana  crime  vanishes  andgood- 
ness  grows  universal.    Against  the  vut 
and  beneficent  movement  toward  general 
education,  I  am  no  foe ;  few  more  eamestlj 
advocate  the  principle,  or  feel  more  tran- 
quilly satisfied  as  to  the  vlUmale  results. 
But  there  is  too  value  of  a  notion  prevalent 
as  to  the  system  of  education  to  be  pur- 
sued, and  the  value  of  culture  simply  and 
singly  mental.     All  education  is  incom- 
plete that  does  not  operate  upon  the  heart 
— all  culture  will  fail  to  develop  the  better 
humanities  within  us  that  leaves  the  affec- 
tions barren.     Do  what  we  will  at  tlie 
school,  much  depends  upon  the  influences 
at  home.    Communicate  all  the  knowledge 
we  can  at  our  institutes,  and  diffuse  all  the 
information  we  may  through  our  press,  and 
all  we  have  done  is  to  m&e  a  populatioa 
more  active,  acute,  and  energetic  tovaid 
the  attainment  of  what  society  values  aod 
honors  the  most.    If  society  honors  aod 
rewards  most  virtue  and  genius,  well  and 
good — if  it  honors  and  rewards  most  Bfam- 
mon  and  Lucifer,  a  rudo  pastoral  coaunv- 
nity  may  be  better  and  happier  than  the 
inhabitants  of  a  land  reeking   with  the 
smoke  of  factories  and  covered  with  the 
monuments  of  commerce.    It  is  not  true, 
when  we  examine  the  statistics  of  nations, 
that  crime  is  proportioned  to  ignorance. 
In  England,  on  the  one  hand,  we  concede 
that  the  great  majority  of  criminals  can 
neither  read  nor  write ;  but  in  France,  on 
the  other  hand,  the  large  proportion  of 
criminals,  especililly  for  the  worst  offen- 
ses, are  those  who  have  received  eren 
more  than  me  rudiments  of  education. 
Why  this  difference  it  may  be  easy  to  ex- 
plain— the  race  preceding  the  first  French 
Revolution  have  still  left  their  fruit.  Ban- 
ish God  from  the  world — and  aggravate 
passion  by  the  quicker  sense  that  culture 
gives  to  the  imagination,  and  the  more  yoa 
sharpen  the  iifteUigence,  the  more  yoa 
may  deprave  the  heart.    In  reducing  to  a 
tale  the  materials  afforded  to  me  by  the 
lives  of  the  two  criminals  to  whom  I  bare 
referred,  I  believed  sincerely  that  I  saw 
the  occasion  both  to  quicken  our  indindoal 
examination,  and  to  present  boldly  before 
the  age  pictures  of  tne  evils  to  which,  in 
its  ordinary  panacea,  it  affords  no  pre- 
ventive. 

In  so  doing,  various  incidental  opporta- 
nities  have  occurred,  if  not  of  completely 
carrying  out,  still  of  incidentally  illustrat- 
ing, ray  earlier  design — of  showing  the  in- 
fluence of  Mammon  upon  our  most  secret 
selves,  and  of  reproving  the  impatience 
which  is  engendered  by  a  civilization  that, 
with  much  of  the  good,  brings  all  the  evils 
of  competition.    In  such  incidental  bear- 
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vjons  than  in  the  delineation  of  the  darker 
and  rarer  crime  which  forms  the  staple  of 
my  narrative ;  for,  in  extraordinary  guilt 
we  are  slow  to  recognize  ordinary  warn- 
ingfr—we  say  to  the  peaceful  conscience, 
••This  concerns  thee  not !"— whereas  at 
each  instance  of  familiar  fault  and  com- 
monplace error  we  own  a  direct  and  sen- 
sible admonition.  Yet,  in  the  portraiture 
of  ^gantic  crime  poets  have  rightly  found 
their  sphere,  and  fulfilled  their  destiny  of 
teachers.  Those  terrible  truths  which  ap 
pad  us  in  the  guilt  of  Macbeth,  or  the  vil- 
lainy of  lago,  have  their  moral  uses  not 
less  than  the  popular  infirmities  of  Tom 
Jones,  or  the  every-day  hypocrisy  of  Blifil. 
It  is  only  when  we  draw  criminals  as  mon- 
sters, and  neglect,  by  the  patient  dissection 
of  the  human  heart,  the  analogies  which 
Innd  the  best  of  us  to  the  worst,  that  we 
revolt  without  warning — and  appeal  in 
▼ain. 

Incredible  as  it  may  seem,  the  crimes 
herein  related  took  place  within  the  last 
seventeen  years.  There  has  been  no  ex- 
aggeration as  to  their  extent,  no  great 
departure  from  their  details— the  means 
employed,  even  that  which  seems  most 
fur-fetched  (the  instrument  of  the  poisoned 
ling)  have  their  foundation  in  literal  facts. 
Nor  have  I  much  altered  the  social  posi- 
tioQ  of  the  criminalsi  nor  in  the  least  over- 


rated their  attainments  and  intelligence. 
In  those  more  salient  essentials,  which 
will  most,  perhaps,  provoke  the  reader's 
incredulous  wonder,  I  narrate  a  history, 
not  invent  a  fiction.*  All  that  romance 
which  our  own  time  affords  is  not  more 
the  romance  than  the  philosophy  of  the 
time.  Tragedy  never  quits  the  world— it 
surrounds  us  everywhere.  We  have  but 
to  look,  wakeful  and  vigilant,  abroad ;  and 
from  the  age  of  Pelops  to  that  of  Borgia, 
the  same  crimes/ though  under  different 
garbs,  will  stalk  on  our  paths.  Each  age 
comprehends  in  itself  specimens  of  every 
virtue  and  every  vice  which  has  ever  in- 
spired our  love  or  moved  our  horror. 
London,  Ncwmber  1, 1846. 


*  These  erimiaalB  were  not,  bowever,  in  actaal  life,  tm 
In  the  novel,  Intimates  and  accomplices.  Their  crimes 
were  of  similar  character,  effi»cted  by  similar  agencies, 
and  committed  at  dates  which  embrace  their  several  ca- 
reers of  guilt  within  the  same  period ;  but  I  have  no  au- 
thority to  suppose  that  the  one  was  known  to  the  other. 
In  sQch  portions  of  the  plot  as  weave  together  two  separ- 
ate records,  the  reader  will,  therefore,  distinguish  between 
the  truth  of  Isolated  facto  and  the  invention  of  the  con- 
necting links  necessary  to  narrative. 

NoTB.— The  passage  in  last  nineteen  lines  of  page  75 
to  end  of  first  paragranh  on  poge  76,  has  been  freely  pli^ 
giarixed  ftom  a  powerful  description  of  some  picture  whicb 
occurs  in  one  of  M.  de  Baluc*s  striking  novels. 

The  passage  in  page  96,  llnefi  S3  to  31  in  last  column,  ti, 
in  much,  a  repetition  of  an  illustration  in  **  Zanoni."  llio 
repetition  was  purposely  mode,  in  order  to  apply  the  Ulaft- 
tratlon  in  a  totally  difibsent  i 
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Iff  «D  upBrtmeni  at  Paris,  one^  iDoramg,  dar* 
ing  the  Reign  of  Terror,  a  man,  whose  age 
miglit  be  somewhat  und^  thirty,  sat  before  a 
tabie  eovered  with,  papers,  arranged  and  label- 
ed  with  the  methodical  precision  of  a  mind 
fond  of  order  and  babitnaled  to  business.    Be- 
hind him  rose  a  tail  bookcase,  sunnoanted  with 
a  bast  of  Robespierre,  and  the  shelves  were 
iillfid  chiefly  with  works  of  a  scientific  charac- 
ter; among  which  the  greater  number  were 
on  chemistry  «nd  medicine.    There  were  to  be 
seen  also  many  rare  books  on  alchemy,  the 
great  Italian  historians,  some  English  philosoph- 
ical treatises,  and  a  few  MSS.  in  Arabic.    The 
absence,  from  this  collection,  of  the  stormy  lit- 
erature of  the  day,  seemed  to  denote  that  the 
owner  was  a  quiet  student/  living  apart  from 
the  strife  and  passions  of  the  Revolution.  This 
supposition  was,  however,  disproved  by  certain 
papers  on  the  table,  which  were  forinally  and 
laoooically  labeled  **  ReporU  on  Lyons,"  and  by 
packets  of  letters  in  the  handwritings  of  Robes- 
pierre and  Goathon.    At  one  of  the  windows,  a 
youDg  boy  was  earnestly  engaged  in  some  occu- 
pation, which  appeared  to  excite  the  curiosity  of 
the  person  just  described ;  for  this  last, alter  ex- 
amining the  child's  movements,  for  a  few  mo- 
ments, widi  a  silent  scrutiny,  which  betrayed  but 
little  uf  the  half-complacent,  half- melancholy  af- 
fection with  which  busy  man  is  apt  to  regard  idle 
childhood,  rose  noiselessly  from  his  seat,  ap- 
proached the  boy,  and  looked  over  his  shoulder 
unobserved.  In  acreviceof  thewood  by  the  win- 
dow, a  huge  black  spider  had  formed  his  web ; 
the  child  had  just  discovered  another  spider,  and 
placed  it  in  the  meshes;  he  was  watching  the 
result  of  bis  operations.    The  intrusive  spider 
stood  motionless  in  the  midst  of  the  web,  as  if 
fascinated.  The  rightful  possessor  was  also  qui- 
escent ;  but  a  very  fine  ear  might  have  caught  a 
low,  humming  sound,  which  probably  augured 
no  hospitable  intentions  to  the  invader.    Anon, 
the  stranger  insect  seemed  suddenly  to  awake 
from  its  amaze ;  it  evinced  alarm,  and  turned 
to  fiy ;   the  huge  spider  darted  forward— -the 
boy  uttered  a  chuckle  of  delight.    The  man*s 
pale  lip  curled  into  a  sinister  sneer,  and  he 
glided  hack  to  his  seat.    There,  leaning  his 
face  on  his  hand,  he  continued  to  contemplate 
the  child.     That  child  might  have  furnished  to 
an  artist  a  fitting  subject  for  fair  and  bloom- 
ing infancy.     His  light  hair,  tinged  deeply,  it  is 
true,  with  red,  hung  in  sleek  and  glittering 
abundance  down  his  neck  and  shoulders.    His 
leatures,  seen  in  profile,  were  delicately  and 
almost  femininely  proportioned  ;  health  glowed 
on  his  cheek,  and  his  form,  slight  though  it  was, 
gave  promise  of  singular  activity  and  vigor.  His 


dress  was  fantastic,  and  betrayed  the  taste  ef' 
some  fondly  foolish  mother;  but  the  fine  1inen« 
trimmed  with  lace,  vras  rumpled  and  stained, 
the  velvet  jactfet  unbmshed,  the  shoes  soiled 
with  dust ;  slight  tokens  these  of  neglect — ^bnt- 
serving  to  show  that  the  foolish  fondness  which 
had  invented  the  dress,  had  not  of  late  presided  - 
over  the  toilet.  • 

**  Child,"  said  the  man,  first  in  French ;  and 
observi  ng  that  the  boy  heeded  him  not — *<  child," 
he  repeated  in  English,  which  he  spoke  well* 
though  with  a  foreign  accent--"  child  !** 
The  hoy  turned  quickly. 
"Has  the  great  spider  devoured  the  smaQ 
oner* 

"No,  sir,"  said  the  boy,  coloring;  "the 
small  one  Jias  had  the  best  of  it."  The  tone 
and  heightened  complexion  of  the  child  seemed 
to  give  meaning  to  his  words — at  least,  so  the 
man  thought— for  a  slight  frown  passed  over 
his  high,  thoughtful  brow. 

"  Spiders,  then,*'  he  said,  after  a  short  pause, 
"  are  diSerent  from  men :  with  us  the  small  do 
not  get  the  better  of  the  great.  Hum !  do  you 
still  miss  ypur  mother  1" 

**  Oh,  yes  !*'  and  the  boy  advanced  eagerly  to 
the  table. 
"  Well,  you  will  see  her  once  again.*' 
"Wheni" 

The  roan  looked  toward  a  clock  on  the  man- 
tel-piece—" Before  that  clock  strikes.  Now, 
go  back  to  your  spiders."  The  child  looked 
irresolute  and  disinclined  to  obey  ;  but  a  stern 
and  terrible  expression  gathered  slowly  over 
the  man's  face ;  and  the  boy,  growing  pale  as 
he  remarked  it,  crept  back  to  the  window. 

The  father,  for  such  was  the  relation  the 
owner  of  the  room  bore  to  the  child,  drew 
paper  and  ink  toward  him,  and  wrote  for  some 
minutes  rapidly.  Then  starting  up,  he  glanced 
at  the  clock,  took  his  hat  and  cloak,  which  lay  on 
a  chair  beside,  drew  up  the  collar  of  the  man- 
tle till  it  almost  concealed  his  countenance,  and 
Baid— "  Now,  boy,  come  with  me ;  I  have  prom- 
ised to  show  you  an  execution.  I  am  going  to 
keep  my  promise.    Come  !"  . 

The  boy  clapped  his  hands  with  joy ;  and  yon. 
might  see  then,  child  as  he  was,  that  those  fair 
features  were  capable  of  a  cruel  and  ferocious 
expression.  The  character  of  the  whole  face 
changed.  He  caught  up  his  gay  cap  and  plume, 
and  foltowed  bis  father  into  the  streets. 

Silently  the  two  took  their  way  toward  the 
Barriirt  du  Tr&ne.  At  a  distance  they  saw  the 
crowd  growing  thick  and  dense,  as  throng  after 
throng  hurried  past  them,  and  the  dreadful  guil- 
lotine rose  high  in  the  light  blue  air.  As  they 
came  into  the  skirts  of  the  mob,  the  father,  for 
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the  first  time,  took  his  child's  band.  "  I  mast 
get  you  a  good  place  for  the  show/*  be  said, 
with  a  quiet  smile. 

There  was  something  in  the  grave,  staid, 
courteous,  yet  haughty  bearing  of  the  man,  that 
made  the  crowd  give  way  as  he  passed.  They 
got  near  the  dismal  scene,  and  obtained  en- 
trance into  a  wagon  already  crowded  with 
eager  spectators. 

And  now  they  heard  at  a  distance  the  harsh 
and  lumbering  roll  of  the  tumbril  that  bore  the 
▼tctims,  and  the  tramp  of  the  horses  which 
guarded  the  procession  of  death.  The  boy's 
whole  attention  was  absorbed  in  expectation  of 
the  spectacle,  and  his  ear  was,  perhaps,  less 
accustomed  to  French,  though  born  and  reared 
in  France,  than  to  the  language  of  bis  mother's 
lips — and  she  was  English:  tbtts  he  did  not 
hear  or  heed  certain  observations  of  the  by> 
standers,  which  made  his  father's  pale  cheek 
grow  paler. 

•*  What  is  the  batch  to-day  t'*  quoth  a  butcher 
in  the  wagon. 

"  Scarce  worth  the  baking— only  two ;  but 
one,  they  say,  is  an  aristocrat,  a  ei^evant  mar- 
quis,'' answered  a  carpenter. 

"Ah!  a  marquis!    Bon!  And  the  other  1" 

"  Only  a  dancer ;  but  a  pretty  one,  it  is  true ; 
I  could  pity  bet ;  but  she  is  English."  And  as 
he  pronounced  the  last  word,  with  a  tone  of 
inexpressible  contempt,  the  butcher  spat,  as  if 
in  nausea. 

*'Mort  diabU!  a  spy  of  Pitt's,  do  doubt. 
What  did  they  discover  V* 

A  man  better  dressed  than  the  rest,  turned 
round  with  a  smile,  and  answered — **  Nothing 
worse  than  a  lover,  I  believe ;  but  that  lover 
was  a  profcrit.  The  ci-devant  marquis  was 
caught  disguised  in  her  apartment.  She  be- 
trayed for  him  a  good  easy  friend  of  the  peo- 
I^e,  who  had  long  loved  her,  and  revenge  is 
aweet" 

The  man  whom  we  have  accompanied  ner- 
vously twitched  up  the  collar  of  his  cloak,  and 
his  compressed  lips  told  that  he  felt  the  anguish 
of  the  laugh  that  circled  round  him. 

"They  are  coming!  there  they  are!"  cried 
the  boy,  in  ecstatic  excitement. 

"  That's  the  way  to  bring  up  citizens,"  said 
the  butcher,  patting  the  child's  shoulder,  and 
opening  a  still  better  view  for  him  at  the  edge 
of  the  wagon. 

The  crowd  now  abruptly  gave  way.  The 
tumbril  was  in  sight.  A  man,  young  and  hand- 
some, standing  erect,  and  with  folded  arms,  in 
the  fatal  vehicle,  looked  along  the  mob  with  an 
eye  of  careless  scorn.  Though  he  wore  the 
dress  of  a  workman,  the  most  unpracticed 
glance  could  detect,  in  his  mien  and  bearing, 
one  of  the  hated  noblessct  whose  characteristics 
came  out  even  more  forcibly  at  the  hour  of 
death.  On  the  lip  was  that  smile  of  gay  and 
insolent  levity,  on  the  brow  that  gallant,  if 
reckless,  contempt  of  physical  danger,  which 
had  signalized  the  hero-coxcombs  of  the  old 
rigime.  Even  the,  rude  dress  was  worn  with  a 
certain  air  of  foppery,  and  the  bright  hair  was 


carefully  adjusted,  as  if  for  the  holyday  of  the 
headsman.  As  the  eyes  of  the  young  noble  wan- 
dered over  the  fierce  faces  of  that  horrible  as- 
sembly, while  a  roar  of  hideous  triumph  answer- 
ed the  look,  in  which,  for  the  last  time,  the 
gentilhomme  spoke  his  scorn  of  the  canaiiU,  the 
child's  father  lowered  the  collar  of  bis  cloak, 
and  slowly  raised  his  hat  from  his  brow.  The 
eye  of  the  marquis  rested  upon  the  countenance 
thus  abruptly  shown  to  him,  and  which  sod- 
denly  became  individualized  among  the  crowd ; 
that  eye  instantly  lost  its  calm  contempt.  A 
shudder  passed  visibly  over  his  frame,  and  his 
cheek  grew  blanched  with  terror.  The  mob 
saw  the  change,  but  not  the  cause,  aad  loud 
and  louder  rose  their  triumphant  yell.  The 
sound  recalled  the  pride  of  the  young  noble ;  he 
started — ^lifled  his  crest  erect,  and  sought  again 
to  meet  the  look  which  bad  appalled  him.  Bot 
he  could  no  longer  single  it  out  anoong  the 
crowd.  Hat  and  cloak  once  more  hid  the  Aee 
of  the  foe,  and  crowds  of  eager  heads  interospc 
ed  the  view.  The  young  marquis's  lips  dhK> 
tered;  he  bent  down,  and  then  the  erswd 
caught  sight  of  his  companion,  who  was  beiag 
lif)^  up  from  the  bottom  of  the  tumbril,  wheie 
she  had  flung  herself  in  horror  and  despair. 
The  crowd  grew  still  in  a  moment,  as  the  pals 
face  of  one,  familiar  to  most  of  then,  tamed 
wildly  from  place  to  place  in  the  dreadful  soene, 
vainly  and  madly  through  its  silence,  imploring 
life  and  pity.  How  often  had  the  sight  of  that 
face,  not  then  pale  and  haggard,  but  wreathed 
with  rosy  smiles,  sufficed  to  draw  down  the  ap- 
plause of  the  crowded  theater — how,  theo,  bad 
those  breasts,  now  fevered  by  the  thirst  of 
blood,  held  hearts  spellbound  by  the  airy  move- 
ments of  that  exquisite  form  writhing  now  ia 
DO  stage-mime  agony !  Plaything  of  the  city— 
minion  to  the  light  amusement  of  the  boar- 
frail  child  of  Cytherea  and  the  Graces— what 
relentless  fate  has  conducted  thee  to  the  sbam- 
bles  1  Butterfly  of  the  summer,  why  should  a 
nation  rise  to  break  thee  upon  the  wheel  ■  A 
sense  of  the  mockery  of  such  an  executioD,  of 
the  horrible  burlesque  that  would  sacrifice  to 
the  necessities  of  a  mighty  people  eo  slight  aa  - 
oflTering,  made  itself  felt  among  the  crowd. 
There  was^a  low  murmur  of  shame  and  indig- 
nation. The  dangerous  sympathy  of  the  mob 
was  perceived  by  the  ofllcer  in  atteodanea 
Hastily  he  made  the  sign  to  the  headsman,  and, 
as  he  did  so,  a  child's  cry  was  heard  ia  the 
English  tongue—"  Mother — mother !"  The  6- 
ther's  hand  grasped  the  child's  arm,  with  aa 
iron  pressure ;  the  crowd  swam  before  the  bo^i 
eyes ;  the  air  seemed  to  sti^e  him,  and  beeooia 
blood-red;  only  through  the  hum,  and  tbe 
tramp,  and  the  roll  of  the  drums,  be  beard  a 
low  voice  hiss  in  his  ear — "  Learn  how  they 
perish,  who  betray  me  !" 

As  the  father  said  these  words,  again  bis 
face  was  bare,  and  the  woman,  wboee  ear, 
amid  the  dull  insanity  of  fear,  had  caogbt 
the  cry  of  her  child's  voice,  saw  that  faee^ 
and  fell  back  iuBeDsible  in  the  arms  of  tbe 
headsoian. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A   FAMILY   GROUP. 

Ors  July  evening,  at  the  commencemeDt  of 
•ibe  present  century,  several  persons  were  some- 
what pictaresqaely  grouped  along  an  old-fash- 
ioned terrace,  which  skirted  the  garden  side  of 
a  manor-house  that  had  considerable  preten- 
sioos  to  baronial  dignity.  The  architecture 
waB  of  the  most  enriched  and  elaborate  style 
belonging  to  the  reign  of  James  I. :  the  porch, 
opening  on  the  terrace,  with  its  muUion  window 
above,  was '  encased  with  pilasters  and  reliefs, 
at  once  ornamental  and  massiYe ;  and  the  large 
square  tower  in  which  it  was  placed,  was  sur- 
moanted  by  a  stone  faieon,  whose  talons  griped 
fieioely  a  scutcheon  blazoned  with  the  five- 
pointed  stars  which  heralds  recognize  as  the 
arms  of  St.  John.  On  either  side  this  tower 
extended  long  wings*  the  dark  brickwork  of 
which  was  relieved  with  noble  stone  casements 
and  carved  pediments ;  the  high  roof  was  par- 
tially concealed  by  a  balustrade,  perforated  not 
inelegantly  into  arabesque  designs ;  and  what 
architects  call  "  the  sky  line"  was  broken  with 
imposing  effect  by  tall  chimney  shafts  of  various 
form  and  fashion.  These  wings  terminated  in 
angular  towers,  similar  to  the  center,  though 
kepi  duly  subordinate  to  it  both  in  size  and 
decoration,  and  crowned  wiih  stone  cupolas. 
A  low  balustrade,  of  later  date  than  that  which 
adorned  the  roof,  relieved  by  vases  and  statues, 
bordered  the  terrace,  from  which  a  double  flight 
of  stepe  descended  to  a  smooth  lawn,  inter- 
sected by  broad  gravel  walks,  shadowed  by 
vaet  and  stately  cedars,  and  gently  and  grad- 
ually mingling  with  the  wilder  scenery  of  the 
park,  from  which  it  was  only  divided  by  a 
)rha-ha. 

Upon  the  terrace,  and  under  cover  of  a  tem- 
porary awning,  sat  the  owner,  Sir  Miles  St. 
Joho,  of  Laughton,  a  oomely  old  man,  dressed 
With  faithful  precision  to  the  costume  which  he 
bad  been  taught  to  consider  appropriate  to  his 
rank  of  gentleman,  and  which  was  not  yet 
wholly  obsolete  and  eccentric.  His  hair,  still 
thick  and  luxuriant,  was  carefully  powdered, 
and  collected  into  a  dob  behind.  His  nether 
man,  attired  in  gray  breeches  and  pearl-colored 
silk  stockings ;  his  vest  of  silk,  opening  wide 
at  the  breast,  and  showing  a  profusion  of  frill, 
slightly  sprinkled  with  the  polvilio  of  his  favor- 
ite martin ique ;  his  three-cornered  hat,  placed 
on  a  stool  at  his  side,  with  a  gold- headed 
cmtch-cane— hat,  made  rather  to  be  carried  in 
the  hand  than  worn  on  the  head — the  diamond 
in  bis  shirt-breast,  the  diamond  on  his  finger, 
the  mfiies  at  his  wrist,  all  bespoke  the  gallant, 
who  had  chatted  with  Lord  Chesterfield,  and 
supped  with  Mrs.  Clive.  On  a  table  before  him, 
were  placed  two  or  three  decanters  of  wine, 
the  fruits  of  the  season,  an  enameled  snuff-box, 
in  which  was  set  the  portrait  of  a  female — per- 
hans  the  Chloe  or  Phillis  of  his  early  love- 


ditties;  a  lighted  taper,  a  small  china  jar 
containing  tobacco,  and  three  or  four  pipes  of 
homely  clay,  for  cherry -sticks  and  meerschaums 
were  not  then  in  fashion ;  and  Sir  Miles  St. 
John,  once  a  gay  and  sparkling  beau,  now  a 
popular  country  gentlen\an,  great  at  county 
meetings  and  sheep-shearing  festivals,  had 
taken  to  smoking,  as  in  harmony  with  his  bu- 
colic transformation ;  an  old  setter  lay  dozing 
at  his  feet;  a  small  spaniel— old,  too— was 
sauntering  lazily  in  the  immediate  neighbor- 
hood, looking  gravely  out  for  such  stray  bits  of 
biscuit  as  had  been  thrown  forth  to  provoke 
him  to  exercise,  and  which  hitherto  had  es- 
caped his  attention.  Half- seated,  half>reclined 
on  the  balustrade,  apart  from  the  baronet,  but 
within  reach  of  his  conversation,  lolled  a  man 
in  the  prime  of  life,  with  an  air  of  unmistakable 
and  sovereign  elegance  and  distinction.  Mr. 
Vernon  was  a  guest  from  London :  and  the 
London  man,  the  man  of  clubs,  and  dinners, 
and  routs  ^  of  noon  louogings  through  Bond- 
street,  and  nights  spent  with  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  seemed  stamped  not  more  upon  the 
careful  carelessness  of  bis  dress,  and  upon  the 
worn  expression  of  his  delicate  features,  than 
upon  the  listless  ennut,  which,  characterizing 
both  bis  face  and  attitude,  appeared  to  take 
pity  on  himself  for  having  been  entrapped  into 
the  country. 

Yet  WQ  should  convey  an  erroneous  impres- 
sion of  Mr.  Vernon,  if  we  designed,  by  the 
words  **  listless  «nniit,*'  to  depict  the  slumber- 
ous insipidity  of  more  modern  affectation — it 
was  not  the  ennui  of  a  man  to  whom  ennui  is* 
habitual ;  it  was  rather  the  indolent  prostration 
that  fills  up  the  intervals  of  excitement.  At 
that  day,  the  word  **  blase"  was  unknown  :  men 
bad  not  enough  sentiment  for  satiety.  There 
was  a  kind  of  Bacchanalian  fury  in  the  life  led 
by  those  leaders  of  fashion  among  whom  Mr. 
Vernon  was  not  the  least  distinguished :  it  was 
a  day  of  deep  drinking,  of  high  play,  of  jovial, 
reckless  dissipation — of  strong  appetite  for  fun 
and  riot — of  four-in-hand  coachmanship  —  of 
prize-fightihg — of  a  strange  sort  of  barbarous 
manliness,  that  strained  every  nerve  of  the 
constitution ;  a  race  of  life,  in  which  three 
fourths  of  the  competitors  died  half-way  in  the 
hippodrome.  What  is  now  the  dandy  was  then 
the  buck ;  and  something  of  the  buck,  though 
subdued  by  a  chaster  taste  than  fell  to  the 
ordinary  members  of  his  class,  was  apparent  in 
Mr.  Vernon's  costume  as  well  as  air.  Intricate 
folds  of  muslin,  arranged  in  prodigious  bows 
and  ends,  formed  the  cravat,  which  Brummell 
had  not  yet  arisen  to  reform  ;  his  hat,  of  a  very 
peculiar  shape,  low  at  the  crown  and  broad  at 
the  brim,  was  worn  with  an  air  of  devil-me- 
care  defiance ;  his  watch-chain,  garnished  with 
a  profusion  of  rings  and  seals,  hung  low  from 
his  white  waistcoat ;  and  the  adaptation  of  his 
nankin  inexpressibles  to  his  well  shaped  limbs, 
was  a  masterpiece  of  art.    His  whole  dress 
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ind  air  was  not  what  could  propeily  be  called 
bppiab — it  was. rather  what  at  that  time  was 
lalled  "  rakish."  Few  could  so  closely  ap- 
yroash  vulgarity  without  beiug  vulgar :  of  that 
privileged  few,  Mr.  Vernon  Vaa  one  of  the 
sleet.  Further  on,  and  near  the  stcos  desoend- 
ng  into  the  garden,  stood  a  man  in  an  attitude 
>f  profound  abstraction  ;  his  arms  folded,  his 
ijes  bent  on  the  ground,  his  brows  slightly 
wntracted ;  his  dress  was  a  plain  black  snr- 
out»  and  pantaloons  of  the  same  oolor :  sonie- 
bing  both  in  the  fashion  of  the  dress,  and  stiU 
nore  in  the  face  of  the  mut  bespoke  the  for- 
ligner. 

Sir  Miles  St.  John  was  an  accomplished  per- 
lon  for  that  time  of  day :  he  had  made  the 
;rand  tour ;  he  had  bought  picUures  and  statues; 
le  spoke  and  wrote  well  in  the  modem  Ian- 
[uages  ;  and  being  rich,  hospitaUs,  and  social, 
ind  not  averse  from  the  reputation  of  a  patron, 
\e  had  opened  his  house  freely  to  the  hosts  of 
(migrants  whom  the  French  revolution  had 
Iriven  to  our  coasts.  Olivier  Dalibard,  a  man 
if  considerable  learning  and  rare  scientific  at- 
ainments,  had  been  a  tutor  in  the  boose  of  the 
diarquis  de  G-^~,  a  French  nobleman,  known 
nany  years  before  to  the  old  baronet.  The 
narquis  and  his  family  had  been  among  the 
irst  emigris  at  the  outbreak  of  the  RevolutioD. 
Phe  tutor  had  remained  behind ;  for  at  that 
ime  no  danger  appeared  to  threaten  those  who 
pretended  to  no  other  aristocracy  than  that  of 
etters.  Contrary,  as  he  said,  with  repentant 
oodesty,  to  his  own  inclinations,  he  had  been 
compelled,  not'  only  for  his  own  safety,  but  for 
hat  of  his  friends,  to  take  some  part  in  the 
lubsequent  events  of  the  Revolution — a  mrt 
ar  from  sincere,  though  so  well  bad  he  simu- 
Bted  the  patriot,  that  he  had  won  the  personal 
avor  and  protection  of  Robespierre  *,  nor  till 
he  fall  of  that  virtuous  exterminator  bad  he 
vithdrawn  from  the  game  of  politics,  and  ef- 
ie^ted,  in  disguise,  his  escape  to  England.  As, 
vhether  from  kindly  or  other  motives,  he  had 
imployed  the  power  of  his  position  in  the 
isteem  of  Robespierre,  to  save  certain  noble 
leads  from  the  guillotine — ^among  others,  the 
wo  brothers  of  the  Marquis  de  G— ,  be  was 
eceived  with  grateful  welcome  by  his  former 
matrons,  who  readily  pardoned  his  career  of 
Jacobinism,  from  their  belief  in  his  excuses, 
md  their  obligations  to  the  services  which  that 
^ery  career  had  enabled  him  to  render  to  their 
Lindred.  Olivier  Dalibard  had  accompanied 
be  marquis  and  his  family  in  one  of  the  fre- 
|uent  visits  they  paid  to  Laughton  ;  and  when 
he  marquis  finally  quitted  England,  and  fixed 
lis  refuge  at  Vienna,  with  some  connections 
tfhiB  wife's,  he  felt  a  lively  satisfaction  at  the 
bought  of  leaving  his  friend  honorably,  if 
inambitiuusly  provided  for,  as  secretary  and 
ibranan  to  Sir  Miles  St.  John.  In  fact,  the 
icholar,  who  possessed  considerable  powers  of 
ascination,  had  won  no  less  favor  with  the 
Snglish  baronet  than  he  had  with  the  French 
lictator.  He  played  well  both  at  chess  and 
>ackgammon  ;  he  was  an  extraordinary  ac- 
M>untant ;  he  had  a  variety  of  infunoation  upon 
ill  poiou,  thai  rendered  him  more  convenient 
than  any  cyclupsdia  in  Sir  M ilea's  library ;  and, 
M  he  spoke  both  English  and  Italian  with  a 
IkiPtness  and  fluency  extremely  rare  in  a 


Frenchman,  he  waa  of  considerable  serviee  in 
teaching  languages  to  (as  well  as  directing  the 
general  literary  education  of)  Sir  Miles*s  &vor- 
ite  niece — ^whom  we  shall  take  an  early  oppor- 
tunity to  describe  at  length. 

Nevertheless)  there  had  been  one  seriona  ob- 
stacle to  Dalibard*s  acceptance  of  the  appoint- 
ment offered  to  him  by  Sir  Miles.  Dalibard 
bad  under  his  charge  a  yooog  orphan  boy  of 
some  ten  or  twelve  years  old — a  boy  whom  Sir 
Miles  was  not  long  in  suspecting  to  be  the 
scholar's  son.  This  chikl  had  eome  fnm 
France  with  Dalibard,  and  (wbUe  tbe  mar^ai^s 
family  were  in  London)  raoMined  luidertbe  eya 
and  care  of  his  guardtaB  or  father,  whichever 
was  the  true  connection  between  the  two.  Boi 
this  saperioleadeaee  became  imposaihla,  if  Da* 
libard  settled  in  Hampshire  with  Sir  Milea  fit 
John  and  tiie  boy  remained  in  London;  aor, 
though  the  generous  dki  gentlBnan  ofleipd  to 
pay  for  the  chiki'a  sehooliag,  would  DaKbaid 
conaent  to  part  with  hioi.  At  last;  the  maner 
was  arranged :  the  boy  waa  iavitad  to  La^b* 
ton  on  a  viait,  and  waa  ao  lively,  yet  so  writ 
mannered,  that  he  beeame  a  favorite,  and  wn 
now  fairly  quartered  in  tbe  honao  with  hii  do- 
pnted  father :  and,  noi  to  make  an  onneoessaiy 
mystery  of  this  ooooection,  suoh  was,  in  tratb« 
the  relationship  between  OhTier  Dalibari  and 
Honor6  Gabriel  Vamey— -a  name  aigaificant  of 
tbe  double  and  illegitimate  origin  «^  a  French 
father,  an  English  mother.  Dropping,  however, 
the  purely  French  appellatkm  of  Homwi,  bs 
waa  known  familiarly  by  that  of  Gabriel  Hsif* 
way  down  the  steps  atood  the  lad,  pencil  aad 
tablet  in  hand,  sketching.  Let  us  look  over  bis 
shoulder—- it  is  his  father'a  likeness—^  couate- 
nance  in  itself  not  very  remarkable  at  tbe  firat 
glance,  for  the  features  were  small,  but  when 
examined,  it  was  one  that  most  persons,  woawa 
especially,  would  have  pronoonced  handsont, 
and  to  which  none  could  deny  the  higher  praiM 
of  thought  and  intellect.  A  native  of  Provenos^ 
with  some  Italian  blood  in  hia  vein**- for  bis 
grandfather,  a  merchant  of  Marseilles,  had  mar* 
ried  into  a  Florentine  family  settled  at  Leghorn 
— the  dark  complexion,  common  with  those  in 
the  aouth,  had  been  subdued,  probably  by  the 
habits  of  the  student,  into  a  broazed  and  stead- 
fast paleness,  which  seemed  ahaost  fair  by  the 
contrast  of  the  dark  hair  wiiich  he  wore  nnpow* 
dered,  and  the  still  darker  browa  which  baag 
thick  and  prominent  orer  clear  gray  eyes. 
Compared  with  the  features,  the  skull  was  dis- 
proportionaUy  large,  both  behind  and  before ; 
and  a  pbysiugnoraiat  would  have  drawn  oondn- 
sions  more  favorable  to  the  power,  tbsa  tbe 
tenderness  of  the  Proven^rs  character,  iiroia 
the  compact  closeness  of  the  lips  and  the 
breadth  and  massiveness  of  the  iron  jaw.  Bat 
the  son's  sketch  exaggerated  eveiy  feature, 
and  gave  to  tbe  expresaion  a  malignant  and 
terrible  irony,  not  now,  at  leaat,  apparent  ia  the 
quiet  and  meditative  aspect.  Gabriel  bimsdi^ 
as  he  stood,  would  have  been  a  mora  tempting 
study  to  many  an  artist.  It  ia  true  that  he  waa 
small  for  his  years ;  but  bis  freme  had  a  vigor 
in  its  light  proportions,  which  came  from  a  pre- 
mature and  almost  adolescent  symmetry  of 
shape  and  muscular  development.  Tbe  coon* 
tenance,  Itow^ver,  bad  moeh  of  efifemtaato 
beauty;  the  tons  hair  reached  the  aboaMBn» 
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irat  did  not  curl ;  straight,  fine,  and  glossy  aa  a 
girl's,  and,  in  cdor,  of  the  palo  auburn,  tinged 
with  red,  which  rarely  alters  in  hue  as  childhood 
matures  to  man ;  the  complexion  was  daszlingly 
clear  and  fair :  nevertheless,  there  was  some- 
thing so  hard  in  the  lip,  so  bold,  though  not 
'Open,  in  the  brow,  that  the  girliahness  of  com- 
ptezion,  and  even  of  outline,  could  not  leave, 
•on the  whole,  an  impression  of  eflfeminacy.  All 
the  hereditary  keenness  and  intelligence  were 
stamped  upon  his  face  at  that  moment ;  but  the 
expression  had  also  a  large  share  of  the  very 
irony  and  malice  which  he  had  conveyed  to  his 
earicatnre.  .  The  drawing  itself  was  wonder- 
faUj  vigorous  and  distinct,  showing  great  ar- 
tistic pronris*,  and  done  with  the  rapidity  and 
ease  which  betrayed  practice.  Suddenly  his 
father  turned,  and  with  as  sudden  a  quickness, 
the  boy  concealed  his  tablet  in  his  vest ;  and 
the  sinister  expression  of  his  face  smoothed 
into  a  timorous  smile,  as  his  eyes  encountered 
Da!ibard*8.  The  father  beckoned  to  the  boy, 
who  approached  with  alacrity.  **  Gabriel," 
whispered  the  Frenchman,  in  bis  own  tongue, 
♦*  where  are  they  at  this  moment  1" 

The  boy  pointed  silently  toward  one  of  the 
cedars.  I)alibard  mused  an  instant,  and  then 
slowly  descending  the  steps,  took  his  noiseless 
-way  over  the  smooth  turf  toward  the  tree.  Its 
boughs  drooped  low  and  spread  wide  ;  and  not 
till  he  was  within  a  few  paces  of  the  spot,  could 
his  eye  perceive  two  forms,  seated  on  a  beneh 
under  the  dark  green  canopy.  He  then  paused 
and  contemplated  them. 

The  one  was  a  young  man,  whose  simple 
dress  and  subdued  air  strongly  contrasted  the 
Artificial  graces  and  the  modish  languor  of  Mr. 
Vernon ;  but  though  wholly  without  that  name- 
less distinction  which  sometimes  characterizes 
<tho6e  conscious  of  pure  race  and  habituated  to 
the  atmosphere  of  courts,  he  had  at  least  na- 
tore's  stamp  of  aristocracy  in  a  form  eminently 
noble,  and  features  of  manly,  but  surpassing 
beauty,  which  were  not  rendered  less  engaging 
-by  an  expression  of  modest  timidity.  He  seem- 
^  to  be  listening  with  thoughtful  respect  to  his 
eompsnion,  a  young  female  by  his  side,  who 
was  speaking  to  him  with  an  earnestness  visi- 
iAe  in  her  gestures  and  her  animated  counte- 
nance. And  though  there  was  much  to  notice 
in  the  yartous  persons  scattered  over  the  scene, 
not  one,  pethaps— not  the  graceful  Vernon — 
•jiot  the  thonghtful  scholar,  nor  his  fair-haired, 
h«rd-lipped  son — ^not  even  the  handsome  list- 
«iier  she  addressed — ^no,  not  one  there  would 
so  have  arrested  the  eye,  whether  of  a  physiog- 
^nemist  or  a  casual  observer,  as  that  young  girl 
—Sir  Maes  St.  John's  ftvorite  niece  and  pre- 
•'•emptiTe  heiress. 

But  as  at  that  moment,  the  expression  of  her 
fhoe  diflfered  from  that  habitual  to  it,  we  defer 
its  description. 

"  Do  not" — ^such  were  her  words  to  her  com- 
jNinion — ^'  do  not  alarm  yourself  by  exaggera- 
ting the  difficulties ;  do  not  even  contemplate 
them — those  be  my  care.  Mainwaring,  when 
I  loved  you,  when,  seeing  that  your  diffidence 
•€»T  your  pride  forbade  you  to  be  the  first  to 
*«peak,  I  overstepped  the  modesty  or  the  dis- 
simulation of  my  sex ;  when  \  said,  '  Forget 
.tlMt  f  am  the  reputed  heiress  of  Laughton; 
/«ee  fai  me  bat  the  foults  and  merits  of  the  hu- 


man beiiigt of 4he wild,- nnregalhtedgiri-;  see ii 
me  but  Lucretift  Olavering  {here  tier  dheeki 
blushed,  and  her  voice  sunk  into  a  lower  Aa< 
more  tremulous  whisperX  and  love  her  if  yo\ 
can  !*  When  I  went  thus  far,  do  not  think 
had  not  measured  all  the  diffionlties  in  the  wa; 
of  our  union,  and  felt  that  I  could  surmoun 
them." 

"  But,"  answered  Mainwaring,  hesitatioglj 
**  can  yott  conceive -it  possible  that  your  unci 
ever  will  consent  1  1m  not  pride — the  pride  c 
family — almost  the  leading  aitrtbute  of  his  chai 
acterl  Did  he  no^  discard  your  mother-^i 
own  sister— ^rom  his  bouse  and  heart,  for  n 
other  offense  but  a  second  marriage,  which  h 
deemed  beneath  her  1  Has  he  ever  even  eon 
sented  to  see,  much  less  to  receive,  your  hall 
sister — the  child  of  that  marriage  1  Is  not  hi 
very  afifection  for  you  interwoven  with  his  pnd 
in  you,  with  his  belief  in  your  ambition  ?  Ha 
he  not  summoned  your  cousin,  Mr.  Vernon,  fc 
the  obvious  purpose  of  favoring  a  suit  which  h 
considers  worthy  of  you,  and  which,  if  success 
ful,  will  unite  the  t^o  branches  of  his  anoiec 
house  t  How  is  it  possible  that  he  can  eve 
hear,  without  a  scorn  and  indignation  whic 
would  be  fatal  to  your  fortunes,  that  your  heai 
has  presumed  to  choose,  in  William  Mainwai 
ing,  a  man  without  ancestry  or  career  V* 

"  Not  without  eareer,"  interrupted  Lucretii 
proudly.  '*  Do  you  think,  if  you  were  mastc 
of  Laughton,  that  your  career  would  not  t 
more  brilliant  than  that  of  yon  indolent,  loxur 
ous*coxoomb  1  Do  you  think  that  I  could  haif 
been  poor-hearted  enough  to  love  you,  if  I  ha 
not  recognized  in  you  energies  and  talents  ths 
correspond  with  my  own  ambition  1  For  I  ai 
ambitious,  as  you  know,  and  therennre  m 
mind,  as  well  as  my  heart,  went  with  my  k)^ 
for  you." 

"  Ah*  Luoretia !  but  can  Sir  Miles  St.  Joh 
see  my  future  rise  In  my  present  obscurity  T* 

<^  do  not  say  that  he  can,  er  will ;  but  if  yo 
love  me,  we  can  wait.  Do  not  fear  the  rivali 
of  Mr.  Vernon.  I  shall  know  how  to  free  m] 
self  from  so  tame  a  peril.  We  can  wait— m 
uncle  is  old — his  habits  preclude  the  chance  < 
a  much  longer  life— he  has  already  had  sevei 
attacks.  We  are  yonng,  dear  Malnwarinj 
what  is  a  year  or  two  to  those  who  hope  V* 

Mainwaring's  face  fell,  and  a  displeasing  chi 
passed  throuj^h  his  veins.  Could  this  youi 
creature,  her  uncle*s  petted  and  tnisted  darlioj 
she  who  should  be  the  soothdr  of  his  infirmitie 
the  prop  of  his  age,  the  sineerest  mourner  i 
his  grave,  weif^h  coldly  thus  the  chances  of  h 
death,  and  pomt  at  onoe  to  the  altar  and  tl 
tombt    . 

He  was  saved  firom  the  embarraasmeiit  i 
reply  by  Dalibard's  approach. 

"More  than  half  an  hoar  absent,"  said  tl 
scholar  in  his  own  language,  with  a  smile,  ai 
drawing  out  his  watch,  he  placed  it  before  the 
eyes ;  ''  do  you  not  think  that  all  will  miss  yot 
Do  you  suppose,  Miss  Ciavering,  that  your  oi 
cle  has  not,  ere  this,  asked  for  his  fair  niece 
Come,  and  forestall  him."  He  offisred  his  an 
to  Lucretia  as  he  spoke.  She  hesitated  a  m 
ment,  and  then,  turning  to  Mainwaring,  be! 
out  her  hand :  he  pressed  it,  though  scarce! 
with  a  lover*s  warmth;  and  as  she  walk< 
back  to  the  terrace  with  Dalibard,  the  yooi 
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man  stniek  dowly  Into  the  opposite  direetion, 
and  passing  by  a  gate,  over  a  foot-bridge,  that 
/led  from  the  ha-ha  into  the  park,  bent  his  way 
toward  a  lake  which  gleamed  below  at  some 
distance,  half-concealed  by  groYes'  of  venerable 
trees,  rich  with  the  prodigal  bougbs  of  summer. 
Meanwhile,  as  they  passed  toward  the  hoasd, 
Dalibard,  still  using  his  native  tongue,  thus  ac- 
costed his  pupil : — 

<*You  must  pardon  me  if  I  thiillc  more  of 
.  your  interests  than  you  do ;  and  pardon  me  no 
less  if  I  encroach  on  your  secrets  and  alarm 
your  pride.  This  young  man  —  can  you  be 
guilty  of  the  folly  of  more  than  a  passing  ca- 
price for  his  society ;  of  more  than  the  amuse- 
ment of  playing  with  his  vanity  1  Even  if  that 
•  be  all,  beware  of  entangling  yourself  in  your 
own  meshes." 

**  You  do,  in  troth,  offend  me,'*  said  Lucretia, 
with  calm  haughtiness,  **  and  you  have  not  the 
right  thus  to  speak  to  me." 

"Not  the  right,"  repeated  the  Proven9al, 
mournfully  ;  *'  not  the  right ! — ^then,  indeed,  I 
am  mistaken  in  my  pupil.  Do  you  conceive 
that  I  would  have  lowered  my  pride  to  remain 
here  as  a  dependent^,  t'^at,  conscious  of  attain- 
ments, and  perhaps  of  abilities,  that  should  win 
their  way,  even  in  exile,  to  distinction,  I  would 
have  frittered  away  my  life  in  these  rustic 
shades,  if  I  had  not  formed  in  you  a  deep  and 
absorbing  interest  1 — in  that  interest  I  ground 
my  right  to  warn  and  counsel  you.  I  saw,  or 
fancied  I  saw  in  you  a  mind  congenial  Jto  my 
own — a  mind  above  the  frivolities  of  your  sex 
-^a  mind,  in  short,  with  the  grasp  and  energy 
of  a  man's.  You  were  then  but  a  child ;  you 
are  scarcely  yet  a  woman  ;  yet,  have  I  not  giv- 
en tor  your  intellect  ^he  strong  food  on  which 
the  statesmen  of  Florence  fed  their  pupil  prin- 
ces ;  or  the  noble  Jesuits,  the  noble  men  who 
were  destined  to  extend  the  secret  empire  of 
the  imperishable  Loyola  V* 

*'  You  gave  me  the  taste  for  a  knowledge  rare 
in  my  sex,  I  own,"  answered  Lucretia,  with  a 
slight  tone  of  regret  in  her  voice ;  "  and  in  the 
knowledge  you  have  communicated  I  felt  a 
charm  that,  at  tiroes,  seems  te  me  to  be  only  fa- 
tal. You  have  confounded  in  my  mind  evil  and 
good,  or,  rather,  you  have  left  both  good  and  evil 
as  dead  ashes,  as  the  dust  and  cinder  of  a  cru- 
cible. You  have  made  intellect  the  only  con- 
science. Of  late,  I  wish  that  my  tutor  had  been 
a  viUage  priest !" 

*'  Of  late  !  since  yon  have  listened  to  the 
pastorals  of  that  meek  Corydon  1" 

"  Dare  you  despise  him,  and  for  what  1  that 
he  is  good  and  honest  1" 

"  I  despise  him  not  because  he  is  good  and 
honest,  but  because  he  is  of  the  common  herd 
of  men,  without  aim  or  character.  And  is  it 
for  this  yonth  that  you  will  sacrifice  your  for- 
tunes, your  ambition,  the  station  you  were  born 
to  fill  and  have  been  reared  to  improve — ^this 
youth  in  whom  there  is  nothing  but  the  lap- 
dog's  merit— sleekness  and  beauty  1  Ay,  frown 
•—the  frown  betrays  you — ^you  love  him !" 

**  And  if  I  do  ?"  said  Lucretia,  raising  her  tall 
form  to  its  utmost  height,  and  haughtily  facing 
her  inquisitor.  *'  And  if  I  do,  what  then  1  Is 
he  unworthy  of  me  1  Converse  with  him,  and 
yon  will  find  that  the  noble  form  conceals  as 
high  a  spirit.    He  wanta  bat  wealth— 1  can  give 


it  to  him.  If  his  temper  is  gentle,  I  can  prompt 
and  guide  it  to  fame  and  power.  He,  at  least, 
has  education,  and  eloquence,  and  mind.  What 
has  Mr.  Vernon  1" 

"  Mr.  Vernon — I  did  not  speak  of  him!" 

Lucretia  gazed  hard  upon  the  Provencal's 
countenance — ^gazed  with  that  unpitying  air  of 
triumph  with  which  a  woman,  who  detects  a 
power  over  the  heart  she  does  not  desire  to 
conquer,  exults  in  defeating  the  reasons  that 
heart  appears  to  her  to  prompt.  ■*  No,"  she  said 
in  a  calm  voice,  to  which  the  venom  of  secret 
ironygavestingingsignificance—*' no, you  spoke 
not  of  Mr.  Vernon ;  you  though t'that  if  I  looked 
round — if  I  looked  nearer — I  might  have  a  fairer 
choice." 

"  You  are  cruel — ^you  are  unjust,"  said  Dali- 
bard, falteringly.  "  If  I  once  presumed  for  a 
moment,  have  I  repeated  my  offense  1  Bet," 
he  added,  hurriedly,  "  in  me— much  as  yoo  ap- 
pear to  despise  me-^in  me,  at  least,  you  mnkl 
have  risked  none  of  the  dangers  that  beset  yoo 
if  you  seriously  set  your  heart  on  Mainwariag." 

*'  You  think  my  uncle  would  be  proud  to  give 
my  hand  to  Monsieur  Olivier  Dalibard  ?" 

**  I  think  and  I  know,"  answered  the  Proven- 
cal, gravely,  and  disregarding  the  taunt,  "  that 
if  you  had  deigned  to  render  me — poor  exits 
that  I  am ! — ^tbe  most  enviable  of  men,  yon  had 
still  been  the  heiress  of  Laughton." 

"  So  you  have  said  and  urged,'*  said  Looe- 
tia,  with  evident  curiosity  in  her  voice;  "yeC 
how,  and  by  what  art — wise  and  subtile  as  yua 
are— could  you  have  won  my  uncle's  consent?" 

"That  is  my  secret,"  returned  DalibardglooiD- 
ily ;  "  and  since  the  madness  I  indulged  is  for- 
ever over— since  I  have  so  schooled  my  besit, 
that  nothing,  despite  your  sarcasm,  save  so  aP 
fectionate  interest  which  I  may  call  paterstl, 
rests  there — ^let  us  pass  from  this  painful  sub- 
ject. Oh,  my  dear  pupil,  be  warned  in  timet 
know  love  for  what  it  really  is,  in  the  daric  aod 
complicated  history  of  actual  life,  a  brief  en- 
chantment, not  to  be  disdained,  but  not  to  be 
considered  the  all  in  all.  Look  round  the  woiid, 
contemplate  all  those  who  have  married  fism 
passion — ^ten  years  afterward,  whither  has  the 
passion  flown  t  With  a  few,  indeed,  where 
there  is  community  of  object  aod  character, 
new  excitements,  new  aims,  and  hopes  spnog 
up ;  and,  having  first  taken  root  in  passion,  tbe 
passion  continues  to  shoot  out  in  their  ftesh 
stems  and  fibers.  But  deceive  yonrsdf  not; 
there  is  no  such  community  between  you  and 
Mainwaring.  What  you  call  his  goodness,  yea 
will  learn  hereafter  to  despise  as  feeble ;  and 
what  in  reality  is  your  mental  power,  he  soon, 
too  soon,  will  shudder  at  as  unwomanly  aid 
hateful." 

"  Hold !"  cried  Lucretia,  trerooloualy.  "  Hold, 
and  if  he  does,  I  shall  owe  his  hate  to  yon— to 
your  lessons — ^to  your  deadly  influence !" 

"Lucretia,  no!  —  the  seeds  were  in  yoa 
Can  cultivation  force  from  the  soil  that  which 
it  is  against  the  nature  of  the  soil  to  bearl" 

"  I  will  pluck  out  the  weeds.  I  will  trait* 
form  myself!" 

"  Child,  I  defy  you  !"  said  tbe  achdiar,  with 
a  smile,  that  gave  to  his  face  the  cspressioo  bis 
son  had  conveyed  to  it.    "  I  have  warned  yon.  ' 
and  my  task  is  done."    With  that  be  bowed, 
and  leaving  her,  was  soon  by  tbe  side  of  Sit 
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Miles  St.  John,  and  the  baronet,  and  his  lihra- 
rian  a  few  momenta  after,  entered  the  house, 
and  sat  down  to  chess. 

Bat  daring  the  dialogaes  we  have  sketched, 
we  must  not  suppose  that  Sir  Miles  himself 
had  been  so  wboUy  absorbed  in  tbe  sensual 
gratification  bestowed  upon  Europe  by  the  im- 
mortal Raleigh,  as  to  neglect  his  guest  and 
kinsman. 

**  And  so,  Charley  Vernon,  it  is  not  the  fash- 
ion to  smoke  in  Lunnon  "  (so  Sir  Miles  pro- 
nounced tbe  word,  according  to  the  euphemism 
of  his  youth,  and  which,  even  at  that  day,  still 
lingered  in  courtly  jargon). 

**No,  sir.  However,  to  console  us,  we  have 
most  other  vices  in  full  force." 

"  I  dun't  doubt  it :  they  say  the  princess  set 
exhaust  life  pretty  quickly." 

**  It  certainly  requires  the  fortune  of  an  earl 
and  tbe  constitution  of  a  prize-fighter,  to  live 
with  biro." 

"  Yet  methinks.  Master  Charley,  you  have 
neither  one  nor  tbe  other.*' 

**  And  therefore  I  see  before  me,  and  at  no 
very  great  distance,  the  Bench, — and  a  con- 
sumption !"  answered  Vernon,  suppressing  a 
slight  yawn. 

*'  'Tis  a  pity ;  for  you  had  a  fine  estate  prop- 
erly managed;  and,  in  spite  of  your  faults,  you 
have  the  heart  of  a  true  gentleman.  Come, 
come !" — and  the  old  man  spoke  with  tender- 
ness— '*you  are  young  enough  yet  to  reform. 
A  prudent  maniage,  and  a  good  wife,  will  save 
both  your  health  and  your  acres." 

**  If  yon  think  so  highly  of  marriage,  my 
dear  Sir  Miles,  it  is  a  wonder  you  did  not  add 
to  your  precepts  the  value  of  your  example." 

**  Jackanapes !  I  had  not  your  infirmities.  I 
never  was  a  spendthrift,  and  I  have  ^  constitu- 
tion of  iron  !"  There  was  a  pause.  "  Charles," 
continued  Sir  Miles,  musingly,  "  theo  is  many 
an  earl  with  a  less  fortune  than  the  conjoined 
estates  of  Vernon  Grange  and  Laoghton  Hall. 
You  must  already  have  understood  me — it  is 
my  intention  to  leave  my  estates  to  Lucretia — 
it  ia  my  wish,  nevertheless,  to  think  you  will 
not  be  tbe  worse  for  my  will.  Frankly,  if  you 
can  like  my  niece,  win  her ;  settle  here  while  I 
Uve,  put  tbe  Grange  to  nurse,  and  recruit  your- 
self by  fresh  air  and  field-sports.  Zounds, 
Charles,  I  love  you,  and  that's  the  truth.  Give 
me  your  band !" 

'*And  a  grateful  heart  with  it,  shr,"  said 
Vernon,  warmly,  evidently  afifected,  as  he  start- 
ed from  his  indolent  position,  and  took  the 
band  extended  to  him.  '*  Believe  me,  I  do  not 
covet  your  wealth,  nor  do  I  envy  my  cousin 
any  thing  so  much  as  the  first  place  in  your  re- 
gard." 

**  Prettily  said,  my  boy ;  and  I  don't  suspect 
you  of  insincerity.  What  think  you,  then,  of 
my  plani" 

Mr.  Vernon  seemed  embarrassed ;  but  recov- 
ering himself  with  his  usual  ease,  he  replied 
archly,  **  Perhaps,  sir,  it  will  be  of  little  use  to 
know  what  I  think  of  your  plan ;  my  fair  cousin 
may  have  upset  it  already.** 

"  Ha,  sir,  let  me  look  at  you — so— so ! — ^you 
are  not  jesting.  What  the  dense  do  you  mean  1 
Gad,  man,  speak  oat." 

"Do  yon  not  think  that  Mr.  Monderling — 
Mandolin — ^what's  his  name^^l— do  yon  not 


think  that  he  is  a  very  handsome  young  fellow  ?" 
said  Mr. Vernon,  drawing  out  his  snuff-box,  and 
offering  it  to  bis  kinsman. 

**D your  snuff,"  quoth  Sir  Miles,  in  great 

choler,  as  he  rejected  the  proffered  courtesy 
with  a  vehemence  that  sent  half  the  contents 
of  tbe  box  upon  the  joint  eyes  and  noses  of  the 
two  canine  favorites  dozing  at  bis  feet.  The 
setter  started  up  in  an  agony — the  spaniel 
wheezed  and  sniffled,  and  ran  off,  stopping 
every  moment  to  take  his  head  between  bis 
paws.  The  old  gentleman  continued,  without 
heeding  the  sufferings  of  his  dumb  friends 
— ^a  symptom  of  rare  discomposure  on  his 
part : — 

**  Do  you  mean  to  insinuate,  Mr. Vernon,  that 
my  niece — my  elder  niece,  Lucretia  Clavering 
—condescends  to  notice  the  looks,  good  or  bad, 
of  Mr.  Mainwaringi  'Sdeath,  sir,  he  is  the  son 
of  a  land-agent.  Sir,  he  is  intended  for  trade. 
Sir,  his  highest  ambition  is  to  be  partner  in 
some  fifth-rate  mercantile  house." 

"  My  dear  Sir  Miles,"  replied  Mr.  Vernon,  as 
he  continued  to  brush  away,  with  bis  scented 
handkerchief,  such  portions  of  the  prince!s- 
mixture,  as  his  nankin  inexpressibles  had  di- 
verted from  the  sensual  organs  of  Dash  and 
Ponto— **  my  dear  Sir  Miles,  fa  fCenipich»  pa$  U 
sentiment  /" 

"  Empiche  the  fiddlestick !  You  don't  know 
Lucretia.  There  are  many  girls,  indeed,  who 
might  not  be  trusted  near  any  handsome  fiute- 
playing  spark,  with  black  eyes  and  white  teeth ; 
but  Lucretia  is  not  one  of  those ;  she  has  spirit 
and  ambition  that  would  never  stoop  to  a  mh- 
alliance ;  she  has  the  mind  and  will  of  a  queen 
— old  Queen  Bess,  I  believe." 

"  That  is  saying  much  for  her  talents,  sir ; 
but  if  so,  heaven  help  her  intended.  I  ana 
duly  grateful  for  the  blessings  you  propose 
me!" 

Despite  his  anger,  the  old  gentleman  could 
not  help  smiling. 

"  Why,  to  confess  the  truth,  she  is  hard  to 
manage ;  but  we,  men  of  the  world,  know  how 
to  govern  women,  I  hope— much  less  to  break 
in  a  girl  scarce  out  of  her  teens.  As  for  this 
fancy  of  yours,  it  is  sheer  folly — ^Lucretia  knows 
my  mind.  She  has  seen  her  mother's  fate ;  she 
has  seen  her  sister  an  exile  from  my  house- 
why  1  for  no  fault  of  hers,  poor  thing !  but  be- 
cause she  is  tbe  child  of  disgrace,  and  the 
mother's  sin  is  visited  on  the  daughter's  head. 
I  am  a  good-natured  man,  I  fancy,  as  men  go ; 
but  I  am  old-fashioned  enough  to  care  for  my 
race.  If  Lucretia  demeaned  herself  to  love,  to 
encourage  that  lad — ^why,  I  would  strike  her 
from  my  will,  and  put  your  name  where  I  have 
placed  hers." 

**  Sir,"  said  Vernon,  gravely,  and  throwing 
aside  all  affectation  of  manner,  "  this  becomes 
serious  ;  and  I  have  no  right  even  to  whisper  a 
doubt  by  which  it  now  seems  I  might  benefit. 
I  think  it  imprudent,  if  you  wish  \fiss  Claver- 
ing to  regard  me  impartially  as  a  suitor  to  her 
hand,  to  throw  her,  at  her  age,  in  the  way  of  a 
man  far  superior  to  myself,  and  to  most  men, 
in  personal  advantages — a  man  more  of  her 
own  years,  well  educated,  well  mannered,  with 
no  evidence  of  bis  inferior  birth  in  his  appear- 
ance or  his  breeding.  I  have  not  the  least  ground 
for  supposinff  that  he  has  made  tbe  slightest 
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tifiipre«8ion  on  Btifts  Cl&Tering,  and  if  he  haa^  it 
-would  be,  perha^,  but  a  girl's  innocent  and 
thoughtless  fancy,  easily  shaken  off  by  time 
.  and  worldly  reflection  :  bat  pardon  me,  if  I  say 
•blontiy,  that  should  that  be  so,  you  would  be 
wholly  unjustified  in  punishing,  even  in  blaming 
hermit  is  yourself  you  must  blame  for  your 
own  carelessness,  and  that  forgetful  blindness 
to  human  nature  and  yoatfafol  emotions,  which, 
I  mast  say,  is  the  less  pardonable  in  one  who 
'has  known  the  world  so  intimately." 

<^  Charles  Vernon,"  said  the  old  baronet, 

**  give  me  youf  himd,  again !  I  was  right,  at 

'least,  when  f  said  you  had  the  heart  of  a  true 

.ffentleman.    Drop  this  subject  for  the  present. 

who  has  jusi  left  I/ioretia,  yonder  1" 

"  Tour  fr9t$gi^^he  Frenchman.'* 

"Ah,  hi,  at  least,  is  not  bUnd— go,  and  join 
Lueietia!" 

Vernon  %«#ed,  emptied  the  remains  of  the 
madeira  into  a  tumbler,  drank  the  contents  at  a 
draught,  and  sauntered  toward  Lucretia;  but 
she,  pereeiving  his  approach,  crossed  abruptly 
into  one  of  the  aHeys  that  led  to  the  other  side 
of  the  house ;  and  he  was  either  too  indifferent, 
or  too  well-bred,  to  force  upon  her  the  com- 
panionship which  she  so  evidently  shunned. 
He  threw  himeelf  at  length  upon  one  of  the 
benches  in  the  lawn,,  and,  leaning  his  head 
upon  bis  hand,  fell  into  reflections,  which,  had 
be  spoken,  would  have  shaped  themselves 
somewhat  thus  into  words  :— 

**  If  I  must  take  that  girl  as  the  price  of  this 
fair  heritage,  shall  I  gain  or  lose  1    I  grant  that 
■  she  has  the  finest  neck  and  shoulders  I  ever 
saw  out  of  marble ;  but  far  from  being  in  love 
with  her,  she  gives  me  a  feeling  like  fear  and 
aversion.    Add  to  this,  that  she  has  evidently 
no  kinder  sentiment  for  me  than  I  for  her ;  and 
if  she  once  had  a  heart,  that  young  gent1<^an 
'has  long"  since  coaxed  it  away.    Pleasant  aus- 
pices, these,  for  matrimony,  to  a  poor  invalid, 
who  wishes  at  least  to  decline  and  to  die  in 
peace!    Moreover,  if  I  were  rich  enough  to 
marry  as  I  pleased— if  I  were  what,  perhaps,  I 
ought  to  be,  heir  to  Laughton—- why,  there  is  a 
iieertain  sweet  Mary  in  the  world,  whose  eyes 
are  'Oofter  than  Lucretia  Ciavering's ;  but  that 
is  a  dream !    On  the  other  hand,  if  I  do  not  win 
this  girl,  and  my  poor  kinsman  give  her  all  or 
nearly  all  his  possessions,  Vernon  Grange  goes 
to  the  usurers,  and  the  king  will  find  a  lodging 
fbr  myself.    Wtet  does  it  matter  t    I  can  not 
live  above  two  or  three  years  at  the  most,  and 
>«an  only  hope,  therefore,  that  dear  stout  old  8ir 
'^  Kfles  may  outlive  ne.    At  thirty-tbree,  I  have 
-worn  out  fortune  and  life ;  little  pleasure  could 
Laughton  give  me  ;  brief  pain  the  Bench.  Fore 
*Oad,  the  philosophy  of  the  thing  is  on  the  whole 
'  against  sour  looks  and  the  noose  !*'    Thus  de- 
ciding in  the  progress  of  his  reverie,  he  smiled, 
and  changed  his  position.    The  sun  had  set — 
the  twilight  was  over — ^the  moon  rose  in  splen- 
•dor  from  amid  a  thick  copse  of  mingled  beech 
and  oak ;  the  beams  fell  full  on  the  face  of  the 
'mnser,  and  the  face  seemed  yet  paler,  and  the 
exhaustion  of  premature  decay  yet  more  evi- 
dent by  that  still  and  melancholy  light — all 
ruins  gain  dignity  by  the  moon.    This  was  a 
'  ruin  nobler  than  that  which  painters  place  on 
their  canvas — the  ruin,  not  of  stone  and  brick, 
L  'but  of  humanity  and  spirit ;  the  wreck  of  man. 


prematurely  old,  not  strtoken  by  great  i 
not  bowed  1^  great  toil,  but  fretted  and  mined 
away  by  small  pleasures  and  poor  exeitemeats 
— >«mall  and  poor,  but  daily,  hourly;  momently 
at  their  gn6rae-like  work.  Something  of  the 
gravity  and  the  true  lesson  of  the  hour  and 
scene,  perhaps,  forced  itself  upon  a  mind  littte 
given  to  sentiment,  for  Vernon  rose  langnidlv, 
and  muttered — 

(*My  poor  mother  hoped  better  things  fhrn 
me.  It  is  well,  after  all,  that  it  is  brSken  9iS 
with  Mary !  Why  should  there  be  any  one  lo 
weep  for  me  ?  I  can  the  better  die  emfliog,  as 
I  have  lived." 

Meanwhile,  as  it  is  necessary  we  aheuld  iol- 
low  each  of  the  principal  characters  we  have 
introduoed  through  the  course  of  an  evening 
more  or  less  eventful  in  the  destiny  of  aO,  «e 
return  to  Matnwaring,  and  aooompaay  htm  to 
the  lake  at  the  bottom  of  the  park,  which  he 
reached  as  its  smooth  surface  glistened  in  tbB 
last  beams  of  the  sun.  He  saw,  as  he  neared 
the  water,  the  fish  sporting  in  the  peHncid  tftfe; 
the  dragon-fly  darted  and  hovered  in  the  air; 
the  tedded  grass  beneath  his  feet  gave  ftrth 
the  fragrance  of  enished  thyme  and  dover ;  Ihs 
swan  paused,  as  if  slumbering  on  the  wave ; 
the  linnet  and  finch  sang  still  from  the  neigh- 
boring copses ;  and  the  heavy  beeawers  wing- 
ing their  way  home  with  a  drowsy  nrarmar;  all 
around  were  images  of  that  unspeakable  peace 
which  Nature  whispers  to  those  attaned  to  her 
music ;  all  fitted  to  lull,  but  not  to  deject  the 
spirit ;  images  dear  to  the  holyday  of  the  world- 
worn  man,  to  the  contemplation  of  serene  and 
retired  age;  to  the  boyhood  of  poets;  to  the 
youth  of  lovers.  But  Mainwaring*&  sfep  was 
heavy,  and  hts  brow  clouded  ;  and  Natnre  Unt 
evening  was  dumb  to  him.  At  the  margin  of 
the  lake  stood  a  solitary  angler,  who  now  (hii 
eveningis  task  done)  was  employed  in  leisare^T 
disjointing  his  rod,  and  whistling  with  maoh 
sweetness  an  ah*  from  one  of  Isaac  Waltoa's 
songs.  Mainwaring  reached  the  angler,  lod 
laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder — 
•*  What  sport,  ArdworthV 
«  A  few  large  roach  "^Ith  the  fly,  and  enepiks 
with  a  gndgeon>->a  noble  fellow  !-^4ook  atUa  1 
He  was  lying  under  the  reeda  yimder;  Imv 
his  green  back,  and'teaaed  him  into  hifiog.  A 
heavenly  evening.  I  wonder  yon  did  set  fol- 
low my  example,  and  escape  from  a  set,  where 
neither  you  nor  I  can  fe^  very  much  at  hone, 
to  this  green  banquet  of  nature,  in  wliieh  at 
least  no  man  arts  below  the  salt*oellar.  The 
birds  are  an  older  family  than  the  St  Abas ; 
but  they  don*t  throw  their  pedigrees-  ht  oar 
teeth,  Mainwaring." 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  good  friend,  you  wrong  oW 
Sir  Miles;  proud  be  ia,  no  doubt,  hat  neither 
you  nor  I  have  had  to  complain  of  his  hwo- 
lence.*' 

»*  Of  his  insolence !  certainly  not— ef  his  con- 
descension, yes !  Hang  it,  William,  it  is  bis 
very  politeness  that  galls  me.  Don't  yon  ob- 
serve, that  with  Vernon,  or  Lord  A ♦  or 

I/,rd  B ,  or  Mr.  C ,  he  is  easy  and  off- 

hand,  calls  them  by  their  names,  pats  them  on 
the  shoulder,  rates  them,  and  swears  at  tlwm 
if  they  vex  him;  but  with  you  and  me  and  fcia 
French  parasite,  it  is  all  stately^  deooinm  wid 
Dunctiliooa  courtesy : — '  Mr.  Mainwaritt^  I  «■ 
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delighted  to  see  you ;'  *  Mr.  Ardwortb,  as  you 
are  so  near,  dare  I  ask  you  to  ring  the  bell  V 
*  Monsieur  Dalibard,  with  the  utmost  deference, 
I  venture  to  disagree  with  yon.'  However, 
don't  let  my  foolish  susceptibility  ruffle  your 
pride.  And  you,  too,  have  a  worthy  object  in 
Tiew,  which  might  well  detain  you  from  roach 
and  jack-fish.  Have  you  stolen  your  interview 
with  the  superb  Lucretia  V 

"  Yes,  stolen,  as  you  say :  and,  like  all  thieves 
BOt  thoroughly  hardened,  I  am  ashamed  of  my 
gains." 

**Sit  down,  my  boy,  this  is  a  bank  in  ten 
thousand ;  there — that  old  root  to  lean  your 
elbow  on,  this  soft  moss  for  your  cushion :  sit 
down  and  confess.  You  have  something  on 
your  mind  that  preys  on  you  ;  we  are  old  col- 
lege friends— out  with  it." 

'*  There  is  no  resisting  you,  Ardworth,"  said 
Mainwaring,  smiling,  and  drawn  from  bis  re- 
serve and  his  gloom  by  the  frank  good -humor 
of  his  companion.  "  I  should  like,  I  own,  to 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it ;  and  perhaps  I  may 
profit  by  your  advice.  You  know,  in  the  first 
place,  that  after  I  lefl  college,  my  father  seeing 
xne  indisposed  for  the  church,  to  which  he  had 
always  destined  me  in  his  own  heart,  and  for 
which,  indeed,  he  had  gone  out  of  his  way  to 
maintain  me  at  the  university,  gave  me  the 
choice  of  his  own  business  as  a  surveyor  and 
land  agent,  or  of  entering  into  the  mercantile 
profession.  I  chose  the  latter,  and  went  to 
Southampton,  where  we  have  a  relation  in  busi- 
ness, to  1)0  initiated  into  the  elementary  mys- 
teries. There  I  became  acquainted  with  a  good 
clergyman  and  his  wife,  and  in  that  house  I 
passed  a  great  part  of  my  time." 

"  With  the  hope,  I  trust,  on  better  consider- 
ation, of  gratifying  your  father's  ambition,  and 
learning  how  to  starve  with  gentility  on  a 
cure.*'  , 

"  Not  much  of  that,  I  fear." 

"  Then  the  clergyman  had  a  daughter  1" 

"  You  are  nearer  the  mark  now,"  said  Main- 
waring,  coloring, "  though  it  was  not  his  daugh- 
ter ;  a  young  lady  lived  in  his  family,  not  even 
related  to  him,  she  was  placed  there  with  a 
certain  allowance  by  a  rich  relation.  In  a  word, 
I  admired,  perhaps  I  loved,  this  young  person ; 
bat  she  was  without  an  independence,  and  I 
not  yet  provided  even  with  the  substitute  of 
money,  a  profession.  I  fancied  (do  not  laugh 
at  my  vanity)  that  my  feelings  might  be  re- 
turned. I  was  in  alarm  for  her  as  well  as  my- 
self; I  sounded  the  clergyman  as  to  the  chance 
of  obtaining  the  consent  of  her  rich  relation, 
•and  was  informed  that  he  thought  it  hopeless. 
I  felt  I  had  no  right  to  invite  her  to  poverty  and 
Toin,  and  still  less  to  entangle  further  (if  I  had 
chanced  to  touch  at  all)  her  affection.  I  made 
an  excuse  to  my  father  to  leave  the  town,  and 
returned  home." 

"  Prudent  and  honorable  enough,  so  far ;  un- 
like me,  I  should  have  run  off  with  the  girl,  if 
she  loved  me,  and  old  Plutus,  the  rascal,  might 
have  done  his  worst  against  Cupid.  But  I  in- 
terrupt you." 

"  I  came  back  when  the  country  was  greatly 
agitated :  public  meetings,  speeches,  mobs — a 
sharp  election  going  on.  My  father  had  always 
taken  keen  interest  in  politics ;  he  was  of  the 
same  party  as  Sir  Miles,  who,  you  know,  is  red- 


hot  upon  politics.  I  was  easily  led— partly  by 
ambition,  partly  by  the  effect  of  example,  partly 
by  the  hope  to  give  a  new  turn  to  my  thoughts 
— to  make  an  appearaince  in  publid." 

•'  And  a  devilish  creditable  one,  too.  Why, 
man,  your  speeches  have  been  quoted  with  rap- 
ture by  the  London  papers.  Horridly  aristo- 
cratic and  Pittish,  it  is  true ;  I  think  differ- 
ently ;  but  every  man  to  his  taste.    Well—" 

•*  My  attempts,  such  as  they  were,  procured 
me  the  favor  of  Sir  Miles.  He  had  long  been 
acquainted  with  my  father,  who  had  helped 
him  in  his  own  elections  years  ago.  He  seemed 
cordially  delighted  to  patronize  the  son  :  he  in- 
vited me  to  visit  him  at  Laughton,  and  hinted 
to  my  father  that  I  was  formed  for  something 
better  than  a  counting-house :  my  poor  father 
was  intoxicated.  In  a  word,  here  I  am — ^here, 
often  for  days,  almost  weeks  together,  have  I 
been — a  guest,  always  welcomed." 

"  You  pause.  This  is  the  primordium — now 
comes  the  confession,  ehl" 

"Why  one  half  the  confession  is  over.  It 
was  my  most  unmerited  fortune  to  attract  the 
notice  of  Miss  Clavering.  Do  not  fancy  me  so 
self-conceited  as  to  imagine  that  I  should  ever 
have  presumed  so  high,  but  for — " 

"  But  for  encouragement — I  understand  I 
Well,  she  is  a  magnificent  creature  in  her  way ; 
and  1  do  not  wonder  that  she  drove  the  poor 
little  girl  at  Southampton  out  of  your  thoughts." 

"  Ah !  but  there  is  the  sore — I  am  not  sure  4 
that  she  has  done  so.    Ard  worth,  I  may  trust 
youl" 

"  Withevery^hing  but  half-a-guinea.  I  would 
not  promise  to  be  rock  against  sp  great  a  temp- 
tation ;"  and  Ardworth  turned  his  empty  pock- 
ets inside  out. 

"  Tush — be  serious ! — or  I  go." 

''Serious!  With  pockets  like  these,  the 
devil's  in  it  if  I  am  not  serious.    PergCfpreeor.** 

"Ardworth,  then,"  said  Mainwaring,  with 
great  emotion,  "  I  confide  to  you  the  secret 
trouble  of  my  heart. .  This  girl  at  Southampton 
is  Lucretia's  sister— her  half-sister ;  the  rich 
relation  on  whose  allowance  she  lives  is  Sir 
Miles  St.  John." 

*•  Whew ! — ^my  own  poor  dear  little  cousin,  by 
the  father's  side.  Mainwaring,  1  trust  yeu  have 
not  deceived  me,  you  have  not  amused  your- 
self with  breaking  Susan's  heart — for  a  heart, 
and  an  honest  simple  English  girl's  heart,  she 
has." 

"Heaven  forbid! — I  tell  you  I  have  never 
even  declared  my  love — and  if  love  it  were,  I 
trust  it  is  over.  But  when  Sir  Miles  was  first 
kind  to  me,  first  invited  me,  I  own  I  had  the 
hope  to  win  his  esteem,  and  since  ^e  bad  al- 
ways made  so  strong  and  cruel  a  distinction 
between  Lucretia  and  Susan,  I  thought  it  not 
impossible  that  he  might  consent  at  last  to  my 
union  with  the  niece  he  had  refused  to  receive 
and  acknowledge.  But  even  while  the  hope  was 
in  me,  I  was  draw^n  on— I  was  entangled — I  was 
spell-bound — I  know  not  how  or  why  ;  but,  to 
close  my  confidence,  while  still  doubtful  wheth- 
er my  own  heart  is  free  from  the  remembrance 
of  the  one  sister,  I  am  pledged  to  the  other." 

Ardworth  looked  down  gravely  and  remained 
silent.  He  was  a  joyous,  careless,  reckless 
youth,  with  unsteady  character  and  pursuits^ 
ami  with  something  of  vague  poetry,  much  of 
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unaccommodating  pride  about  his  nature — one 
of  those  youths  little  likely  to  do  what  is  called 
well  in  the  world — not  persevering  enough  for 
an  independent  career — too  blunt  and  honest 
for  a  servile  one.  But  it  was  in  the  very  dis- 
position of  such  a  person  to  judge  somewhat 
harshly  of  Mainwaring's  disclosure,  and  not 
easily  to  comprehend  what,  alter  all,  was  very 
natural — how  a  young  man,  new  to  life,  timM 
by  character,  and  of  an  extreme  susceptibility 
to  the  fear  of  giving  pain,  had  in  the  surprise, 
the  gratitude,  the  emotion,  of  an  avowed  attach- 
ment from  a  girl,  far  above  him  in  worldly  po- 
sition, been  forced  by  receiving,  to  seem,  at 
least,  to  return  her  affection.  And  indeed 
though  not  wholly  insensible  to  the  brilliant 
prospects  opened  to  him  in  such  a  connection ; 
yet»  to  do  him  justice,  Mainwaring  would  have 
been  equally  entangled,  by  a  similar  avowal 
from  a  girl  more  his  equal  in  the  world.  It  was 
rather  from  an  amiability  bordering  upon  weak- 
ness, than  from  any  more  degrading  moral  im- 
perfections that  he  had  been  betrayed  into  a  po- 
sition which  neither  contented  bis  heart,  nor 
satisfied  his  conscience. 

With  far  less  ability  than  his  friend,  Ard- 
worth  had  niore  force  and  steadiness  in  his  na- 
turs,  and  was  wholly  free  from  that  morbid  del- 
icacy of  temperament  to  which  susceptible  and 
shy  persons  owe  much  of  their  errors  and  mis- 
fortunes. He,  therefore,  aAer  a  long  pause, 
said,  *'  My  good  fellow,  to  be  plain  with  you,  I 
can  not  say  that  year  confession  has  improved 
you  m  my  estimation ;  hot  that  is,  perhaps,  be- 
cause of  the  bluntness  of  my  understanding.  I 
could  qnite  comprehend  your  forgetting  Susan 
(and,  after  all,  I  am  left  in  doubt  as  to  the  ex- 
tent of  her  conquest  over  you),  for  the  very 
different  charms  of  her  sister.  On  the  other 
hand,  I  could  still  better  understand  that  having 
once  fancied  Susan,  you  could  not  be  com- 
manded into  love  for  Lucretia.  But  I  do  not 
comprehend  your  feeling  love  for  one,  and 
making  love  to  the  other — ^which  is  the  long 
and  short  of  the  business." 

**That  is  not  exactly  the  true  statement," 
answered  Mainwaring,  with  a  powerful  effort  at 
composure.  **  There  are  moments  when,  lis- 
tening to  Lucretia,  when  charmed  by  that  soft- 
ness which,  contrasting  the  rest  of  her  charac- 
ter, she  exhibits  to  none  but  me,  struck  by  her 
great  mental  powers,  proud  of  an  unsought  tri- 
umph over  such  a  being,  I  fedl  as  if  I  could 
love  none  but  her ;  then,  suddenly,  her  mood 
changes — she  utters  sentiments  that  chill  and 
revolt  me — ^the  very  beauty  seems  vanished 
from  her  face.  I  recall  with  a  sigh,  the  simple 
sWeetness  of  Susan,  and  I  feel  as  if  I  deceived 
both  my  mistress  and  myself.  Perhaps,  how- 
ever, all  the  circumstances  of  this  connection 
tend  to  remove  my  doubts.  It  is  humiliating  to 
me  to  know  that  I  woo  clandestinely  and  upon 
sofieranoe ;  that  I  am  stealing,  as  it  were,  into 
a  fortune ;  that  I  am  eating  Sir  Miles'  bread,and 
yet  counting  upon  his  death ;  and  this  shame 
in  myself  may  make  me  unconsciously  unjust 
to  Lucretia.  But  it  is  useless  to  reprove  me 
for  what  is  past ;  and  though  I  at  first  imagined 
yon  could  advise  me  for  the  future,  I  now  see, 
too  clearly,  that  no  advice  could  avail" 

"  I  grant  that,  too,  for  all  you  require,  is  to 
make  up  your  mind  to  be  fairly  off  with  the  old 


love,  or  fairly  on  with  the  new.  However,  now 
you  have  stated  your  case  thus  frankly,  if  yoa 
permit  me,  I  will  take  advantage  of  the  strange 
chance  of  finding  myself  here,  and  watch,  pon- 
der, and  counsel,  if  I  can.  This  Lucretia,  I 
own  it,  puzzles  and  perplexes  me ;  but,  though 
no  CEdipus,  I  will  not  take  fright  at  the  Spbynx. 
I  suppose  now  it  is  time  to  return.  They  ex- 
pect some  of  the  neighbors  to  drink  tea,  and  I 
must  doff  my  fishing-jacket.    Come!" 

As  they  strolled  toward  the  house,  Ardworth 
broke  a  silence  which  had  lasted  for  some  mo- 
ments : 

"And  how  is  that  dear  good  Fieldeni  I 
ought  to  have  guessed  him  at  once,  when  yoa 
spoke  of  your  clergyman  and  his  young  cbaige : 
but  I  did  not  know  he  was  at  Southampton." 

''  He  has  exchanged  his  living  for  a  year,  on 
account  of  his  wife's  health,  and  rather,  I  thiak 
also,  with  the  wish  to  bring  poor  Susan  nearer 
to  Laughton,  in  the  chance  of  her  uncle  seeing 
her.  But  you  are,  then,  acquainted  with  Fiel- 
deni" 

**  Acquainted ! — ^my  best  friend.  He  was  my 
tutor,  and  prepared  me  for  Cains  College.  I 
owe  him  not  only  the  little  learning  I  have,  bit 
the  little  good  that  is  left  in  me.  I  owe  to  bin 
apparently,  also,  whatever  chance  of  belteriog 
my  prospects  may  arise  from  my  Tisit  at  Laogb- 
ton." 

<*  Notwithstanding  our  intimacy,  we  hava, 
like  most  young  men  not  related,  spoken  » 
little  of  our  family  matters,  that  I  do  not  now 
understand  how  you  are  cousin  to  Susan ;  nor 
what,  to  my  surprise  and  delight,  brought  yoa 
hither  three  days  ago." 

"  Faith,  my  story  is  easier  to  explain  thaa 
your  own,  William.    Here  goes !" 

But  as  Ardworth's  recital  partially  involves 
references  to  family  matters,  not  yet  anfficim^ 
known  to  the  reader,  we  must  be  pardoned  if 
we  assume  to  ourselves  his  task  of  nanatsr, 
and  necessarily  enlarge  on  his  details. 

The  branch  of  the  illustrions  famfly  of  St 
John,  represented  by  Sir  Miles,  diverged  tna 
the  parent  stem  of  the  Lords  of  Blelshoe. 
With  them  it  placed  at  the  summit  of  ito  pedi- 
gree, the  name  of  William  de  St.  John,  Iks 
Conqueror's  favorite  and  trusted  vrarrior,  aad 
Oliva  de  Filgiers.  With  them  it  blazoned  the 
latter  alliance,  which  gave  to  Sir  Oliver  St 
John  the  lands  of  Bletshoe  by  the  band  of  Map- 
garet  Beauchamp  (by  her  second  marriage  wHk 
the  Duke  of  Somerset,  grandmother  to  Heniy 
YIL).  In  the  following  generation,  the  younger 
son  of  a  younger  son  had  founded,  part^  I7 
offices  of  state,  partly  by  marriage  with  a 
wealthy  heiress,  a  house  of  his  own ;  and  in 
the  reign  of  James  I.,  the  St.  Johns  of  Laogh- 
ton  ranked  among  the  chief  gentlemen  of  Hamp- 
shire. From  that  time  till  the  aooessioo  ^ 
George  III.,  the  family,  though  it  remained  «■» 
titled,  had  added  to  its  conseqnenee  by  iirti»> 
marriages  of  considerable  dignity,  chosen,  in- 
deed, with  a  disregard  for  money  uncommoa 
among  the  English  aristocracy,  so  that  the  <a- 
tate  was  but  little  enlat-ged  since  the  reign  oC 
James,  though  profiting,  of  course,  by  improved 
cultivation  and  the  different  value  of  money. 
On  the  other  hand,  perhaps  there  were  soaieair 
ten  families  in  the  country,  who  could  boast  af 
a  similar  directness  of  descent  on  al 
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from  the  proudest  and  noblest  aristocracy  of 
the  soil ;  and  Sir  Miles  St.  JnhD,  by  blood,  was, 
almost  at  the  distance  of  eight  centuries,  as 
pare  a  Norman  as  his  ancestral  William.  His 
irandfather,  nevertheless,  had  deviated  from 
MB  usual  disinterested  practice  of  the  family, 
and  bad  married  an  heiress,  who  brought  the 
quarterings  of  Vernon  to  the  crowded  escutch- 
eon, and  with  these  quarterings  an  estate  of 
some  4000/.  a-year,  popularly  known  by  the 
sacae  of  Vernon  Grange.  This  rare  occurrence 
did  not  add  to  the  domestic  happiness  of  the 
contracting  parties,  nor  did  it  lead  to  the  ulti- 
mate Increase  of  the  Laughton  possession!^ 
Two  sons  were  born.  To  the  elder  was  des- 
tined the  father's  inheritance — to  the  younger 
the  maternal  property.  One  house  is  not  large 
enough  for  two  heirs.  Nothing  could  exceed 
the  pride  of  the  father  as  a  St,  John,  except  the 
pride  of  the  mother  as  a  Vernon.  Jealousies 
between  the  two  sons  began  early,  and  rankled 
deep ;  nor  was  there  peace  at  Laughton  till  the 
younger  bad  earned  away  from  its  rental  the 
lands  of  Vernon  Grange ;  and  the  elder  re- 
mained just  where  his  predecessors  stood  in 
point  of  possessions — sole  lord  of  Laughton, 
•ola  The  eldest  son,  Sir  Miles's  father,  had 
l^en,  indeed,  so  chafed  by  the  rivalry  with  his 
brother,  that  in  disgust  he  had  run  away,  and 
thrown  himself,  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  into  the 
navy.  By  accident  or  by  merit  he  rose  high  in 
that  profession,  acquired  name  and  fame,  and 
ktot  an  eye 'and  an  arm,  for  which  he  was  ga- 
zetted, at  the  same  time^  an  admiral  and  a 
baronet. 

Thus  mutilated  and  dignified,  Sir  George  St. 
John  retired  from  the  profession ;  and  finding 
himself  unmarried,  and  haunted  by  the  appre- 
hension that  if  he  died  childless,  Laughton 
would  pass  to  his  brother's  heirs,  he  resolved 
upon  consigning  his  remains  to  the  nuptial 
couch,  previous  to  the  surer  peace  of  the  family 
Taolt.  At  the  age  of  filly-six,  the  grim  old 
Teteran  succeeded  in  finding  a  young  lady  of 
unblemished  descent,  and  much  marked  with 
the  small-pox,  who  consented  to  accept  the 
only  hand  which  Sir  George  had  to  offer. 
From  this  marriage  sprung  a  numerous  family ; 
hot  all  died  in  early  childhood,  frightened  to 
death,  said  tlie  neighbors,  by  their  tender  pa- 
rents (considered  the  ugliest  couple  in  the 
county),  except  one  boy  (the  present  Sir  Miles) 
and  one  daughter,  many  years  younger,  destined 
to  become  Lucretia's  mother.  Sir  Miles  came 
early  into  his  property ;  and  although  the  soft- 
ening advance  of  civilization,  with  the  liberal 
effects  of  travel,  and  a  long  residence  in  cities, 
took  from  him  that  provincial  austerity  of  pride, 
which  is  only  seen  in  stanch  perfection  among 
the  lords  of  a  Tillage,  he  was  yet  little  less 
susceptible  to  the  duties  of  maintaining  bis  line- 
age pure  as  its  representation  had  descended 
to  biro,  than  the  most  superb  of  his  predeces- 
sors. But  owing,  it  was  said,  to  an  early  dis- 
appointment, he  led,  during  youth' and  man- 
hood, a  rovibg  and  desultory  life,  and  so  put  off 
from  year  to  year  the  grand  experiment  matri- 
monial, until  he  arrived  at  old  age,  with  the 
philosophical  determination  to  select  from  the 
other  branches  of  his  house  the  successor  to 
the  heritage  of  St.  John.  In  thus  arrogating  to 
himaelf  a  right  to  neglect  his  proper  duties  as 


head  of  a  family,  he  found  his  excuse  in  adopt- 
ing his  niece  Lucretia.  His  sister  had  chosen 
for  her  first  husband  a  friend  and  neighbor  of 
his  own,  a  younger  son,  of  unexceptionable 
birth,  and  of  very  agreeable  manners  in  soci- 
ety. But  this  gentleman  contrived  to  render 
her  life  so  miserable,  that,  though  he  died  fif- 
teen months  after  their  marriage,  his  widow 
could  scarcely  be  expected  to  mourn  long  for 
him.  A  year  after  Mr.  Clavering's  death,  Mrs. 
Clavering  married  again,  under  the  mistaken 
notion  that  she  had  the  right  to  choose  for  her- 
self. She  married  Dr.  Mivers,  the  provincial 
physician  who  had  attended  her  husband  in  his 
last  illness — a  gentleman  by  education,  man- 
ners, and  profession,  but  unhappily  the  son  of  a 
silk-mercer.  Sir  Miles  never  forgave  this  con- 
nection. By  her  first  marriage.  Sir  Miles^s  sis- 
ter had  one  daughter,  Lucretia ;  by  her  second 
marriage,  another  daughter,  named  Susan.  She 
survived  somewhat  more  than  a  year  the  birth 
of  the  latter :  on  her  death.  Sir  Miles  formally 
(through  his  agent)  applied  to  Dr.  Mivers  for 
his  eldest  niece,  Lucretia  Claverinj^,  and  the 
physician  did  not  think  himself  justified  in 
withholding  from  her  the  probable  advantages 
of  a  transfer  firoro  his  own  roof  to  that  of  her 
wealthy  uncle.  He  himself  had  been  no  worldly 
gainer  by  his  connection  ;  his  practice  had  suf- 
fered materially  from  the  sympathy  which  was 
felt  by  the  county  families  for  the  supposed 
wrongs  of  Sir  Miles  St.  John,  who  was  person- 
aUy  not  only  popular,  but  esteemed,  nor  less  so 
on  account  of  his  pride ;  too  dignified  to  refer 
even  to  his  domestic  annoyances,  except  to  his 
most  familiar  associates — to  them,  indeed.  Sir 
Miles  had  said  briefly,  that  he  considered  a  phy- 
sician who  abused  his  entrance  into  a  noble 
family  by  stealing  into  its  alliance,  was  a  char- 
acter in  whose  punishment  all  society  had  an 
interest.  The  words  were  repeated  —  they 
were  thought  just.  Those  who  ventured  to 
suggest  that  Mrs.  Clavering,  as  a  widow,  was 
a  free  agent,  were  regarded  with  suspicion. 
It  was  the  time^hen  French  principles  were 
just  beginning  to  be  held  in  horror,  especially 
in  the  provinces,  and  when  every  thing  that  en- 
croached upon  the  rights  and  prejudices  of  the 
high-born,  was  called  "a  French  principle." 
Dr.  Mivers  was  as  mnch  scouted  as  if  he  had 
been  a  sans  euloUe.  Obliged  to  quit  the  county, 
he  settled  at  a  distance ;  but  he  had  a  career 
to  commence  again ;  his  wife's  death  enfeebled 
his  spirits,  and  damped  his  exertions.  He  did 
little  more  than  earn  a  bare  subsistence,  and 
died,  at  last,  when  his  only  daughter  was  four- 
teen, poor  and  embarrassed.  On  his  death- 
bed he  wrote  a  letter  to  Sir  Miles,  reminding 
him  that,  after  all,  Susan  was  his  sister's  child, 
gently  vindicating  himself  from  the  unmerited 
charge  of  treachery  which  had  blasted  his  for- 
tunes,  and  left  his  orphan  penniless ;  and  clos- 
ing with  a  touching,  yet  a  manly  appeal,  to  the 
sole  relative  left  to  befriend  her.  The  clergy- 
man who  had  attended  him  in  his  dying  mo- 
ments, took  charge  of  this  letter ;  he  brought 
it  in  person  to  Laughton,  and  delivered  it  to 
Sir  Miles.  Whatever  his  errors,  the  old  baronet 
was  no  common  man.  He  was  not  vindictive, 
though  he  could  not  be  called  forgiving.  He 
had  considered  his  conduct  to  his  sister  a  duty 
owed  }o  his  name  and  ancestors;   she  had 
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placed  herself  and  her  youngest  child  ent  of  the 
pale  of  his  family.  He  would  Dot  receive  as 
his  niece  the  granddaughter  of  a  silk-mercer. 
The  relationship  was  extinct,  as,  in  certain 
countries,  nobility  is  forfeited  by  a  union  with' 
an  inferior  class.  But,  niece  or  not,  here  was 
a  claim  to  humanity  and  benevolence;  and 
never  yet  had  appeal  been  made  by  suffering  to 
his  heart  and  purse  in  vain. 

He  bowed  his  head  over  the  letter  as  his  eye 
came  to  the  last  line,  and  remained  silent  so 
long,  that  the  clergyman,  at  last,  moved  and 
hopeful,  approached  and  took  his  hand.  It  was 
the  impulse  of  a  good  man  and  a  good  priest. 
Sir  Miles  looked  up  in  surprise ;  but  the  calm, 
pitying  face  bent  on  him  repelled  all  return  of 
pride. 

"  Sir,"  he  said,  tremulously,  and  he  pressed 
the  hand  that  grasped  (lis  own,  "  I  thank  you. 
I  am  not  fit  at  this  moment  to  decide  what  to 
do  ;  to-morrow  you  shall  know.  And  the  man 
died  poor  1  not  in  want,  not  in  want!'' 

"  Comfort  yourself,  worthy  sir ;  he  had,  at 
the  last^  all  that  sickness  and  death  require,  ex- 
cept one  assurance,  wbftih  I  ventured  to  whis- 
per to  him — I  trust  not  too  rashly— that  his 
daughter  would  not  be  left  unprotected.  And 
I  pray  you  to  reflect,  my  dear  sir,  that — " 

Sir  Miles  did  not  wait  for  the  conclusion  of 
the  sentence ;  he  rose  abruptly,  and  led  the 
room.  Mr.  Fielden  (so  the  good  priest  was 
named)  felt  confident  of  the  success  of  his  mis- 
sion ;  but,  to  win  it  the  more  support,  he  sought 
Lucretia.  Ste  was  then  seventeen :  it  is  an 
age  when  the  heart  is  peculiarly  open  to  the 
household  ties — to  the  memory  of  a  mother — 
to  the  sweet  name  of  sister.  He  sought  this 
girl ;  he  told  his  tale,  and  pleaded  the  sister's 
cause.  Lucretia  beard  in  silence  ;  neither  eye 
nor  lip  betrayed  emotion ;  but  her  color  went 
and  came.  This  was  the  only  sign  that  she 
was  moved — moved,  but  how  1  Fielden's  ex- 
perience in  the  human  heart  could  not  guess. 
When  he  had  done,  she  went  quietly  to  her 
desk  (it  was  in  her  own  roori  that  the  confer- 
ence took  place) — she  unlocked  it  with  a  delib- 
erate hand — she  took  from  it  a  pocket-book  and 
a  case  of  jewels,  which  Sir  Miles  had  given  her 
on  her  last  birthday.  "  Let  my  sister  have 
these  ;  while  I  live  she  shall  not  want !" 

"  My  dear  young  lady,  it  is  not  these  things 
that  she  asks  from  you ;  it  is  your  affection, 
year  sisterly  heart,  your  intercession  with  her 
natural  protector ;  these,  in  her  name,  I  ask 
for — non  gemmis  negue  purpura  venaU,  nee  auro  !" 

Lucretia  then,  still  without  apparent  emotion, 
raised  to  the  good  man's  face,  deep,  penetrating, 
but  unrevealing  eyes,  and  said,  slowly  : — 

"  Is  my  sister  like  my  mother,  who,  they  say, 
was  handsome  1" 

Much  startled  by  this  question,  Fielden  an- 
swered— ••  I  never  saw  your  mother,  my  dear ; 
bu^  your  sister  gives  promise  of  more  than  cojn- 
mon  comeliness."  i 

Lucretia's  brOws  grew  slightly  compressed. 
•*  And  her  education  has  been,  of  course,  neg- 
lected 1" 

**  Certainly,  in  some  points — mathematics,  for 

instance,  and  theology.     But  she  knows  what 

ladies  generally  know—French  and  Italian,  and 

such  like.    Dr.  Mi  vers  was  not  unlearned  in  the 

*  polite  letters.    Oh,  trust  me,  my  dear  young 


lady,  she  will  not  disgrace  yoor  family ;  tba 
will  justify  your  uncle's  favor.  Plead  for  her  !•• 
and  the  good  man  clasped  his  hands. 

Lucretia's  eyes  fell  musingly  on  the  gromid . 
but  she  resumed,  after  a  short  pause, 

*»  What  does  my  uncle  himself  say!" 

**  Only  that  he  will  decide  to-morrow." 

"  I  will  see  him  ;"  and  Lucretia  lell  the  rooo 
as  for  that  object.  But  when  she  had  gained 
the  stairs,  she  paused  at  the  large  embayed 
casement,  which  formed  a  niche  in  the  landiof- 
place,  and  gazed  over  the  broad  domains  be- 
yond ;  &  stern  smile  settled  then  upon  her 
ttps ;  the  smile  seemed  to  say — "  In  this  inherit- 
ance I  will  have  no  rival." 

Lucretia's  influence  with  Sir  Miles  was  great; 
but  here  it  was  not  needed.  Before  she  saw 
him  he  had  decided  on  his  course.  Her  pre» 
cocious,  and  apparently  intuitive  knowledge  of 
character,  detected,  at  a  glance,  the  safety  with 
which  she  might  intercede.  She  did  so,  and 
was  chid  into  silence.  * 

The  next  morning.  Sir  Miles  took  the  priest's 
arm,  and  walked  with  him  into  the  gardens. 

"  Mr.  Fielden,"  he  said,  with  the  air  of  a  man 
who  had  chosen  his  course,  and  deprecates  aB 
attempt  to  make  him  swerve  from  it,  "  if  I  fol- 
lowed my  own  selfish  wishes,  I  should  take 
home  this  poor  child.  Sta^^,  sir,  and  hear  me; 
I  am  no  hypocrite,  and  I  speak  honestly ;  I  Uka 
young  faces ;  I  have  no  family  of  nay  own;  I 
love  Lucretia,  and  I  am  proud  of  her ;  bat  a 
girl  brought  up  in  adversity  might  be  a  better 
nurse  and  a  more  docile  companion — let  that 
pass.  I  have  reflected,  and  I  feel  that  I  can  nut 
set  to  Lucretia — set  to  children  unbom^ihe 
example  of  indifference  to  a  name  degraded  and 
a  race  adulterated :  you  may  call  this  pride,  oc 
prejudice — I  view  it  differently.  There  are  du- 
ties due  from  an  individual,  duties  due  from  a 
nation,  duties  due  from  a  family  ;  as  my  aooes* 
tors  thought,  so  think  I.  They  left  me  the 
charge  of  their  name,  as'the  fief-rent  by  whick 
I  hold  their  lands.  S'death,  shr !  pardon  me 
the  expletive  !  I  was  about  to  say,  that  if  I  am 
now  a  childless  old  man,  it  is  because  I  have 
myself  known  temptation,  and  resisted.  Itoved, 
and  denied  myself  what  I  believed  my  best 
chance  of  happiness,  because  the  ol^ect  of  my 
attachment  w^s  not  my  equal ;  that  was  a  bit- 
ter struggle  ;  I  triumphed,  and  I  rdjoice  at  it, 
though  the  result  was  to  leave  aU  thoughts 
of  wedlock  elsewhere  odious  and  repugnant 
These  principles  of  action  have  made  a  part  of 
my  creed  as  gentleman,  if  not  as  Christiu- 
Now,  to  the  point.  I  beseech  you  to  find  a  fit- 
ting and  reputable  home  for  Miss — ^Miss  Miveis 
(the  lip  slightly  curled  as  the  name  was  said); 
I  shall  provide  suitably  for  her  maintenance. 
When  she  marries,  I  will  dower  her,  provided 
only,  and  always,  that  her  choice  fall  upon  one 
who  will  not  stilt  further  degrade  her  lineage 
on  her,  mother's  side— in  a  word,  if  she  select 
a  gentlem^.  Mr.  Fielden,  on  this  subject  I 
have  no  rnore  to  say." 

In  vain  the  good  clergyman,  whose  very  coa 
science,  as  well  as  reason,  was  shocked  b^ 
the  deliberate  and  argutnentative  manner  witk 
which  the  baronet  had  treated  the  abandon- 
ment of  his  sister's  child  as  an  absolutely 
moral,  almost  religious  duty — in  vain  he  exert 
ed  himself  to  repel  such  sophisms,  and  pat  the 
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matter  in  its  true  light.  It  was  easy  for  him 
to  moTe  Sir  Miles's  heart-— <Aa/  was  ever  gentle 
— ihtU  was  nfbved  already ;  bat  the  crotchet  in 
bis  head  was  impregnable.  The  more  touch- 
ingly  he  painted  poor  Susan's  unfriended  youth, 
ber  sweet  character  and  promising  virtues,  the 
more  Sir  Miles  St.  John  considered  himself  a 
martyr  to  his  principles,  and  the  more  obstinate 
in  the  martyrdom  he  became.  "  Poor  thing ! 
poor  child!"  he  said  often,  and  brushed  a  tear 
from  his  eyes  ;  "  a  thousand  pities !  Well,  well, 
I  hope  she  will  be  happy  !  Mind,  money  shall 
never  stand  in  the  way,  if  she  have  a  suitable 
oflfer!"  This  was  all  the  worthy  clergyman, 
after  an  hour's  eloquence,  could  extract  from 
bim.  Out  of  breath,  and  out  of  patience,  he 
gave  in  at  last ;  and  the  baronet,  still  holding 
bis  reluctant  arm,  led  him  back  toward  the 
bouse.  After  a  prolonged  pause,  Sir  Miles  said, 
abruptly :  "  I  have  been  thinking  that  I  may  have, 
unwittingly,  injured  this  man — this  Mivers — 
while  I  deemed  only  that  he  injured  me.  As  to 
reparation  to  his  daughter,  that  is  settled  ;  and, 
after  all,  though  I  do  not  publicly  acknowledge 
ber,  she  is  half  my  own  niece." 

"Halfr  • 

"Half;  the  father's  side  don't  count,  of 
course ;  and  rigidly  speaking,  the  relationship 
is,  perhaps,  forfeited  on  the  other.  However, 
that  half  of  it  I  grant.  Zooks,  sir,  I  say  I  grant 
it !  I  beg  you  ten  thousand  pardons  for  my  ve- 
hemence. To  return,  perhaps  I  can  show,  at 
least,  that  I  bear  no  malice  to  this  poor  doctor. 
He  has  relations  of  his  own — silk-mercers — 
trade  has  reverses.    How  are  they  oflTI" 

Perfectly  perplexed  by  this  very  contradictory 
and  paradoxical,  yet  to  one  better  acquainted 
with  Sir  Miles,  very  characteristic  benevolence, 
Fielden  was  some  time  before  he  answered. 
**  Those  members  of  Dr.  Mi  versus  family  who 
are  in  trade,  are  sufficiently  prosperous ;  they 
have  paid  his  debts ;  tkeyy  Sir  Miles,  will  receive 
his  daughter." 

♦•By  no  means!"  cried  Sir  Miles,  quickl/; 
then  recovering  himself,  he  added,  "  or  if  you 
think  that  advisable,  of  course  all  interference 
on  my  part  is  withdrawn." 

"  Festina  lente  ! — not  so  quick.  Sir  Miles.  I 
do  not  yet  say  that  it  is  advisable,  not  because 
they  are  silk-mercers,  the  which,  I  humbly  con- 
ceive, is  no  sin  to  exclude  them  from  gratitude 
for  tbeir  proffered  kindness,  but  because  Susan, 
poor  child !  having  been  brought  up  in  different 
habits,  may  feel  a  little  strange,  at  least  at  first, 
with—" 

<' Strange,  yes;  I  should  hope  so!"  inter- 
rupted Sir  Miles,  taking  snuff  with  much  ener- 
gy :  "  and,  by  the  way,  I  am  thinking  that  it 
wonld  be  well  if  you  and  Mrs.  Fielden — ^you 
are  married,  sir  1 — ^that  is  right — clergymen  all 
many ! — if  you  and  Mrs.  Fielden  would  take 
charge  of  her  yourselves,  it  would  be  a  great 
oomfort  to  me  to  think  her  so  well  placed.  We 
differ,  sir,  but  I  respect  you.  Think  of  this. 
Well,  then,  the  doctor  has  left  no  relations  that 
I  can  aid  in  any  way." 

"Strange  man !"  muttered  Fielden.  "  Yes ; 
I  must  not  let  one  poor  youth  lose  the  opportu- 
nity offered  by  your — your — " 

*<  Never  mind  what -^  proceed  —  one  poor 
jontb ;  in  the  shop,  of  course  t" 

•<  Mo :  and  bv  his  father's  side  rainca  von  ro 


esteem  snch  yaniCies)  of  an  ancient  family— a 
sister  of  Dr.  Mivers  married  Captain  Aid- 
worth." 

"  Ardworth— a  goodish  name — Ardworth,  of 
Yorkshire  t" 

*'  Yes,  of  that  family.  It  was,  of  course,  aa 
imprudent  marriage,  contracted  while  he  was 
only  an  ensign.  His  family  did  not  reject  him. 
Sir  Miles." 

"  Sir,  Ardworth  is  a  good  'squire's  family, 
but  the  name  is  Saxon  ;  there  is  no  difference 
in  race  bbtween  the  head  of  the  Ard worths, 
if  he  were  a  duke,  and  my  gardener,  Joha 
Hodge— Saxon  and  Saxon,  both.  His  family 
did  not  reject  him — go  on." 

"  But  he  was  a  younger  son  in  a  large  family 
— ^both  himself  and  his  wife  have  known  all  tbie 
distresses  common,  they  tell  me,  to  the  poverty 
of  a  soldier,  who  has  no  resource  but  bis  pay. 
They  have  a  son ;  Dr.  Mivers — though  so  poor 
himself— took  this  boy,  for  he  loved  his  sister 
dearly,  and  meant  to  bring  him  up  to  his  owa 
profession.  Death  frustrated  this  intention. 
The  boy  is  high-spirited  and  deserving." 

*'Let  his  education  be  completed — send  him 
to  the  university  ;  and  I  will  see  that  he  is  put 
into  some  career,  of  which  his  father's  family 
would  approve.  You  need  not  mention  to  any 
one  my  intentions  in  this  respect,  not  even  to 
the  lad.  And  now,  Mr.  Fielden,  I  have  done 
my  duty — ^at  least,  I  think  so.  The  longer  yoa 
honor  my  house,  the  more  I  shall  be  pleased 
and  grateful;  but  this  topic,  allow  me  moet 
respectfully  to  say,  needs  and  bears  no  further 
comment.  Have  you  seen  the  last  news  from 
the  army  V 

**  The  army  !  oh,  fie.  Sir  Miles,  I  must  speak 
one  word  more.  May  not  my  poor  Susan  have, 
at  least,  the  comfort  to  embrace  her  sister  1" 

Sir  Miles  mused  a  moment,  and  struck  bis 
crutch-stick  thrice  firmly  on  the  ground. 

"  I  see  no  great  objection  to  that ;  but,  by 
the  address  of  this  letter,  the  poor  girl  is  too  far  . 
from  Laughton  to  send  Lucretia  to  ber." 

''  I  can  obviate  that  objection.  Sir  Miles.  It 
is  my  wish  to  continue  to  Susan  her  present 
home  among  my  own  children — my  wife  lovoa 
her  dearly ;  and  had  you  consented  to  give  her 
the  shelter  of  your  own  roof,  I  am  sure  I  should 
not  have  seen  a  smile  in  the  house  for  a  month 
after.  If  you  permit  this  plan,  as  indeed  you 
honored  me  by  suggesting  it,  I  can  pass  through 
Southampton,  on  my  way  to  my  own  living  in 
Devonshire,  and  Miss  Clavering  can  visit  her 
sister  there." 

"  Let  it  be  so,"  said  Sir  Miles,  briefly  ;  and 
so  the  conversation  closed. 

Some  weeks  afterward,  Lucrotia  went  in  ber 
uncle's  carriage,  with  four  post-horses,  with  ber 
maid  and  her  footman— went  in  the  state  and 
pomp  of  heiress  to  Laughton — to  the  small  lodg- 
ing-bouse in  which  the  kind  pastor  crowded  his 
children,  and  his  young  guest.  She  stayed 
there  some  days.  She  did  not  weep  when  she 
embraced  Susan — she  did  not  weep  when  she 
took  leave  of  her ;  but  she  showed  no  want 
of  actual  kindness,  though  the  kindness  waa 
formal  and  stately.  On  her  return.  Sir  Miles 
forbore  to  question  ;  but  he  looked  as  if  be  ex- 
pected, and  would  willingly  permit  her  to  speak 
on  what  might  naturally  be  uppermost  at  her 

liAsirt      T.nnrptifi   hnwavpr.  rAinained  silent,  till. 
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8t  last,  the  baronet,  coloring  as  if  ashamed  of 
his  curiosity,  said — 

**  Is  your  sister  like  your  mother  V* 

*'  You  forget,  sir,  I  can  have  no  recollection 
of  my  mother." 

**  Your  mother  had  a  atrong  family  likeness 
to  myself." 

"  She  is  not  like  you ;  they  say  she  is  like 
Dr.  Mi  vers." 

"  Oh !"  said  the  baronet,  and  he  asked  no 
more.  The  sisters  did  not  meet  again ;  a  few 
letters  passed  between  them,  but  the  corres- 
pondence gradually  ceased. 

Young  Ardworth  went  to  college,  prepared 
by  Mr.  Fielden,  who  was  no  ordinary  scholar, 
and  an  accurate  and  profound  mathematician — 
a  more  important  requisite  than  classical  learn- 
ing in  a  tutor  for  Cambridge.  But  Ardworth 
was  idle,  and,  perhaps,  even  dissipated.  He 
took  a  common  degree,  and  made  some  debts, 
which  were  paid  by  Sir  Miles,  without  a  mur- 
mur. A  few  letters  then  passed  between  the 
baronet  and  the  clergyman  as  to  Ardworth-s 
future  destiny ;  the  latter  owned  that  his  pupil 
was  not  persevering  enough  for  the  bar,  nor 
steady  enough  for  the  church.  These  were  no 
great  fault's  in  Sir  Miles's  eyes.  He  resolved, 
after  an  eflTort,  to  judge  himself  of  the  capaci- 
ties of  the  young  man,  and  so  came  the  invi- 
tation to  Laoghton.  Ardworth  was  greatly 
surprised  when  Fielden  communicated  to  him 
this  invitation,  for  hitherto  he  had  not  con- 
ceived the  slightest  suspicion  of  his  benefactor 
—he  had  rather  and  naturally  supposed  that 
Bome  relation  of  his  father's  had  paid  for  his 
maintenance  at  the  university ;  and  he  knew 
enough  of  the  family  history  to  look  upon  Sir 
Miles  as  the  proudest  of  men.  How  was  it, 
then,  that  he  who  would  not  receive  the  daugh- 
ter of  Dr.  Mivers,  his  own  niece,  would  invite 
the  nephew  of  Dr.  Mivers,  who  was  no  relation 
to  him  1  However,  his  curiosity  was  excited, 
and  Fielden  was  urgent  that  he  should  go.  To 
Laugh  ton,  therefore,  had  he  gone. 

We  have  now  brought  down,  to  the  opening 
of  our  narrative,  the  general  records  of  the  fam- 
ily it  concerns  ;  we  have  reserved  our  account 
of  the  rearing  and  the  character  of  the  person- 
age most  important,  perhaps,  in  the  develop- 
ment of  its  events — Lucretia  Ciavering;  in 
order  to  place  singly  before  the  reader  the 
portrait  of  her  dark,  misguided,  and  ill-boding 
youth. 
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Wren  Lucretia  first  came  to  the  house  of  Sir 
Miles  St.  John,  she  was  an  infant  about  four 
years  old.  The  baronet  then  lived  principally 
in  Ijondon,  with  occasional  visits  rather  to  the 
Continent,  or  a  watering-place,  than  to  his  own 
family  mansion.  He  did  not  pay  any  minute 
attention  to  his  little  ward,  satisfied  that  her 
nurse  was  sedulous,  and  her  nursery  airy  and 
commodious.  When  at  the  age  of  seven,  6 he 
began  to  interest  him,  and  he  himself,  approach- 
ing old  age,  began  seriously  to  consider  whether 
he  should  select  her  as  his  heiress  ;  for  hitherto 
he  had  not  formed  any  decided  or  definite  no- 
ma on  the  matter  —  he  was  startled  by  a 


temper  so  vehement,  so  sc^f-wiHed  and  steralj 
imperious,  so  obstinately  bent  upon  attaining 
its  objeot,  so  indifierently  conlemptuoos  of 
warning,  reproof;  coaxing,  or  ponishmeDl,  that 
her  governess  honestly  came  to  him  in  deBpak. 

The  management  of  this  unmanageable  child 
interested  Sir  Miles.  It  caused  him  to  think  of 
Lucretia  seriously ;  it  caused  him  to  have  ber 
much  in  his  society,  and  alwaya  in  bis  thougfata; 
the  result  was,  that  by  amusing  and  occupying 
him,  she  forced  a  stronger  hold  on  his  affec- 
tions than  she  might  have  done  had  she  been 
more  like  the  ordinary  run  of  commonplace 
children.  Of  all  dogs  there  is  no  dog  that  ao 
attaches  a  master  as  a  dog  that  snarla  at  every 
body  else  —  that  no  other  hand  can  venture  to 
pat  with  impunity ;  of  all  horses  there  is  none 
which  so  flatters  the  rider,  from  Alexander 
downward,  as  a  horse  that  nobody  else  em 
ride.  Extend  this  principle  to  the  hnman  spe- 
cies, and  yon  may  understand  why  Loeretia 
became  so  dear  to  Sir  Miles  St.  John— «he  got 
at  his  heart  through  his  vanity.  For  though, 
at  times,  her  brow  darkened,  and  her  eye  flash- 
ed even  at  his  remonstrance,  she  waa  yet  bo 
sooner  in  his  society  than  she  made  a  loaiked 
distinction  between  him  and  the  subordinates, 
who  had  hitherto  sought  to  control  her.  Was 
this  afi^ctiont  — he  thought  so.  Alaa,  what 
parent  can  trace  the  workings  of  a  child^sraind 
— springs  moved  by  an  idle  word  from  a  norBB 
—a  whispered  conference  between  birehags! 
Was  it  possible  that  Lucretia  had  not  oAea 
been  menaced,  as  the  direst  evil  that  could  be- 
fall her,  with  her  uncle's  displeasure ;  that,  loog 
before  she  could  be  sensible  of  mere  worldly 
loss  or  profit,  she  was  not  impresBed  with  a 
vague  sense  of  Sir  Miles*s  power  over  her  fate ; 
nay,  when  trampling  in  childish  wrath  and 
scorn,  upon  some  meniaPs  irritable  feeliogB, 
was  it  possible  that  she  had  not  been  told  tboi, 
but  for  Sir  Miles,  she  would  be  little  beUer  thaa 
a  servant  herself  t  Be  this  as  it  may,  all  weak- 
ness is  prone  to  dissimulate ;  and  rare  aad 
happy  is  the  child  whose  feelings  are  as  pure 
and  transparent  as  the  fond  parent  deems  them. 
There  is  something  in  children,  too,  whic^ 
seems  like  an  instinctive  deference  to  the  aris- 
tocratic appearances  which  sway  the  world. 
Sir  Miles*8  stately  person — his  imposing  dream, 
the  respect  with  which  he  was  surrounw?d— ail 
tended  to  beget  notions  of  superiority  and  pow- 
er, to  which  it  was  no  shame  to  succumb,  aa  it 
was  to  Miss  Black,  the  governess,  whom  the 
maids  answered  pertly,  or  Martha,  the  narae, 
whom  Miss  Black  snubbed,  if  Lucretia  tore  her 
frock. 

Sir  Miles*s  afilection  once  won — ^his  peaetra- 
tion  not,  perhaps,  blinded  to  ber  more  eTident 
faults,  but  his  self-love  soothed  toward  r^aid- 
ing  them  leniently — there  was  much  in  Locre- 
tia's  external  gifts  which  justified  the  predilee- 
tion  of  the  haughty  man.  As  a  child  she  ^waa 
beautiful,  and,  perhaps,  from  her  very  imperfec- 
tions of  temper,  her  beauty  had  that  air  of  dis- 
tinction which  the  love  of  command  is  apt  to 
confer.  If  Sir  Miles  was  with  his  frieoda  when 
Lucretia  swept  into  the  room,  he  was  pleaaed 
to  bear  them  call  her  their  little  "  princess***  and 
pleased  yet  more  at  a  certain  dignified  traA^oil. 
lity  with  which  she  received  their  caressea  or 
their  toys,  and  which  he  regarded  as  th 
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tf  a  superior  mind ;  nor  was  it  long,  indeed, 
before  what  we  call  a  superior  mind  developed 
itself  In  the  young  Lucretia.  Ail  children  are 
quick  till  they  are  set  methodically  to  study ; 
but  Lnoretia*s  quickness  defied  even  that  numb- 
ing ordeal  by  which  half  of  us  are  rendered 
dunces.  Rapidity  and  precision  in  all  the  tasks 
set  to  her — in  the  comprehension  of  all  the  ex- 
planations given  to  her  questions,  evinced  sing- 
ular powers  of  readiness  and  reasoning. 

As  she  grew  older,  she  became  more  reserved 
and  thoughtful.  Seeing  but  few  children  of  her 
own  age,  and  mixing  intimately  with  none,  her 
mind  was  debarred  from  the  usual  objects 
which  distract  the  vivacity,  the  restless  and 
^wondrous  observation  of  childhood.  She  came 
in  and  out  of  Sir  Miles^s  libraiy  of  a  morning, 
or  his  drawing-room  of  an  evening,  till  her  hour 
for  rest,  with  unquestioned  and  sometimes  on- 
noticed  freedom ;  she  listened  to  the  conversa- 
tion around  her,  and  formed  herown  conclusions 
unchecked.  It  has  a  great  inflaence  upon  a 
child,  whether  for  go^  or  for  evil,  to  mix 
early  and  habitually  with  those  grown  up— for 
good  to  the  mere  intellect  always  —  the  evil 
depends  upon  the  character  and  discretion  of 
those  the  child  sees  and  hears — **  Maxima  me- 
reiUia  debet  libcrUy" — "  The  greatest  reverence 
is  due  to  children !"  exclaims  the  wisest  of  the 
Komans ;  that  is  to  say,  that  we  must  revere 
the  candor,  and  inexperience,  and  innocence  of 
their  minds. 

.  Now,  Sir  Miles^s  habitual  associates  were 
persons  of  the  world ;  well-bred  and  decorous, 
indeed,  before  children,  as  the  best  of  the  old 
school  were  —  avoiding  all  anecdotes,  all  allu- 
sions for  which  the  pradent  matron  Would 
send  her  girls  out  of  the  room ;  but,  with  that 
reserve,  speaking  of  the  world  as  the  world 

goes ;   if  talking  of  young  A ,  calculating 

carelessly  what  he  would  have  when  old  A , 

his  father,  died — naturally  giving  to  wealth,  and 
station,  and  ability,  their  fixed  importance  in 
life  —  not  over-apt  to  single  out  for  eulogium 
some  quiet  goodness,  rather  inclined  to  speak 
with  irony  of  pretensions  to  virtue — rarely 
speaking  but  with  respect  of  the  worldly  seem- 
mgs  which  rule  mankind ;  all  these  had  their 
inevitable  efi^ect  upon  that  keen,  quick,  yet 
moody  and  reflective  intellect. 

Sir  Miles  removed  at  last  to  Laughton.  He 
gave  op  London  —  why,  he  acknowledged  not 
to  himself;  but  it  was  because  he  had  outlived 
his  age — ^most  of  his  old  set  were  gone — new 
hours,  new  habits  had  stolen  in.  He  had 
ceased  to  he  of  importance  as  a  marrying  man, 
as  a  personage  of  fashion ;  his  health  was  im- 
paired ;  he  shrank  from  the  fatigues  of  a  con- 
tested election ;  he  resigned  his  seat  in  parlia- 
ment for  his  native  county,  and,  oace  settled  at 
Laughton,  the  life  there  southed  and  flattered 
him — there,  all  his  former  claims  to  distinction 
were  still  fresh.  He  amused  himself  by  collect- 
ing, in  his  old  halls  and  chambers,  his  statues 
and  pictures,  and  felt  that,  without  fatigue  or 
trouble,  he  was  a  greater  man  at  Laughton  in 
his  old  age,  than  he  had  been  in  London  daring 
his  youth. 

Lucretia  was  then  thirteen.  Three  years 
aAerward,  Olivfer  Dalibard  was  established  in 
the  house,  and  from  that  time  a  great  change 
became  noticeable  in  her.    The  irregular  ye- 


hemence  of  her  temper  gradually  subsided,  and 
was  replaced  by  an  habitual  self-command, 
which  rendered  the  rare  deviations  from  it 
more  effective  and  imposing.  Her  pride  chan- 
ged its  character  wholly  and  permanently ;  no 
word,  no  look  of  scorn  to  the  low-born  and  the 
poor  escaped  her.  The  masculine  studies  which 
her  erudite  tutor  opened  to  a  grasping  and  in- 
quisitive mind  elevated  her  very  errors  above 
the  petty  distinctions  of  class.  She  imbibed 
earnestly  what  Dalibard  assumed  or  felt — the 
more  dangerous  pride  of  the  fallen  angel — and 
set  up  the  intellect  as  a  deity.  All  belonging 
to  the  mere  study  of  mind  charmed  and  en- 
chained her;  but  active  and  practical  in  her 
very  reveries,  if  she  brooded,  it  was  to  scheme, 
to  plot,  to  weave  vfeb  and  mesh,  and  to  smile 
in  haughty  triumph  at  her  own  ingenuity  and 
daring.  The  first  lesson  of  mere  worldly  wis- 
dom teaches  us  to  command  temper ;  it  was 
worldly  wisdom  that  made  the  once  impetuous 
girl  calm,  tranquil,  and  serene.  Sir  Miles  was 
pleased  by  a  change  that  removed  from  Lucre- 
tia's  outward  character  its  chief  blot ;  perhaps, 
as  his  frame  declined,  he  sighed  sometimes  to 
think  that  with  so  much  majesty  there  appeared 
but  little  tenderness;  he  took,  however,  the 
merits  with  the  faults,  and  was  content  upon 
the  whole. 

If  the  Provencal  had  taken  more  than  com- 
mon pains  with  his  young  pupil,  the  pains  were 
not  solely  disinterested.  In  plunging  her  mind 
amid  that  profound  corruption  which  belongs 
only  to  intellect  cultivated  in  scorn  of  good, 
and  in  suppression  of  heart,  he  had  his  own 
views  to  serve.  He  watched  the  age  when  the 
passions  ripen ;  and  he  grasped  at  ihe  fruit 
which  his  training  sought  to  mature.  In  the 
human  heart  ill  regulated  there  is  a  dark  desire 
for  the  forbidden.  This  Lucretia  felt — this  her 
studies  cherished,  and' her  thoughts  brooded 
over.  She  detected,  with  the  quickness  of  her 
sex,  the  preceptor's  stealthy  aim.  She  started 
not  at  the  danger.  Proud  of  her  mastery  over 
herself,  she  rather  triumphed  in  luring  on  into 
weakness  this  master-intelligence,  which  had 
lighted  up  her  own  —  to  see  her  slave  in  her 
teacher — to  despise  or  to  pity  him  whom  she 
had  first  contemplated  with  awe.  And  with 
this  mere  pride  of  the  understanding  might  be 
connected  that  of  the  sex ;  she  had  attained 
the  years  when  woman  is  curious  to  know  and 
to  sonnd  her  power.  To  inflame  Dalibard's 
cupidity  or  ambition  was  easy ;  but  to  touch  his 
heart — that  marble  heart ! — this  had  its  dignity 
and  its  charm.  Strange  to  say,  she  succeeded. 
The  passion,  as  well  as  interests,  of  this  dan- 
gerous and  able  man  became  enlisted  in  his 
hopes ;  and  now  the  game  played  between  them 
had  a  terror  in  its  suspense ;  for  if  Dalibard 
penetrated  not  into  the  recesses  of  his  pupil's 
complicated  nature,  she  was  far  from  having 
yet  sounded  the  hell  that  lay  black  and  devour- 
ing beneath  his  own.  Not  through  her  aflTec- 
tions — ^those  he  scafce  hoped  for — but  through 
her  inexperience,  her  vanity,  her  passions,  he 
contemplated  the  path  to  his  victory  over  her 
soul  and  her  fate.  And  so  resolute,  so  wily,  so 
unscrupulous  was  this  person  who  had  played 
upon  all  the  subtilest  keys  and  chords  in  the 
scale  of  turbulent  life,  that,  despite  the  loAy 
smile  with  which  Lucretia  at  length  heard  and 
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repelled  bis  suit,  he  had  no  fear  of  the  oltimat^  be  his  godfather,  for  fear  of  raising  undue 


issue — when  all  his  projects  were  traversed, 
all  his  mines  and  stratagems  abruptly  brought 
to  a  close,  by  an  event  which  he  had  wholly 
unforeseen — ^the  appearance  of  a  rival ;  the  ar- 
dent and  almost  purifying  love,  which,  escaping 
awhile  from  all  the  demons  he  had  evoked,  she 
had,  with  a  girPs  frank  heart  and  impulse,  con- 
ceived for  Main  waring.  And  here,  indeed,  was 
the  great  crisis  in  Lucretia's  life  and  destiny. 
So  interwoven  with  her  nature  had  become  the 
hard  calculations  of  the  understanding ;  so  ha- 
bitual to  her  now  was  the  zest  for  scheming, 
which  revels  in  the  play  and  vivacity  of  intrigue 
and  plot,  and  which  Shakspeare  has,  perh'aps, 
intended  chiefly  to  depict  in  the  villainy  of  lago, 
that  it  is  probable  Lucre tia  could  never  become 
a  character  thorougiily  amiable  and  honest. 
But  with  a  happy  and  well  placed  love,  her 
ambition  might  have  had  legitimate  vents ;  her 
restless  energies,  the  woman's  natural  field  in 
sympathies  for  another.  The  heart  once  open- 
ed softens  by  use :  gradually  and  unconsciously 
the  interchange  of  affection,  the  companionship 
with  an  upright  and  ingenuous  mind  (for  virtue 
is  not  only  beautiful,  it  is  contagious)  might 
have  had  their  redeeming  and  hallowing  influ- 
ence. Happier,  indeed,  had  it  been,  if  her 
choice  had  fallen  upon  a  more  commanding 
and  lofty  nature.  But,  perhaps,  it  was  the 
Tery  meekness  and  susceptibility  of  Mainwar- 
ing's  temper,  relieved  from  feebleness  by  his 
talents,  which,  once  in  play,  were  undeniably 
great,  that  pleased  her  by  contrast  with  her 
own  hardiness  of  spirit  and  despotism  of  will. 

That  Sir  Miles  should  have  been  blind  to  the 
position  of  the  lovers,  is  less  disparaging  to  his 
penetration  than  it  may  appear ;  for  the  very 
imprudence  with  which  Lucretia  abandoned 
herself  to  the  society  of  Mainwaring  during  his 
visits  at  Laugbton  took  a  resemblance  to  can- 
dor. Sir  Miles  knew  his  niece  to  be  more  than 
commonly  clever  and  well  informed  ;  that  she, 
like  him,  should  feel  that  the  conversation  of  a 
superior  young  man  was  a  relief  to  the  ordinary 
babble  of  their  country  neighbors,  was  natural 
enough  ;  and  if  now  and  then  a  doubt,  a  fear, 
had  crossed  his  mind,  and  rendered  him  more 
touched  than  he  liked  to  own  by  Vernon's  re- 
marks, it  had  vanished  upon  perceiving  that 
Lucretia  never  seemed  a  shade  more  pensive 
in  Main  wiring's  absence.  The  listlessness  and 
the  melancholy  which  are  apt  to  accompany 
love,  especially  where  unpropitiously  placed, 
were  not  visible  on  the  surface  of  this  strong 
nature.  In  truth,  once  assured  that  Mainwar- 
ing returned  her  affection,  Lucretia  reposed  on 
the  future  with  a  calm  and  resolute  confidence ; 
and  her  customary  dissimulation  closed  like  an 
unruffled  sea  over  all  the  under-currents  that 
met  and  played  below.  Still  Sir  Miles's  atten- 
tion once,  however  slightly,  aroused  to  the  rec- 
oll^ection  that  Lucretia  was  at  the  age  when 
woman  naturally  meditates  upon  love  and  mar- 
riage, had  suggested,  afresh  and  more  vividly, 
a  project  which  had  before  been  indistinctly  con- 
ceived, viz.,  the  union  of  the  divided  branches 
of  his  house,  by  the  marriage  of  the  last  male 
of  t|e  Vernons'  with  the  heiress  of  the  St. 
.Johns.  Sir  Miles  had  seen  much  of  Vernon 
>self,  at  various  intervals  ;  he  had  been  pres- 
t  his  christening,  though  he  had  refused  to 


pectations;   he  iiad  visited  and  raunifioently^ 
"  tipped  "  him  at  Eton ;  he  had  accoaiganied 
him  to  his  quarters  when  he  joined  the  prince's 
regiment ;  he  had  come  often  in  contact  with 
him,  when,  at  the  death  of  his  father,  Vernon 
retired  from  the  army  and  blazed  in  the  front 
ranks  of  metropolitan  fashion ;   he  had  given 
him  counsel,  and  had  even  lent  him  money. 
Vernon's  spendthrift  habits,  and  dissipated,  if 
not  dissolute  life,  had  certainly  confirmed  the 
old  baronet  in  his  intentions  to  trust  the  lands 
of  Laughton  to  the  lesser  risk  which  property 
incurs  in  the  hands  of  a  female,  if  tightly  settled 
on  her,  than  in  the  more  colossal  and  multiform 
luxuries  of  an  expensive  man  *,  and  to  do  hion 
justice,  during  the  flush  of  Vernon's  riotous  ca- 
reer, he  had  shrunk  from  the  thought  of  confid- 
ing the  happiness  of  his  niece  to  so  unstable  a 
partner.    But  of  late,  whether  from  his  impaired 
health,  or  his  broken  fortunes,  Vernon's  (oUie* 
had  been  less  glaring.    He  had  now  arrived  at 
the  mature  age  of  thirty-three,  when  wild  oats 
may  reasonably  be  sown.    The  composed  and 
steadfast  character  of  Lucretia  might  serve  ta 
guide  and  direct  him  ;  and  Sir  Miles  was  one 
of  those  who  hold  the  doctrine  that  a  reformed 
rake  makes  the  best  husband ;  add  to  this,  there 
was  nothing  in  Vernon's  reputation  (once  allow- 
ing that  his  thirst  for  pleasure  was  slaked) 
which  could  excite  any  serious  apprehensions. 
Through  all  his  difficulties,  he  had  maintained 
his  honor  unblemished,  a  thousand  traits  of 
amiability  and  kindness  of  heart  made  him  pop- 
ular and  beloved.    He  was  nobody's  enemy  bat 
his  own.    His  very  distresses — the  prospect  of 
his  ruin,  if  left  unassisted  by  Sir  Miles's  testa- 
mentary dispositions — ^were  arguments  in  his 
favor.    And,  after  all,  though  Lucretia  was  a 
nearer  relation,  Vernon  was  in  truth  the  direct 
male  heir,  and,  according  to  tha  usual  preju- 
dices of  family,  therefore  the  fitter  representa- 
tive of  the  ancient  line.    With  these  feeUogs 
and  views,  be  had  invited  Vernon  to  his  house, 
and  we  have  seen  already  that  his  favorable 
impressions  had  been  confirmed  by  the  visit 

And  here,  we  must  say,  that  Vernon  himself 
had  been  brought  up  in  boyhood  and  jouth  to 
regard  himself  the  presumptive  inheritor  of 
Laughten.  It  had  been,  from  time  immemorial, 
the  custom  of  the  St.  Johns  to  pass  by  the 
claims  of  females  in  the  settlement  of  the  en- 
tails :  from  male  to  male  the  estate  had  gooe 
— furnishing  warriors  to  the  army  and  senators 
to  the  state.  And  if,  when  Lucretia  first  came 
to  Sir  Miles*s  house,  the  bright  prospect  seemed 
somewhat  obscured,  still  the  mesalliance  of  the 
mother,  and  Sir  Miles's  obstinate  resentment 
thereat,  seemed  to  warrant  the  supposition  that 
he  would  probably  only  leave  to  the  orphan  the 
usual  portion  of  a  daughter  of  the  house,  and 
that  the  lands  would  go  in  their  ordioaiy  des- 
tination. This  belief,  adopted  passively,  and 
as  a  thing  of  course,  had  had  a  very  preju- 
dicial effect  upon  Vemon^s  career.  What  mat- 
tered that  he  over-enjoyed  his  youth,  that  the 
subordinate  property  of  the  Vernons,  a  paltiy 
four  or  five  thousand  pounds  a-year,  went  a 
little  too  fast — the  splendid  estates  of  Laughton 
would  recover  all.  From  this  dream  he  had 
only  been  awakened  two  or  three  years  before^ 
by  an  attachment  he  had  formed  to  the  portion- 
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1688  daoghter  of  an  earl ;  and  the  Grange  being 
too  far  encnmbered  to  allow  him  the  proper  set- 
tlemeota  which  the  lady's  family  required,  it 
became  a  matter  of  importance  to  ascertain  Sh- 
Milee's  intentions.  Too  delicate  himself  to 
Bovnd  them,  he  had  prevailed  upon  the  earl, 
who  was  well  acquainted  with  Sir  Miles,  to 
take  Laoghton  in  bis  way  to  his  own  seat  in 
Dorsetshire,  and,  without  betraying  tbe  grounds 
of  his  interest  in  the  question,  learn  carelessly, 
as  it  were,  the  views  of  tbe  wealthy  man.  The 
result  had  been  a  severe  and  terrible  disappoint- 
ment. Sir  Miles  bad  then  fully  determined 
upon  constituting  Lucretia  his  heiress,  and, 
with  the  usual  openness  of  his  character,  he  bad 
plainly  said  so,  upon  tbe  very  first  covert  and 
polished  allusion  to  tbe  subject  which  the  earl 
slyly  made.  This  discovery,  in  breaking  off 
all  hopes  of  a  union  with  Lady  Mary  Stan- 
▼ille,  had  crushed  more  than  mercenary  expec- 
tations. It  affected,  through  his  heart,  Ver- 
non's health  and  spirits ;  it  rankled  deep,  and 
was  resented  at  first  as  a  fatal  injury.  But 
Yemon's  native  nobility  of  disposition  gradu- 
alty  softened  an  indignation  which  his  reason 
convinced  him  was  groundless  and  unjust.  Sir 
Miles  had  never  encouraged  tkhe  expectations 
which  Vernon's  family  and  himself  had  unthink- 
ingly formed.  Tbe  baronet  was  master  of  bis 
own  fortune ;  and,  after  all,  was  it  not  more  nat- 
ural that  he  should  prefer  tKe  child  be  had 
brought  up  and  reared,  to  a  distant  relation — 
little  more  than  an  acquaintance — simply  be- 
cause man  succeeded  to  man  in  the  moldy 
pedigree  of  tbe  St.  Johns  1  And  Mary  fairly 
loBt  to  him,  his  constitulional  indifference  to 
money,  a  certain  French  levity  of  temper,  a 
persuasion  that  his  life  was  nearing  its  wasted 
close,  had  left  him  without  regret,  as  without 
resentment,  at  his  kinsman's  decision.  His  boy- 
ish aflbction  for  the  hearty,  generous  old  gentle- 
man returned ;  and  though  he  abhorred  the 
country,  he  had,  without  a  single  interested 
thought  or  calculation,  cordially  accepted  the 
baronet's  hospitable  overtures,  and  deserted,  for 
the  wilds  of  Hampshire,  **  the  sweet  shady  side 
of  Pall  Mall." 

We  may  now  enter  the  drawing-room  at 
Laoghton,  in  which  were  already  assembled 
several  of  the  families  residing  in  the  more  im- 
mediate neighborhood,  and  who  sociably  drop- 
ped in  to  chat  around  tbe  national  tea-table, 
play  a  rubber  at  whist,  or  make  up,  by  the  help 
of  two  or  three  children  and  two  or  three  grand- 
papas, a  roer^y  country  dance.  For,  in  that 
happy  day,  people  were  much  more  sociable 
than  they  are  now,  in  the  houses  of  our  rural 
thanes.  Our  country-seats  became  bustling 
and  animated  after  the  Birthday;  many  even 
of  the  more  important  families  resided  indeed 
all  the  year  round  on  their  estates ;  tbe  Conti- 
nent was  closed  to  us.  The  fastidious  exclu- 
siveness  which  comes  from  habitual  residence 
in  cities  bad  not  made  that  demarkation  in 
castes  and  in  talk,  between  neighbor  and  neigh- 
bor, which  exists  now.  Our.squires  were  less 
educated,  less  refined,  but  more  hospitable  and 
unassuming.  In  a  word,  there  was  what  does 
not  exist  now,  except  in  some  districts  remote 
from  London— a  rural  society  for  those  who 
sought  it. 

Tbe  party,  as  we  enter,  is  grouped  somewhat 


thus— but  first,  we  must  east  a  glance  at  the 
room  itself,  which  rarely  failed  to  be  the  first 
object  to  attract  a  stranger's  notice.  It  was 
a  long,  and  not  particularly  well  proportioned 
apartment,  according,  at  least,  to  modem  no- 
tions, for  it  had  rather  the  appearance  of  two 
rooms  thrown  into  one.  At  the  distance  of 
about  thirty-five  feet,  tbe  walls,  before  some- 
what narrow,  were  met  by  an  arch,  supported 
by  carved  pilasters,  which  opened  into  a  space 
nearly  double  tbe  width  of  the  previous  part  of 
the  room,  with  a  domed  ceiling,  and  an  embay- 
ed window  of  such  depth,  that  tbe  recess  almost 
formed  a  chamber  in  itself.  But  both  these 
divisions  of  the  apartment  corresponded  exactly 
in  point  of  decoration ;  they  had  the  same  small 
paneling,  painted  a  very  light  green,  which 
seemed  almost  white  by  candle-light,  each  com- 
partment wrought  with  an  arabesque,  the  same 
enriched  frieze  and  cornice  ;  they  bad  the 
same  high  mantel-pieces,  ascending  to  tbe  ceil- 
ing, with  the  arms  of  St.  John  in  bold  relief. 
They  had,  too,  tbe  same  old-fashioned  and 
venerable  furniture,  draperies  of  thick,  figured 
velvet,  with  immense  chairs  and  sofas  to  cor- 
respond, interspersed,  it  is  true,  with  more  mod- 
ern and  commodious  inventions  of  the  uphol- 
sterer's art,  in  grave,  stuffed  leather,  or  lively 
chintz.  Two  windows,  nearly  as  deep  as  that 
in  the  farther  division,  broke  tbe  outline  of  the 
former  one,  and  helped  to  give  that  irregular 
and  nooky  appearance  to  tbe  apartment,  which 
took  all  discomfort  from  its  extent,  and  furnish- 
ed all  convenience  for  solitary  study,  or  de- 
tached flirtation.  With  little  respect  for  the 
carved  work  of  the  panels,  the  walls  were  cov- 
ered with  pictures,  brought  by  Sir  Mites  from 
Italy ;  here  and  there  marble  busts  and  statues 
gave  lightness  to  the  character  of  tbe  room, 
and  harmonized  well  with  that  half-Italian 
mode  of  decoration  which  belongs  to  tbe  period 
of  James  I.  The  shape  of  the  chamber,  in  its 
divisions,  lent  itself  admirably  to  that  friendly 
and  sociable  intermixture  of  amusements  which 
reconciles  tbe  tastes  of  young  and  old.  In  the 
first  division,  near  tbe  fireplace,  Sir  Miles, 
seated  in  his  easy  chair,  and  sheltered  from  the 
opening  door  by  a  sevenfold  tapestry  screen, 
was-  still  at  chess  with  bis  librarian.  At  a  little 
distance,  a  middle-aged  gentleman,  and  three 
turbaned  matrons,  were  cutting  in  at  whist- 
shilling  points — with  a  half-crown  bet,  optional, 
and  not  much  ventured  on.  On  tables,  drawn 
into  the  recesses  dthe  wmdowa.  were  the  day's 
newspapers,  Gilray's  caricatures,  the  last  new 
publications,  and  such  other  ingenious  sugges- 
tions to  chit-chat.  And  round  these  tables 
grouped  those  who  had  not  yet  found  elsewhere 
their  evening's  amusement ;  two  or  three  shy 
young  clergymen,  tbe  parish  doctor,  four  or  five 
squires,  who  felt  great  interest  in  politics,  bot 
never  dreamed  of  the  extravagance  of  taking 
in  a  daily  paper,  and  who  now,  monopolizing 
all  the  journals  they  could  find,  began  fairly 
with  the  heroic  resolution  to  skip  nothing,  from 
the  first  advertisement  to  the  printer's  name. 
Amid  one  of  these  groups,  Mainwaring  bad 
bashfully  ensconced  himself.  In  the  farther 
division,  the  chandelier,  suspended  from^the 
domed  ceiling,  threw  iu  cheerful  light  over  a 
large  circular  uUe  below,  on  which  gleamed 
tbe  ponderous  tea-am  of  massive  silvbr,  with 
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its  imaal  accompBinmentfl.  Nor  were  wanting 
there,  in  addition  to  those  airy  nothings,  sliced 
infinitcsimal]y,  from  a  French  roll,  the  more 
mbstantial,  and  now  exiled  cheer,  of  cakes — 
plam  and  seed,  Yorkshire  and  saffron — attest- 
ing the  light  hand  of  the  housekeeper,  and  the 
strong  ^digestion  of  the  guests.  Round  this  ta- 
ble were  seated,  in  full  gossip,  the  maids  and 
the  matrons,  with  a  slight  sprinkling  of  the 
bolder  young  gentlemen  who  had  been  taught 
to  >^ease  the  fair.  The  Warmth  of  the  evening 
allowed  the  upper  casement  to  be  opened  and 
the  curtains  drawn  aside,  and  the  July  moon- 
tight  feebly  struggled  against  the  blaze  of  the 
lights  within.  At  this  table  it  was  Miss  Clav- 
ering's  obTions  duty  to  preside ;  but  that  was 
a  complaisanoe  to  which  she  rarely  conde- 
aoended.  NoTerthelesS)  she  had  her  own  way 
'Of  doing  the  honors  of  her  uncle's  house,  which 
wu  not  without  courtesy  and  grace — ^to  glide 
ftvm  one  to  the  other,  exchange  a  few  friendly 
wonts,  see  that  each  set  had  ita  well  known 
amusements,  and,  finally,  sit  quietly  down  to 
•eonTerse  with  some  who,  from  gravity  or  age, 
appeared  most  to  neglect,  or  be  neglected  by 
the  rest,  was  her  ordinary,  and  not  unpopular 
-mode  of  welooming  the  guests  at  Laughten — 
not  unpopular,  for  she  thus  sYoided  all  interfe- 
rence with  the  flirtations  and  conquests  qf  hum- 
bler damsels,  whom  her  station  and  her  endow- 
ments might  otherwise  have  crossed  or  hum- 
bledi,  while  she  insured  the  good  word  of  the 
<M,  to  whom  the  young  are  seldom  so  atten- 
•  tire.  But  if  a  stranger  of  more  than  provincial 
repute  chanced  to  be  present,  if  some  stray 
member  of  parliament,  or  barrister  on  the  cir- 
cuit, or  wandering  artist,  accompanied  any  of 
the  neighbors,  to  him  Luoretia  gave  more  earn- 
est and  undivided  attention.  Him  she  sought 
to  draw  into  a  cieaversation  deeper  than  the 
usual  babble,  and  with  her  calm,  searching 
eyes,  bent  on  him  while  he  spoke,  seemed  to 
^thom  the  intellect  she  set  in  play.  But  as 
yet,  this  evening,  she  had  not  made  her  appear- 
ance —  a  sin  against  etiqoet  very  unusual  in 
tier.  Perhans  her  recent  oonversation  with 
Dalibard  had  absorbed  her  thoughts  to  forget- 
fulness  of  the  less  impcNtant  demands  on  her 
attention.  Her  absence  had  not  interfered 
with  the  gayety  at  the  tea-table,  which  was 
frank  even  to  noisiness ;  as  it  centred  round 
the  laughing  face  of  Ardworth,  who,  though  un- 
known to  most  or  all  of  the  ladies  present,  be- 
yond a  brief  introduction  to  one  or  two  of  the 
first  comers  from  Sir  Miles  (as  the  host  had 
risen  from  his  chess  to  bid  them  welcome),  had 
^ready  contrived  to  make  himself  perfectly  at 
hoHM,  and  outrageously  popular.  Niched  be- 
tween two  bouncing  lasses,  he  had  commenced 
acquaintance  with  them  in  a  strain  of  familiar 
drollery  and  fun,  which  had  soon  broadened  its 
circle,  and  now  embraced  the  whole  group  in 
the  happy  contagion  of  good-humor  and  young 
animal  spirits.  Gabriel,  allowed  to  sit  up  later 
than  his  usual  hour,  had  not,  as  might  have 
been  expected,  attached  himself  to  this  circle, 
Dor  indeed  to  any ;  he  might  be  seen  moving 
quietly  about — now  contemplating  the  pictures 
•u  the  wall  with  a  curious  eye— now  pausin^r^ 
•at  the  whist-table,  and  noting  the  game  with 
the  interest  sf  an  embryo  gamester  — now 
throwing  himself  on  an  ottoman,  and  trying  to 


coax  toward  bun  Dash  or  Ponto — Iryias  n 
vain,  for  both  the  dogs  abhoned  htm ;  yet  still, 
through  all  this  general  movement^  had  a«y  om 
taken  the  pains  to  observe  him  clcwely,  it  might 
have  been  sufficiently  apparent  that  bis  keen, 
bright,  restless  eye,  from  the  comer  of  its  long 
sly  lids,  roved  chiefly  toward  the  three  persons 
whom   he  approached  the  least—his  father, 
Mainwaring,  and  Mr.  Vernon.    This  last  had 
ensconced  himself  apart  from  all,  in  the  angle 
formed  by  one  of  the  pilasters  of  the  arch  that 
divided  the  room,  so  that  he  was  in  ^^"mftunij 
as  it  were,  of  both  sections.    Reclined,  with 
the  careless  grace  that  seemed  ineeparabla 
from  eveiy  attitude  and  motion  of  hia  peraoo, 
in  one  of  the  great  velvet  ohaira,  with  a  book 
in  his  hand,  'which,  to  say  truth,  waa  toraed 
upside  down,  but  in  the  lecture  of  wfaidi  he 
seemed  absort^ed — ^he  heard  at  one  baad  the 
mirthful  laughter  that  circled  roand  yoai^  Ax<d> 
worth,  or,  in  its  pauses,  caught,  on  the  other 
side,  muttered  exclamations  trom  tiie  giave 
wh»t-idayers->"  If  you  had  but  tromped  that 
diamond,  ma*am !" — "  Bless  me,  air,  it  via  the 
best  heart !"    And,  somehow  or  other,  both  Urn 
laughter  and  the  exclamations  aflMed  ham 
alike,  with  what  then  was  called  **  the  splsefe" 
— for  the  one  reminded  him  of  hia  own  jrooag 
days  of  joyless,  careless  mirth,  of  which  hia 
mechanical  gayety  now  was  but  a  mockiai 
ghost,  and  the  other  seemed  a  satire,  a  parody, 
on  the  fierce  but  noiseless  rapture  of  gaming, 
through  which  his  passions  had  passed— when 
thsusands  had  slipped  away  with  a  bland  mile, 
provoking  not  one  of  those  natural  ebalhfiOBS 
of  emotion  which  there  accompanied  the  torn 
of  a  shilling  point.    And  beside  this,  Teniaa 
had  been  so  accustomed  to  the  soceees  of  the 
drawing-room,  to  be  a  somebody  and  a  some^ 
thing  in  the  company  of  wits  and  prinees,  that 
he  felt,  for  the  first  time,  a  sense  of  insignifi' 
canoe  in  this  provincial  circte.      Those  ftt 
squires  had  heard  nothing  of  Mr.  Yecnon,  ex- 
cept that  he  would  not  have  Laughton— he  had 
no  acres,  no  vote  in  their  couttty->he  was  a 
nobody  to  them.    Those  ruddy  maidens,  thoogk 
now  and  then,  indeed,  one  or  two  mig^t  steal 
an  admiring  glance  at  a  figure  of  elegance  so 
unusual,  regarded  him  not  with  the  fenude  in- 
terest  he  had    been   accustomed   to  iospiie. 
They  felt  instinctively  that  he  could  be  aothiaf 
to  them,  nor  they  to  him — a  mere  London  ibp. 
and  not  half  so  handsome  as  Squires  BlaflTaad 
Chuff. 

Rousing  himself  from  this  little  vexataon  to 
his  vanity,  vrith  a  conscious  smile  at  his  owa 
weakness,  Vernon  turned  his  looks  toward  the 
door,  waiting  for  Lucretia's  entrance,  and  smee 
her  uncle's  address  to  him,  feeling  that  new  and 
indescribable  interest  in  her  appearanoe,  which 
is  apt  to.steal  into  every  breast,  when  what  was 
before  but  an  indifferent  ac^iaintaoce,  is  sod> 
denly  enhaloed  vrith  the  light  of  a  possible  wife. 
At  length  the  door  opened,  and  Lucretia  en- 
tered. Mr.  Vernon  lowered  his  book,  and  gated 
with  an  earnestness  that  partook  both  of  doubt 
and  admiration. 

Lucretia  Clavering  was  tall,  tall  beyoad  what 
is  admitted  to  be  tall  in  woman;  but  in  her 
height  there  was  nothing  either  awkwaid  or 
masculine — a  figure  more  perfect  never  aerved 
for  modd  to  a  sculptor.    The  diess  at  that  day 
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mbeeoniiig  as  we  now  deem  it,  was  not  to 
ber,  at  least,  on  the  whole,  disadvantageous. 
The  short  waiet  gave  greater  sweep  to  her 
majestic  length  of  limb,  while  the  classic  thin- 
neas  of  the  drapery  betrayed  the  exact  propor- 
tion and  the  exquisite  contour.  The  arms 
then  were  worn  bare  almost  to  the  shoulder, 
and  Lucretia's  arms  were  not  oiore  faultless  in 
shape  than  dazzling  in  their  saowy  color — the 
stately  neck,  the  falling  shoulders,  the  firm, 
slight,  yet  rounded  bust — all  would  have  charm* 
9d  equally  the  artist  and  the  sensualist.  For- 
Umately,  the  sole  defect  of  her  form  was  ikot 
apparent  at  a  distance :  that  defect  was  in  the 
iMd ;  it  had  not  the  usual  faults  of  female 
yootbfulness^-the  superfluity  of  flesh,  the  too 
rosy  healthAihiess  of  color ;  on  the  contrary, 
it  was  small  and  thin,  but  it  was,  nevertheless, 
more  the  hand  of  a  man  than  a  woman ;  the 
eliape  had  a  maa^s  nervous  distinctness,  the 
Teins  swelled  like  sinews,  the  joints  of  the 
fingers  were  marked  and  jM-ominent.  In  that 
hand,  it  almost  seemed  as  if  the  iron  force  of 
the  character  betrayed  itself.  But,  as  we  have 
said,  this  slight  defect,  which  few,  if  seen,  would 
hyperoritically  notice,  could  not  of  course  be 
perceptible  as  she  moved  slowly  up  the  room  ; 
and  Vernon's  eye,  glancing  over  the  noble 
figure,  rested  upon  the  face.  Was  it  hand 
some  1— was  it  repelling!  Strange,  that  In  fea- 
ture, it  had  pretensions  to  the  highest  order 
of  beauty,  and  yet,  even  that  experienced  eon- 
noissenr  in 'female  charms  was  almost  puzzled 
what  sentence  to  pronounce.  The  hair,  as  was 
the  fashion  of  the  day,  clustered  in  profuse 
eurls  over  the  forehead,  but  could  not  conceal 
a  alight  line  or  vn-inkle  between  the  brows ;  and 
this  line,  rare  in  women  at  any  age,  rare  even 
in  men  at  hers,  gave  an  expression  at  once 
of  thought  and  sternness  to  the  whole  face. 
The  eyebrows  themselvee  were  straight,  and 
not  atrongly  marked — a  ahade  or  two  perhaps 
too  light,  a  fault  still  more  apparent  in  the 
lashes ;  the  eyes  were  large,  full,  and,  though 
bright,  astonishingly  calm  and  deep,  at  least  in 
ordinary  moments ;  yet  withal,  they  wanted  tbe 
eharm  of  that  steadtet  and  open  look,  which 
goes  at  once  to  the  heart,  and  invites  its  tmst ; 
their  expression  was  rather  vague  and  abstract- 
ed. She  usnally  looked  aslant  while  speak- 
ing ;  and  this,  which  with  some  appears  bat 
ebyness,  in  one  so  self-collected,  had  an  air  of 
fiiliehood.  But  when,  at  times,  if  eafnest,  and 
bent  rather  on  examining  those  she  address- 
ed than  guarding  herself  from  penetration,  she 
fixed  those  eyes  upon  you  with  sudden  and  di- 
reet  scrutiny,  the  gaze  impressed  you  power- 
fully, and  haunted  you  with  a  strange  spell. 
The  eye  itself  was  of  a  peculiar  and  displeaa- 
ing  color — not  blue,  nor  gray,  nor  black,  nor  ha- 
sel,  but  rather  of  that  cat-like  green,  whioh  is 
drowsy  in  the  light,  and  vivid  in  the  shade. 
The  profile  was  purely  Greek,  and  so  seen,  Lu- 
eretia*s  beauty  seemed  incontestable;  but  in 
front  face,  and  still  more  when  inclined  between 
the  two,  all  the  features  took  a  sharpness,  that, 
however  regular,  had  something  chilling  and 
aevere;  tbe  mouth  was  small,  but  tbe  lips 
were  thin  and  pale,  and  had  an  expression  of 
eflTort  and  contraction,  which  added  to  the  dis- 
trust that  her  sidelong  glance  was  calculated  to 
insnire.     The  teeth  were  daislinfflv  whita.  bet 


sharp  and  thin,  and  the  eye-teeth  were  much 
longer  than  the  rest  The  complexion  was 
pale,  but  without  mueh  deltoacy ;  the  paleness 
seemed  not  natural  to  it,  hut  rather  that  hue 
which  study  and  late  vigils  give  to  men ;  so 
that  she  wanted  the  freshness  and  bloom  of 
youth,  and  looked  Met  than  she  was  — an 
efibct  Confirmed  by  an  absence  of  roendness 
in  the  cheek,  not  noticeable  in  the  profile,  but 
rendering  the  front  faoe  somewhat  harsh  as 
well  as  sharp.  In  a  word,  the  face  and  the  figure 
were  not  in  harmony  ;  the  figure  prevented  yon 
from  pronouncing  her  to  be  maseuline— the  face 
took  from  the  figure  the  charm  of  feroinaof. 
It  was  the  head  of  the  young  Augustus  upon 
the  form  of  Agrippina.  ^  One  touch  more,  and 
we  close  a  description  vrbioh  already,  perhape, 
tbe  reader  may  consider  flrivolously  minute.  If 
you  had  plaeed  before  the  mouth  and  lower  part 
of  the  face  a  mask  or  bandage,  the  whde  dbm^ 
aeter  of  the  upper  face  would  have  changed  al 
once ;  the  eye  lost  its  glittering  falseness,  the 
brow  its  sinister  contraction;  you  would  at 
once  have  pronounced  tbe  fiiee  not  only  beauti- 
ful, but  sweet  «nd  womanly.  Take  that  band- 
age auddenly  away,  and  the  ehange  would  have 
startled  yon,  and  startled  you  the  more,  because 
you  could  detect  nosufilcient  defect  or -dispro- 
portion in  tbe  lower  part  of  the  countenanee  to 
explain  it.  It  was  as  if  the  mouth  was  the  kef 
to  the  whole:  the  key  nothing  without  the  text, 
the  text  unoomprehended  without  the  key. 

Such,  then,  was  Lucrstia  Clavering,  in  o«t* 
ward  appearance,  at  the  age  of  twenty— ^trfting 
to  the  most  careless  eye— Interesting  and  per* 
plexing  the  student  in  that  dark  language,  never 
yet  deoiphered—the  human  cooatenanoe.  The 
reader  must  have  observed,  that  the  efifeet 
eveiy  face  that  he  remarks  for  the  first  time 
produces  ia  diflTerent  from  the  impression  it 
leaves  upon  him  when  habitually  seen.  Per- 
haps, no  two  persons  diflbr  more  from  each 
other  than  does  the  same  conntenance  in  our 
earlieet  reoolleetion  of  it  from  the  oountenanoe 
regarded  in  the  familiarity  of  repeated  inter- 
course. And  this  was  especially  the  case  with 
Lucretia  Glavering's ;  the  first  impulse  of  nearly 
all  who  beheld  it  was  distrust  that  partook  of 
fisar;  it  almost  inspired  you  with  a  sense  of 
danger.  The  judgcoent  rose  op  against  it ;  the 
heart  set  itself  on  its  guard.  But  this  uneasy 
sentiment  soon  died  away  with  most  observers, 
in  admiration  at  the  chiseled  outline,  which, 
like  the  Grecian  sculpture,  gained  the  more,  the 
more  it  was  examined  ;  in  respect  for  the  intel- 
lectual power  of  the  expression  ;  and  in  fasci- 
nated pleasure  at  the  charm  of  a  smile,  raiely 
employed  it  is  true,  but  the  more  attraethe, 
both  for  that  reason  and  for  its  sadden  effect  in 
giving  brightness  and  persuasion  to  an  aspeet 
that  needed  them  so  much.  It  was  literally 
like  the  abrupt  breaking  out  of  a  sunbeam :  and 
the  repellent  expression  of  the  face  thus  famil- 
iarized away,  the  matchless  form  took  its  nat- 
ural influence ;  so  that,  while  one  who  but  saw 
Lucretia  for  a  moment  might  have  pronounced 
her  almost  plain,  and  certairflynot  prepossessing 
in  appearance,  those  with  whom  she  Uved, 
those  whom  she  sought  to  please,  those  who 
saw  her  daily,  united  in  acknowledgment  or 
ber  beauty ;  and  if  they  still  felt  awe,  attribnted 
it  onlv  to  tha  forrtA  nf  her  understandins'. 
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jAe  she  now  came  midway  ap  the  room, 
Gabriel  started  from  his  seat,  and  ran  to  her 
caressingly.  Lucretia  bent  down,  and  placed 
her  hand  upon  his  fair  locks.  As  she  did  so, 
he  whispered — 

"Mr.  Vernon  has  been  watching  for  you." 

"  Hush  !  Where  is  your  father  1" 

<<  Behind  the  screen,  at  chess  with  Sir 
Miles."  %      * 

"With  Sir  Miles!"  and  Lucretia's^eye  fell 
with  the  direct  gaze  we  have  before  referred 
to,  upon  the  boy's  face. 

"I  have  been  looking  over  them  pretty 
often,"  said  he,  meaningly :  *<  they  have  talked 
of  nothing  but  the  game." 

Lucretia  lifted  up  b6r  head,"  and  glanced 
round  with  her  furtive  eye ;  the  boy  divined 
the  search,  and  with  a  scarce  perceptible  gest- 
ure, pointed  her  attention  to  Mainwaring's  re- 
treat. Her  vivid  smile  passed  over  her  lips, 
as  she  bowed  slightly  to  her  lover,  and  then, 
withdrawing  the  hand  which  Gabriel  had  taken 
in  his  own,  she  moved  on,  passed  Vernon  with 
a  commonplace  word  or  two,  and  was  soon 
exchanging  greetings  with  the  gay  merry- 
makers in  the  farther  part  of  the  room.  A  few 
minutes  afterward,  the  servants  entered,  the 
tea-table  was  removed,  chairs  thrust  back — a 
single  lady  of  a  certain  age  volunteered  her 
services  at  the  piano,  and  dancing  began  within 
the  ample  space  which  the  arch  fenced  off 
from  the  whist-playcrs-.'  Vernon  had  watched 
his  opportunity,  and  at  the  first  sound  of  the 
piano  had  gained  Lucretia's  side,  and  with  grave 
politen^s,  preengaged  her  hand  for  the  opening 
dance. 

At  that  day,  though  it  is  not  so  very  long 
ago,  gentlemen  were  not  ashamed  to  dance, 
and  to  dance  well ;  it  was  no  languid  saunter 
through  a  quadrille ;  it  was  fair,  deliberate,  skill- 
ful dancing,  among  the  courtly ;  free,  bounding 
movement,  among  the  gay. 

Vernon,  as  might  be  expected,  was  the  most 
admired  performer  of  the  evening ;  but  he  was 
thinking  very  little  of  the  notice  he  at  last 
excited ;  he  was  employing  such  ingenuity  as 
his  experience  of  life  supplied  to  the  deficiencies 
of  a  veiy  imperfect  education,  limited  to  ttie 
little  flogged  into  him  at  Eton,  in  deciphering 
the  character,  and  getting  at  the  heart  of  his 
fair  partner. 

.  "  I  wonder  you  do  not  make  Sir  Miles  take  you 
toMiOndon,  ray  cousin,  if  you  will  allow  me  to 
call  you  80.  You  ought  to  have  been  presented^" 

"I  have  no  wish  to  go  to  London  yet." 

"Yet!"  said  Mr.  Vernon,  with  the  some- 
what fade  gallantry  of  his  day,  '*  beauty  even 
like  yours  has  little  time  to  spare." 

"  Hands  across,  hands  across  !"  cried  Mr. 
Ardworth. 

"  And,"  continued  Mr.  Vernon,  as  soon  as  a 
pause  was  permitted  to  him,  "  there  is  a  song 
which  the  prince  sings,  written  by  some  sen- 
aible  old-fashioned  feUow,  which  says — 
*  Gather  your  rosebads  while  yon  may, 
For  time  b  etlll  ft-flylng.* " 

"You  have  obeyed  the  moral  of  the  song 
yourself,  I  believe,  Mr.  Vernon." 

"Call  me  cousin,  or  Charier — Charley,  if 
you  like,  as  most  of  my  friends  do :  nobody 
ever  calls  me  Mr.  Vernon ;  I  don't  know  myself 
^  by  that  name." 


"  Down  the  middle,  we  are  all  waiting  Ihr 
you,"  shouted  Ardworth. 

Down  the  middle  with  wondrous  grace  glided 
the  exquisite  nankins  of-Oharley  Vernon. 

The  dance  now,  thanks  to  Ardworth,  became 
too  animated  and  riotous  te  allow  more  than  a 
few  broken  monosyllables  till  Vernon  and  his 
partner  gained  the  end  of  the  set,  and  thea, 
flirting  his  partner^s  fan,  he  recommenced — 

"  Seriously,  my  cousin,  you  must  sometimes 
feel  very  much  moped  here." 

"  Never !"  answered  Lucretia.  Not  once  yet 
had  her  eye  rested  on  Mr.  Vernon.  She  fdt 
that  she  was  sounded. 

"Yet  I  am  sore  you  have  a  taste  for  the 
pomps  and  vanities.  Aha!  there  is  ambition 
under  those  careless  curls,"  said  Mr.  Vernon, 
with  his  easy,  adorable  impertinence. 

Lucretia  winced. 

"  But  if  I  were  ambitious,  what  field  for  am- 
bition could  I  find  in  London  1" 

"The  same  as  Alexander  —  empire,  wj 
cousin." 

"You  forget  that  I  am  not  a  man.  Man, 
indeed,  may  hope  for  an  empire.  It  is  some- 
thing to  be  a  Pitt,  or  even  a  Warren  Hastiags.*' 

Mr.  Vernon  stared.  Was  this  stupidity,  or 
what? 

"  A  woman  has  an  empire  more  undisputed 
than  Mr.  Pitt*s,  and  more  pitiless  than  that  of 
Governor  Hastings." 

"  Oh,  pardon  me,  Mr.  Vernon—" 

"  Charles,  if  you  please." 

Lucretia's  brow  darkened. 

"Pardon  me,"  she  repeated;  "but  these 
compliments,  if  such  they  are  meant  to  be, 
meet  a  very  ungrateful  return.  A  woman's 
empire  over  gau;Ees  and  ribbons,  over  tea-tabies 
and  drums,  over  fops  and  coquets,  is  not  worth 
a  journey  from  Laughton  to  London." 

"  You  think  you  can  despise  admiration  ?" 

"  What  you  mean  by  admiration — yes." 

"  And  love,  tool"  said  Vernon,  in  a  whis^r. 

Now  Lucretia  at  once  and  abruptly  raised 
her  eyes  to  her  partner.  Was  he  aiming  at 
her  secret  ? — was  he  hinting  at  intentions  of 
his  own  1  The  look  chilled  Vernon,  and  he 
turned  away  his  head. 

Suddenly,  then,  in  pursuance  of  a  new  train 
of  ideas,  Lucretia  altered  her  manner  to  him. 
She  had  detected  what  before  she  had  sur- 
mised. This  sudden  familiarity  on  his  part 
arose  from  notions  her  uncle  had  instilled—the 
visitor  had  been  incited  to  become  the  suitor. 
Her  penetration  into  character,  which  fnm 
childhood  had  been  her  passionate  study,  toU 
her  that  on  that  light,  polished,  fearless  natore, 
scorn  would  have  slight  effect — to  meet  the 
familiarity  would  be  the  best  means  to  secure 
a  friend,  to  disarm  a  wooer.  She  changed,  theo, 
her  manner:  she  summoned  up  her  extraor- 
dinary craft ;  she  accepted  the  intimacy  held 
out  to  her,  not  to  unguard  herself,  but  to  lay 
open  her  opponent.  It  became  necessary  to 
her  to  know  this  man,  to  have  such  power  as 
the  knowledge  might  give  her.  Insensibly  and 
gradually  she  led  her  companion  away,  from 
his  design  of  approaching  her  own  secrets  or 
character,  into  frank  talk  about  himself.  Alt 
unconsciously  he  began  to  lay  bare  to'his  l 
tener  the  infirmities  of  his  erring,  open  [ 
Silently  she  looked  down,  and  plambol 
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all :  the  fri?olity,  the  recklesaness,  the  half-gay, 
half-mournfal  sense  of  waste  and  ruin.  There, 
blooming  among  the  wrecks,  she  saw  th^air- 
est  flowers  of  noble  manhood,  profuse  ana  fra- 
grant still — generosity  and  courage,  and  disre- 
gard for  self.  Spendthrift  and  gambler  on  one 
Bide  the  medal ;  gentleman  and  soldier  on  the 
other.  Beside  this  maimed  and  imperfect  na- 
ture, she  measured  her  own  prepared  and  pro- 
found intellect,  and  as  she  listened,  her  smile 
became  more  bland  and  frequent.  She  could 
aflTord  to  be  gracious ;  she  felt  superiority,  scorn, 
and  safety. 

As  this  seeming  intimacy  had  matured,  Ver- 
non and  his  partner  had  quitted  the  dance,  and 
were  conversing  apart  in  the  recess  of  one  of 
the  windows,  which  the  newspaper  readers  had 
deserted,  in  the  part  of  the  room  where  Sir 
Miles  and  Daiibard,  still  seated,  were  about  to 
commence  their  third  game  at  chess.  The 
baronet's  hand  ceased  from  the  task  of  arranging 
hia  pawns,  his  eye  was  upon  the  pair,  and  then, 
atler  a  long  and  complacent  gaze,  it  looked 
Tound  without  discoTering  the  object  it  sought. 

**  I  am  about  to  task  your  kindness  most  im- 
properly, Monsieur  Dalibard,"  said  the  baronet, 
with  that  politeness  so  displeasing  to  Ardworth ; 
<*  but  will  yon  do  me  the  favor  to  move  aside 
that  fold  of  the  screen.  I  wish  for  a  better 
Tie w  of  our  young  people.  Thank  you  very 
much.*' 

Sir  Miles  now  discovered  Mainwaring,  and 
observed,  that  far  from  regarding  with  self-be- 
traying jealousy  the  apparent  flirtation  going 
on  between  Lucretia  and  her  kinsman,  he  was 
engaged  in  animated  conversation  with  the 
chairman  of  the  quarter-sessions.  Sir  Miles 
was  satisfied,  and  ranged  his  pawns.  All  this 
time,  and,  indeed,  ever  since  they  had  sat  down 
to  play,  the  Provengal  had  been  waiting  with 
the  patience  that  belonged  to  his  character,  for 
some  observation  from  Sir  Miles  on  the  sub- 
jtfct  which  his  sagacity  perceived  was  engross- 
ing his  thoughts.  There  had  been  about  the 
old  gentleman  a  fidgety  restlessness,  which 
showed  that  something  was  on  his  mind.  His 
eyes  had  been  frequently  turned  toward  his 
niece  since  her  entrance ;  once  or  twice  he 
had  cleared  his  throat  and  hemmed,  his  usual 
prelude  to  some  more  important  communica- 
tion ;  and  Dalibard  had  heard  him  muttering  to 
himself,  and  fancied  he  caught  the  name  of 
'Mainwaring."  And,  indeed,  the  baronet  had 
been  repeatedly  on  the  verge  of  sounding  his 
secretary,  and  as  often  had  been  checked,  both 
by  pride  in  himself  and  pride  for  Lucretia.  It 
seemed  to  him  beneath  his  own  dignity  and 
h^rs  even  to  hint  to  an  inferior>-a  fear,  a  doubt 
of  the  heiress  of  Laoghton.  Olivier  Dalibard 
could  easily  have  led  on  his  patron,  he  could 
easily,  if  he  pleased  it,  have  dropped  words  to 
instill  suspicion  and  prompt  question  ;  but  that 
was  not  his  object :  he  rather  shunned  than 
courted  any  reference  to  himself  upon  the  mat- 
ter ;  for  he  knew  that  Lucretia,  if  she  could 
suppose  thsft  he,  however  indirectly,  had  be- 
trayed her  to  her  uncle,  would  at  once  declare 
his  own  suit  to  her,  and  so  procure  his  imme- 
iliate  dismissal ;  while  aware  of  her  powers  of 
dissimulation,  and  her  influence  oyer  her  uncle, 
he  feared  that  a  single  word  from  her  would 
suflice  to  remove  all  susnicion  in  Sir  Miles. 


however  ingeniously  implanted,  and  however 
truthfully  grounded.  But  all  the  while,  under 
his  apparent  calm,  his  mind  was  busy,  and  bis 
passions  burning. 

" Pshaw,  your  old  play — the  bishop  again!" 
said  Sir  Miles,  laughing,  as  he  moved  a  knight 
to  frustrate  his  adversary's  supposed  plan  ;  and 
then  turning  back,  he  once  more  contemplated 
the  growing  familiarity  between  Vernon  and  his 
niece.  This  time  he  could  no^  contain  his 
pleasure:  "Dalibard,  my  dekr  sir,"  he  said, 
rubbing  his  hands,  "  look  yonder ;  they  would 
make  a  handsome  couple." 

"Who,  sirl"  said  the  Proven9aI,  looking 
another  way,  with  dogged  stupidity. 

"Whol  d it,  man ! — ^nay,  pray  forgive  my 

ill-manners— but  I  felt  glad,  sir,  and  proud,  sir. 
Whol  Charley  Vernon  and  Lucretia  Claver- 
ing !" 

"  Assuredly,  yes.  Do  you  think  that  there  is 
a  chance  of  so  happy  an  event  1" 

"  Why,  it  depends  only  on  Lucretia.  I  shall 
never  force  her."  Here  Sir  Miles  stopped,  for 
Gabriel,  unporoeived  before,  picked  up  his  pa- 
tron's pocket-handkerchief. 

Olivier  Dalibard's  gray  eyes  rested  coldly  on 
his  son.  *'  You  are  not  dancing  to-night,  my 
boy.    Go ;  I  like  to  see  you  amused." 

The  boy  obeyed  at  once,  as  he  always  did, 
the  paternal  commands.  He  found  a  partner, 
and  joined  a  dance  just  begun  ;  and  in  the  midst 
of  the  dance,  Honore  Gabriel  Varney  seemed  a 
new  being :  not  Ardworth  himself  so  thorough- 
ly entered  into  the  enjoyment  of  the  exercise, 
the  lights,  the  music.  With  brilliant  eyes  and 
dilated  nostrils,  he  seemed  prematurely  to  feel 
all  that  is  exciting  and  voluptuous  in  that  ex- 
hilaration, which  to  childhood  is  usually  so  iuiIm 
and  innocent.  His  glances  followed  the  fairest 
form ;  his  clasp  lingered  in  the  softest  hand ; 
hjs  voice  trembled  as  the  warm  breath  of  his 
partner  came  on  his  cheeks. 

Meanwhile,  the  conversation  between  the 
chess-players  continued. 

**  Yes,"  said  the  baronet,  "  it  depends  only 
on  Lucretia — and  she  seems  pleased  with  Ver- 
non ;  who  would  not  be  1" 

"  Your  penetration  rarely  deceives  you,  sir. 
I  own  I  think  with  you.  Does  Mr.  Vernon 
know  that  you  would  permit  the  alliance  1" 

**  Yes ;  but — "  the  baronet  stopped  short. 

"You  were  saying,  but — ^but  what,  Sir 
Miles?" 

"  Why,  the  dog  afiected  diflldence ;  he  had 
some  fear  lest  he  should  not  win  her  afifections ; 
but  luckily,  at  least,  they  are  disengaged."  v 

Dalibard  looked  grave,  and  his  eye,  as  if  in- 
voluntarily, glanced  toward  Mainwaring.  As 
ill-luck  would  have  it,  the  young  man  had  then 
ceased  his  conversation  with  the  chairman  of 
the  quarter-sessions,  and  with  arms  folded, 
brow  contracted,  and  looks  earnest,  anxious, 
and  intent,  was  contemplating  the  whispered 
conference  between  Lucretia  and  Vernon. 

Sir  Miles's  eye  had  followed  his  secretary's, 
and  his  face  changed.  His  hand  fell  on  the 
chess-board,  and  upset  half  the  men;  he  uttered 
a  very  audible  "  Zounds !" 

"  I  think,  Sir  Miles,"  said  the  Proven<;al,  ris- 
ing, as  if  conscious  that  Sir  Miles  wished  to 
play  no  more~-"I  think  that  if  yoi!  spoke  soon 
to  Miss  Claveriner.  as  to  your  views  with  regard 
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lo  Mr.  Vernon,  it  naAt  ripen  matters ;  for  I 
have  heard  it  aaiii  by  French  mothers — ^and  our 
French  women  understand  the  female  heart, 
sir — that  a  girl  having  no  other  affection  is 
often  prepossessed  at  once  in  favor  of  a  man 
whom  she  knows  beforehand  is  prepared  to 
woo  and  to  win  her,  whereas  without  that 
knowledge  be  would  have  seemed  but  a»  or- 
dinary acquaintance." 

'*  It  is  shrewdly  said,  my  dear  Monsieur 
Daiibard  ;  and,  for  more  reasons  than  one,  the 
sooner  I  speak  to  her  the  better  Lend  me 
your  arm  —  it  is  time  for  sapper  —  I  see  the 
dance  is  oyer.*' 

Passing  by  the  place  where  Mainwariog  still 
least,  the  baronet  looked  at  him  fixedly.  The 
yoong  man  did  not  notice  the  gaze.  Sir  Miles 
touched  him  gently.  He  started  as  from  a 
reverie. 

**  Yoo  have  not  danced,  Mr.  Mainwaring." 

**  I  dance  so  seldom,  Sir  Miles,'*  said  Main- 
waring,  coloring. 

"  Ah !  you  employ  yoiir  head  more  than  joar 
heels,  young  gentleman ;  veiy  right — X  must 
apeak  to  you  to-morrow.  Well,  ladies,  I  hope 
yon  have  enjoyed  yourselves.  1^  dear  Mrs. 
Yesey,  you  and  I  are  old  friends,  you  know — 
many  a  minuet  we  have  danced  tqgether,  eh  ! 
We  caa*t  daooe  now;  but  we  can  walk  arm- 
in-arm  together  still.  Honor  me.  And  your 
little  grandson  -—  vaccinated,  eh  !  Wonderful 
InveDtiim !    To  supper,  ladies— to  supper  !*' 

The  company  were  gone.  The  lights  were 
ont,  aU  save  the  lights  of  heaven,  and  Uiey  came 
bright  and  still  through  the  casements :  Moon- 
beun  and  Starbeam,  they  seemed  now  to  have 
the  old  house  to  themselves.  In  came  the 
r^s,  brighter,  and  longer,  and  bolder— like  fai- 
ries that  march,  rank  upon  rank,  into  their  king- 
dom of  solitude.  Down  the  oak  stairs,  from 
the  casements,  blazoned  with  heraldry,  moved 
the  rays,  creepingly,  fearfully.  On  the  armor 
in  the  hall  clustered  the  rays,  boldly  and  bright- 
ly, till  the  steel  shone  out  like  a  mirror.  In  the 
library,  long  and  low,  they  just  entered,  stopped 
short  —  it  was  no  place  for  their  play.  In  the 
drawing-room,  now  deserted,  they  were  more 
carious  and  adventurous.  Through  the  large 
window,  still  open,  they  came  in  freely  and 
archly,  as  if  to  spy  what  had  caused  such  dis- 
order ;  the  stiff  chairs  out  of  place,  the  smooth 
floor  spoiled  of  its  carpet— that  flower  dropped 
on  the  ground — that  scarf  forgotten  on  the  table 
—  the  rays  lingered  upon  them  all.  Up  and 
down,  through  the  house,  from  the  base  to  the 
ro%f^  roved  the  children  of  the  air,  and  found 
but^wo  spirits  awake  amid  the  slumber  of  the 
rest. 

In  that  tower  to  the  east — in  the  tapestry 
chamber  —  with  the  large  gilded  bed  in  the  re- 
cess, came  the  rays,  tamed  and  wan,  as  if 
scared  by  the  grosser  light  on  the  table.  By 
that  table  sat  a  girl,  her  brow  leaning  on  one 
hand ;  in  the  other  she  held  a  rose — it  is  a  love- 
token— exchanged  with  its  sister  rose,  by  stealtn 
— in  mute  sign  of  reproach  for  doubt  excited — 
an  assurance  and  a  reconciliation.  A  love- 
token  i—dhrink  not,  ye  rays — there  is  some- 
thing a.un  to  ye  in  love.  But,  see,  the  hand 
closes  convulsively  on  the  flower — it  hides  it 
not.  in  the  breast— it  lifts  it  not  to  the  lip — ^it 
|tbrowa  it  passionately  aside.    "How  long!" 


muttered  the  girl,  impetuously  —  "  how  long ! 
and  to  think  that  will  here  can  not  ahorten  as 
hour !"  Then  she  rose,  and  walked  to  and  fro, 
and  <?^ch  time  she  gained  a  certain  niche  in  the 
chamber,  she  paused,  and  then  irresolutely 
passed  on  again.  What  is  in  that  niche! 
Only  books.  What  can  books  teach  thee,  pale 
girll  The  step  treads  firmer;  this  time  it 
halts  more  resolved.  The  band  that  daspol 
the  flower  takes  down  a  volome.  The  girl  aits 
again  before  the  light.  See,  oh  rays,  what  is 
the  volume  1  Moon  and  Starbeam,  ye  love  what 
lovers  read  by  the  lamp  in  the  loneliness.  No 
love-ditty  this ;  no  yet  holier  lessoa  to  patience, 
and  moral  to  hope.  What  hast  thou,  young 
girl,  with  thy  strong  health  and  rich  years,  with 
the  lore  of  the  leech  —  with  prognostics,  and 
symptoms,  and  diseases  t  She  is  tracing  with 
hard  eyes  the  signs  that  precede  the  grim 
enemy,  in  his  most  sudden  approach — ^the  hab- 
its that  invite  bin,  the  warnings  that  he  gives. 
He  whose  wealth  shal^make  her  free  has  twice 
had  the  visiting  shock — ^he  starves  not — ^he  Uvea 
free!  She  closes  the  Tolume,  and,  mi»ing» 
metes  him  out  the  hours  and  days  he  baa  to 
live.  Shrink  back,  ye  rays !  The  loTe  is  dia- 
enhalloved :  while  the  hand  was  on  the  mm 
the  thought  was  on  the  cbameL 

Yonder,  in  the  opposite  tower,  in  the  smaA 
casement  near  the  roof,  came  the  n^s ;  Chili- 
hood  is  asleep.  Moon  and  Staiheam,  ye  kve 
the  slumbers  of  the  child !  The  door  opeoa— 
a  dark  figure  steals  noiselessly  in.  The  &tber 
comes  to  look  on  the  sleep  of  his  son-  Hotf 
tenderness,  if  this  be  all ! 

«'  Gabriel,  wake !"  said  a  low,  atem  Toice, 
and  a  rough  hand  shook  the  sleeper. 

The  sharpest  test  of  those  nerves,  upon 
wl^ch  depends  the  noere  animal  courage,  is  to 
be  roused  suddenly,  in  the  depth  of  night,  by  a 
violent  hand.  The  impulse  of  Gabriel,  thus 
startled,  was  neither  of  timidity  nor  surprise. 
It  was  that  of  some  boy  Spartan,  not  new  to 
danger :  with  a  slight  cry,  and  a  fierce  spring, 
the  son's  hand  clutched  at  the  father^s  throat. 
Dalibardy  shook  him  off  with  an  effort,  and  a 
smile,  half  in  approval,  half  in  irony,  plajed  by 
the  moonlight  over  his  lips. 

•<  Blood  will  out,  young  tiger,"  said  ht. 
"  Hush,  and  hear  me !" 

'*  Is  it  you,  father  t"  said  Gabriel ;  *<  I  thought 
—I  dreamed — " 

"  No  matter ;  think — dream  always,  that  man 
should  be  prepared  for  defense  from  peril ! 

'*  Gabriel  (and  the  pale  scholar  seated  him- 
self on  the  bed),  turn  your  face  to  mine— near- 
er; let  the  moon  fall  on  it ;  lift  your  eyes— kxA 
at  me — so !  Are  you  not  playing  false  to  0)4 ! 
Are  you  not  Lucretia*s  spy,  while  yon  are  pre- 
tending to  be  mine  1  It  is  so ;  your  eye  betrays 
you.  Now,  heed  me ;  you  have  a  mind  beyond 
your  years.  Do  you  love  best  the  miserable 
garret  in  London,  the  hard  fare  and  squalid 
dress  —  or  your  lodgment  here,  the  sense  of 
luxury,  the  sight  of  splendor,  the  atmosphere  d 
wealth  1    You  have  the  choice  before  you." 

"I  choose  as  you  would  have  me,  then.*' 
said  the  boy—"  the  last." 

"  I  believe  you.  Attend  I  you  do  not  love 
me— that  is  natural— you  are  the  son  of  Clan. 
Varney!  You  have  supposed  that  in  loTinf 
Lucretia  Clavering,  you  might  vex  or  thvait 
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iBe»  yoQ  scarce  knew  Iv&w ;  and  Luorelia  Clay- 
ering  baa  gold  and  giAa,  and  soft  words,  and 
proiDises,  to  bribe  withal.  I  now  tell  yon  open- 
ly my  plan  with  regard  to  this  girl :  it  is  my 
aim  to  marry  her  —  to  be  master  of  this  house 
and  these  lands.  If  I  succeed,  you  share  them 
with  me.  By  betraying  me,  word  or  look,  to 
Locretia,  you  frustrate  this  aim;  you  plot 
against  our  rise  and  to  our  ruin.  Deem  not 
that  you  could  escape  my  fall ;  if  I  am  driven 
heoce — as  you  might  drire  me— you  share  my 
fate  ;  and,  mark  me,  you  are  delivered  up  to  my 
revenge  I  You  cease  to  be  my  son — ^you  are  my 
loe.     Child .'  you  know  me." 

The  boy,  bold  as  be  was,  E/huddered ;  but 
after  a  pause,  so  brief  that  a  breath  scarce 
foaaed  between  bis  silence  and  his  words,  be 
rapUedy  with  emphasis : 

'*  Father,  you  have  read  my  heart.  I  have 
been  persuaded  by  Lucretia  (for  she  bewitches 
me)  to  watch  yon— at  least,  when  you  are 
with  Sir  Miles.  I  knew  that  this  was  mixed 
ip  with  Mr.  Mainwaring.  Now  that  you  have 
aade  me  understand  your  own  views,  I  will  be 
tnie  to  you— -true  without  threats.*' 

The  iatber  looked  hard  on  him,  and  seemed 
aal«i9fied  with  the  gaze.  ''  Remember,  at  least, 
that  your  future  rests  upon  your  truth :  that  is 
no  threat —  that  is  a  thought  of  hope.  Now 
sleep  or  muse  on  it."  He  dropped  the  curtain 
Which  bis  hand  had  drawn  aside,  and  stole 
firom  the  room  as  noiselessly  as  he  had  entered. 
The  boy  slept  no  more.  Beceit,  and  cupidity, 
and  corrupt  ambition,  were  at  work  in  his 
hcain.  Shrink  back,  Moon  and  Starbeam !  •  On 
that  cbild*8  brow  play  the  demons  who  bad  fol- 
lowed the  lather's  step  to  his  bed  of  sleep. 

Back  to  his  own  room,  close  at  band,  crept 
Olivier  Dalibard.  The  walls  were  lined  with 
hooka— many  in  language  and  deep  in  lore. 
Moon  and  Starbeam,  ye  love  the  midnight  sol- 
itude of  the  scholar !  The  Provencal  stole  to 
the  casement  and  looked  forth.  All  was  serene ; 
breathless  tr^es,  and  gleaming  sculptbre,  and 
whitened  sward,  girdled  by  the  mass  of  shadow. 
Of  what  thought  the  man  t  not  of  the  present 
loveliness  which  the  scene  gave  to  his  eye,  nor 
of  the  future  mysteries  which  the  stars  should 
whiaper  to  the  souL  Gloomily  over  a  stormy 
and  a  hideous  past,  roved  the  memory,  stored 
with  fraud  and  foul  with  crime ;  plan  upon  plau, 
schemed  with  ruthless  wisdom,  followed  up  by 
remorseless  daring,  and  yet  all  now  a  ruin  and 
a  bfank  i  —  an  intellect  at  war  with  good,  and 
the  good  had  conquered !  But  the  conviction 
neither  touched  the  conscience,  nor  enlightened 
the  reason ;  he  felt,  it  is  true,  a  moody  sense 
ef  impotence ;  but  it  brought  rage,  not  despond- 
ency :  it  was  not  that  he  submitted  to  Good,  as 
too  powerful  to  oppose,  but  that  he  deemed  he 
had  not  yet  gained  all  the  mastery  over  the 
araenal  of  Evil.  And  evil  he  called  it  not. 
Good  or  Evil  to  him  were  but  subordinate  genii, 
at  the  command  of  Mind ;  they  were  the  slaves 
of  the  lamp.  But  had  he  got  at  the  true  secret 
of  the  lamp  itself  1  <*How  is  it,"  he  thought, 
aa  he  turned  impatiently  from  the  casement, 
'<that  I  am  baffled  here,  where  my  fortdnes 
aeemed  most  assured  1  Here  the  mind  has 
heea  of  my  own  training,  and  prepared  by  na- 
ture to  my  hand;  here  all  opportunity  has 
•ailed.    And  suddenly  the  merest  common: 


place,  in  the  vulgat  lives  of  mortals— ^n  un- 
looked-for rival — rival,  too,  of  the  mold  I  had 
taught  her  to  despise — one  of  the  stock  gallants 
of  a  comedy— no  character,  but  youth  and  fair 
looks ;  yea,  the  lover  of  the  stage  starts  up,  and 
the  fabric  of  years  is  overthrown."  As  he  thus 
mused  he  placed  his  band  upon  a  small  box  on 
one  of  the  tables.  "  Yet,  within  this,"  resumed 
his  soliloquy,  and  be  struck  the  lid  that  gave 
back  a  dull  sound — **  within  this  I  hold  the 
keys  of  life  and  death !  Fool,  the  power  does 
not  reach  to  the  heart,  except  to  still  it.  Verily 
and  indeed  were  the  old  heathens  mistaken ! 
Are  there  no  philters  to  change  the  current  of 
desire  ?— but  touch  one  chord  in  a  girPs  affep- 
tion,  and  all^.the  rest  is  mine — all— all,  lands, 
station,  power— all  the  rest  are  in  the  opening 
ofthisUd!" 

Hide  in  the  cloud,  O  Moon ! — shrink  back,  ye 
Stars !  send  not  your  holy,  pure,  and  trouble- 
luUing  light  to  the  countenance  blanched  aad 
livid  with  the  thoughts  of  murder. 


CHAPTER  III. 


OONPBXSNOBS. 


Tbb  next  day  Sir  Miles  did  not  appear  at 
breakfast — not  that  he  was  unwell,  but  that  he 
meditated  holding  certain  audiences — and  on 
snch  occasions  the  sood  old  gentleman  lil^  to 
prepare  himself.  He  belonged  to  a  school  in 
which,  amid  much  that  was  hearty  and  con- 
vivial, there  was  much  also  that,  now-a-days, 
would  seem  stiff  and  formal,  contrasting  the 
other  school  immediately  succeeding  him,  which 
Mr.  Vernon  well  represented,  and  of  which  the 
Charles  Surface  of  Sheridan  is  a  faithful  and 
admirable  type.  The  room  that  Sir  Miles  ap- 
propriated to  himself  was,  properly  speaking, 
the  state  apartment,  called,  in  the  old  invento- 
ries, *'  King  James's  chamber ;"  it  was  on  the 
first  floor,  communicating  with  the  picture-gal- 
lery, which,  at  the  farther  end,  opened  upon  a 
corridor,  admitting  to  the  principal  bedrooms. 
As  Sir  Miles  cared  nothing  lor  holyday  state,  be 
bad  unscrupulously  taken  his  cubtculum  in  this 
chamber,  which  was  really  the  handsomest  in 
the  bouse,  except  the  banquet-hall ;  placed  his 
bed  in  one  angle,  with  a  huge  screen  before  it, 
filled  up  the  space  with  his  Italian  antiques  and 
curiosities,  and  fixed  his  favorite  pictures  on 
the  faded  gilt  leather  paneled  upon  the  walls. 
His  main  motive  in  this  was  the  communica- 
tion with  the  adjoining  gallery,  which,  when 
the  weather  was  unfavorable,  ftirnished  am||l 
room  for  his  habitual  walk.  He  knew  how 
many  strides,  by  the  help  of  bis  crutch,  made  a 
mile,  and  this  was  convenient.  Moreover,  he 
liked  to  look,  when  alone,  on  those  old  portraits 
of  his  ancestors,  which  he  had  religiously  con- 
served in  their  places,  preferring  to  thrust  his 
Florentine  and  Venetian  masterpieces  into  bed- 
rooms and  parlors  rather  than  to  dislodge  from 
the  gallery  the  stiff  rufis,  doublets,  and  farthin- 
gales of  bis  predecessors.  It  was  whispered 
in  the  house,  that  the  baronet,  whenever  he  had 
to  r^grove  a  tenant,  or  lecture  a  dependent, 
took  care  to  have  him  brought  to  h{d  sanctum, 
through  the  full  lengtti  of  this  gallery,  so  that 
the  victim  might  be  duly  prepared  and  awed 
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by  the  imposing  effect  of  so  stately  a  journey, 
and  the  grave  faces  of  all  the  generations  of  St. 
John,  which  could  not  fail  to  impress  him  with 
the  dignity  of  the  familyt  and  alarm  him  at  the 
prospect  of  the  frown  of  its  injured  representa- 
tive. Across  this  gallery,  now,  following  the 
steps  of  the  powdered  valet,  strode  young  Ard- 
worth  ;  staring  now  and  then  at  some  portrait 
more  than  usually  grim,  more  often  wondering 
why  his  boots,  that  never  creaked  before,  should 
creak  on  those  particular  boards,  and  feeling  a 
quiet  curiosity  without  the  least  mixture  of  fear 
or  awe  as  to  what  old  Square-toes  intended  to 
Bay  to  him.  But  all  'feeling  of  irreverence 
ceased  when,  shown  into  the  baronet's  room, 
and  the  door  closed.  Sir  Miles  rose  with  a  smile, 
and  cordially  shaking  his  hand,  said,  dropping 
the  punctilious  courtesy  of  Mister — "  Ardworth, 
sir,  if  I  had  a  little  prejudice  against  you,  be- 
fore you  came,  you  ha*  ^  conquered  it.  You 
are  a  fine,  manly,  spirited  fellow,  sir  ;  and  you 
have  an  old  man's  good  wishes,  which  are  no 
bad  beginning  to  a  young  man's  good  fortunes.*^ 

The  color  rushed  over  Ardworth's  forehead, 
and  a  tear  sprang  to  his  eyes.  He  felt  a  rising 
at  his  throat,  as  he  stammered  out  some  not 
very  audible  reply. 

*'  I  wished  to  see  you,  young  gentleman,  that 
I  might  judge  myself  what  you  would  like  best, 
and  what  wo^ld  best  fit  you — ^your  father  is  in 
the  army.    What  say  you  to  a  pair  of  colors  1" 

'*  Ob,  Sir  Miles,  that  is  my  utmost  ambition. 
Any  thing  but  law,  except  the  church ;  any 
thing  but  the  chureh,  except  a  desk  and  a  conn- 
ter !" 

The  baronet,  much  pleased,  gave  him  a  gen- 
tle pat  on  the  shoulder.  '*  Ha,  ha !  we  gentle- 
men, you  see  (for  the  A  rd worths  are  very  well 
born — very)  we^  gentlemen^  understand  each 
other.  Between  you  and  me,  I  never  liked  the 
law — never  thought  a  maiv  of  birth  should  be- 
long to  it — take  money  for  lying— shabby  - 
shocking !  Don't  let  that  so  any  further.  The 
church — mother  church — 1  honor  her  !  Church 
and  state  go  together !  But  one  ought  to  be 
yery  good  to  preach  to  others — ^better  than  you 
and  I  are — eh,  eht  ha,  ha!  Well,  then,  you 
like  the  army — there's  a  letter  for  you  to  the 
Horse  Guards — go  up  to  town — ^your  business 
18  done ;  and,  as  for  your  outfit,  read  this  little 
book  at  your  leisure."  And  Sir  Miles  thrust  a 
pocket-book  into  Ardworth's  hand. 

*'  But  pardon  me,"  said  the  young  man,  much 
bewildered.  "  What  claim  have  I,  Sir  Miles, 
to  such  generosity;  I  know  that  my  uncle  of- 
fi^ded  you." 

^'  Sir,  that's  the  claim !"  said  Sir  Miles,  grave- 
ly. "  I  can  not  live  long,"  he  added,  with  a 
touch  of  melancholy  in  his  voice ;  *Met  me  die 
in  peace  with  all! — perhaps  I  injured  your 
uncle !  Who  knows  but,  if  so,  he  hears  and 
pardons  me  now!" 

"  Oh>.Sir  Miles;"  exclaimed  the  thoughtless, 
generous-hearted  young  man,  *<  and  my  little 
playfellow,  Susan — ^your  own  niece  1" 

Sir  Miles  drew  back  haughtily ;  but  the  burst 
that  offended  him  rose  so  evidently  from  the 
heart,  was  so  excusable  from  its  motive,  and 
the  youth's  ignorance  of  the  world,  that  his 
frown  soon  vanished,  aa  he  said,  calmly  and 
lyravely — 

'*  jSo  man,  my  good  sir,  can  allow  to  othens 


the  right  to  touch  on  his  family  afibirs ;  I  tnist 
I  shall  be  just  to  the  poor  young  lady  ;  and  so, 
if  we  never  meet  again,  let  us  think  well  of 
each  other.  Go,  my  boy,  serve  your  kiog  and 
your  country !" 

"  I  will  do  my  best.  Sir  Miles,  if  only  to  msril 
your  kindness." 

"  Stay  a  moment :  yon  are  intimate,  I  fiad, 
with  young  MainwaringV 

'*  An  old  college  friendship.  Sir  Milea.* 

"  The  army  won*t  do  for  him,  eh  1** 

*'  He  is  too  clever  for  it,  sir." 

<<Ah,  he'd  make  a  lawyer,  I  auppoee  glib 
tongue  enough !  and  can  talk  well,  and  lie^  if 
he's  paid  for  it  1" 

"  I  don't  know  how  lawyers  regard  those 
matters.  Sir  Miles ;  but  if  you  don*t  make  hiia 
a  lawyer,  I  am  sure  you  must  leave  him  an  hai- 
est  man." 

«  Really  and  truly—" 

'*  Upon  my  honor  I  think  so." 

**  Good-day  to  you,  and  good  luck.  Yea  nnat 
catch  the  coach  at  the  lodge ;  for,  I  see  bj  the 
papers,  that,  in  spite  of  all  the  talk  about  peaoa, 
they  are  raising  regiments  like  wildfire." 

With  very  dififerent  feelings  from  those  with 
which  he  had  entered  the  room,  Ardworth  quit- 
ted it.  He  hurried  into  his  own  chamber  to 
thrust  his  clothes  into  his  portmanteao,  and, 
while  thus  employed,  Mainwaring  enieied. 

**  Joy,  my  dear  fellow,  wish  me  joy !  I  tm 
going  to  town — into  the  army — abroad— ta  be 
shot  at,  thank  heaven  !  That  dear  old  geatis- 
man  !— just  throw  roe  that  coat,  will  yon!" 

A  very  few  more  words  sufficed  to  exptaia 
what  had  passed  to  Mainwaring;  be  sigM 
when  his  friend  had  finished :  "  1  wish  1  weia 
going  with  you." 

"  Do  you  1  Sir  Miles  has  only  got  to  wiiie 
another  letter  to  the  Horse  Guards ;  bat  no,yoQ 
are  meant  to  be  something  better  than  food  for 
powder ;  and,  beside,  your  Lucretia !  Haag  it, 
I  am  sorry  I  can  not  stay  to  examine  her  as  I 
had  promised  ;  but  I  have  seen  enough  to  fcaow 
that  she  certainly  loves  you.  Ah,  when  sho 
changed  flowers  with  you,  you  did  not  think  I 
saw  you — ^sly,  was  not  I!  Pshaw,  she  was 
only  playing  with  Vernon.  But  still  do  yon 
know,  Will,  now  that  Sir  Miles  has  spoken  vo 
me  so,  that  I  could  have  sobbed  <  God  bless  yoa, 
my  old  boy  !' — 'pon  my  life,  I  could  ! — now,  do 
you  know  that  I  feel  enraged  with  yoa  for 
abetting  that  girl  to  deceive  him.*' 

**  I  am  enraged  with  myself;  and — **  Hers 
a  servant  entered,  and  informed  Mainwaring  tfaH 
he  had  been  searching  for  him— Sir  Miles  ra> 
quested  to  see  him  in  his  room.  Mainwaring 
started  like  a  culprit.  "  Never  fear,"  whiapeied 
Ardworth,  "  he  has  no  suspicion  of  you,  I'm  aora. 
Shake  hands ;  when  shall  we  meet  again  I  Is 
it  not  odd,  I,  who  am  a  republican  by  tbeoiy, 
taking  King  George's  pay  to  figbt  against  the 
French  i  No  use  stopping  now  to  moralise  on 
such  contradictions.  John — ^Toro,  what's  your 
name — here,  my  man,  here,  throw  that  port- 
manteau on  your  shoulder,  and  come  to  the 
lodge."  And  so,  full  of  health,  hope,  vivaeity, 
and  spirit,  John  Walter  Ardworth  departed  os 
his  career. 

*  Meanwhile,  Mainwaring  slowly  took  bis  «nj 
to  Sir  Miles.  As  he  approached  the  gallery,  hn 
met  Lucretia,  who  was  coming  from  her  flnra 
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loom.  "  Sir  Miles  has  sent  for  me,'*  be  said, 
meaningly.  He  had  time  for  no  more,  for  the 
valet  was  at  the  door  of  the  gaileiy,  waiting  to 
«aber  him  to  his  host. 

*'  Ha,  you  will  say  not  a  word  that  oan  betray 
us ;  guard  your  looks,  too  \"  whispered  Lucretia, 
hurriedly ;  "  aAerward,  join  me  by  the  cedars.'* 
She  passed  on  toward  the  stair-case,  and  glanced 
at  the  large  clock  that  was  placed  there.  **  Past 
«toven ;  Vernon  is  never  up  before  tweWe.  I 
jouml  see  him  before  my  ancle  sends  for  me,  as 
he  will  send  if  he  suspects — "  She  paused, 
wentibaek  to  her  room,  rang  for  her  maid, 
•dreased  as  for  walking,  and  said,  carelessly, "  If 
Sir  Miles  wants  me,  I  am  gone  to  the  rectory, 
«iid  shall  probably  return  by  the  village,  so  that 
I  shall  be  back  abeut  one."  Toward  the  reo* 
toiy,  indeed,  Lucretia  bent  her  way ;  but  half- 
way there,  turned  back,  and  passing  through  the 
plantation  at  the  rear  of  the  house,  awaited 
Mainwaring  on  the  bench  beneath  the  cedars. 
Ho  waa  not  long  before  he  joined  her.  His 
ftee  w«s  sad  and  thoughtful,  and  when  he  seat- 
ed himaelf  by  her  side,  it  was  with  a  weariness 
«f  spirit  that  alarmed  her. 

•'  Well,"  said  she,  fearfully,  and  she  placed 
her  iMnd  on  his. 

**  Oh,  Lucretia !"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  pressed 
that  hand,  with  an  emotion  that  came  from 
other  passions  than  love,  "  we,  or  rather,  /, 
have  done  greai  wrong.  I  have  been  leading 
joo  to  betray  your  uncle's  trust,  to  convert 
jour  gratitude  to  him  into  hypocrisy.  I  have 
been  unworthy  of  myself  I  am  poor — ^I  am 
humbly  bom ;  but,  till  I  came  here,  I  was  rich 
«Dd  proud  in  honor.  I  am  not  so  now.  Lu- 
ereUa,  pardon  me^pardon  me !  let  the  dream 
be  over — ^we  must  not  sin  thus ;  for  it  is  sin,  and 
4fae  worst  of  sin — treacbeiy.  We  must  part : 
lorgel  me !" 

"Forget  you!  never,  never,  never!"  cried 
Lucretia,  with  suppressed,  but  most  earnest 
Yefaemence-^ber  breast  heaving,  her  hands,  as 
he  dropped  the  one  be  held,  clasped  together, 
bM  eyes  full  of  tears— transformed  at  once  into 
•oftness,  meekness,  even  while  racked  by  pas- 
snoo  and  despair. 

**Oh,  William,  say  any  thing  ~*  reproach, 
«hide,  despise  me,  for  mine  is  all  the  fault ; 
•ay  any  thing  but  that  word — <  part'  I  have 
chosen  you,  I  have  sought  you  out,  I  have 
wooed  you,  if  you  will ;  be  it  so.  I  eKng  to  you 
— ^you  are  my  all — all  that  saves  me  from — 
Irom  myailf,**  she  added  falteringly,  and  in  a 
hollow  voice.  "Your  love— you  know  not 
what  it  is  to  me !  I  soaroely  knew  it  myself 
before.  I  feel  what  it  is  now,  when  you  say 
•fart.' " 

Agitated  and  tortured,  Mainwaring  writhed 
act  these  burning  words,  bent  his  face  low,  and 
oovered  it  with  his  hands. 

He  felt  her  clasp  struggling  to  withdraw  them, 
yielded,  and  saw  her  kneeling  at  his  feet,  nli 
aanhood,  and  his  gratitude,  and  his  heart,  all 
moved  by  that  sight  in  one  so  haughty,  he 
•pened  his  arms,  and  she  fell  on  his  breast. 
"You  will  never  say  *part'  again,  William!". 
ahe  gasped  convulsively. 

"  But  what  are  we  to  do  1" 

*'  Say,  fifst,  what  has  passed  between  you  and 
way  Qoele." 

'« Little  to  relate ;  for  I  oan  repeat  worda,  not 


tones  and  looks.  Sir  Miles  spoke  to  me,  at 
first  kindly  and  encouragingly,  about  my  proe- 
pects ;  said  it  was  time  that  I  should  fix  myself; 
added  a  few  words  with  menacing  emphasis 
against  what  he  called  "  idle  dreams  and  des- 
ultory ambition,"  and  observing  that  I  changed 
countenance — for  I  felt  that  I  did — his  manner 
became  more  cold  and  severe.  Lucretia,  if  he 
has  not  detected  our  secret,  he  more  than  sus- 
pecu  my— my  presumption.  Finally,  he  aaid, 
dryly,  that  I  had  better  return  home,  consult 
with  my  fiather,  and  that,  if  I  preferred  entering 
into  the  service  of  the  government  to  any  mer- 
cantile profession,  he  thought  he  bad  sufficient 
intereat  to  promote  my  views.  But,  eleazty 
and  distinctly,  he  left  on  my  mind  one  im- 
pression— ^that  my  visits  here  are  over." 

"  Did  he  alliiQe  to  me— to  Mr.  Vernon  1" 

"  Ah,  Lucretia,  do  you  know  him  so  little— 
his  delicacy,  his  pride  1" 

Lucretia  was  silent,  and  Mainwaring  ooho 
tinued : 

"  I  felt  that  I  waF  dismissed ;  I  took  my  leave 
of  your  uncle ;  I  came  hither  with  the  intention 
to  say  farewell  forever." 

"  Hush,  hush !  that  thought  is  over !  And 
you  return  to  your  father's.  Perhaps  better 
so :  it  is  but  hope  deferred ;  and  in  your  ab- 
sence I  can  the  more  easily  allay  all  suspicion, 
if  suspicion  exist ;  but  I  must  write  to  yoih— 
we  must  correspond.  William,  dear  William, 
write  often — write  kindly;  tell  me,  in  eveiy 
letter,  that  you  love  me>-tbat  you  love  only 
me— that  you  will  be  patient,  and  confide." 

"  Dear  Lucretia,"  said  Mainwaring,  tenderly, 
and  moved  by  the  pathos  of  her  earnest  and 
imploring  voice ;  "  but  you  forget :  the  bag  is 
always  brought  first  to  Sir  Miles ;  he  will  reo- 
ognize  my  hand ;  and  to  whom  can  you  trust 
your  own  letters  1" 

"  True,"  replied  Lucretia,  despondingly,  and 
there  was  a  pause.  Suddenly  she  lifted  her 
head,  and  cried, "  But  your  father's  house  is  not 
far  from  this — not  ten  miles :  we  can  find  a  spot 
at  the  remote  end  of  the  park,  near  the  path 
through  the  great  wood ;  there  I  can  leave  my 
letters— there  I  can  find  yours." 

"  But  it  must  be  seldom.  If  any  of  Sir  Miiee'a 
servants  see  me,  if—" 

"  Oh,  William,  William,  this  is  not  the  lan- 
guage of  love!" 

*^  Forgive  me— I  think  of  you !" 

"Love  thinks  of  nothing  but  itself;  it  is 
tyrannical,  absorbing— it  forgets  even  the  ob- 
ject loved — ^it  feeds  on  danger — it  strengthens 
by  obstacles,"  said  Lucretia,  tossing  her  hair 
from  her  forehead,  and  with  an  expression  of 
dark  and  wild  power  on  her  brow  and  in  her 
eyes :  "  fear  not  for  me — I  am  sufficient  guard 
upon  myself;  even  while  I  speak,  I  think— yes, 
I  have  thought  of  the  very  spot.  You  remem- 
ber that  hollow  oak  at  the  bottom  of  the  dell, 
in  which  Guy  St.  John,  the  eavalier,  is  said 
to  have  hid  himself  from  Fairfax's  soldiers. 
Every  Monday  I  will  leave  a  letter  in  that  hol- 
low ;  every  Tuesday  you  can  search  for  it,  and 
leave  your  own.  This  is  but  once  a  week- 
there  is  no  risk  here." 

Mainwaring's  conscience  still  sm^e  him; 
but  he  had  not  the  strength  to  resist  tlA  energy 
of  Lucretia.  The  force  of  her  character  aeiied 
upon  the  waak^part  of  his  own— its  geattooess, 
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its  fear  of  inflicting  pain,  its  rehictance  to  say 
"no" — that  simple  cause  of  misery  to  the  over- 
timid.  A  few  sentences  more,  full  of  courage, 
confidence,  and  passion,  on  the  part  of  the 
woman — of  constraint,  and  yet  of  soothed  and 
grateful  afiection,  on  that  of  the  man,  and  the 
affianced  parted. 

Mainwaring  had  already  given  orders  to  have 
his  trunks  sent  to  him  at  his  father's ;  and,  a 
hardy  pedestrian  by  habit,  be  now  struck  across 
the  park,  passed  the  deli  and  the  hollow  tree, 
commonly  called  *' Guy's  Oak,"  and  across 
woodland  and  fields  golden  with  ripening  corn, 
took  his  way  to  the  town,  in  the  center  of 
which,  square,  solid,  and  imposing,  stood  the 
respectable  rissidence  of  his  bustling,  active, 
electioneering  father. 

Lucretia's  eye  followed  a  form  as  fair  as  ever 
captivated  maiden's  glance,  till  it  was  out  of 
sight ;  and  then,  as  she  emerged  from  the 
shade  of  the  cedars  into  the  more  open  space 
of  the  garden,  her  usual  thoughtful  composure 
was  restored  to  her  steadfast  countenance.  On 
the  terrace,  she  caught  sight  of  Vernon,  who 
had  just  quitted  his  own  room,  where  he  always 
breakfasted  alone,  and  who  was  now  languidly 
stretched  on  a  bench,  and  basking  in  the  sun. 
Like  all  who  have  abused  life,  Vernon  was  not 
the  same  man  in  the  early  part  of  the  day. 
The  spirits  that  rose  to  temperate  heat  the 
third  hour  aAer  noon,  and  expanded  into  glow 
when  the  lights  shon&  over  gay  carousers,  at 
morning  were  flat  and  exhausted.  With  hol- 
low eyes,  and  that  weary  fall  of  the  muscles 
of  the  cheeks,  which  betrays  the  votary  of 
Bacchus,  the  convivial  three-bottle  man,  Char- 
ley Vernon  forced  a  smile,  meant  to  be  airy 
and  impertinent,  to  his  pale  lips,  as  he  rose  with 
an  effort,  and  extended  three  fingers  to  his 
cousin. 

"Where  hai^  you  been  hiding  1 — catching 
bloom  from  the  roses  ?  You  have  the  prettiest 
shade  of  color— just  enough — not  a  hue  too 
much.  And  there  is  Sir  Miles*s  valet  gone  to 
the  rectory,  and  the  fat  footman  puffing  away 
toward  the  village,  and  I,  like  a  faithful  warden, 
from  my  post  at  the  castle,  all  looking  out  for 
the  truant." 

"  But  who  wants  me,  cousin  1"  said  Lucre- 
tia,  with  the  full  blaze  of  her  rare  and  captivat- 
ing smile. 

"The  knight  of  LaughYon  confessedly  wants 
thee,  O  damsel !  The  knight  of  the  Bleeding 
Heart  may  want  thee  more.  Dare  he  own 
iti" 

And  with  a  hand  that  trembled  a  little,  not 
with  love — at  least  it  trembled  always  a  little 
before  the  Madeira  at  luncheon — he  lifted  hers 
to  his  lips. 

"  Compliments  again — words — ^idle  words !" 
said  Lucretia,  looking  down  bashfully. 

"How  can  I  convince  thee  of  my  sincerity, 
unless  thou  takest  my  life  as  its  pledge,  maid 
of  Laughton  V*  ^ 

And,  very  much  tired  of  standing,  Charley 
Vernon  drew  her  gently  to  the  bench,  and  seat- 
ed himself  by  her  side.  Lucretia*s  eyes  were 
still  downcast;  and,  as  she  remained  silent, 
Vernon,  suppressing  a  yawn,  felt  that  he  was 
bound  to  continue.  There  was  nothing  very 
formidable  in  Lucretia's  manner. 

"  Fore  Gad !"  thought  he,  "  I  suppose  I  must 


take  the  heiress,  ^fter  all ;  the  sooner  it's  over, 
the  sooner  I  can  get  back  to  Brook-Atreet.'* 

"  It  is  premature,  my  fair  cousio,*'  said  he^ 
aloud — "  premature,  after  less  than  a  week's 
visit,  and  only  some  fourteen  or  fifteen  hours* 
permitted  friendship  and  intimacy,  to  say  what 
is  uppermost  in  my  thoughts ;  but  we  speod- 
thrills  are  slow  at  nothing,  not  even  at  wooing. 
By  sweet  Venus,  then,  fair  cousin,  you  iodc 
provokingly  handsome !  Sir  Miles,  your  good 
uncle,  is  pleased  to  forgive  all  my  follies  and 
faults  upon  one  condition,  that  you  will  take 
on  yourself  the  easy  task  to  reform  me.  WiU 
you,  my  fair  cousin  1  Such  as  I  am,  you  be- 
hold me !  I  am  no  sinner  in  the  disguise  of  s. 
saint  {  My  fortune  is  spent — ^my  health  is  not 
strong;  but  a  young  widow's  is  no  moamfol 
position.  I  am  gay  when  I  am  well ;  goo<lk 
tempered  when  ailing.  I  never  betrayed  a  trust 
—can  you  trust  me  with  yourself  1" 

This  was  a  long  speech,  and  Charley  Veroon 
felt  pleased  that  it  was  over.  There  was  raocb 
in  its  honesty  that  would  have  touched  a  heait 
even  plosed  to  him,  and  a  little  genuine  emoUon 
had  given  light  to  his  eyes  and  color  to  his 
cheek.  Amid  all  the  ravages  of  dissipation^ 
there  was  something  interesting  in  his  cooote- 
nance,  and  manly  in  his  tone  and  gesture.  Bat 
Lucretia  was  only  sensible  to  one  part  of  bis 
confession — her  uncle  had  consented  to  his  suit. 
This  was  all  of  which  she  desired  lo  be  assuisd» 
and  against  this  she  n^w  sought  to  screea 
herself. 

"  Your  candor,  Mr.  Vernnn,"  she  said,  avoid- 
ing his  eye, "  deserves  candor  in  me.  lean  not 
affect  to  misunderstand  you  ;  but  you  uke  ms 
by  surprise— I  was  so  unprepared  for  this.  Qivs 
me  tioje — 1  must  reflect." 

"  Reflection  is  dull  work  In  the  country ;  yo« 
can  reflect  more  amusingly  in  town,  mj  iair 
cousin." 

"  I  will  wait,  then,  till  I  find  myself  in  tows." 

"  Ah,  you  make  me  the  happiest,  the  moit 
grateful  of  men,"  cried  Mr.  Vernon,  risisg  with 
a  semi-genuflexion,  which  seemed  to  im^ 
'*  Consider  yourself  knelt  to,"  just  as  a  coane- 
ous  assailer,  with  the  motion  of  the  haad,  im- 
plies, "  Consider  yourself  horsewhipped.** 

Lucretia,  who,  with  all  her  inteliect,  had  v» 
capacity  for  humor,  recoiled  and  looked  up  'wk 
positive  surprise. 

"  I  do  not  understand  yon,  Mr.  Vernon,*'  ate 
said,  with  austere  gravity. 

"  Allow  me  the  bliss  of  flattering  myself  that 
you,  at  least,  are  understood,"  replied  Chaiief 
Vernon,  with  imperturbable  asspranoe.  "  Yob 
will  wait  to  reflect  till  you  are  in  town — that  is 
to  say,  the  day  afler  our  honeymoon,  when  yoii 
awake  in  May  Fair." 

Before  Lucretia  could  reply,  she  saw  the  inde- 
fatigable valet  formally  approaching,  with  iha 
anticipated,  message  that  Sir  Miles  requested  Is 
see  her.  She  replied f  hurriedly,  to  this  last, 
that  she  would  be  with  her  uncle  immediately^ 
and  when  be  had  again  disappeared  wiihia  the 
porch,  she  said,  with  a  cunstraioed  efibrt  si 
frankness, 

"Mr.  Vernon,  if  I  have  misunderstood  yov 
words,  I  think  I  do  not  mistake  your  character. 
You  can  not  wish  to  take  advantage  oC  my  aflfe^ 
tion  for  my  uncle,  and  tbe  passive  obedieaosl 
owe  to  him,  to  force  me  into  a  step— of  wMk 
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— of  which — I  have  not  yet  sufficiently  con- 
sidered the  results.  If  you  really  desire  that 
my  feelings  should  be  consulted,  that  I  should 
not — pardon  me— consider  myself  sacrificed  to 
the  family  pride  of  my  guardian,  and  the  inter- 
cats  of  my  suitor — " 

**  Madam !"  exclaimed  Vernon,  reddening. 

Pleased  with  the  irritating  effect  her  words 
had  produced,  Lucretia  continued  calmly,  **  If, 
in  a  word,  I  am  to  be  a  free  agent  in  a  choice 
OD  which  my  happiness  depends,  forbear  to  urge 
Sir  Miles  further  at  present — ^forbear  to  press 
your  suit  upon  roe.  Give  me  the  delay  of  a  few 
months ;  1  shall  know  how  to  appreciate  your 
delicacy.** 

"  Miss  Clavering,*'  answered  Vernon,  with  a 
touch  of  the  St.  John  haughtiness,  **  I  am  in 
despair  that  you  should  even  think  so  grave  an 
appeal  to  my  honor  necessary.  I  am  well  aware 
of  your  expectations  and  my  poverty.  And  be- 
Seve  me,  I  would  rather  rot  in  a  prison  than 
enrich  myself  by  forcing  your  inclinations.  You 
have  but  to  say  the  word,  and  I  will  (as  becomes 
me  as  roan  and  gentleman)  screen  you  from  all 
chance  of  Sir  Miles's  displeasure,  by  taking  it 
4>n  myself  to  decline  an  honor  of  which  I  feel, 
indeed,  very  undeserving.** 

"But  I  have  offended  you,**  said  Lucretia, 
floHly,  while  she  turned  aside  to  conceal  the 
glad  light  of  her  eyes — "  pardon  me  ;  and,  to 
prove  that  you  do  so,  give  me  your  arm  to  my 
iuicle*8  room.*' 

Vernon,  with  rather  more  of  Sir  Miles*s  anti- 
^ated  stiffness,  than  his  own  rakish  ease,  offer- 
ed his  arm,  with  a  profound  reverence,  to  his 
cousin  ;  and  they  took  their  way  to  the  house. 
Not  till  they  had  passed  up  the  stairs,  and  were 
even  in  the  gallery,  did  further  words  pass  be- 
tween them.  Then  Vernon  said,  "  But  what  is 
joar  wish,  Miss  Glavering  1  On  what  footing 
abaU  I  remain  herel** 

"  Will  yon  suffer  me  to  dictate,**  replied  Lu- 
cretia, stopping  short,  with  well  feigned  confu- 
aioD,  as  if  suddenly  aware  that  the  right  to  dic- 
tate gives  the  right  to  hope. 

*'  Ah,  consider  me  at  least  your  slave  !**  whis- 
pered Vernon,  as  his  eye  resting  on  the  contour 
of  that  matchless  neck,  partially  and  advanta- 
geously turned  from  him,  he  began,  with  his 
constitutional  admiration  of  the  sex,  to  feel 
interested  in  a  pursuit,  that,  now  seemed,  after 
piquing,  to  flatter,  his  self-love. 

"Then  I  will  use  the  privilege  when  we 
meet  again,'*  answered  Lucretia;  and  draw- 
ing her  arm  gently  from  his,  she  passed  on 
to  her  uncle,  leaving  Vernon  midway  in  the 
g^lery. 

Those  faded  portraits  looked  down  on  her 
with  that  melancholy  gloom,  which  the  effigies 
of  oar  dead  ancestors  seem  mysteriously  to  ac- 
quire. To  noble  and  aspiring  spirits,  no  homily 
to  truth,  and  honor,  and  fair  ambition  is  more 
eloquent,  than  the  mute  and  melancholy  canvas, 
from  which  our  fathers,  made,  by  death,  our 
household  gods,  contemplate  us  still.  They  ap- 
pear to  confide  to  us  the  charge  of  their  unblem- 
iahed  narties.  They  speak  to  us  from  the  grave, 
and,  heard  aright,  the  pride  of  family  is  the 
guardian  angel  of  its  heirB.  But  Lucretia,  with 
her  hard  and  scholastic  mind,  despised,  as  the 
▼erieat  weakness,  all  the  poetry  that  belongs  to 


was  proud  as  the  proudest  in  herself,  that  she 
had  nothing  but  contempt  for  the  virtue,  the 
valor,  or  the  wisdom  of  those  that  had  gone 
before.  So,  wiih  a  braiq  busy  with  guile  and 
stratagem,  she  trod  on  beneath  the  eyes  of  the 
simple  and  spotless  dead. 

Vernon,  thus  left  alone,  mused  a  few  mo- 
ments on  what  had  passed  between  himself  and 
the  heiress,  and  then  slowly  retracing  bis  steps, 
his  eye  roved  along  the  stately  series  of  his  line. 
-"  Faith  !**  he  muttered,  "  if  my  boyhood  had 
been  passed  in  this  old  gallery,  his  royal  high- 
ness would  have  tost  a  good  fellow  and  hard 
drinker ;  and  his  majesty  would  have  had,  per- 
haps, a  more  distinguished  soldier — certainly,  a 
worthier  subject.  If  I  marry  this  lady,  and  we 
are  blessed  with  a  son,  he  shall  walk  through 
this  gallery,  onee  a  day,  before  he  is  flogged  . 
into  Latin  .'** 

Lucretia*8  interview  with  her  uncle  was  a 
master-piece  of  art.  What  pity  that  such  crall 
and  subtilty  were  wasted  in  our  little  day,  and 
on  such  petty  objects ;  under  the  Medici,  that 
spirit  had  gone  far  to  the  shaping  of  history. 
Sure,  from  her  uncle*8  openness,  that  he  would 
plunge  at  once  into  the  subject  for  which  she 
deemed  she  was  summoned,  she  evinced  no 
repugnance,  when,  tenderly  kissing  her,  he 
asked,  "  If  Charles  Vernon  had  a  chance  of  win- 
ning favor  in  her  eyes  V'  •  She  knew  that  she 
was  safe  in  saying  "  No  ;'*  that  her  uncle  would 
never  force  her  inclinations.  Safe  so  far  as 
Vernon  was  concerned  ;  but  she  desired  more : 
she  desired  thoroughly  to  quench  all  suspicion 
that  her  heart  was  preoccupied ;  entirely  to  re- 
move from  Sir  Mile8*s  thoughts  the  image  of 
Mainwaring ;  and  a  denial  of  one  suitor  might 
quicken  the  baronet*s  eyes  to  the  concealment 
of  the  other.  Nor,  was  this  all :  if  Sir  Milea 
desired  to  see  her  settled  in  marriage  before  his 
death,  the  dismissal  of  Vernon  might  only  ex- 
pose her  to  the  importunity  of  new  candidates, 
more  difficult  to  deal  with.  Vernon  himself  she 
could  use  as  the  shield  against  the  arrows  of  a 
host.  Therefore,  when  Sir  Miles  repeated  hia- 
question,  she  answered,  with  much  gentleness, 
and  seeming  modest  sense,  "  that  Mr.  Vernon 
had  much  that  must  prepossess  in  his  favor ; 
that  in  addition  to  his  own  advantages  he  had 
one,  the  highest  in  her  eyes,  her  uncle's  sanc- 
tion and  approval.  But,**  and  she  hesitated  with, 
becoming  and  natural  diffidence,  "  virere  not  his 
habits  unfixed  and  roving  1  So  it  was  said ; 
she  knew  not  herself— -she  would  trust  her  hap- 
piness to  her  uncle.  But  if  so,  and  if  Mr.  Ver- 
non were  really  disposed  to  change,  would  it  not 
be  prudent  to  try  him — try  him  where  there  was 
temptation ;  not  in  the  repose  of  Laughton,  but 
amid  his  own  haunts  of  London  ?  Sir  Miles  had 
friends  who  would  honestly  inform  him  of  the 
result.  She  did  but  suggest  this  ;  she  was  too 
ready  to  leave  all  to  her  dear  guardian's  acute- 
ness  and  experience.'* 

Melted  by  her  docility,  and  in  high  approval' 
of  the  prudence  which  betokened  a  more  rational 
judgment  than  he  himself  had  evinced,  the  good 
old  man  clasped  her  to  his  breast,  and  shed  te^ 
as  he  praised  and  thanked  her ;  she  bad  de^ 
as  she  always  did,  for  the  best ;  heaver 
that  she  should  be  wasted  on  an  inco  J^ 

man  of  plotsure !  "  And,**  said  the  frank*  ^ 
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concealoil,  *'  and  to  think  that  I  could  have 
wronged  you,  fur  a  moment,  my  own  noble 
child !  that  I  could  have  been  dolt  enough  to 
suppose  that  (be  good  looks  of  that  boy  Main- 
waring  might  have  caused  you  to  forget  what — 
but  you  change  color !"  for,  with  all  her  dis- 
simulatioiL,  Lucretia  loved  too  ardently  not  to 
shrink  at  that  name  thus  suddenly  pronounced. 
"Oh,"  continued  the  baronet,  drawing  her 
toward  him  still  more  closely,  while  with  one 
hand  be  put  back  her  face,  that  he  might  read 
its  expression  the  more  closely — "  oh,  it  it  had 
been  so— -if  it  ^  so,  I  will  pity,  not  blame 
you.  for  my  neglect  was  the  fault ;  pity  you, 
lor  I  have  known  a  similar  struggle ;  admire 
you  in  pity,  for  you  have  the  spirit  of  your 
aneastors,  and  you  will  conquer  the  weakness. 
Speak !  have  I  touched  on  the  truth  1  Speak 
without  fear,  child!  you  have  no  mother; 
but  in .  age  a  man  sometimes  gets  a  mother's 
heart." 

Startled  and  alarmed,  ss  the  lark  when  the 
step  nears  its  nest,  Lucretia  summoned  all  the 
dark  wile  of  her  nature  to  mislead  the  intruder. 
*'  No,  uncle,  no ;  I  am  not  so  unworthy.  You 
misconceived  my  emotion." 

"  Ah,  you  know  that  he  has  had  the  presump- 
tion to  love  you — the  puppy  !  and  you  feel  the 
compassion  you  women  always  feel  for  such 
offenders  1    Is  that  it?" 

Rapidly  Lucretia  considered  if  it  would  be 
wise  to  leave  that  impression  on  his  mind  ;  on 
one  hand,  it  might  account  for  a  moment*s  agi- 
tation, and  if  Mainwaring  were  detected  hover- 
ing near  the  domain,  in  the  exchange  of  their 
correspondence,  it  might  appear  bat  the  idle, 
if  hopeless,  romance  of  youib,  which  haunts 
the  mere  home  of  its  object — ^but  no ;  on  the 
other  hand,  it  left  his  banishment  absolute  and 
confirmed.  Her  resolution  was  taken  with 
a  promptitude  that  made  her  pause  not  per- 
ceptible. 

**  No,  my  dear  uncle,"  she  said,  so  cheerfully 
that  it  removed  all  doubt  from  the  mind  of  her 
listener ;  "  but  Monsieur  Dalibard  has  rallied  me 
on  the  subject,  and  I  was  so  angry  with  him, 
that  when  you  touched  on  it,  I  thought  more  of 
my  quarrel  with  him  than  of  poor  timid  Mr. 
Mainwaring  himself.  Come  now,  own  it,  dear 
sir!  Monsieur  Dalibard  has  instilled  this  strange 
fancy  into  your  head." 

**  No,  *slife :  if  he  had  taken  such  a  liberty,  I 
should  have  lost  my  librarian.  No,  I  assure  you, 
it  was  rather  Vernon  ;  you  know  true  love  is 
jealous." 

'*  Vernon  !''  thought  Lucretia,  *'  he  must  go, 
and  at  once."  Sliding  from  her  uncle's  arms 
to  the  stool  at  his  feet,  she  then  led  the  conver- 
sation more  familiarly  back  into  the  channel  it 
had  lost,  and  when,  at  last,  she  escaped,  it  was. 
with  the  understanding  that,  without  promise 
or  compromise,  Mr.  Vernon  should  return  to 
London  •at  once,  and  be  put  upon  the  ordeal 
through  which  she  felt  assured  it  was  but  little 
likely  he  should  pass  with  success. 


CHAPTER  IV. 
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Tmmmm  weeks  ailepward,  the  life  at  Laughton 
^•emed  restored  to  the  cheerful  and  somewhat 


monotonous  tranquillity  of  its  coarse,  before 
chafed  and  disturbed  by  the  recent  intermptioss 
to  the  stream.  Vernon  had  departed,  satisfied 
with  the  justice  of  the  trial  imposed  on  him,  and 
far  too  high-SDirited  to  seek  to  extort  from  nieoe 
or  uncle  any  engagement  beyond  that  which,  to 
a  nice  sense  of  honor,  the  trial  itself  imposed. 
His  memory  and  his  heart  were  still  faithful  to 
Mary;  but  his  senses,  his  fancy,  his  vanity, 
were  a  little  involved  in  his  success  with  the 
heiress.  Though  so  free  from  all  DQercenaiy 
meanness,  Mr.  vernon  was  still  enough  man  of 
the  world  to  be  sensible  of  the  advantages  of 
the  alliance  which  at  first  had  been  pressed  oa 
him  by  Sir  Miles,  and  from  which  Lucretia  her- 
self appeared  not  to  be  averse.  The  aeasos  of 
London  was  over ;  but  there  was  always  a  set, 
and  that  set  the  one  in  which  Charley  Vemoa 
principally  moved,  who  found  town  fuller  tbaa 
the  country.  Beside,  he  went  occasioaaDy  to 
Brighton,  which  was  then  to  England  what 
Baie  was  to  Rome.  The  prince  was  holding 
gay  court  at  the  Pavilion,  and  that  was  the 
atmosphere  which  Vernon  was  habituated  to 
breathe.  He  was  no  parasite  of  royalty ;  be 
had  that  strong  personal  afiTection  to  the  prince 
which  it  is  oflen  the  good  fortune  of  royalty  ts 
attract.  Nothing  is  less  founded  than  the  com- 
plaint, which  poets  put  into  the  lips  of  princes, 
that  they  have  no  friends ;  it  is,  at  least,  their 
own  perverse  fault  if  tha't  be  the  case — a  little 
amiability,  a  little  of  frank  kindness  goes  so  far 
when  it  emanates  from  the  rays  of  a  crown ! 
But  Vernon  was  stronger  than  Lucretia  deemed 
him ;  once  contemplating  the  prospect  of  a 
union  which  was  to  consign  to  his  charge  the 
happiness  of  another,  and  feeling  all  that  be 
should  owe  in  such  a  marriage  to  the  confidence 
both  of  niece  and  uncle,  he  evinced  steadier 
principles  than  he  had  ever  made  manifesl, 
when  be  had  only  his  own  fortune  to  mar,  and 
his  own  happiness  to  trifle  with.  He  joined  hii 
old  companions ;  but  he  kept  aloof  from  tbeir 
more  dissipated  pursuits.  Beyond  what  was 
then  thought  the  venial  error  of  too  devout  liba- 
tions to  Bacchus,  Charley  Vernon*  seemed  n- 
formed. 

Ard worth  had  joined  a  regiment  whidi  had 
departed  for  the  field  of  action.  Mamwariag 
was  still  with  his  father,  and  had  not  yec  an- 
nounced to  Sir  Miles  any  wish  or  project  for  the 
future. 

Olivier  Dalibard,  as  before,  passed  his  morn- 
ings alone  in  his  chamber  —  his  noons  axul  10 
evenings  with  Sir  Miles.  He  avoided  aA  pti* 
vate  conferences  with  Lucretia.  She  did  MC 
provoke  them.  Young  Gabriel  amused  himeelC 
as  before,  in  copying  Sir  Miles's  pietoma, 
sketching  from  nature  ;  scribbling  in  bis  roooi* 
prose  or  verse,  no  matter  which  (he  never 
showed  his  lucubrations);  pinching  the  dogs 
when  be  could  catch  them  alone,  shooting  the 
cats,  if  they  appeared  in  the  plantation,  on  pre- 
tense of  love  for  the  young  pheasants ;  saun- 
tering into  the  cottages,  where  he  was  a  favo- 
rite, because  of  his  good  looks,  but  where  hm 
always  contrived  to  leave  the  trace  of  bis  visits 
in  disorder  and  mischief,  upsetting  the  tea-ket- 
tle and  scalding  the^children,  or,  what  he  loved 
dearly,  setting  two  gossips  by  the  ears.  Sot 
these  occupations  were  over  by  the  hoar  Loorr- 
tia  left  hAr  anartment.      Prom  that  Cilne  kA 
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never  tefl  her  out  of  view ;  and,  when  eneoer- 
ag€d  to  join  her  at  bis  usual  privile^d  times, 
whether  in  the  gardens  at  sunset,  or  in  her  eve- 
sing  niehe  in  the  drawing-room,  he  was  sleek, 
silken,  and  caressing  as  Cupid,  after  plaguing 
the  Nymphs,  at  the  feet  of  Psyche.  These  two 
strange  persons  bad,  indeed,  apparently  that 
sort  of  sentimental  familiarity  which  is  spme- 
times  seen  between  a  fair  boy  and  a  girl  much 
older  than  himself;  but  the  attraction  that 
drew  them  together  was  an  indefinable  instinct 
of  tbeir  similarity  in  many  traits  of  their  sever- 
al  characters — ^the  whelp  leopard  sported  fear- 
leaeiy  round  the  she-panther.  Before  01ivier*s 
midnight  conference  with  his  son,  Gabriel  had 
drawn  close  and  closer  to  Lncretia,  as  an  ally 
■gainst  his  father ;  for  that  father  he  cherished 
feelings  which,  beneath  the  most  docile  obedi- 
ence, concealed  horror  and  hate,  and  something 
of  the  ferocity  of  revenge.  And  if  young  Var- 
ney  loved  any  one  on  earth  except  himself,  it 
WW  Lncretia  Clavering.  She  had  administered 
la  hie  ruling  passions,  which  were  for  effect 
and  dis|day ;  she  had  devised  the  dress  which 
'•et  off  to  the  utmost  bis  exterior,  and  gave  it 
that  picturesque  and  artistic  appearance,  which 
be  had  sighed  for  in  his  study  of  the  portraits  of 
Titian  and  Vandyke.  She  supplied  him  (for  in 
rooney  she  was  generous)  with  enough  to  grat- 
ify and  forestall  every  boyish  caprice,  and  this 
Kberality  now  turned  against  her,  for  it  had  in- 
creased into  a  settled  vice  his  natural  taste  for 
•xtravaganee,  and  made  all  other  considerations 
evibordinate  to  that  of  feeding  his  cupidity. 
She  praised  his  drawings,  which,  though  self- 
taught,  were  indeed  extraordinary,  predicted  his 
Ihme  as  an  artist,  lilted  him  into  consequence 
aKBong  the  guests  by  her  notice  and  eulogies  ; 
and  what,  perhaps,  won  him  more  than  all,  he 
felt  that  it  was  to  her — to  Dalibard's  desire  to 
conceal  |»efore  her  his  more  cruel  propensities, 
that  he  owed  his  father's  change  from  the  most 
refined  severity  to  the  most  paternal  gentle- 
ness. 

And  thus  he  had  repaid  her,  as  she  expected, 
by  a  devotion  which  she  trusted  to  employ 
against  her  tutor  himself,  should  the  baffled  as- 
pirant become  the  scheming  rival  and  the  secret 
Poe.  Bnt  now,  thoroughly  aware  of  the  gravity 
of  his  f)ither's  objects,  seeing  before  him  the 
dance  of  a  settled  establishment  at  Laughton, 
a  posftive  and  influential  connection  with  Lu- 
cretia ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  a  return  to  the 
poverty  he  recalled  with  disgust,  and  the  ter- 
rors of  his  father's  solitary  malice  and  revenge, 
be  entered  fully  into  Dalibard*s  somber  plans, 
and,  withodt  scruple  or  remorse,  would  have 
abetted  any  harm  to  his  benefactress.  Thus 
craft,  doomed  to  have  accomplices  in  craft, 
resembles  the  spider,  whose  web,  spread  indeed 
for  the  fly,  attracts  the  spider  that  shall  thrust 
it  forth,  and  profit  by  the  meshes  it  has  woven 
for  a  victim,  to  surrender  to  a  master. 

Already  young  Varney,  set  quietly  and  cease- 
lessly to  spy  every  movement  of  Lucretia's, 
had  reported  to  his  father  two  visits  to  the 
most  retired  part  of  the  park — ^two  visits 
cfaancing  the  same > day  of  the  week;  but  he 
had  not  yet  ventured  near  enough  to  discover 
the  exact  spot,  and  his  very  watch  on  Lucretia 
bad  prevented  the  detection  of  Mainwaring 
himaelf  in  his  stealthy  exchange  of  correspond- 


ence. Dalibard  bade  him  continue  his  watch,  ' 
without  hinting  at  hie  ulterior  intentions,  for, 
indeed,  in  these  he  #as  not  decided.  Even 
should  he  discover  any/;ommunication  between 
Lucretia  and  Mainwaring,  how  reveal  it  to  Sir 
Miles  without  forever  precluding  himself  from 
the  chance  of  profiting  by  the  betrayal  1  Conld 
Lucretia  ever  forgive  the  injury,  and  could  she 
fail  to  detect  the  hand  that  inflicted  it  ?  Hi6 
only  hope  was  in  the  removal  of  Mainwaring 
from  his  path  by  other  agencies  than  his  own, 
and  (by  an  appearance  of  generosity  and  self- 
abandonment,  in  keeping  her  secret  and  sub- 
mitting to  his  fate)  he  trnstetl  to  regain  the 
confidence  she  now  withheld  from  him,  and  use 
it  to  his  advantage  when  the  time  came,  to  de- 
fend himself  from  Vernon.  For  he  had  leam^tt 
from  Sir  Miles  the  passive  understanding  with 
respect  to  that  candidate  for  her  hand ;  and  he 
felt  assured  that,  had  Mainwaring  never  existed, 
could  he  cease  to  exist  for  her  hopes,  Lucretia^ 
despite  her  dissimulation,  would  succumb  to  one 
she  feared  but  respected,  rather  than  to  one  she 
evidently  trifled  with  and  despised. 

"  But  the  course  to  be  taken  must  be  adopted 
alter  the  evidence  is  collected,"  thonght  the 
subtile  schemer,  and  he  tranquilly  continued  his 
chess  with  the  baronet. 

Before,  however,  Gabrief  conld  make  any 
further  discoveries,  an  event  occurred  which 
excited  very  different  emotions  among  those 
it  more  immediately  interested. 

Sir  Miles  had,  during  the  last  twelvemonth, 
been  visited  by  two  seizures,  seemingly  of  an 
apoplectic  character.  Whether  they  were  apo- 
plexy, or  the  less  alarming  attacks  that  arise 
from  some  more  gentle  congestion,  occasioned 
by  free  living  and  indolent  habits,  was  matter 
of  doubt  with  his  physician — not  a  very  skillfbl, 
though  a  very  formal  man.  Country  doctors 
were  not  then  the  -same  able,  educated,  and 
scientific  class  that  they  are  now  rapidly  be- 
coming. Sir  Miles  himself  so  stoutly  and  so 
eagerly  repudiated  the  least  hint  of  the  more 
unfavorable  interpretation,  that  the  doctor,  if 
not  convinced  by  his  patient,  wtis  awed  from 
expressing  plainly  a  contrary  opinion.  There 
are  certain  persons  who  will  dismiss  their  phy- 
sician if  he  tells  them  the  truth :  Sir  Miles 
was  one  of  them. 

In  his  character  there  was  a  weakness  not 
uncommon  to  the  proud.  He  did  not  fear  death ; 
bnt  he  shrank  from  the  thought  that  others 
should  calculate  on  his  dying.  He  was  fond  of 
his  power,  though  he  exercised  it  gently;  be 
knew  that  the  power  of  wealth  and  station  is 
enfeebled  in  proportion  as  its  dependents  can 
foresee  the  date  of  its  transfer.  He  dreaded, 
too,  the  comments  which  are  always  made  on 
those  visited  by  his  peculiar  disease :  "  PoCr 
Sir  Miles !  an  apoplectic  fit !  his  intellect  must 
be  very  much  shaken — he  revoked  at  whist 
last  night— memory  sadly  impaired !"  This 
may  be  a  pitiable  foible ;  but  heroes  and  states- 
men have  had  it  most :  pardon  it  in  the  proud 
old  man.  He  enjoined  the  physician  to  state, 
throaghout  the  house  and  the  neighborhood, 
ihat  the  attacks  were  wholly  innocent  and  ur 
important.  The  physician  did  so,  amJ^' 
generally  believed;  for  Sir  Miles  see^ 
lively  and  as  vigorous  after  them  as^  i 

Two  persons  alone  were  not  deceived^         ^ 
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bard  and  Lucretia.  The  first,  at  an  earlier 
part  of  his  life,  had  studied  the  art  of  medicine 
with  the  profound  patience  and  ingenious  ap- 
plication, which  he  brought  to  bear  upon  alJ 
he  undertook.  He  whispered,  from  the  first,  to 
Lucretia — 

"  Unless  your  uncle  changes  his  habits,  takes 
exercise,  and  forbears  wine  and  the  table,  his 
days  are  numbered." 

And  when  this  intelligence  was  first  convey- 
ed to  her,  before  she  had  become  acquainted 
with  Mainwaring,  Lucretia  felt  the  shock  of  a 
grief  sudden  and  sincere.  We  have  seen  how 
these  better  sentiments  changed  as  a  human 
life  became  an  obstacle  in  her  way.  In  her 
character,  what  phrenologists  call  **  destructive- 
ness,"  ia  the  comprehensive  sense  of  the  word, 
was  superlatively  developed.  She  had  not 
cruelty ;  she  was  not  blood-thirsty :  those  vices 
belong  to  a  different  cast  of  character.  She 
was  rather  deliberately  and  intellectually  un- 
sparing— a  goal  was  before  her;  she  must 
march  to  it ;  all  in  the  way  were  but  hostile 
impediments.  At  first,  however.  Sir  Miles 
was  not  in  the  way,  except  to  fortune,  and  for 
that,  as  avarice  was  not  her  leading  vice,  she 
could  well  wait ;  therefore,  at  this  bint  of  the 
Proven^ars,  she  ventured  to  urge  her  uncle  to 
abstinence  and  exercise;  but  Sir  Miles  was 
touchy  on  the  subject :  he  feared  the  interpre- 
tations which  great  change  of  habits  might 
suggest,  the  memory  of  the  fearful  warning 
died  away,  and  he  felt  as  well  as  before,  for, 
save  an  old  rheumatic  gout  (which  had  long 
since  left  him,  with  no  other  apparent  evil  but 
a  lameness  in  the  joints  that  rendered  exercise 
unwelcome  and  painful),  he  possessed  one  of 
those  comfortable,  and  often  treacherous  con- 
stitutions, which  evince  no  displeasure  at 
irregularities,  and  bear  all  liberties  with  philo- 
sophical composure.  AQCordingly*  he  would 
have  his  own  way ;  and  he  contrived  to  coax 
or  to  force  his  doctor  into  an  authority  on  bis 
side  :  wine  was  necessary  to  his  constitution ; 
much  exercise  was  a  dangerous  fatigue.  The 
second  attack,  following  four  months  after  the 
first,  was  less  alarming,  and  Sir  Miles  fancied 
it  concealed  even  from  his  niece;  but  three 
nights  after  his  recovery,  the  old  baronet  sat 
musing  alone  for  some  time  in  his  own  room, 
before  he  retired  to  rest.  Then  he  rose,  opened 
his  desk,  and  read  hi»  will  attentively,  locked 
it  up  with  a  slight  sigh,  and  took  down  his 
Bible.  The  next  morning  he  dispatched  the 
letters  which  summoned  Ardworth  and  Vernon 
to  his  house ;  and  as  he  quilted  his  room,  his 
look  lingered  with  melancholy  fondness  upon 
the  portraits  in  the  gallery.  No  one  was  by  the 
old  man  to  interpret  these  slight  signs,  in  which 
lay  a  world  of  meaning. 

Some  few  weeks  after  Vernon  had  left  the 
house,  and  in  the  midst  of  the  restored  tran- 
quillity we  have  described,  it  so  happened  that 
Sir  Miles's  physician,  after  dining  at  the  hall,  had 
been  summoned  to  attend  one  of  the  children  at 
the  neighboring  rectory,  and  there  he  spent  the 
night.  A  little  before  daybreak  his  slumbers 
were  disturbed^;  he  was  recalled  in  all  haste  to 
Laughton  Hall.  For  the  third  time,  he  found 
Sir  Miles  speechless.  Dalihard  was  by  his  bid- 
side.  Lucretia  had  not  been  made  aware  of 
the  seizure ;  for  Sir  Miles  had  previously  told 


his  valet  (who  of  late  slept  in  the  i 
never  to  alarm  Miss  Clavering  if  be  was  t 
ill.  The  doctor  was  about  to  applj  his  ' 
remedies ;  but  when  he  drew  forth  bis  lanoe^ 
Dalihard  placed  his  hand  on  the  pbysiciaa's 
arm — 

<*Not  tkis  time,"  he  said,  slowlj,  and  vttk 
emphasis :  '*  it  will  be  bis  death." 

**  Pooh,  sir !"  said  the  doctor,  disdaiofally. 

«( Do  so,  then !  bleed  him,  and  take  the  re- 
sponsibility. I  have  studied  medicine— I  koov 
these  symptoms.  In  this  case  the  apoplaif 
may  spare— the  lancet  kills."  . 

The  physician  drew  back  dismayed  «b4 
doubtful. 

"  What  would  you  do,  then !" 

"  Wait  three  minutes  longer  the  efiectof  tkt 
cataplasms  I  have  applied.    If  they  fail—'' 

♦'Ay,  then V 

"  A  chill  bath,  and  vigorous  friction." 

**  Sir,  I  will  never  permit  it." 

**  Then  murder  your  patient  your  ovni  wi^.*' 

All  this  while  Sir  Miles  lay  senseless,  bis 
eyes  wide  open,  his  teeth  locked.  The  doctor 
drew  near,  looked  at  the  lancet,  and  said,  izies- 
olutely — 

**  Your  practice  is  new  to  me ;  but  if  yai 
have  studied  medicine,  that's  another  matter. 
Will  you  guaranty  the  success  of  your  pUs?" 

"Yes." 

"  Mind,  I  wash  my  hands  of  it ;  I  take  Mr. 
Jones  to  witness ;"  and  he  appealed  to  the  vaiet. 

'*  Call  up  the  footmen,  and  lift  your  master," 
said  Dalibard  ;  and  the  doctor,  glancing  nNiad» 
saw  that  a  bath,  filled  some  seven  or  eight 
inches  deep  with  water,  stood  already  prepusi 
in  the  room.  Perplexed  and  irresolute,  he 
ofiTered  no  obstaole  to  Dalibard's  movements. 
The  body,  seemingly  lifeless,  was  placed  in  the 
bath,  and  the  servants,  under  Dalibard's  direo- 
tions,  applied  vigorous  and  incessant  friction. 
Several  minutes  elapsed  before  any  favorabls 
symptom  took  place;  at  length.  Sir  Miles 
heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  the  eyes  moved— a 
minute  or  two  more,  and  the  teeth  chattered ; 
the  blood,  set  in  motion,  appeared  on  the  sm^ 
face  of  the  skin ;  life  ebbed  back ;  the  danger 
was  past ;  the  dark  foe  driven  from  the  citadeL 
Sir  Miles  spoke  audibly,  though  incoherently* 
as  he  was  taken  back  to  his  bed,  warmly  cov- 
ered up,  the  lights  removed,  noise  forbiddes* 
and  Dalibard  and  the  doctor  remained  in  sileBos 
by  the  bedside. 

"  Rich  man,"  thought  Dalibard,  "  thine  hour 
is  not  yet  come ;  thy  wealth  must  not  pass  ts 
the  boy  Mainwaring." 

Sir  Miles's  recovery,  under  the  care  of  Dali- 
bard, who  now  bad  his  own  way,  was  as  rapid 
and  complete  as  before.  Lucretia,  when  she 
'heard,  the  next  morning[,  of  ihe  attack,  felt,  we 
dare  not  say  a  guilty  joy,  but  a  terrible  and 
feverish  agitation.  Sir  Miles  himself,  infonned 
by  his  valet,  of  Dalibard*s  wrestle  with  the 
doctor,  felt  a  profound  gratitude  and  reverent 
wonder  for  the  simple  means  to  which  he  prob- 
ably owed  his  restoration ;  and  he  listened 
with  a  docility,  which  Dalibard  was  not  prepared 
to  expect,  to  his  Learned  secretary's  urseat 
admonitions  as  to  the  life  he  must  lead,  if  be 
desired  to  live  at  9II.  Convinced,  at  last,  thai 
wine  and  good  cheer  had  not  blockaded  ( 
the  enemy,  and  having  to  do,  in  Olivier  T 
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bard,  with  a  very  different  temper  from  the 
doctor*8,  lie  assented  with  a  tolerable  grace  to 
the  trial  of  a  strict  regimen  and  to  daily  exer- 
cise in  the  open  air.  Dalibard  now  became 
constantly  with  him«4-the  increase  of  bis  influ- 
ence was  as  natural  as  it  was  apparent.  Lu- 
oretia  trembled;  she  divined  a  danger  in  his 
power,  now  separate  from  her  own,  and  which 
threatened  to  be  independent  of  it.  She  became 
abstracted  and  uneasy—- jealousy  of  the  Pro- 
Ten^al  possessed  her.  She  be^an  to  meditate 
schemes  to  his  downfall.  At  this  time.  Sir  Miles 
recelTed  the  following  letter  from  Mr.  Fielden  :— 
"  Soathumploo,  Aagast  90lli,  1801. 

"  Dbas  Sib  Miles  :~You  will  remember  that 
I  infonsed  you  when  I  arrived  at  Southampton, 
with  my  dear  young  charge ;  and  Susan  has 
twice  written  to  her  sister,  implying  the  request 
which  she  lacked  the  courage,  seeing  that  she 
is  timid,  expressly  to  urge,  that  Miss  Glavering 
might  again  be  pern^ted  to  visit  her.  Miss 
Clavering  has  answered,  as  might  be  expected 
fnm  the  propinquity  of  the  relationship;  but 
^e  has  perhaps  the  same  fears  of  offending  you 
that  actuate  her  sister.  But  now,  since  the 
worthy  clergyman,  who  had  undertaken  my  pa- 
rochial duties,  has  found  the  air  insalubrious, 
and  prays  me  not  to  enforce  the  engagement  by 
which  we  had  exchanged  our  several  charges 
for  the  space  of  a  calendar  year,  I  am  reluct- 
antly compelled  to  return  home — my  dear  wife, 
thank  heaven,  being  already  restored  to  health, 
which  is  an  unspeakable  mercy ;  and  I  am  sure 
I  can  not  be  sufficiently  grateful  to  Providence, 
which  has  not  only  provided  me  with  a  lib- 
eral independence  of  more  than  £300  a-year, 
bat  the  best  of  wives  and  the  most  dutiful  of 
children — possessions  that  I  venture  to  call '  the 
riches  of  the  heart.*  Now,  I  pray  you,  my  dear 
Sir  Miles,  to  gratify  these  two  deserving  young 
persons,  and  to  suffer  Miss  Lucretia,  inconti- 
nently, to  visit  her  sister.  Counting  on  your 
consent,  thus  boldly  demanded,  I  have  already 
prepared  an  apartment  for  Miss  Clavering,  and 
^san  is  busy  in  what,  though  I  do  not  know 
ttoeh  of  such  feminine  matters,  the  whole 
kooae  declares  to  be  a  most  beautiful  and  fanciful 
toilet-cover,  with  roses  and  forget-me-nots,  cut 
out  of  muslin,  and  two  large  silk  tassels,  which 
<^t  her  three  shillings  and  fourpence.  I  can  not 
conclude  without  thanking  you  from  my  heart  for 
yoQr  noble  kindness  to  young  Ardworth.  He 
is  so  full  of  ardor  and  spirit,  that  I  remember, 
poor  lad,  when  I  left  him,  as  I  thought,  hard  at 
'^ork  on  that  well  known  problem  of  Euclid, 
T^Igarly  called  the  Asses'  Bridge— I  found  him 
describing  a  figure  of  8  on  the  village  pond, 
Jfhich  Was  only  just  frozen  over !  Poor  lad  ! 
heaven  will  take  care  of  him,  I  know,  as  it  does 
«f  all  who  uke  no  care  of  themselves.  Ah, 
Sir  Miles,  if  you  could  but  see  Susan — ^such  a 
»WBe,  too,  in  illness ! 

'*  I  have- the  honor  to  be, 
^  "Sir  Miles, 

"  z  our  most  humble,  poor  servant,  to  command, 
"  Mattubw  Fikldbn." 

Sir  Miles  pot  this  letter  into  his  niece's  hand, 
and  said,  kindly,  "  Why  not  have  gone  to  see 
7oiir  sister  before  1—1  should  not  have  been  an- 
ery.  Go,  my  child,  as  soon  as  you  like :  to-mor- 
'nw  iB  Sunday— no  traveling  that  day— but  the 
»m,  the  carriage  shaU  be  at  your  eider/' 


Lueretia  hesitated  a  moment.  To  leave 
Dalibard  in  sole  possession  of  the  field,  even  for 
a  few  days,  was  a  thought  of  alarm  ;  but  what 
evil  could  he  do  in  that  time  1  And  her  pulse 
beat  quickly! — Main  waring  could  come  to 
Southampton  ! — she  should  see  him  again,  after 
more  than  six  weeks'  absence !  She  had  so 
much  to  relate  and  to  hear — she  fancied  his  last 
letter  had  been  colder  and  shorter — she  yearned 
to  hear  him  say  with  his  own  lips,  that  **  be  loved 
her  still !"  This  idea  banished  or  prevailed  over 
all  others.  She  thanked  her  uncle  cheerfully 
and  gayly,  and  the  journey  was  settled. 

"  Be  at  watch  early  on  Monday,"  said  OK- 
Yier,  to  his  son. 

Monday  came — the  baronet  had  ordered  the 
carriage  to  be  at  the  door  at  ten.  A  little  be- 
fore eight,  Lucretia  stole  out,  and  took  her  way 
to  Guy's  Oak.  Gabriel  had  placed  himself  in 
readiness;  he  had  climbed  a  tree  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  park  (near  the  place  where  hitherto 
he  had  lost  sight  of  her) ;  she  passed  under 
it— on  through  a  dark  grove  of  pollard  oaks. 
When  she  was  at  a  sufficient  distance,  the  boy 
dropped  from  bis  perch,  with  the  stealth  of  an 
Indian  ;  he  crept  on  her  trace,  following  from 
tree  to  tree,  always  sheltered,  always  watch- 
ful; he  saw  her  pause  at  the  dell  and  look 
round  —  she  descended  into  the  hollow ;  he 
slunk  through  the  fern — he  gained  the  marge  of 
the  dell,  and  looked  down — ^she  was  lost  to  his 
sight.  At  length,  to  his  surprise,  he  saw  the 
gleam  of  her  robe  emerge  from  the  hollow  of  a 
tree — ^her  head  stooped  as  she  came  through 
the  aperture ;  he  had  time  to  shrink  back  among 
the  fern ;  she  passed  on,  hurriedly,  the  same 
way  she  had  taken,  back  to  the  house :  then 
into  the  dell  crept  the  boy.  Guy's  Oak.  vast 
ana  venerable,  with  gnarled  green  boughs  be- 
low, and  sere  branches  above,,  that  told  that  its 
day  of  fall  was  doomed  at  last,  rose  high  from 
the  abyss  of  the  hollow— high  and  far  seen 
amid  the  trees  that  stood  on  the  vantage-ground 
above — even  as  a  great  name  soars  the  loftier 
when  it  springs  from  the  grave.  A  dark  and 
irregular  fissure  gave  entrance  to  the  heart  of 
the  oak — the  boy  glided  in  and  looked  round — 
he  saw  nothing— yet  something  there  must  be. 
The  rays  of  the  early  sun  did  not  penetrate 
into  the  hollow — it  was  as  dim  as  a  cave.  He 
felt  slowly  in  every  crevice,  and  a  startled  moth 
or  two  flew  out.  It  was  not  for  moths  that 
the  girl  had  come  to  Guy's  Oak !  He  drew 
back,  at  last,  in  despair ;  as  he  did  so,  he  heard 
a  low  sound  close  at  hand — a  low,  murmur* 
ing,  angry  sound,  like  a  hiss ;  he  looked  back, 
and  through  the  dark,  two  burning  eyes  fixed 
his  own — he  had  startled  a  snake  from  its 
bed.  He  drew  out  in  time,  as  the  reptile 
sprang ;  but  now  his  task,  search,  and  object 
were  forgotten.  With  the  versatility  of  a  child, 
his  thoughts  were  all  on  the  enemy  he  had  pro- 
voked. That  zest  of  prey,  which  is  inherent 
in  man's  breast,  which  makes  him  love  the 
sport  and  the  chase,  and  maddens  boyhood  and 
age  with  the  passion  for  slaughter,  leapt  up 
within  him ;  any  thing  of  danger,  and  contest, 
and  excitement,  gave  Gabriel  Varney  a  strange 
fever  of  pleasure.  He  sprang  up  the  sides  of 
the  dell,  climbed  the  park  pales  on  which  it 
bordered,  was  in  the  wood  where  the  young 
shoots  rose  ffroen  ssd  sironft  from  the  undeiw 
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wood>— to  eut  a  aiatr  for  the  atrife,  to  deaoend 
again  into  the  dell,  ereep  again  through  the  fie- 
aare,  look  round  for  those  vengefol  eyes,  was 
quick  done  as  the  joyous  play  of  the  impulse. 
The  poor  snake  had  slid  down  in  oontent  and 
fancied  security ;  its  young,  perhaps,  were  not 
far  off;  its  wrath  had  been  the  instinct  Nature 
gives  to  the  mother.  It  hath  done  thee  no  harm 
yet,  boy ;  leave  it  in  peace !  The  young  hunter 
had  no  ear  to  such  whisper  of  prudence  or  mer- 
cy. Dim  and  blind  in  the  fissure,  he  struck  the 
ground  and  the  tree  with  his  stick,  shouted  out, 
bade  the  eyes  gleam,  and  defied  them  ;  whether 
or  not  the  reptile  had  spent  its  ire  in  the  first 
fruitless  spring,  and  this  unlooked-for  return  of 
the  intruder  rather  daunted  than  exasperated, 
we  leave  those  better  versed  in  natural  history 
to  conjecture ;  but,  instead  of  obeying  the  chal- 
lenge and  courting  the  contest,  it  glided  by  the 
sides  of  the  oak,  close  to  the  very  feet  of  its 
foe,  and,  emerging  into  the  light,  dragged  its 
gray  coils  through  the  grass ;  but  its  hiss  still 
betrayed  it.  Gabriel  sprang  through  the  fis- 
sure, and  struck  at  the  craven,  insulting  it  with 
a  laugh  of  scorn  as  he  struck.  Suddenly  it 
halted,  suddenly  reared  its  crest;  the  throat 
swelled  with  venom,  the  tongue  darted  out,  and 
again,  green  as  emeralds,  glared  the  spite  of  its 
eyes.  No  fear  felt  Gabriel  Vamey ;  his  arm 
was  averted ;  he  gazed,  spelled  and  admiringly, 
with  the  eye  of  an  artist.  Had  he  had  pencil 
and  tablet  at  that  moment,  he  would  have  drop- 
ped his  weapon  for  the  sketch,  though  the 
snake  had  been  as  deadly  as  the  viper  of  Suma- 
tra. The  sight  sunk  into  his  memory,  to  be  re- 
produced often  by  the  wild,  morbid  fancies  of 
hie  hand.  Scarce  a  moment,  however,  had  he 
for  the  gaze ;  the  reptile  sprang  and  fell,  baffled 
and  bruised  by  the  involuntary  blow  of  its  ene- 
my. As  it  writhed  on  the  grass,  how  its  colors 
came  oat — how  graceful  were  the  movements 
of  its  pain  !  And  still  Vamey  gazed,  till  the 
eye  was  sated,  and  the  cruelty  returned.  A 
Mow— a  second-— a  third — all  the  beauty  is  gone 
— rtapeieaa,  and  doited  with  gore,  that  elegant 
head;  mangled  and  dissevered  the  airy 
spires  of  that  delicate  shape,  which  had  glanced 
in  ite  circling  involutions,  free  and  winding  as 
a  poet*8  thought  through  his  verse.  The  boy 
trampled  the  quivering  relics  into  the  sod.  with 
a  fieice  animal  joy  of  conquest,  and  turned  once 
more  toward  the  hollow,  for  a  last,  almost 
hopeless  survey.  Lo,  his  object  was  found ! 
In  his  search  for  the  snake,  either  his  staff,  or 
bis  foot,  had  disturbed  a  layer  of  moss  in  the 
oomer ;  the  faint  ray,  ere  he  entered  the  hoi* 
low,  gleamed  upon  something  white.  He  emer- 
ged from  the  cavity  with  a  letter  in  his  hand  : 
Im  read  the  address,  thrust  it  into  his  bosom, 
and  as  stealthily,  but  more  rapidly  than  he  had 
oome,  took  his  way  to  his  father. 
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Thk  Provencal  took  the  letter  from  his  son's 
hand,  and  looked  at  him  with  an  approbation 
half-complacent,  half  ironical.  *^Mon  JUa!" 
said  he,  patting  the  boy's  head  gently,  '*  why 
should  we  not  be  friends  1  We  want  each  otb* 
ir ;  we  have  the  strong  world  to  fight  against." 


**  Not  if  you  are  Hiaaier  of  this  plaoe." 

"Well  answered:  no;  then  we  ahalT  hanre 
the  strong  world  on  our  aide,  and  shall  have 
only  rogues  and  the  poor  to  make  war  upon." 
Then,  with  a  quiet  geatuae,  he  diamisaed  his 
son,  and  gazed  slowly  on  the  letter.  Hia  pulse, 
which  was  usually  low,  quickened,  and  his  1^ 
were  tightly  compressed ;  be  shrank  from  the 
contents  with  a  jealoua  pang ;  as  a  light  quiv- 
ers stmgglingly  in  a  noxious  vault,  love  de- 
scended into  that  hideous  breast,  gleamed  upon 
dreary  horrors,  and  warred  with  the  soxioas 
atmosphere ;  hut  it  shone  still.  To  this  dan- 
gerous man,  every  art  that  gives  power  to 
the  household  traitor  was  tJEuniliar ; — ^be  had 
no  fear  that  the  violated  seal  should  faetiay 
the  fraud  which  gave  the  contents  to  the  ef^ 
that,  at  length,  steadily  fell  upon  the  ioUowing 
lines : — 

**  Dbarbst,  and  kvek  dbarbst  : — 

"  Where  art  thou  at  t^u  moment  1  what  ere 
thy  thoughts  1  are  they  upon  me  t  I  writetUe 
at  the  dead  o(  night.  I  picture  you  to  tayadf 
as  my  hand  glidea  over  the  paper  I  thU  I 
see  you,  as  you  look  on  these  words,  and  evvy 
them  the  gaze  of  thoae  dark  eyea.  Prees  year 
lips  to  the  paper.  Do  you  feel  the  kiaa  that  I 
leave  there  1  Well,  well!  it  will  not  he  for 
long  now  that  we  shall  be  divided.  Oh,  whit 
joy,  when  1  think  that  I  am  aboet  to  eee  |0Q. 
Two  days  more,  at  most  three,  and  we  shall 
meet — shall  we  nott  I  am  going  to  aee  mf 
sister.  I  subjoin  .my  address.  Ccmie,  esaie, 
come ;  I  thirst  to  see  you  once  more.  Aad  I 
did  well  to  say,  *  Wait,  and  be  patient ;'  wa 
shall  not  wait  long :  before  the  year  ie  onl,  I 
shall  be  free.  My  uncle  has  had  another  and 
more  deadly  attack.  I  see  its  trace  in  bis  fhee* 
in  his  step,  in  his  whole  form  and  beanng.  The 
only  obstacle  between  us  is  fading  away.  Cae 
1  grieve  when  1  think  itt — grieve  when  life 
with  you  apreads  smiling  beyond  the  old  maa'e 
grave  1  And  why  should  age,  that  has  survived 
all  paesion,  stand  with  its  chilling  frown,  and 
the  miserable  prejudices  the  world  has  not  con- 
quered, but  strengthened  into  a  creed  why 
should  age  stand  between  youth  and  youth?  I 
feel  your  mild  eyes  rebuke  me  as  I  write.  Bot 
chide  me  not  that  on  earth  I  see  only  yoa :  And 
it  will  be  mine  to  give  you  wealth  and  rank  I — 
mine  to  see  the  homage  of  my  own  heart  re- 
flected from  the  crowd  who  bow  not  to  the 
statue,  but  the  pedestal.  Ob,  how  I  shall  en- 
joy your  revenge  upon  the  proud ! — for  I  have 
drawn  no  pastoral  scenes  in  my  picture  of  the 
future.  No ;  I  see  you  leading  aenatea*  aad 
duping  fools.  I  shall  be  by  your  side,  year 
partner,  step  after  step,  as  you  moanl  the 
height,  for  I  am  ambitious,  you  know,  WiffiaiD ; 
and  not  less,  becauae  I  love :.  rather  ten  thoe- 
sand  times  more  so.  1  would  not  have  yoe 
born  great  and  noble,  for  what  then  could  we 
look  to?  what  use  all  my  achemes,  and  my 
plans,  and  aspirings  1  Fortune,  accident,  would 
have  taken  from  na  the  great  zest  of  life,  which 
is  desire. 

**  When  I  see  you,  I  shall  tell  yon  that  I  have 
some  fears  of  Olivier  Dalibard :  he  has  evidently 
some  wily  project  in  view.  He,  who  never  in- 
terfered before  with  the  blundering  physician, 
now  thrusts  him  aatde,  affects  to  have  saved 
the  old  man,,  attends  him  always.    Dares  he 
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think  to  win  an  inflaenee,  to  turn  againat  mel 
•—against  us  1  Happily,  when  I  shall  come 
hick,  my  uncle  will  probably  he  restored  to  the 
ftlae  strength  which  deceives  him ;  he  will 
liaTe  less  need  of  Dalibard,  and  then — then  let 
the  Frenchman  beware !  I  have  already  a  plot 
to  tarn  his  schemes  to  his  own  banishment. 
Come  to  Southampton,  then,  as  soon  as  you 
can — perhaps  the  day  yon  receive  this — on 
Wednesday,  at  furthest.  Your  last  letter  im- 
plies blame  of  my  policy  with  respect  to  Ver- 
non. Again  1  say,  it  is  necessary  to  amuse  my 
nncia  to  the  last.  Before  Vernon  can  advance 
a-elaim,  there  will  be  weeping  at  Laughton.  I 
shall  weep,  too,  perhaps ;  bnt  there  will  be  joy 
in  those  tears,  as  well  as  sorrow:  for  then, 
when  I  clasp  thy  hand,  I  can  mnrmur,  *  It  is 
naine  at  last,  and  forever !' 

**  Adieu !  no,  not  adieu — ^to  our  meeting,  my 
lover,  my  beloved !— thy  Luorstia  !" 

An  hour  after  Miss  Clarering  had  departed 
on  her  visit,  Dalibard  returned  the  letter  to  his 
aon,  the  seal  seemingly  unbroken,  and  bade  him 
replace  it  in  the  hollow  of  the  tree,  but  suffi- 
ciently to  sight,  to  betray  itself  to  the  first  that 
entered.  He  then  communicated  the  plan  he 
had  formed  for  its  detection — a  plan  which 
would  prevent  Lncretia  ever  suspecting  the 
agency  of  his  son  or  himself;  and  this  done,  he 
joined  Sir  Miles  in  the  gallery.  Hitherto,  in 
addition  to  his  other  apprehensions  in  revealing 
to  the  baronet  Lucretia's  clandestine  intimacy 
with  Mainwaring,  Dalibard  had  shmnk  from 
the  thought,  that  the  disclosure  would  lose  her 
tbe  heritage  which  had  first  tempted  his  avarice 
or  ambition ;  but  now  his  jealous  and  his  vin* 
dictive  passions  were  aroused,  and  his  whole 
plan  of  strategy  was  changed.  He  must  crash 
Lncretia,  or  she  would  crush  him,  as  her  threats 
declared.  To  ruin  her  in  Sir  Miles*s  eyes,  to 
expel  her  from  his  house,  might  not,  after  all, 
weaken  his  own  position,  even  with  regard  to 
power  over  herself  If  he  remained  firmly 
established  at  Laughton,  he  could  aflfbet  inter 
oestion,  he  could  delay  at  least  any  precipitate 
union  with  Mainwaring,  by  practicing  on  the 
ambition  which  he  still  saw  at  work  beneath 
her  love ;  he  might  become  a  necessary  ally,  and 
then,— why  then-i-hia  ironical  smile  glanced 
across  his  lips.  But  beyond  this  his  quick  eye 
saw  fair  prospects  to  self-interest — Lncretia 
tMmished ;  the  heritage  not  hers ;  the  will  t(f  be 
altered ;  Dalibard  esteemed  indispensable  to 
file  life  of  the  baronet !  Come,  there  was  hope 
here,  not  for  the  heritage,  indeed,  hot  at  least 
for  a  munificent  bequest. 

At  noon,  some  visitors,  bringing  strangers 
from  London,  whom  Sir  Miles  had  invited  to 
see  the  house  (which  was  one  of  the  lions  of 
the  neighborhood,  though  not  professedly  a 
show  place),  were  expected.  Aware  of  this, 
Dalibard  prayed  the  baronet  to  rest  quiet  till 
bis  company  arrived,  and  then  he  said,  care- 
lessly— 

"It  will  be  a  healthful  diversion  to  your 
spirits  to  accompany  them  a  little  in  the  park 
— ^yott  can  go  in  your  garden -chair — ^you  will 
have  new  companions  to  talk  with  by  the  way ; 
and  it  is  always  Mlirm  and  sunny  at  the  slope 
of  the  hill,  toward  the  bottom  of  the  park." 

Sir  Miles  assented  cheerfully!  the  guests 
slroUed  over  the  house',  admired  iha 


pictvres  and  the  armor,  and  tbe  hall  and  the 
stair-case ;  paid  due  respect  to  the  substantial, 
old-fiishioned  luncheon;  and  then,  refreshed, 
and  in  great  good-humor,  acquiesced  in  Sir 
Mlles's  proposition  to  saunter  through  the  park. 

The  poor  baronet  was  more  lively  than  usual. 
The  yoonger  people  clastered  gayly  round  his 
chair  (wbhsh  was  wheeled  by  his  valet),  smiling 
at  his  jests,  and  charmed  with  his  courteous 
high  breeding.  A  little  in  the  rear,  viralked 
Gabriel,  paying  special  attention  to  tbe  pret- 
tiest and  merriest  girPOf  the  company,  who 
was  a  great  favorite  with  Sir  Miles,  perhaps 
for  those  reasons. 

"  What  a  delightful  oM  gentleman !"  said 
the  young  lady.  "How  I  envy  Miss  Clavering 
sQch  an  uncle !" 

"  Ah !  but  you  are  a  little  out  of  favor  to- 
day, I  can  tell  you,"  said  Gabriel,  laughingly  ^ 
**yott  were  close  by  Sir  Miles  when  he  went 
through  the  picture-gallery,  and  you  never  asked 
him  the  history  of  the  old  knight  in  the  buff 
dooblet  and  bine  sasfa.^ 

"  Dear  me,  what  of  that  V* 

**  Why,  that  was  brave  Colonel  GuyJSi.  John,, 
the  cavalier;  the  pride  and  boast  of  Sir  Miles  : 
you  know  bis  weakness.  He  looked  so  dis> 
pleased  when  yon  said,  *  what  a  droIMooking 
figure  !*    I  was  on  thorns  for  you  !'' 

"  What  a  pity  I  I  wonld  not  ofiend  dear  Sir 
Miles  for  the  world." 

"  Well,  it's  easy  to  make  it  up  with  him. 
Go,  and  tell  him  that  he  most  take  you  to  see 
Guy's  Oak,  in  the  dell, — ^you  have  heard  so 
much  about  it ;  and  when  you  get  him  on  his 
hobby,  it  is  hard  if  you  can't  make  your  peace." 

♦♦Oh!  I'll  certainly  do  it.  Master  Vamey  ;** 
and  the  young  lady  lost  no  time  in  obeying  the 
hint.  Gabriel  had  set  other  tongues  on  the 
same  cry,  so  that  there  was  a  general  exclama- 
tion, when  the  girl  named  the  subject — **  Ob, 
Gny*s  Oak,  by  all  means !" 

Much  pleased  with  the  enthusiasm  this  me- 
morial of  his  pot  ancestor  produced,  Sir  Miles 
led  the  way  to  the  dell,  and,  pausing  as  he 
reached  the  Vergcf,  said — 

'*  I  fear  I  can  not  do  you  the  honors :  it  is  too 
steep  for  my  chair  to  descend  safely." 

Gabriel  whispered  the  pn  companion  whose 
side  he  still  kept  to. 

"  Now,  my  dear  Sir  Miles,"  cried  the  girl^ 
"  I  positively  won't  stir  without  you ;  I  am 
sure  we  could  get  down  the  chair  without  a 
jolt.  Look  there,  how  nicely  the  ground  slopes ! 
Jane,  Luey,  my  dears,  let  us  take  charge  of  Sir 
Miles.    Now,  then." 

The  gallant  old  gentleman  would  have 
marched  to  the  breach  in  such  guidance :  he 
kissed  the  fair  hands  that  lay  so  temptingly  on 
his  chair,  and  then,  rising  with  some  difficuUy, 
said— 

"  No,  my  dears,  you  have  made  me  so  young 
again,  that  I  think  I  can  walk  down  the  steep 
with  the  best  of  you." 

So,  leaning  partly  on  his  valet,  and  by  the 
help  of  the  hands  extended  to  him,  step  after 
step,  Sir  Miles,  with  well  disguised  effort^ 
reached  the  huge  roots  of  ihe  oak. 

**  Tbe  hollow  then  was  much  smaller,"  said 
he,  **  so  he  was  not  so  easily  detected  as  a  maa 
would  be  now:  the  d— ^crop-ears— I  beg: 
.mrdon.  mv  d«aifi— .tb«  rascalW  rebels,  nokea 
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tbeir  swords  through  the  fissure,  and  two  went, 
one  through  his  jerkin,  one  through  his  arm ; 
but  he  took  care  not  to  swear  at  the  liberty, 
Aod  they  went  away,  not  suspecting  him.** 

While  thus  speaking,  the  young  people  were 
already  playfully  struggling  which  should  first 
«nter  ihe  oak.  Two  got  precedence,  and  went 
in  and  out,  one  after  the  oiher.  Gabriel  breathed 
hard—"  The  blind  owlets !"  thought  he,  '*  and 
I  put  the  letter  where  a  mole  would  have  seen 
it!" 

"  You  know  the  spell  when  yoa  enter  an  oak- 
tree  where  the  fairies  have  been,*'  he  whisr 
pered  to  the  fair  object  of  his  notice.  "  You 
must  turn  round  three  times,  look  carefully  on 
the  ground,  and  you  will  see  the  face  you  love 
1>est.  If  I  was  but  a  little  older,  how  I  should 
pray—-'* 

**  Nonsense !"  said  the  girl,  blushing,  as  she 
now  slid  through  the  crowd,  and  went  timidly 
in ;  presently  she  uUered  a  little  exclamation. 

The  gallant  Sir  Miles  stooped  down  to  see 
what  was  the  matter,  and  offering  his  hand  as 
«he  came  out,  was  startled  to  see  her  holding  a 
letter. 

"Only  think  what  I  have  found!'*  said  the 
cirl.  "  What  a  strange  place  for  a  post-office ! 
Bless  me  !  it  is  directed  to  Mr.  Main  waring !" 

"Mr.  Mainwaring !"  exclaimed  three  or  four 
Toices ;  but  the  baronet  s  was  mute.  His  eye 
recognized  Lucre lia*s  hand ;  his  tongue  clove 
to  the  roof  of  his  mouth ;  the  blood  snrged, 
like  a  sea,  in  his  temples;  his  face  became 
purple.  Suddenly  Gabriel,  peeping  over  the 
girrs  shoulder,  snatched  away  the  letter. 

"  It  is  my  letter — it  is  mine !  What  a  shame 
in  Mainwaring  not  to  have  come  for  it  as  he 
promised  !'* 

Sir  Miles  looked  round,  "and  breathed  more 
freely. 

**  Yours,  Master  Varney  !'•  said  the  yonng 
lady,  astonished.  "  What  can  make  your  let- 
ters to  Mr.  Mainwaring  such  a  secret  V* 

"  Oh  !  you'll  laugh  at  me ;  but — bat — ^I 
wrote  a  poem  on  Guy's  Oak,  and  Mr.  Main- 
waring promised  to  get  it  •into  the  county 
paper  for  me ;  and  as  he  was  to  pass  close  by 
the  park  pales,  through  the  wood  yonder,  on 
his  way  to  D — —  last  Saturday,  we  agreed  that 
I  should  leave  it  hete;  but  he  has  forgotten 
his  promise,  I  see." 

Sir  Miles  grasped  the  boy's  arm  with  a  con- 
Tulsive  pressure  of  gratitude.  There  was  a 
general  cry  for  Gabriel  to  read  his  poem  on  the 
spot ;  but  the  boy  looked  sheepish,  and  hung 
down  his  head,  and  seemed  rather  more  dis- 
posed to  cry  than  to  recite.  Sir  Miles,  with 
an  effort  at  simulation  that  all  his  long  prac- 
tice of  the  world  never  could  have  nerved  him 
to,  unexcited  by  a  motive  less  strong  than  the 
honor  of  his  blood  and  house,  came  to  the  re- 
lief of  the  young  wit  that  had  just  come  to  his 
own. 

"  Nay,"  he  said,  almost  calmly,  "  I  know 
our  young  poet  is  too  shy  to  oblige  you.  I  will 
take  charge  of  your  verses,  Master  Gabriel ;" 
and,  with  a  grave  air  of  command,  he  took  the 
letter  from  the  boy,  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket. 

The  return  to  the  house  was  less  gay  than 
the  visit  to  the  oak.  The  baronet  himself  made 
a  feverish  effort  to  appear  blithe  and  deboimair 
%s  before;  but  it  was  not  suoceasful.    Porta- 


nately,  the  carriages  were  all  at  the  door  as  thaf 
reached  the  honse,  and  luncheon  being  over, 
nothing  delayed  the  parting  compliments  of  the 
guests.  As  the  last  carriage  drove  away,  Sir 
Miles  beckoned  to  Gabriel,  and  bade  him  follow 
him  into  his  room. 

When  there,  he  dismissed  his  valet,  and  said, 
"  You  know,  then,  who  wrote  this  letter. 
Have  you  been  rn  the  secret  of  the  correspond- 
ence ?  Speak  the  truth,  my  dear  boy,  it  shall 
cost  you  nothing." 

"  Oh.  Sir  Miles !"  cried  Gabriel,  earnestly, 
"  I  know  nothing  whatever  beyond  this — that  I 
saw  the  hand  of  my  dear,  kind  Miss  Lacretia ; 
that  I  felt,  I  hardly  knew  why,  that  both  yoo 
and  she  would  not  have  those  people  discover 
it,  which  they  would  if  the  letter  had  beeo  cir- 
culated from  one  to  the  other,  for  some  one 
would  have  known  the  hand  as  well  as  myself; 
and  therefore  I  spoke,  without  thinking,  the  first 
thing  that  came  into  my  head." 

"  You—  yon  have  obliged  me  and  my  aieoe, 
sir,"  said  the  baronet,  tremulously ;  and  then 
with  a  forced  and  sickly  smile,  be  added— 
"  some  foolish  vagary  of  Lucretia*8, 1  suppose; 
I  must  scold  her  for  it.  Say  nothing  aboat  it, 
however,  to  any  one." 

"  Oh  no,  sir !" 

"  Good-by,  my  dear  Gabriel !" 

"  And  that  boy  saved  the  honor  of  my  nieoe's 
name — my  mother's  grandchild  !  Oh,  God !  this 
is  bitter ! — in  my  old  age,  too !" 

He  bowed  his  head  over  his  hands,  and  teais 
forced  themselves  through  his  fingers.  He  was 
long  before  be  had  courage  to  read  the  letter, 
though  he  little  forebodet}  all  the  shock  that  it 
would  give  him.  It  was  the  first  letter,  not 
destined  to  himself,  of  which  he  had  ever 
broken  the  zeal.  Even  that  recollectioa  made 
the  honorable  old  man  pause ;  but  his  duty 
was  plain  and  evident,  as  head  of  tl^e  house, 
and  guardian  to  his  niece.  Thrice  he  wiped 
his  spectacles ;  still  thejr  were  dim,  still  the 
tears  would  come.  He  rose  tremblingly,  walk- 
ed to  the  window,  and  saw  the  stately  deer 
grouped  in  the  distance,  saw  the  church-spire, 
that  rose  above  the  burial-vault  of  his  ances- 
tors, and  his  heart  sunk  deeper  and  deeper,  as 
he  muttered—"  Vain  pride  I  pride !"  Then  be 
crept  to  the  door,  and  locked  it,  and  at  last, 
sealing  himself  .firmly,  as  a  wounded  man  ts 
some  terrible  operation,  he  read  the  letter 

Heaven  support  thee,  old  man !  thou  bast  to 
pass  through  the  bitterest  trial  which  honor  and 
affection  can  undergo;  —  household  treastn! 
When  the  wife  lifts  high  the  blushless  front, 
and  brazens  out  her  guilt ;  when  the-  cfaOd, 
with  loud  voice,  throws  off  all  control,  and 
makes  boast  of  disobedience,  man  revolts  at  the 
audacity;  his  spirit  arms  against  his  wrong; 
its  face,  at  least,  is  bare ;  the  blow,  if  sacrile- 
gious, is  direct.  But,  when  mild  words  and  soft 
kisses  conceal  the  worst  foe  Fate  can  arm- 
when  amid  the  confidence  of  the  heart  starts 
up  the  form  of  Perfidy — when  out  from  the  rep- 
tile swells  the  fiend  in  its  terror  —  when  the 
breast  on  which  man  leaned  for  comfort,  has 
taken  counsel  to  deceive  him — ^when  he  learns, 
that,  day  afler  day,  the  lifelbntwined  with  his 
own  has  been  a  lie  and  a  stage-mime,  be  feels 
not  the  softness  of  grief,  nor  the  absorption  of 
rage :  it  is  mightier  than  grief,  and  more  wjlk 
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ering  than  rage;  it  is  a  horror  that  appalo. 
The  heart  does  not  bleed ;  the  tears  do  not 
flow,  as  in  woes  to  which  humanity  is  com- 
monly subjected ;  it  is  as  if  something  out  of 
the  course  of  nature  bad  taken  place ;  some- 
thing monstrous  and  out  of  all  thought  and 
forewarning ;  for  the  domestic  traitor  is  a  be- 
ing apart  from  the  orbit  of  criminals ;  the  felon 
has  no  fear  of  bis  innocent  children ;  with  a 
price  on  his  head,  he  lays  it  in  safety  on  the 
bosom  of  his  wife.  In  his  home,  the  ablest 
man,  the  most  subtile  and  suspecting,  can  be  as 
much  a  dupe  as  the  simplest.  Were  it  not  so 
as  the  role,  and  the  exceptions  most  rare,  this 
world  were  the  riot  of  a  hell  I 

And  therefore  it  is  that  to  the  household  per- 
fidy, in  all  lands,  in  all  ages,  God*s  curse  seems 
to  cleave,  and  to  God's  curse  man  abandons  it : 
he  does  not  honor  it  by  hate,  still  less  will  he 
lighten  and  share  the  guilt  by  descending  to 
revenge.  He  turns  aside  with  a  sickness  and 
loathing,  and  leaves  nature  to  purify  from  the 
earth  the  ghastly  phenomenon  she  abhors. 

Old  man,  that  she  willfully  deceived  thee — 
that  she  abused  thy  belief —  and  denied  to  thy 
qaestioo — and  profaned  maidenhood  to  stealth, 
all  this  might  have  galled  thee,  —  but  to  these 
wrongs  old  men  are  subjected-— they  give  mirth 
to  our  farces  —  maid  and  lover  are  privileged 
impostors.  But  to  have  counted  the  sands  in 
thine  hour-glass,  to  have  sat  by  thy  side, 
marveling  when  the  worms  should  have  thee 
— and  looked  smiling  on  thy  face  for  the  signs 
-of  the  death-writ— die  quick,  old  man,  the  exe- 
cutioner hungers  for  the  fee  ! 

There  were  no  tears  in  those  eyes  when 
they  came  to  the  close — the  letter  fell  noise- 
lessly to  the  floor ;  and  the  head  sank  on  the 
breast,  and  the  hands  drooped  upon  the  poor 
crippled  limbs,  whose  crawl  in  the  sunshine 
hard  youth  had  grudged.  He  felt  humbled, 
stunned  —  crushed ;  the  pride  was  clean  gone 
from  hira,  the  cruel  words  struck  home — ^worso 
than  a  cipher,  did  he  then  but  cumber  the  earth  1 
At  that  moment,  old  Ponto,  tho  setter,  shook 
himself,  looked  up.  and  laid  his  head  in  his 
master^s  lap ;  and  Dash,  jealous,  rose  also,  and 
sprang,  not  actively,  for  Dash  was  old,  too, 
upon  his  knees,  and  licked  the  numbed,  droop- 
ing hands.  Now,  people  praise  the  fidelity  of 
dogs  till  the  theme  is  worn  out,  but  nobody 
knows  what  a  dog  is,  unless  he  has  been  de- 
ceived by  men :  then,  that  honest  face ;  then, 
that  sincere  caress ;  then,  that  coaxing  whine 
that  never  liedf  Well,  then — what  then?  A 
dog  18  long  lived  if  he  live  to  ten  years  —  small 
career  this  to  truth  and  friendship  *  Now,  when 
$ir  Miles  felt  that  he  was  not  deserted,  and  his 
took  met  those  four  fond  eyes,  fixed  with  that 
strange  wistfulness,  which,  in  our  hours  of 
trouble,  the  eyes  of  a  dog  sympathizingly  as- 
sume—  an  odd  thought  for  a  sensible  man 
passed  into  him — showing,  more  than  pages  of 
somber  elegy,  how  deep  was  the  sudden  mis- 
anthropy that  blackened  the  world  around. 
'«When  1  am  dead,"  ran  that  thought,  "is 
there  one  human  being  whom  I  can  trust  to 
take  charge  of  the  old  man's  dogs  V 

So ^let  the  scene  close ! 


CHAPTER  VI. 


Ths  next  day,  or  rather  the  next  evening. 
Sir  Miles  St.  John  was  seated  before  his  nn- 
shared  chicken;  seated  alone,  and  vaguely 
surprised  at  himself,  in  a  large,  comfortable 
room  in  his  old  hotel,  Hanover-square:  yes, 
he  had  escaped.  Hast  thou,  O  Reader,  tasted 
the  luxury  of  escape  from  a  home  where  the 
charm  is  broken — where  Distrust  looks  askant 
from  the  Lares !  In  vain  had  Dalibard  remon- 
strated, conjured  up  dangers,  and  asked  at  least 
to  accompany  him.  Excepting  his  dogs  and 
his  old  valet,  who  was  too  like  a  dog  in  his 
fond  fidelity  to  rank  among  bipeds,  Sir  Miles 
did  not  wish  to  have  about  him  a  single  face, 
familiar  at  Laughton — Dalibard  especially.  Lu- 
cretia's  letter  had  hinted  at  plans  and  designs 
in  Dalibard.  It  might  he  unjust,  it  might  be 
ungrateful,  but  he  grew  sick  at  the  thought  that 
he  was  the  eenter-stone  of  stratagems  and 
plots.  *  The  smooth  face  of  the  Proven<;al  took 
a  wily  expression  in  his  eyes ;  nay,  he  thought 
his  very  footmen  watched  his  steps  as  if  to 
count  how  long  before  they  followed  his  bier ! 
So,  breaking  from  all  roughly,  and  with  a  shake 
of  his  head,  and  a  laconic  assertion  of  business 
in  London,  he  got  into  his  carriage  —  his  own 
old  bachelor's  lumbering  traveling  carriage — 
and  bade  the  postboys  drive  fast,  fast.  Then, 
when  he  felt  alone — quite  alone — and  the  gates 
of  the  lodge  swung  behind  him,  he  rubbed  his 
hands  with  a  school- boy*s  glee,  and  chuckled 
loud,  as  if  be  enjoyed  not  only  the  sense,  but 
the  fun  of  his  safety,  as  if  he  had  done  some- 
thing prodigiously  cunning  and  clever. 

So  when  he  saw  himself  snug  in  his  old  well 
remembeieci  hotel,  in  the  same  room  as  of  yore 
—  when  returned,  brisk  and  gay,  from  the 
breezes  of  Weymouth,  or  the  brouUlarit  of 
Paris,  he  thought  he  shook  hands  again  with 
his  youth.  Age  and  lameness,  apoplexy  and 
treason,  all  were  fbrgotten  for  the  moment. 
And  when,  as  the  excitement  died,  those  grim 
specters  came  back  again  to  his  thoughts,  they 
found  their  victim  braced  and  prepared,  stand- 
ing erect  on  that  hearth,  for  whose  hospitality 
be  paid  his  guinea  a-day — his  front,  proud  and 
defying.  He  felt  yet  that  he  had  fortune  and 
power,  that  a  movement  of  his  hand  could  raise 
and  strike  down,  that,  at  the  verge  of  the  tomb, 
he  was  armed,  to  punish  or  reward,  with  the 
balance  and  the  sword.  Tripped  in  the  smog 
waiter,  and  announced  <*Mr.  Parchmount.** 
**  Set  a  chair,  and  show  him  in.'* 
The  lawyer  entered. 

**  My  dear  Sir  Miles,  this  is  indeed  a  sur 
prise.    What  has  brought  you  to  town  t" 

"  The  common  whim  of  the  old,  sir.  I  would 
alter  my  will." 

Three  days  did  lawyer  and  client  devote  to 
the  task,  for  Sir  Miles  was  minute,  and  Mr. 
Parchmount  was  precise ;  and  little  diflSculties 
arose,  and  changes  in  the  first  outline  were 
made ;  and  Sir  Miles,  from  the  very  depth  of 
his  disgust,  desired  not  to  act  only  from  pas- 
sion. In  that  last  deed  of  his  life,  the  old  man 
was  sublime.  He  sought  to  rise  out  of  the  mor- 
tal, fix  his  eyes  on  the  Great  Judge,  weigh  cir- 
cumstances and  excuses,  and  keep  jastice  evea 
and  serene. 


44 


THB  WILL. 


Meanwhile,  nnconscioos  of  tbe  train  laid  afar, 
Lucretia  reposed  on  the  mine — reposed^  indeed, 
is  not  tbe  word,  for  she  was  agitated  and  rest- 
leas,  that  Mainwaring  had  not  obeyed  her  sum- 
mons. She  wrote  to  him  again  ftom  Soath- 
ampton  the  third  day  of  her  arriTal ;  but  before 
jiis  answer  came,  she  received  this  short  epis- 
tle from  London : — 

"  Mr.  Parehmount  presents  his  compliments 
to  Miss  Clavering,  and,  by  desire  of  3ir  Miles 
St.  John,  requests  her  not  to  return  to  Laogh- 
ton.  Miss  Giavering  will  hear  further  in  a  few 
days,  when  Sir  Miles  has  concluded  the  busi- 
ness that  has  brought  him  to  London." 

This  letter,  if  it  excited  muah  curiosity,  did 
not  produce  alarm.    It  was  natural  that  Sir 
Miles  should  be  busy  in  winding  up  his  affairs ; 
his  journey  to  London  for  that  purpose  was  no 
ill  omen  to  her  prospects,  and  her  thoughts  flew 
back  to  the  one  subject  that  tyrannized  over 
them.    Mainwaring^s  reply,  which  came  two 
days  afterward,  disquieted  her  much  more. 
He  had  not  found  the  letter  she  had  left  for 
him  in  the  tree.    He  was  full  of  apprehensions ; 
he  condemned  the  imprudence  of  calling  on  her 
at  Mr.  Field€n*8 ;  he  begsed  her  to  renounce 
the  idea  of  such  a  risk.    He  would  return  again 
to  Guy's  Oak,  and  search  more  narrowly — had 
she  changed  the  spot  where  the  former  letters 
were  placed  ?    Yet  now,  not  even  the  non-re- 
ceipt of  her  letter,  which  she  ascribed  to  the 
care  with  which  she  had  concealed  it  amid  the 
dry  leaves  and  moss,  disturbed  her  so  much  as 
the  evident  censtraint  with  which  Mainwaring 
wrote  —  the  cautious  and  lukewarm  remon- 
strance which  answered  her  passionate  appeal. 
It  may  be,  that  her  very  doubts,  at  times,  of 
.  Mainwaring's  affection  had  increased  the  ardor 
of  her  own  attachment ;  for  in  some  natures, 
the  excitement  of  fear  deepens  love  more  than 
tbe  calmness  of  trust.    But  now  with  the  doubt 
for  the  first  time  flashed  tl^  resentment,  and 
her  answer  to  Mainwaring  was  vehement  and 
imperious.    But  the  next  day  came  a  messen- 
ger express  from  London,  with  a  letter  from 
Mr.  Parehmount,  that  arrested,  fbr  the  moment, 
evefi  the  fierce  current  of  love. 

When  the  task  had  been  completed — the  will 
signed,  sealed,  and  delivered — ^the  old  man  had 
felt  a  load  lifted  from  his  heart.  Three  or  four 
of  his  old  friends,  bans  mvane  like  himself,  had 
seen  his  arrival  ^  London  duly  proclaimed 
in  the  newspapers,  and  had  hastened  to  wel- 
come him.  Warmed  by  the  genial  sight  of 
faces  associated  with  the  frank  joys  of  his  youth, 
Sir  Miles,  if  he  did  not  forget  the  prudent  coun- 
sels of  Dalibard,  conceived  a  prond  bitterness 
of  joy  in  despising  them.  Why  take  such  care 
of  the  worn-out  carcass  1  Hi«  will  was  made. 
What  was  left  to  life  so  peculiarly-  attractive  1 
He  invited  his  friends  to  a  feast  worthy  of  old  : 
seasoned  revelers  were  they,  with  a  free  gout 
for  a  vent  to  all  indulgence.  So  they  came ; 
and  they  drank,  and  they  laughed,  and  they 
talked  back  their  young  days:  they  saw  not 
the  nervous  irritation,  the  strain  on  the  spirits, 
the  heated  membrane  of  the  brain,  which  made 
Sir  Miles  the  most  jovial  of  all.  It  was  a  night 
of  nights— the  old  fellows  were  lifted  back  into 
their  chariots  or  sedans.  Sir  Miles  alone  seem- 
ed as  steady  and  sober  as  if  he  had  supped 
^  with  Diogenes.     His  servant,  whose  respectful 


admonitions  had  Been  awed  into  silence,  1ea4 
him  his  arm  to  bed,  but  Sir  Miles  scarcely 
touched  it.  The  next  morning,  when  tbe  ser- 
vant (who  slept  in  the  same  room)  awoke,  to 
his  surprise,  the  glare  of  a  candle  streamed  ob 
his  eyes ;  be  rubbed  them  :  could  he  see  right! 
Sir  Miles  was  seated  at  the  table — he  most 
have  got  up  and  lighted  a  candle  to  writer 
noiselessly,  indeed.  The  servant  looked  and 
looked,  and  the  stillness  of  Sir  MUes  awed  him  : 
he  was  seated  on  an  arm-chair,  leaning  back. 
As  awe  succeeded  to  suspicion,  he  sprang  ip^ 
approached  his  master,  took  his  hand :  it  vras 
cold,  and  fell  heavily  from  his  clasp— Sir  Miles 
musrhave  been  dead  for  hours. 

The  pen  lay  on  the  ground,  where  it  htA 
dropped  from  the  hand ;  the  letter  on  the  ta- 
ble was  scarcely  commenced ;  the  words  nn 

"  LUCRKTIA, — 

"  You  will  return  no  more   to  my  boose. 
You  are  free  as  if  I  were  dead  ;  but  I  shall  be . 
just.     Would  that  I  had  been  so  to  your  mother 
—to  your  sister !    But  I  am  old  now,  as  too 
say,  and—" 

To  one  who  could  have  seen  into  that  poor, 
proud  heart,  at  the  moment  the  hand  paaaed 
forever,  what  remained  unwritten  would  have 
been  clear.  There  was  first  the  sharp  stroggie 
to  conquer  loathing  repugnance,  and  address,  at 
all,  the  false  and  degraded  one ;  then  came  the 
shai-p  sting  of  ingratitude — ^then  the  idea  of  tbe 
life  grudged,  and  the  grave  desired — then  the 
stout  victory  over  scorn — the  resolution  to  be 
just— then  the  reproach  of  the  conscience,  that 
for  so  far  less  an  offense,  the  sister  bad  beea 
thrown  aside — the  comfort,  perhaps,  found  ia 
her  gentle  and  neglected  child,  obstinatelj  re- 
pelled— then  the  conviction  of  all  earthly  vaor 
ity  and  nothingness — ^the  look  on  into  life,  with 
the  chilling  sentiment  that  afifection  was  gone 
— that  he  could  never  trust  again — that  he  was 
too  old  to  open  his  arms  to  new  ties ;  and  theor 
before  felt  singly,  all  these  thoughts  naited, 
and  snapped  the  chord ! 

In  announcing  his  mournful  inteUigeace, 
with  more  feeling  than  might  have  been  ex- 
pected from  a  lawyer  (but  even  his  lawyer 
loved  Sir  Miles),  Mr.  Parehmount  observed, 
"  that  as  the  deceased  lay  at  an  hotel,  and  as 
Mids  Clavering^s  presence  would  not  be  needed 
in  the  performance  of  the  last  rites,  abe  wodd 
probably  forbear  the  journey  to  town.  Never- 
theless, as  It  was  Sir  Miles's  wish  that  the  w3l 
should  be  opened  as  soon  as  possible  after  bii 
death,  and  it  would,  doubtless,  contain  instroe- 
tions  as  to  his  funeral,  it  would  be  well  that 
Miss  Clavering  and  her  sister  should  immedi- 
ately depute  some  one  to  attend  the  reading  of 
the  testament,  on  their  behalf.  Perhaps  Mr. 
Fielden  would  kindly  undertake  that  melan- 
choly  office." 

To  do  justice  to  Lucretia,  it  must  be  said, 
that  her  first  emotions,  on  the  receipt  of  this 
letter,  were  those  of  a  poignant  and  remorsefal 
grief,  for  which  she  was  unprepared.  But  how 
different  it  is  to  count  on  what  shall  foltow 
death,  and  know  that  death  has  come !  Susan's 
sobbing  sympathy  availed  not,  nor  Mr.  Fielden's 
pious  and  tearful  exhortations ;  her  own  sinful 
thoughts  and  hopes  came  back  to  her,  hauntiDg 
and  stern  as  furies.     She  insisted  at  first  i 
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§omg  to  Iiondon-^UQg  osce  more  oa  the 
may :  naj,  the  carriage  was  at  the  door,  for  all 
yielded  to  her  vehemence ;  but  then  her  heart 
misgave  her:  she  did  not  dare  to  face  the 
dead !  Cooscience  waved  her  back  from  the 
solemn  offices  of  nature;  she  hid  her  face  with 
her  bands,  shrunk  again  into  her  foom;  and 
Mr.  FieJden,  assuming  unhidden  the  responsi- 
hility,  went  alone. 

Only  Vernon  (summoned  from  Brighton),  the 
good  clergyman,  and  the  lawyer,  to  whom,  as 
sole  executor,  the  wiU  was  addressed,  and  in 
Yhose  custody  it  had  been  left,  were  present 
when  the  seal  of  t^  testament  was  broken. 
The  will  was  long,  as  is  common  when  the  dust 
ttiat  it  disposes  of  covers  some  fourteen  or  fif- 
teen thousand  acres.  But  out  of  the  mass  of 
t^hoiealities  and  repetitions,  these  points  of 
interest  rose  salient : — ^To  Charles  Vernon,  of 
Vernon  Grange,  Esq.,  and  his  heirs  by  him 
iVSrfuUy  begotten,  were  left  all  the  lands,  and 
wcjods,  and  manors  that  covered  that  spaoe  in 
the  Hampshire  map,  known  by  the  name  of  the 
**  Laughton  property,*'  on  condition  that  he  and 
his  heirs  assumed  the  name  and  arms  of  St. 
John ;  and  on  the  failure  of  Mr.  Vernon's  issue, 
the  estate  passed,  first  (with  the  same  condi- 
tions) to  ihe  issue  of  Susan  Mivers ;  next,  to 
those  of  Lucretia  Clayering.  There  the  entail 
ceased,  and  the  contingency  fell  to  the  rival 
ingenuity  of  lawyers  in  bunting  out,  among  the 
remote  and  forgotten  descendants  of  some  an- 
cient St.  John,  the  heir-at-law.  To  Lucretia 
Clavering,  without  a  word  of  endearnoent,  was 
bequeathed  £10,000,  the  usual  portion  which 
the  house  of  St.  John  had  allotted  to  its  daugh- 
ters ;  to  Susan  Mivers  the  same  sum,  but  with 
the  addition  of  these  words,  withheld  from  her 
sister — '*  and  my  bUssing  /"  To  Olivier  Dali- 
bard,  an  annuity  of  £200  a-year ;  to  Honore 
Gabriel  Varney,  £3000 ;  to.  the  Rev.  Matthew 
Fielden,  £4000 ;  and  the  same  sum  to  John 
Walter  Ardworth.  To  his  favorite  servant, 
Benry  Jones,  an  ample  provision,  and  the  charge 
of  his  dogs  Dash  and  Ponto,  with  an  allowance 
therefor,  to  be  paid  weekly,  and  cease  at  their 
deaths.  Poor  old  man !  he  made  it  the  interest 
of  their  guardian  not  to  grudge  Metr  lees  of  life. 
To  his  other  attendants,  suitsbleand  munificent 
hequests,  proportioned  to  the  length  of  their- 
services.  For  his  body,  he  desired  it  buried  in 
the  vault  of  his  ancestors,  without  pomp,  but 
without  a  pretense  to  a  humility  which  he  bad 
not  manifested  m  life  ;  and  he  requested  that 
a  small  miniature  in  bis  writing-desk  should  be 
placed  in  his  coffin.  That  last  injunction  was 
more  than  a  sentiment :  it  bespoke  the  moral 
conviction  of  the  happiness  the  original  might 
have  conferred  on  his  life.  Of  that  happiness 
his  pride  had  deprived  him ;  nor  did  he  repent, 
for  he  had  deemed  pride  a  duty ;  but  the  mute 
likeness  buried  in  his  grave-wAo/  told  the  might 
of  the  sacrifice  he  had  made !  Death  removes 
all  distinctions,  and  in  the  coffin  the  Lord  of 
Laughton  might  choose  his  partner. 

When  the  will  had  been  read,  Mr.  Parch- 
BQount  produced  two  letters— one  addressed,  in 
the  hand  of  the  deceased,  to  Mr.  Vernon  ;  the 
other,  in  the  lawyer's  own  hand,  to  Miss  Clav- 
ering. The  last  inclosed  the  fragment  found 
on  Sir  Miles's  table,  and  her  own  letter  to 
Mainwaring,  redirected  to  her  in  Sir  Miles's 


boldest  and  stateliest  autograph.  He  had,  no 
doubt,  meant  to  return  it  in  the  letter  left  uiw 
completed. 

The  letter  to  Vernon  contained  a  copy  o* 
Lucretia's  fatal  epistle,  and  the  following  lines 
to  Vernon  himself: — 
**  My  DBAS  Chablss, 

"  With  much  deliberation,  and  with  natural 
reluctance  to  reveal  to  you  my  niece's  shame, 
I  feel  it  my  duty  to  transmit  to  you  the  acoom 
panying  indosure,  copied  from  the  original  with 
my  own  hand,  which  the  task  sullied.  I  do  so, 
first,  because  otherwise  you  might,  as  I  should 
have  done  in  your  place,  feel  bound  in  honor 
to  persist  in  the  ofier  of  your  band-^-ieel  bound 
the  more,  because  Miss  Clavering  is  not  my 
heiress ;  secondly,  because,  had  her  attachment 
been  stronger  than  her  interest,  and  she  had 
refused  your  offer,  you  misht  still  have  deemed 
her  hardly  and  capricioudy  dealt  with  by  me, 
and  not  only  sought  to  augment  her  portion, 
but  have  profaned  the  house  of  my  ancestore 
by  receivinff  her  there,  as  an  honored  and 
welcome  relative  and  guest.  Now,  Charles 
Vernon,  I  believe,  to  the  utmost  of  my  poor 
judgment,  I  have  done  what  is  right  and  just. 
I  have  taken  into  consideration  thaf  this  young 
person  has  been  brought  up  as  a  daughter  of 
my  house,  and  what  the  daughters  of  ray  house 
have  received  I  bequeath  her ;  I  put  aside,  as 
far  as  I  can,  all  resentment  of  mere  family 
pride ;  I  show  that  I  do  so,  when  I  repair  my 
harshness  to  my  poor  sister,  and  leave  both  her 
children  the  same  provision.  And  if  you  ex- 
ceed what  I  have  done  to  Lucretia,  unless,  on 
more  dispassionate  consideration  than  I  can 
give,  you  conscientiously  think  me  wrong,  you 
insult  my  memory  and  impugn  my  justice.  Be 
it  in  this  as  your  conscience  dictates ;  but  I 
entreat,  I  adjure,  I  command,  at  least  that  you 
never  knowingly  admit  by  a  hearth,  hitherto 
sacred  to  unblemished  truth  and  honor,  a  per- 
son who  has  desecrated  it  with  treason.  As 
gentleman  to  gentleman,  I  impose  on  you  this 
solemn  injunction.  I  could  have  wished  to 
leave  that  young  woman's  children  barred  from 
the  entail ;  but  our  old  tcee  lias  so  few  branches  I 
You  are  unwedded — Susan,  too.  I  must  take 
my  chance  that  Miss  Clavering's  children,  if 
ever  they  inherit,  do  not  imitate  the  mother. 
I  conclude  she  will  wed  that  Mainwaring;  her 
children  will  have  a  low-born  father.  Well,  her 
race,  at  least,  is  pure.  Clavering  and  St,  John 
are  names  to  guaranty  faith  and  honor ;  yet 
you  see  what  she  is !  Charles  Vernon,  if  her  is- 
sue inherit  the  soul  of  gentleman,  it  must  come, 
after  all,  not  from  the  wel|  born  mother!  I 
have  lived  to  say  this ;  I,  who— but  perhaps  if 
we  had  looked  more  closely  into  the  pedigree 
of  those  Claverings — 

'•  Marry  yourself— marry  soon,  Charles  Ver- 
non, my  dear  kinsman — ^keep  the  old  house  in 
the  old  line,  and  true  to  its  old  fame.  Be  kind 
and  good  to  my  poor— don't  strain  on  the  ten- 
ants. By  the  way,  Farmef  Strongbow  owes 
three  years'  rent — I  forgive  him — pension  him 
off— he  can  do  no  good  to  the  land ;  but  he  was 
born  on  it,  and  roust  not  fall  on  the  parish. 
But,  to  be  kind  and  good  to  the  poor,  not  to 
strain  on  the  tenants,  you  must  learn  not  H 
waste,  my  dear  Charles.  A  needy  man  cai 
never  be  generous  without  being  unjust.    Hov. 
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giTe,  if  yoD  are  in  debt !  Tou  will  think  of  this 
— now — notp — while  your  good  heart  is  soft — 
while  your  feelings  are  moved.  Charley  Ver- 
non, I  think  yoa  will  shed  a  tear  when  you  see 
iny  arm-chair  still  and  empty.  And  I  would 
have  left  you  the  care  of  my  dogs,  hut  you  are 
thoughtless,  and  will  go  much  to  London,  and 
they  are  used  to  the  country  now.  Old  Jones 
will  have  a  cottage  in  the  village ;  he  has  prom- 
ised to  live  there ;  drop  in  now  and  then,  and 
see  poor  Ponto  and  Dash.  It  is  late,  and  old 
friends  come  to  dine  here.  So,  if  any  thing  bap- 
pens  to  me,  and  we  don't  meet  again,  good-by, 
and  God  bless  you. 

"Your  affectionate  kinsman, 

"MiL«»  St.  Johm." 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE     BMOAOBMBlfT. 

It  is  somewhat  less  than  three  months  after 
tbedeathofSirMilesSt.John — November  reigns 
in  London.  And  '*  reigns"  seems  scarcely  a 
metaphysical  expression  as  applied  to  the  sullen, 
absolute  sway,  which  that  dreary  month  (first 
in  the  dynasty  of  winter)  spreads  over  the  pas- 
sive, dejected  city.  Elsewhere,  in  England,  No- 
vember is  no  such  gloomy,  grim  fellow  as  he  is 
described.  Over  the  brown  glebes  and  changed 
Woods  in  the  country,  his  still  face  looks  con- 
templative and  mild ;  and  he  has  soft  smiles, 
too,  at  times,  lighting  up  his  taxed  vassals,  the 
groves  ;  gleaming  where  the  leaves  still  cling 
to  the  boughs,  and  reflected  in  dimples  from 
the  waves  which  still  glide  free  from  his  chains. 
But  as  a  conqueror,  who  makes  his  home  in 
the  capital,  weighs  down,  with  hard  policy,  the 
mutinous  citizens,  long  ere  his  iron  influence  is 
felt  in  the  province,  so  the  first  tyrant  of  win- 
ter has  only  rigor  and  frowns  for  London.  The 
very  aspect  of  the  wayfarers  has  the  look  of 
men  newly  enslaved  ;  cloaked  and  muffled,  they 
steal  to  and  fro  through  the  dismal  fogs.  Even 
the  children  creep  timidly  through  the  streets ; 
the  carriages  go  cautious  and  hearse-like  along  ; 
daylight  is  dim  and  obscure ;  the  town  is  not 
filled, 'nor  the  brisk  mirth  of  Christmas  com- 
menced ;  the  unsocial  shadows  flit  amid  the 
mist,  like  men  on  the  eve  of  a  fatal  conspir- 
acy. Each  other  month  in  London  has  its 
charms  for  the  experienced.  Even  from  August 
to  October,  when  the  season  lies  dormant,  and 
Fashion  forbids  her  sons  to  be  seen  within  hear- 
ing of  Bow,  the  true  lover  of  London  finds  pleas- 
ure still  at  hand,  if  he  search  for  her  duly ;  the 
early  walks  through  the  parks  and  green  Ken- 
sington gardens,  which  now  change  their  char- 
acter of  resort,  and  seem  rural  ^nd  country -like, 
but  yet  with  more  life  than  the  country ;  for  on 
the  benches  beneath  the  trees,  and  along  the 
sward  and  up  the  malls,  are  living  beings  enough 
to  interest  the  eye  and  divert  the  thoughts,  if 
you  are  a  guesser  into  character,  and  amateur 
of  the  human  face ;,  fresh  nursery-maid  and  play- 
ful children,  and  the  old  shabby-genteel  button- 
ed-up  officer,  musing  on  half-pay,  as  he  sits 
alone  in  some  alcove  of  Kenna,  or  leans  pen- 
sive over  the  rail  of  the  vacant  ring  ;  and  early 
tradesman,  or  clerk  from  the  suburban  lodging, 
trudging  brisk  to  his  business,  for  business 
never  ceases  in  London :  then  at  noon,  what 
^  '  {bt  to  escape  to  the  banks  at  Putney  or 


Richmond — ^the  row  op  the  river — the  fiahiDg* 
punt — the  ease  at  your  inn  till  dark ;  or,  if  this 
tempt  not,  still  autumn  shines  clear  and  calm 
over  the  roofs,  where  the  smoke  has  a  holyday ; 
and  how  clean  gleam  the  vistas  through  the 
tranquilized  thoroughfares ;  and  as  you  saaoter 
along  you  h'ave  all  London  to  yourself— Andrew 
Selkirk,  but  with  the  mart  of  the  world  for  yoor 
desert !  And  when  Ootober  corner  on,  it  faav 
one  characteristic  of  spring— life  busily  retonw 
to  the  city  ;  you  see  the  shops  bustling  up,  trade 
flowing  back ;  as  birds  scent  the  April,  so  the 
children  of  commerce  plume  their  wings,  and 
prepare  for  the  first  slack  returns  of  the  seasoo. 
But  November !  strange  the  taste,  stout  the 
lungs,  grief-defying  the  heart  of  the  visitor  wbc 
finds  charms  and  joy  in  a  London  November. 

In  a  small  lodging-house  in  Bfristrode-street, 
Manchester-square,  grouped  a  family  in  mourn- 
ing, who  had  had  the  temerity  to  come  to  town 
in  November,  for  the  purpose,  no  doubt,  of  rais- 
ing their  spirits.  In  the  dull,  small  drawing- 
room  of  the  dull,  small  house,  we  introduce  to 
you,  first,  a  middle-aged  gentleman,  whose  dress 
showed,  what  dress  now  fails  to  show,  his  pro- 
fession ;  nobody  could  mistake  the  cut  of  the 
cloth,  and  the  shape  of  the  hat,  for  he  bad  jast 
come  in  from  a  walk,  and  not  from  discourtesy, 
but  abstraction,  the  broad  brim  still  shadowed 
his  pleasant,  placid  face.  Parson  spoke  out  io 
him  from  beaver  to  buckle.  By  the  coal-fire, 
where,  through  volumes  of  smoke,  fussed  and 
flickered  a  pretension  to  flame,  sat  a  middle> 
aged  lady,  whom,  without  being  a  conjurer,  yoa 
would  pronounce  at  once  to  be  wife  to  the 
parson,  and  sundry  children  sat  on  stools  aD 
about  her,  with  one  book  between  them,  and  a 
low  whispered  murmur  from  their  two  or  three 
pursed-up  lips,  announcing  that  that  book  was 
superfluous.  By  the  last  of  three  dim-looking 
windows,  made  dimmer  by  brown  moreen  dra- 
peries, edged  genteelly  with  black  cotton  velvet, 
stood  a  girl,  of  very  soft  and  pensive  expres- 
sion of  features — ^pretty,  unquestionably— ex- 
cessively pretty ;  but  there  was  something  bo 
delicate  and  elegant  about  her — the  bend  of  ber 
head,  the  shape  of  her  slight  figure,  the  little 
fair  hands  crossed  one  on  each  other^  as  tbe 
face  mournfully  and  listlessly  turned  to  the  win- 
dow— ^that  **  pretty"  would  have  seemed  a  woid 
of  praise,  too  often  proffered  to  milliner  and 
serving-maid ;  nevertheless,  it  was,  perfaaps» 
the  right  one ;  handsome  would  have  implied 
something  statelier  and  more  commanding^ 
beautiful,  greater  regularity  of  feature,  or  rich- 
ness of  coloring.  The  parson,  who,  since  hit 
entrance,  had  been  walking  up  and  down  the 
small  room,  with  his  hands  behind  him,  glan- 
cing now  and  then  at  the  young  lady,  but  not 
8peaki:ig,  at  length  paused  from  that  oaonoto- 
noos  exercise  by  the  chair  of  his  wife,  and  touch- 
ed ber  shoulder.  She  stopped  from  her  work, 
which,  more  engrossing  than  elegant,  was  noth- 
ing less  than  what  is  technically  called  '*  the 
taking  in"  of  a  certain  blue  jacket,  which  was 
about  to  pass  from  Matthew,  the  eldest  bora, 
to  David,  the  second,  and  looked  up  at  her  hus- 
band affectionately;  her  husband,  however, 
spoke  not,  he  only  made  a  sign,  partly  with  bis 
eyebrow,  partly  with  a  jerk,  of  his  thumb  ofer 
his  right  shonlder,  in  the  direction  of  the  yooof 
lady  we  have  described,  and  then  compieta» 
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the  pantomime  with  a  melancholy  shake  of  the 
bead^  The  wife  turned  round,  and  looked  hard, 
the  scissors  horizontally  raised  in  one  hand, 
while  the  other  reposed  on  the  cufTof  the  jack- 
et. At  this  moment,  a  low  knock  was  heard  at 
the  street  door.  Tho  worthy  pair  saw  the  girl 
shrink  back,  with  a  kind  of  tremulous  move- 
ment ;  presently  there  came  the  sound  of  a 
footstep  below — the  creak  of  a  hinge  on  the 
groand  floor — and  again  all  was  silent. 

"  That  is  Mr.  Mainwaring's  knock,*'  said  one 
of  the  children. 

The  girl  left  the  room  abruptly,  and,  light  as 
was  her  step,  they  heard  her  steal  op  the  stairs. 

"  My  dears,"  said  the  parson,  '*  it  wants  an 
hoor  yet  to  dark  ;  you  may  go  and  walk  in  the 
square." 

**  'Tis  so  dull  in  that  ugly  square,  and  they 
won*t  let  us  into  the  green.  I  am  sure  we*d 
rather  stay  here,"  said  one  of  the  children,  as 
spokesman  for  the  rest ;  and  they  all  nestled 
closer  round  the  hearth. 

"  But,  my  dears,"  said  the  parson,  simply,  **  I 
want  to  talk  alone  with  your  mother.  However, 
if  you  like  best  to  go  and  keep  quiet  in  your  own 
room,  you  may  do  so." 

"  Or  we  can  go  into  Susan's  1" 

"  No,"  said  the  parson  ;  "  you  roust  not  dis- 
turb Susan." 

**  She  never  used  to  care  about  bding  dis- 
turbed.    I  wonder  what's  come  to  her  1" 

The  parson  made  no  rejoinder  to  this  half- 
petulant  question.  The  children  consulted  to- 
gether  a  moment,  and  resolved  that  the  square, 
though  so  dull,  was  less  dull  than  their  own 
little  attic.  That  being  decided,  it  was  the 
mother's  turn  to  address  them.  And  though 
Mr.  Fielden  was  as  anxious  and  fond  as  most 
fathers,  he  grew  a  little  impatient  before  com- 
forters, kerchiefs,  and  mufiatees  were  arran- 
ged, and  minute  exordiums  as  to  the  danger  of 
crossing  the  street,  and  the  risk  of  patting 
strange  dogs,  &c.  ^.,  were  half-way  con- 
cluded ;  with  a  shrug  and  a  smiie,  he  at  length 
fairly  pushed  out  the  children,  shut  the  door, 
and  drew  his  chair  close  to  his  wife's. 

**My  dear,"  he  began  at  once,  *<I  am  ex- 
tremely uneasy  about  that  poor  girl." 

"What !  Miss  Clavering?  Indeed,'she  eats 
almost  nothing  at  all,  and  sits  so  moping  alone ; 
but  she  sees  .Mr.  Mainwaring  every  day.  What 
eao  we  do  t   She  is  so  proud,  Pm  afraid  of  her." 

**  My  dear,  I  was  not  thinking  of  Miss  Claver- 
iog,  though  I  did  not  interrupt  you,  for  it  is  very 
true  that  she  is  much  to  be  pitied." 

"  And  I  am  sure  it  was  for  her  sake  alone 
that  you  agreed  to  Susan's  request,  and  got 
Blackman  to  do  duty  for  yen  at  the\vicarage, 
while  we  all  came  up  here,  in  hopes  London 
town  would  divert  her.  We  left  all  at  sixes 
and  sevens ;  and  I  should  not  at  all  wonder  if 
John  made  away  with  the  apples." 

"  But,  I  say,"  resumed  the  parson,  without 
heeding  that  mournful  foreboding,  **  I  say,  I  was 
then  only  thinking  of  Susan.  You  see  how  pale 
and  sad  she  is  grown." 

"  Why,  she  is  so  very  soA-hearted,  and  she 
must  feel  for  her  sister." 

**  But  her  sister,  though  she  thinks  much,  and 
keeps  aloof  from  us,  is  not  sad  herself;  only 
reserved.  On  the  contrary,  I  believe  she  has 
Aow  got  over  eTen  poor  Sir  M ilea's  death." 


'*  And  the  loss  of  the  great  property !" 
"  Fie,  Mary  !"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  almost  aos- 
terely. 

Mary  looked  down  rebuked,  for  she  was  not 
one  of  the  high-spirited  wives  who  despise  their 
husbands  for  goodness. 

V I  beg  pardon,"  my  dear,  she  said,  meekly ;, 
*'  it  was  very  wrong  in  me  ;  hut  I  can  not— do 
what  I  will— I  can  not  like  that  Miss  Clavering." 
"  The  more  need  to  judge  her  with  charily. 
And  if  what  I  fear  is  the  case,  I'm  sure  we 
can't  feel  too  much  compassion  for  the  poor 
blinded  young  lady." 

"  Bless  my  heart,  Mr.  Fielden,  what  is  it  you 
mean !" 

The  parson  looked  round  to  be  sure  the  door 
was  quite  closed,  and  replied,  in  a  whisper,  "I 
mean,  that  I  fear  Wiiham  Mainwaring  loves  not 
Lucretia,  but  Susan." 

The  scissors  fell  from  the  hand  of  Mrs. 
Fielden;  and  though  one  point  stuck  in  tha 
ground,  and  the  other  point  threatened  war  upon 
flounces  and  toes,  strange  to  say,  she  did  not 
even  stoop  to  remove  the  ehetaux  defrise. 

"  Why,  then,  he's  a  most  false-hearted  youn^ 
man !" 

**  To  blame,  certainly,"  said  Fielden ;  "  I  don't 
s^y  to  the  contrary,  though  I  like  the  young  man, 
and  am  sure  that  he's  more  timid  than  false.  I 
may  now  tell  you — for  I  want  your  advice,  MarjF 
— ^what  I  kept  secret  before.  When  Mainwaring 
visited  us,  many  months  ago,  at  Southampton, 
he  confessed  to  me  that  be  felt  warmly  for 
Susan,  and  asked  if  I  thought  Sir  Miles  would 
consent.  I  knew  too  well  how  proud  the  poor 
old  gentleman  was,  to  give  him  any  such  hopes. 
So  he  left  very  honorably.  You  remember,  after 
he  went,  that  Susan's  spirits  were  low — ^you  re- 
marked it." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  remember.  But  when  th» 
first  sbockof  Sir  Miles's  death  was  over,  she 
got  back  her  sweet  color,  and  looked  cheerful 
enough." 

**  Because,  perhaps,  then  she  felt  that  she 
bad  a  fortune  to  bestow  on  Mr.  Mainwaring,  and 
thought  all  obstacle  was  over." 

"  Why,  how  clever  yoa  are !  How  did  yoa 
get  at  her  thoughts  1" 

"  My  own  folly—my  own  rash  folly,"  almost 
groaned  Mr.  Fielden.  **  For,  not  guessing  that 
Mr.  Mainwaring  eould  have  got  engaged  mean- 
while to  Lucretia,  and  suspecting  how  it  wa» 
with  Susan's  poor  little  heart,  I  let  out,  in  » 
jest — Heaven  forgive  me ! — ^what  William  had 
said ;  and  the  dear  child  blushed,  and  kissed 
me,  and  —  why  a  day  or  two  after,  wher  *k 
was  fixed  we  should  come  up  to  London,  Lv- 
cretia  informed  me,  with  her  freezing  polite-* 
ness,  that  she  was  to  marry  Mainwaring  her* 
self,  as  soon  as  her  first  mourning  was  over.'' 
"  Poor  dear — dear  Susan !" 
"  Susan  behaved  like  an  angel ;  and  when  t 
broached  it  to  her,  I  thought  she  was  calm ; 
and  I  am  syre  she  prayed  with  her  whole  hear* 
that  both  might  be  happy." 

I  am  sure  she  did.  What  is  to  be  done  I 
I  understand  it  all  now.  Dear  me,  dear  me !---' 
a  sad  piece  of  work,  indeed."  And  Mrs.  Fiel* 
den  abstractedly  picked  up  the  scissors. 

'*Il  was  not  till  our  coming  to  tQwn,  and 
Mr.  Mainwaring's  visits  to  Lucretia,  that  bev 
Btrength  gave  way." 
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bis  80D.  Nor  did  Gabriel  shrink  from  his  fa- 
ther's eye,  stem  and  scornful  as  it  was,  but 
rather  braved  the  glance  with  an  impudent  leer. 

Right,  however,  in  the  midst  of  the  group, 
strode  the  Provencal,  and  laying  his  hand  very 
gently  on  the  boy's  shoulder,  he  said — *^  My  son, 
come  with  me." 

Gabriel  looked  irresolute,  and  glanced  at  his 
companions.  Delighted  at  the  prospect  of  a 
scene  they  now  gathered  round,  with  counte- 
nances and  gestures  that  seemed  little  disposed 
to  acknowledge  the  parental  authority. 

**  Gentlemen,"  said  Dalibard,  turning  a  shade 
more  pale,  for,  though  morally  most  resolute, 
physically  he  was  not  brave — **  gentlemen,  I 
must  beg  you  to  excuse  me — this  child  is  my 
son.'* 

"  But  Art  is  him  mother,"  replied  a  tall,  raw- 
boned  young  man,  with  his  long,  tawny  hair 
streaming  down  from  a  bat  very  much  bat- 
tered. **  At  the  juvenile  age,  the  child  is  con- 
signed to  the  mother,  liave  I  said  itl"  and 
he  turned  ronnd  theatrically  to  his  comrades. 

<*  Bravo !"  cried  the  rest,  clapping  their  hands. 

"Down  with  all  tyrants  and  fathers— hip, 
hip,  hurrah  !*'  and  the  hideous  diapason  nearly 
split  the  drum  of  the  ears  into  which  it  re- 
sounded. 

"  Gabriel,"  whispered  the  father,  "  you  had 
better  follow  me,  had  you,  not  f  Reflect."  So 
saying,  he  bowed  low  to  the  un propitious  as* 
sembly,  and,  as  if  yielding  the  victory,  stepped 
aside,  and  crossed  over  toward  Bond-street. 

Before  the  din  of  derision  and  triumph  died 
away,  Dalibard  looked  back,  and  saw  Gabriel 
behind  him. 

**  Approach,  sir,"  he  said,  and  as  the  boy 
stood  still,  he  added,  *<  I  promise  peace  if  you 
will  accept  it.'* 

"Peace,  then,"  answered  Gabriel,  and  he 
joined  his  father's  side. 

"  So,"  said  Dalibard,  "  when  I  consented  to 
your  studying  Art,  as  you  call  it,  under  your 
mother's  most  respectable  brother,  I  ought  to 
have  contemplated  what  would  be  the  natural 
and  becoming  companions  of  the  rising  Rafiaele 
I  have  given  to  the  world." 

"  I  own,  sir,"  replied  Gabriel,  demurely,  **  that 
they  are  riotous  fellows,  but  some  of  them  are 
clever,  and — '* 

"  And  excessively  drunk,'*  interrupted  Dali- 
bard, examining  the  gait  of  his  son.  **  Do  you 
learn  that  accomplishment  also,  by  way  of 
steadying  your  hand  for  the  easel  1" 

'*No,  sir;  I  like  wine  well  enough,  but  I 
would  not  be  drunk  for  the  world.  I  see  peo- 
ple when  they  are  drunk  are  mere  fools — let 
out  their  secrets,  and  show  themselves  up." 

'*  Well  said,'*  replied  the  father,  almost  ad- 
miringly ;  *<  but  a  truce  with  this  bantering,  Ga- 
briel. Can  you  imagine  that  I  will  permit  you 
any  longer  to  remain  with  that  vagabond  Var- 
ney,  and  yon  crew  of  Vaurieru  1  You  will  come 
home  with  me ;  and  if  you  must  be  a  painter,  I 
will  look  out  for  a  more  trustworthy  master." 

**I  shall  stay  where  I  am,"  answered  Ga- 
briel, firmly,  and  compressing  his  lips  with  a 
force  that  left  them  bloodless. 

"What,  boy!  do  I  hear  right  1  Dare  you 
disobey  me  1    Dare  you  defy  1" 

"  Not  in  your  house,  so  I  will  not  enter  it 
^  again." 


Dalibard  laogh«d,  mockingly. 

"  Pesu !  but  this  is  modest !  Yea  are  not 
of  age  yet,  Mr.  Varney ;— you  are  not  free  frsn 
a  father's  tyrannical  control." 

"  The  law  does  not  own  you  as  my  father,  I 
am  told,  sir ;  you  have  said  my  name  rightly— 
it  is  Varney,  not  Dalibard.  We  have  no  righM 
over  each  other ;  so  at  least  says  Tom  F^ss- 
more,  and  his  father's  a  lawyer !" 

Dalibard's  hand  griped  his  son's  arm  fiercely. 
Despite  his  pain,  which  was  acute,  the  child 
uttered  no  cry;  but  he  growled  beneath  his 
teeth,  "  Beware !  beware  I— or  my  mother's  soa 
may  avenge  her  death !" 

Dalibard  removed  his  hand,  and  staggered  as 
if  struck.  Gliding  from  his  side,  Gabriel  seiied 
the  occasion  to  escape ;  he  paused,  however, 
midway  in  the  dull,  lamp-lit  kennel,  when  be 
saw  himself  out  of  reach,  and  then  approaching 
cautiously,  said — "  I  know  I  am  a  boy,  but  yoa 
have  made  me  man  enough  to  take  care  of  my- 
self. Mr.  Varney,  my  uncle,  will  maintain  me 
—when  of  age,  old  Sir  Miles  has  provided  for 
me.  Leave  me  in  peace — treat  me  as  free; 
and  I  will  visit  you,  help  you  when  you  waal 
me — obey  you  still,— yes,  follow  your  instiae- 
tions  ;  for  I  know  you  are" — he  paused — "yoa 
are  vrure ;  but  if  you  seek  again  to  make  me 
your  slave,  you  will  only  find  me  your  fosi 
Good  night ;  and  remember  that  a  bastaid  bas 
no  father!" 

With  these  words  he  moved  on,  and  fannyng 
down  the  street,  turned  the  corner,  and  vaa- 
isbed. 

Dalibard  remained  motionless  for  some  nwi* 
utes— at  length,  he  muttered,  "  Ay.  let  him  m 
he  is  dangerous !  What  son  ever  revolted  evea 
from  the  worst  father,  and  throve  in  life  ?  Food 
for  the  gibbet !    What  matters  V* 

When  next  Dalibard  visited  Locretia,  his 
manner  was  changed — the  cheerfulness  he  had 
before  assumed  gave  place  to  a  kind  of  melaa- 
choly  compassion ;  he  no  longer  entered  iiil» 
her  plans  for  the  future,  but  would  look  al  ber 
mournfully,  start  up,  and  walk  away.  She 
would  have  attributed  the  change  to  some  le- 
turn  of  his  ancient  passion,  but  she  heard  bim 
once  murmur  with  unspeakable  pity,  *<Pa6r 
child — poor  child!"  A  vague  apprehessioa 
seized  her — ^first,  indeed,  caught  from  some  re- 
marks dropped  by  Mr.  Fielden,  which  were  less 
discreet  than  Dalibard  had  recommend^.  A 
day  or  two  afterward,  she  asked  Maiowariat 
carelessly,  **  why  he  had  never  spoken  to  ber 
at  Laughton  of  his  acquaintance  with  Fieldea.'* 

"  You  asked  me  that  before,*'  he  said*  sams> 
what  sullenly. 

"Didn  I  forget!  But  how  was  it!  Tdi 
me  again.** 

"  I  scarcely  know,"  he  replied,  confusedly ; 
"  we  were  always  talking  of  each  other,  or  poor 
Sir  Miles — our  own  hopes  and  fears." 

This  was  true,  and  a  lover's  natural  excuse. 
In  the  present  of  love  all  the  past  is  forgotten. 

"  Still,"  said  Lucretia,  with  ber  sidekMOg 
glance — "  still,  as  you  must  have  seen  much  ok 
my  own  sister — " 

Main  waring,  while  she  spoke,  was  at  work 
on  a  button  on  his  gaiter— <gaiters  were  thea 
worn  tight  at  the  ankle)— the  eflbrt  broagblthe 
blood  to  his  forehead. 

"  But."  ha  said,  still  stooninir  at  hia  oema* 
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tion,  *'you  were  so  little  intimate  with  year 
sister, — ^I  feared  to  offend.  Family  differences 
are  so  difficult  to  approach." 

Lucretia  was  satisfied  at  the  moment.  For 
so  vast  was  her  stake  in  Mainwaring's  heart, 
80  did  her  whole  heart  and  soul  grapple  to  the 
loek  left  serene  amid  the  deluge,  that  she  habit- 
ually and  resolutely  thrust  from  her  mind  all 
the  doubts  that  at  times  invaded  it. 

**  I  know,"  she  would  often  say  to  herself— 
"  I  know  he  does  not  love  as  I  do-— but  man 
Tierer  can,  never  ought  to  love  as  woman  I 
Were  I  a  man,  I  should  scorn  myself  if  I  could 
be  so  absorbed  in  one  emotion  as  I  am  prond 
to  be  now — I,  poor  woman !  I  know,"  again 
she  would  think, — "  I  know  how  suspicious  and 
distrustful  I  am — I  must  not  distrust  kim — I 
shall  only  irritate — I  may  lose  him :  I  dare  not 
distrust — ^it  would  be  too  dreadful." 

Thus,  as  a  system  vigorously  embraced  by  a 
determined  mind,  she  had  schooled  and  forced 
herself  into  reliance  on  her  lover.  His  words 
now,  we  say,  satisfied  her  at  the  moment ;  but 
afterward,  in  absence,  they  were  recalled,  in 
spite  of  herself— in  the  midst  of  fears,  shape- 
lose  and  undefined.  Involuntarily  she  began  to 
examine  the  countenance,  the  movements,  of 
her  sister — to  court  Sosan*s  society  more  than 
she  bad  done — for  her  previous  indifiference  had 
now  deepened  into  bitterness.  Susan,  the  neg- 
lected and  despised,  bad  become  her  equal---nay, 
more  than  her  equal — Sosan*s  children  would 
have  precedence  to  her  own  in  the  heritage  of 
Laoghton !  Hitherto  she  had  never  deigned  to 
talk  to  her  in  the  sweet  familiarity  of  sisters  so 
placed — ^never  deigned  to  confide  to  her  those 
,  feelings  for  her  future  husband,  which  burned 
lone  and  ardent  in  the  close  vault  of  her  guard- 
ed heart.  Now,  however,  she  began  to  name 
him,  wind  her  arm  into  Susan's,  talk  of  love 
and  home,  and  the  days  to  come ;  and  as  she 
spoke  she  read  the  workings  of  her  sister's  face. 
That  part  of  the  secret  grew  clear  almost  at 
the  first  glance.  Susan  loved—loved  William 
Mainwaring ;  but  was  it  not  a  love  hopeless 
and  unretumed  1  Might  not  this  be  the  cause 
that  had  made  Mainwaring  so  reserved  1  He 
might  have  seen,  or  conjectured,  a  conquest  he 
had  not  sought ;  and  hence,  with  manly  deli- 
cacy, he  had  avoided  naming  Susan  to  Lucre- 
tia ;  and  now,  perhaps,  sought  the  excuses 
which  at  times  had  chafed  and  wounded  her  for 
BOt  jeining  the  household  circle.  If  one  of 
those  who  glance  over  these  pages  chance  to 
be  a  person  more  than  usually  able  and  acute — 
a  person  who  has  loved  and  been  deceived — ^he 
or  she,  no  matter  which,  will  perhaps  recall 
those  first  monfents  when  the  doubt,  long  pot 
off,  insisted  to  be  heard ;  a  weak  and  fuolish 
heart  gives  way  to  the  doubt  at  once,  not  so  the 
subtiler  and  more  powerful ;  it  rather,  on  the 
eontrary,  recalls  all  the  little  circumstances  that 
justify  trust  and  make  head  against  suspicion ; 
it  will  not  render  the  citadel  at  the  mere  sound 
of  the  trumpet ;  it  arms  all  its  forces,  and  bars 
its  gates  on  the  foe.  Hence  it  is,  that  the  per- 
sons most  easy  to  dope  in  matters  pf  aflection 
are  asually  those  most  astute  in  the  larger  af- 
laiTB  of  life.  Moliere,  reading  every  riddle  in 
the  vast  complexities  of  human  character,  and 
clinging,  in  self-imposed  credoUty,  to  his  profli- 
gate wife,  in  a  tvim  of  a  strikinir  tmth      J^^tiTI  u 


foreboding,  a  warning  instinct  withheld  Lucre- 
tia from  plumbing  farther  into  the  deeps  of  her 
0W9  fears.  So  horrible  was  the  thought  that 
she  had  been  deceived,  that  rather  than  face 
it,  she  would  have  preferred  to  deceive  herself. 
This  poor  bad  heart  shrnnk  from  inquiry — ^it 
trembled  at  the  idea  of  condemnation.  She 
hailed  with  a  sentiment  of  release  that  partook 
of  rapture,  Susan's  abrupt  announcement,  one 
inorninL;,  that  she  had  accepted  an  invitation 
from  some  relations  of  her  father,  to  spend 
some  time  with  them  at  their  villa  near  Hemp- 
stead ;  she  was  to  go  the  end  of  the  week. 
Lucretia  hailed  it,  though  she  saw  the  cause. 
Susan  shrank  from  the  name  of  Mainwaring  on 
Lucretia's  lips — shrank  from  the  familiar  inter- 
course so  ruthlessly  forced  on  her !  With  a 
bright  eye,  that  day,  Lucretia  met  her  lover ; 
yet  she  would  not  tell  him  of  Susan's  intended 
departure — ^she  had  not  the  courage. 

Dalibard  was  foiled.  This  contradiction  in 
Lucrctia's  temper — so  suspicious---6o  determ- 
ined— puzzled  even  his  penetration.  He  saw 
that  bolder  tactics  were  required.  He  waylaid 
Mainwaring  on  the  young  man's  way  to  his 
lodgings,  and,  after  talking  to  him  on  indifferent 
matters,  asked  him  carelessly,  whether  he  did 
not  think  Susan  far  gone  in  a  decline.  Affect- 
ing not  tc^  notice  the  convalsive  start  with 
which  the  question  was  received,  he  went  on — 

"  There  is  evidently  something  on  her  mind 
—I  observe  that  her  eyes  are  often  red  as  wi^ 
weeping— poor  giri!  perhaps  some  silly  love 
afl^air.  However,  we  shall  not  see  her  again 
before  your  marriage ;  she  is  going  away  in  a 
day  or  two ;  the  change  of  air  may  possibly 
yet  restore  her:  I  own,  though,  I  fear  the 
worst.  At  this  time  of  the  year,  and  in  your 
climate,  such  complaints  as  I  take 'hers  to  be 
are  rapid.  Good  day.  We  may  meet  this 
evening." 

Terror-stricken  at  these  barbarous  words, 
Mainwaring  no  sooner  reached  his  lodgings 
than  he  wrote  and  dispatched  a  note  to  Field- 
en,  entreating  him  to  call. 

The  vicar  obeyed  the  sommons,  and  fbund 
Mainwaring  in  a  state  of  mind  bordering  on 
distraction ;  nor  when  Susan  was  named,  did 
Fielden's  words  take  the  shape  of  comfort ;  for 
he  himself  was  seriously  alarmed  for  her  health ; 
»the  sound  of  her  low  cough  rang  in  his  ears, 
and  he  rather  heightened  than  removed  the 
picture  which  haunted  Mainwaring  —  Susan, 
stricken,  dying,  broken-hearted ! 

Tortured  both  in  heart  and  conscience,  Main- 
waring felt  as  if  he  had  but  one  wish  lefl  in  the 
world — to  see  Susan  once  more!  What  to 
say,  he  scarce  knew ;  but  for  her  to  depart — 
depart,  perhaps,  to  her  grave,  believing  him 
coldly  indifferent— for  her  not  to  know,  at  least, 
his  struggles,  and  pronounce  his  pardon,  was  a 
thought  beyond  endurance.  Alter  such  an  in- 
terview, both  would  have  new  fortitude — both 
would  unite  in  encouraging  the  other  in  the 
only  step  left  to  honor.  And  this  desire  he 
urged  upon  Fielden  with  all  the  eloquence  of 
passionate  grief,  as  he  entreated  him  to  permit 
and  procure  one  last  conference  with  Susan. 
But  this,  the  plain  sense  and  straightforward 
conscience  of  the  good  man  long  refused.  If 
Mainwaring  had  been  left  in  the  position  to  ex- 

nlsiin   hia  ht*art  fn  T.nnrAtia.  it  WOuld  not  havfl 
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been  for  Fielden  to -object ;  but  to  have  a  clan- 
destine interview  with  one  sister  while  betroth- 
ed to  the  other,  bore  in  itself  a  character  too 
equivocal  to  meet  with  the  simple  vicar's  ap- 
proval. 

*•  What  can  you  apprehend  1"  exclaimed  the 
young  man,  almost  fiercely — ^for,  harassed  and 
tortured,  his  mild  nature  was  driven  to  bay. 
"  Can  you  suppose  that  I  shall  encourage  my 
own  misery  by  the  guilty  pleadings  of  unavail- 
ing lovel  All  that  I  ask  is  the  luxury— yes, 
the  luxury,  long  unknown  to  me,  of  candor — to 
place  fairly  and  manfully  before  Susan,  the  po- 
sition in  which  fate  has  involved  me.  Can  you 
suppose  that  we  shall  not  both  take  comfort 
and  strength  from  each  other  1  Our  duty  is 
plain  and  obvious ;  but  it  grows  less  painful, 
encouraged  by  the  lips  of  a  companion  in  suf- 
fering. I  tell  you  fairly,  that  see  Susan,  I  will 
and  must.  I  will  watch  round  her  home  where- 
ever  it  be— hour  after  hour— come  what  may, 
I  will  find  my  occasion.  Is  it  not  better  that 
the  interview  should  be  under  your  roof,  within 
the  same  walls  which  shelter  her  sister  1  TherCt 
the  place  itself  imposes  restraint  on  despair. 
Oh,  sir,  this  is  no  time  for  formal  scruples — be 
merciful,  I  beseech  you,  not  to  me,  but  to  Su- 
san. I  judge  of  her  by  myself.  I  know  that  I 
shall  go  to  the  altar  more  resigned  t^rthe  future, 
if  for  once  I  can  give  vent  to  what  weighs  upon 
my  heart.  She  will  then  see  as  I  do,  that  the 
pflth  before  me  is  inevitable,  she  will  compose 
herself  to  face  the  fate  that  compels  us.  We 
shall  swear  tacitly  to  each  other,  not  to  love, 
but  to  conquer  love.  Believe  me,  sir,  I  am  not 
selfish  in  this  prayer :  an  instinct,  the  intuition 
which' human  grief  has  into  the  secrets  of  hu- 
man grief,  assures  me  that  that  which  I  ask 
is  the  best  consolation  you  can  afford  to  Susan. 
Tou  own  she  is  ill — suffering.  Are  not  your 
fears  for  her  very  life — 0  Heaven,  for  her  very 
life — gravely  awakened  1  And  yet,  yoii  see,  we 
have  been  silent  to  each  other !  Can  speech 
be  more  fatal  in  its  results  than  silence  t  Oh, 
for  her  sake,  hear  me  V 

The  good  man's  tears  fell  fast — ^his  scruples 
were  shaken ;  there  was  truth  in  what  Main- 
waring  urged.  He  did  not  yet  yield ;  but  he 
promised  to  reflect,  and  inform  Mainwaring,  by 
a  line,  in  the  evening.  Finding  this  was  all  be 
could  effect,  the  young  man  at  last  suffered  him 
to  leave  the  bouse,  and  Fielden  hastened  to 
take  counsel  of  Dalibard ;  that  wily  persuader 
soon  reasoned  away  Mr.  Fielden's  last  faint 
objection  —  it  now  only  remained  to  procure 
Susan's  assent  to  the  interview,  and  to  arrange 
that  it  should  be  undisturbed.  Mr.  Fielden 
should  take  out  the  children  the  next  morning. 
Dalibard  volunteered  to  contrive  the  absence 
of  Lucretia  at  the  hour  appointed.  Mrs.  Field- 
en, alone,  should  remain  within,  and  might,  if 
it  were  judged  proper,  be  present  at  the  inter- 
view, which  was  fixed  for  the  forenoon  in  the 
Q&ual  drawing-room.  Nothing  but  Susan's  con- 
sent was  now  necessary,  and  Mr.  Fielden  as- 
cended to  her  room.  He  knocked  twice — no 
Bweet  voice  bade  him  enter;  he  opened  the 
door  gently— Susan  was  in  prayer.  At  the  op- 
posite comer  of  the  room,  by  the  side  of  her 
bed,  she  knelt,  her  face  buried  in  her  hands, 
and  he  heard,  low  and  indistinct,  the  murmur 
broken  by  the  sob.    But  gradually,  and,  as  he 


stood  unperceived,  sob  and  mumnr 
prayer  had  its  customary  and  blessed  eflfeet 
with  the  pure  and  earnest.  And  when  Sasaa 
rose,  thougo  the  tears  yet  rolled  down  her 
cheeks,  the  face  was  serene  as  an  angers. 

The  pastor  approached  and  took  her  hand — 
a  blush  then  broke  over  her  countenanoe — she 
trembled,  and  her  eyes  fell  on  the  ground. 
*'  My  child,"  he  said  solemnly,  "  God  will  bear 
you!"  And,  afler  those  words,  there  was  a 
long  silence.  He  then  drew  her  passively  to- 
ward a  seat,  and  sat  down  by  her,  embarrass- 
ed how  to  begin.  At  length,  he  said,  looking 
somewhat  aside,  "  Mr.  Mainwaring  has  made 
me  a  request — a  prayer  which  relates  to  yoo, 
and  which  I  refer  to  you.  He  asks  jon  to 
grant  him  an  interview  before  you  leave  os-» 
to-morrow,  if  you  will.  I  refused  at  first— { 
am  in  doubt  still ;  for,  my  dear,  I  have  always 
found  that,  when  the  feelings  move  us,  oar 
duty  becomes  less  clear  to  the  human  beart— 
corrupt,  we  know — but  still  it  is  often  a  safer 
guido  than  our  reason ;  I  never  knew  reason, 
unerring,  exeept  in  mathematics ;  we  have  no 
Euclid  (and  the  good  man  smiled  moumfally) 
in  the  problems  of  real  life  ;  I  won't  or^ge  yoa 
one  way  or  the  other— I  put  the  case  before 
you.  Would  it,  as  the  young  man  says,  give 
you  comfort  and  strength  to  see  him  oooe  again 
while,  while— in  short,  before  your  sister  ts-^ 
mean  (>efore — that  is,  would  it  soothe  you  mw, 
to  have  an  unreserved  communication  with 
him  ?    He  implores  it.   What  shall  I  answer!'* 

'*  This  trial,  too  !"  muttered  Susan  almost 
inaudibly— «' this  trial  which  I  once  yearned 
for" — and  the  hand  clasped  in  Fielden*8  was  as 
cokl  as  ice;  then,  turning  her  eyes  to  her 
guardian  somewhat  wildly,  she  cried — "  But  to 
what  end  1  what  object  1  why  shonld  be  wish 
to  see  mel" 

*'  To  take  greater  courage  to  do  his  duty— to 
feel  less  unhappy  at — at — " 

"  I  will  see  him,"  interrupted  Susan,  finnlj— 
"  he  is  right,  it  will  strengthen  both — ^I  will  see 
him !" 

*'  But  human  nature  is  weak,  my  ditld ;  if 
my  heart  be  so  now,  what  will  be  yours  1" 

**  Fear  me  not,"  answered  Susan,  with  a  sad, 
wandering  smile ;  and  she  repeated,  vacantly, 
*'  I  will  see  him  !" 

The  good  man  looked  at  her^-threw  his  arms 
round  her  wasted  form,  and,  lifting  ap  his  eyes, 
his  lips  stirred  with  such  half  syllabled  words 
as  fathers  breathe  on  high. 


CHAPTER  VHK 

TBB   DI8C0TKR7. 

Dalibard  had  undertaken  to  get  Lucretia 
from  the  house ;  in  fact  her  approaching  mar- 
riage rendered  necessary  a  communication  with 
Mr.  Parchmount,  as  executor  to  her  uncle's 
will,  relative  to  the  transfer  of  her  portion ;  and 
she  had  asked  Dalibard  to  accompany  her 
thither,  for  her  pride  shrank  from  receiving  the 
lawyer  in  the  shabby  parlor  of  the  shabby  kdg- 
ing-house ;  she  therefore,  that  evening,  fixed 
the  next  day,  before  noon,  for  the  visit  A  car- 
riage was  hired  for  the  occasion,  and,  when  it 
drove  off,  Mr.  Fielden  took  his  childiea  «  walk 
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to  Primroee-hill,  and  called,  as  was  agreed,  on 
Mainwaring  by  the  way. 

The  carriage  had  scarcely  rattled  fifty  yards 
throagh  the  street  when  Dalibard  fixed  his  eyes, 
with  deep  and  solemn  cooimiseratioD,  on  Lu- 
cretia.  Hitherto,  with  masterly  art,  he  had 
kept  aloof  from  direct  explanations  with  bis 
pupil ;  he  knew  that  she  woold  distrust  no  one 
like  himself.  The  plot  was  now  ripened,  and  it 
was  tiaie  for  the  main  agent  to  conduct  the  ca- 
tastrophe. The  look  was  so  expressive  that 
Lucretia  felt  a  chill  at  her  heart,  and  could  not 
help  exclaiming,  *'What  has  happened?  yon 
have  some  terrible  tidings  to  communicated 

"  I  have  indeed  to  say  that  which  may,  per- 
haps, cause  yon  to  hate  me  forever ;  as  we 
hate  those  who  report  our  afflictions.  I  most 
endnre  this ;  I  have  straggled  long  between  my 
indignation  and  my  compassion.  Rouse  np 
your  strong  mind,  and  hear  me.  Mainwaring 
loves  your  sister!" 

Locretia  uttered  a  cry  that  seemed  scarcely 
to  come  from  a  human  voice — 

"No — no!"  she  gasped  out,  "do  not  tell 
me.  I  will  hear  no  more  —  I  will  not  believe 
7011 !" 

With  an  inexpressible  pity  and  softness  in 
his  tone,  this  man,  whose  career  had  given 
him  such  profound  experience  in  the  frailties  of 
the  human  heart,  continued  :  "  I  do  not  ask 
you  to  believe  me,  Lucretia,  I  would  not  now 
speak,  if  you  had  not  the  opportunity  to  con- 
vince yourself;  even  those  with  whom  you  live 
are  false  to  you ;  at  this  moment,  they  have  ar- 
ranged an,  for  Mainwaring  to  steal,  in  your  ab- 
sence, to  your  sister ;  in  a  few  moments  more 
he  will  be  with  her ;  if  you  yourself  would  learn 
what  passes  between  them  you  have  the 
power." 

**  I  have — ^1  have  not — ^not — ^the  courage  ; — 
drive  on — ^faster — ^faster." 

Dalibard  again  was  foiled.  In  this  strange 
cowardice,  there  was  something  so  terrible, 
yet  80  touching,  that  it  became  sublime — it 
was  the  grasp  of  a  drowning  soul  at  the  last 
plank. 

*'  Yon  are  right,  perhaps,"  he  said  after  a 
pause  -,  and  wisely  forbearing  all  taunt  and  re- 
sistance, he  left  the  heart  to  its  own  work- 
ings. 

Suddenly,  Lucretia  caught  at  the  check-string 
— "Stop,"  she  exclaimed — "  stop !  I  will  not, 
I  can  not  endure  this  suspense,  to  last  through 
a  life !  I  wih  learn  the  worst.  Bid  him  drive 
back." 

"  We  must  descend  and  walk ;  you  forget  we 
must  enter  unsuspected ;"  and  Dalibard,  as  the 
carriage  stopped,  opened  the  door  and  let  down 
the  steps. 

Lucretia  recoiled,  then  pressing  one  hand  to 
lier  heart,  she  descended  without  touching  the 
arm  held  out  to  her. 

Dalibard  bade  the  coachman  wait,  and  they 
walked  back  to  the  house. 

"  Yes,  he  may  see  her,"  exclaimed  Lucretia, 
her  face  brightening.  "  Ah,  there  you  have  not 
deceived  me  ;  I  see  your  stratagem — I  despise 
it ;  I  know  she  loves  him ;  she  has  sought  this 
interview.  He  is  so  mild  and  gentle,  so  fear- 
.  ful  to  give  pain ;  he  has  consented,  from  pity — 
that  is  all.    Is  he  not  pledged  to  me  ?    He,  so 


somewhere  in  the  world.  If  he  is  false,  where 
find  truth  1  Dark  man,  must  I  look  for  it  in 
you  1— ^ott  r* 

"  It  IS  not  my  truth  I  require  you  to  test ;  I 
pretend  not  to  truth  universal ;  I  can  be  true  to 
one  as  you  may  yet  discover :  fiut  I  own  your 
belief  is  not  impossible ;  my  interest  in  you 
may  have  made  roe  rash  and  unjust — what  yon 
may  overhear,  far  from  destroying,  may  con- 
firm forever  your  happiness.  Would  that  it 
may  be  so !" 

"  It  must  be  so,"  returned  Lucretia,  with  a 
fearful  gloom  on  her  brow  and  in  her  accent ; 
"  I  will  interpret  every  word  to  my  own  salva- 
tion." 

Dalibard's  countenance  changed,  despite  his 
usual  control  over  it.  He  had  set  all  his  chances 
upon  this  cast,  and  it  was  more  hazardous 
than  he  had  deemed.  He  had  counted  too 
much  upon  the  jealousy  of  common  natures. 
After  all,  how  little  to  the  ear  of  one  resolved 
to  deceive  herself  might  pass  between  these 
yonng  persons,  meeting  not  to  avow  attach- 
ment, but  to  take  courage  from  each  other! 
what  restraint  might  they  impose  on  their  feel- 
ings !    Stiil  the  game  must  be  played  out. 

As  they  now  neared  the  house,  Dalibard 
looked  carefully  round,  lest  they  should  en- 
counter ^pinwaring  on  his  way  to  it.  He  had 
counted  on  arriving  before  the  young  man  could 
get  there. 

"  But,"  said  Lucretia,  breaking  silence,  with 
an  ironical  smile  —  "but  (for  your  tender 
anxiety  for  me  has,  no  doubt,  provided  all 
means  and  contrivance,  all  necessary  aids  to 
baseness  and  eaves-dropping,  that  can  assure 
my  happiness),  how  am  I  to  be  present  at  this 
interview  1" 

"I  have  provided,  as  you  say,"  answered 
Dalibard,  in  the  tone  of  a  man  deeply  hurt, 
"  those  means  which  I,  who  have  found  the 
world  one  foe  and  one  traitor,  deemed  the  best, 
to  distinguish  falsehood  from  truth.  I  have 
arranged  that  we  shall  enter  the  house  unsus- 
pected. Mainwaring  and  your  sister  will  be  in 
the  drawing-room— the  room  next  to  it  will  be 
vacant,  as  Mr.  Fielden  is  from  home ;  there  is 
but  a  glass  door  between  the  two  chambers." 

"  Enough,  enough !"  and  Lucretia  turned 
ronnd,  and  placed  her  hand  lightly  on  the  Pro- 
ven^ars  arm.  "The  next  hour  will  decide 
whether  the  means  you  suggest,  to  learn  troth 
and  defend  safety,  will  be  familiar  or  loathsome 
to  me  for  life — will  decide  whether  trust  is  a 
madness-— whether  yon,  my  youth's  teacher, 
are  the  wisest  of  men,  or  only  the  most  dan- 
gerous." 

"  Believe  me,  or  not,  when  I  say,  I  would 
rather  the  decision  should  condemn  me ;  for  I, 
too,  have  need  of  confidence  in  men." 

Nothing  further  was  said ;  the  dull  street 
was  quiet  and  desolate  as  usual.  Dalibard  had 
taken  with  him  the  key  of  the  house-door. 
The  door  opened  noiselessly— they  were  in 
the  house.  Mainwaring*s  cloak  was  in  the 
hall;  he  had  arrived  a  few  moments  before 
them. — Dalibard  pointed  silently  to  that  evi* 
dence  in  favor  of  his  tale.  Lucretia  bowed 
her  bead,  but  with  a  look  that  implied  de- 
fiance; and  (still  without  a  word)  she  ascended 
the  stairs,  and  entered  the  room  appointed  for 
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tber  corner  of  the  chamber  she  saw  Mrs. 
Fielden  seated — seated,  remote  and  out  of 
heating.  The  good-natured  woman  had  yielded 
to  Mainwaring's  prayer  and  Sasao^s  silent 
look  that  enforced  it,  to  let  their  interview  be 
unwitnessed.  She  did  not  perceive  Lucretia 
till  the  last  walked  glidingly,  hot  firmly,  up  to 
her,  placed  a  burning  hand  on  her  lips,  and 
whispered — "  Hush,  betray  me  not ;  my  happi- 
ness for  life — ^Susan's — ^his—are  at  stake!  I 
must  hear  what  passes ;  it  is  my  fate  that  is 
deciding.  Hush — I  command ! — for  I  have  the 
right !" 

Mrs.  Fielden  was  awed  and  startled;  and 
before  she  could  recover  even  breath,  Lucretia 
had  quitted  her  side,  and  taken  her  post  at  the 
fiital  door.  She  liAed  the  comer  of  the  curtain 
from  the  glass  panel,  and  looked  in. 

Mainwaring  was  seated  at  a  little  distance 
from  Susan,  whose  face  was  turned  from  her. 
Mainwaring's  countenance  was  in  full  view. 
But  it  was  Susan's  voice  that  met  her  ear ; 
and  though  sweet  and  low,  it  was  distinct,  and 
even  firm.  It  was  evident  from  the  words 
that  the  conferenoe  had  but  just  begun. 

'*  Indeed,  Mr.  Mainwaring,  you  have  nothing 
to  explain — nothing  of  which  to  accuse  your- 
self. It  was  not  for  this,  believe  me" — and 
here  Susan  turned  her  face,  and  i^  aspect  of 
heavenly  innocence  met  the  dry,  lurid  eye  of 
the  unseen  witness — '*  not  for  this,  believe  me, 
that  I  consented  to  see  you.  If  I  did  so,  it 
was  only  because  I  thought— because  I  feared 
from  your  manner,  when  we  met  at  times,  still 
more  from  your  evident  avoidance  to  meet  me 
at  ail,  that  you  were  unhappy  (for  I  know  you 
kind  and  honest) ;  unhappy  at  the  thought  that 
you  had  wounded  me,  and  my  heart  could  not 
bear  that,  nor,  perhaps,  my  pride  either.  That 
yoQ  should  have  forgotten  me — "' 

"  Forgotten  you !" 

«*That  yon  should  have  been  captivated" 
(eontinued  Susan,  in  a  more  hurri^  tone)  *'  by 
one  80  superior  to  me  in  all  things  as  Lucretia, 
is  very  natural.  I  thought,  then — thought  only 
—that  nothing  could  cloud  your  happiness  but 
some  reproach  of  a  conscience  tok>  sensitive. 
For  this  I  have  met  you — met  you  without  a 
thought  which  Lucretia  would  have  a  right  to 
blame,  could  she  read  my  heart ;  met  you  (and 
tiie  voice  for  the  first  time  faltered),  that  I 
might  say,  *  Be  at  peace :  it  is  your  sister  that 
addresses  you.  Requite  Lucretia*s  love— 4t  is 
deep  and  strong ;  give  her  as  she  gives  to  you 
—a  whole  heart;  and  in  your  happiness,  I, 
your  aister-^ister  to  both—/  shall  be  blest.' " 
With  a  smile  inexpressibly  touching  and  in- 

Smnous,  she  held  out  her  hand  as  she  ceased, 
ainwaring  sprang  forward,  and,  despite  her 
struggle,  pressed  it  to  his  lips — ^his  heart. 

"Oh,"  he  exclaimed,  in  broken  accents, 
which  gradually  became  more  clear  and  loud, 
*•  what — what  have  I  lost !— lost  forever !  No, 
no,  I  will  be  worthy  of  you !  I  do  not — I  dare 
not  say  that  I  love  you  still !  I  feel  what  I 
owe  to  Lucretia.  How  I  became  first  ensnared, 
infatnated;  how,  with  your  image  graven  so 
deeply  here—" 

"  Mainwaring— Mr.  Mainwaring— I  most  not 
hear  you.    Is  this  your  promise  1" 

"  Yes,  you  must  hear  me  yet.  How  I  be- 
came engaged  to  your  aiater— so  different,  in- 


deed, from  you— I  start  in  amaze  and  bewflder 
ment  when  I  seek  to  conjecture.  Bat  so  it 
was.  For  me  i^e  has  -forfeited  fonimey  mnk 
— all  which  that  proud,  stern  heart  so  pnied 
and  coveted.  Heaven  is  my  witness  how  I 
have  struggled  to  repay  her  afifection  with  ray 
own ;  if  I  can  not  succeed,  at  least,  all  that 
faith  and  gratitude  can  give  are  hers.  Yee; 
when  I  leave  you,  comforted  by  your  for^ve- 
ness,  your  prayers,  I  shall  have  strength  to 
tear  you  from  my  heart — ^it  is  my  duty — my 
fate.  With  a  firm  step  I  will  go  to  these  ab- 
horred  nuptiais.  Oh,  shudder  not;  tnm  not 
away !  Forgive  the  word ;  but  I  most  speak — 
my  heart  will  out— yes,  abhorred  nuptials !  Be- 
tween my  grave  and  the  altar,  would — woM 
that  I  had  a  choice !" 

From  this  burst,  which  in  vain  from  time  (e 
time  Susan  had  sought  to  check,  Mainwanng 
waa  startled  by  an  apparition  which  fme  his 
veins,  as  a  ghost  from  the  grave.  The  door 
was  thrown  open,  and  Lucretia  stood  in  the 
aperture — stood,  gazing  on  him,  face  to  face ; 
and  her  own  was  so  colorless,  so  rigid,  so 
locked  in  its  livid  and  awful  solemnity  of  as- 
pect, that  it  was,  indeed,  as  one  risen  from  the 
dead. 

Dismayed  by  the  abrupt  cry,  and  the  changed 
face  of  her  lover,  Susan  turned  and  beheU  her 
sister.  With  the  impulse  of  the  pieieed  and 
loving  heart,  which  divined  all  the  agony  in- 
flicted, she  sprang  to  Locretia's  side — ^she  fell 
to  the  ground,  and  clasped  her  knees. 

"  Do  not  heed— do  not  believe  him :  it  is  bat 
the  frenzy  of  a  moment.  He  apoke  but  to  de- 
ceive me — fiitf,  who  loved  him  once!  Mine 
alone— mine  is  the  crime.  He  knows  all  your 
worth ;  pity — pity — pity  on  yourself,  on  him — 
on  me !" 

Lucretia's  eyes  fell  with  the  glare  of  a  fiend 
upon  the  imploring  face  lifted  to  her  own.  Ber 
lips  moved,  but  no  sound  was  andiUe.  At 
length  she  drew  herself  from  her  sister's  clasp, 
and  walked  steadily  up  to  Mainwaring.  She 
surveyed  him  with  a  calm  and  cruel  gase,  as  if 
she  enjoyed  his  shame  and  terror.  Belbre, 
however,  she  spoke,  Mrs.  Fielden,  who  had 
watched,  as  one  spell-bound,  Lucretia's  move- 
ments, and  without  hearing  what  had  passed, 
had  the  full  foreboding  of  what  would  casse, 
but  had  not  stirred  till  Lucretia  heraelf  ienni- 
nated  the  suspense,  and  broke  the  charm  of 
her  awe, — before  she  spoke,  Mrs.  Fiekiea 
rushed  in,  and  giving  vent  to  b^r  agitation  ia 
loud  sobs,  as  she  threw  her  arms  round  Sasan» 
who  waa  still  kneeling  on  the  floor,  broagbt 
something  of  grotesque  to  the  more  txagie  and 
fearful  character  of  the  scene. 

*'  My  uncle  was  right ;  there  is  neither 
courage  nor  honor  in  the  base-bom.  He,  the 
schemer,  too,  is  right  AH  hollow — all  false !" 
Thus  said  Lucretia,  with  a  strange  sort  of  mus- 
ing accent,  at  first  scornful,  at  last  only  quietly 
abstracted.  "  Rise,  sir,"  ^e  then  added,  with 
her  most  imperious  tone;  "do  you  not  hear 
your  Susan  weep  1  do  you  fear  in  my  presence 
to  console  her  1  Coward  to  her,  as  forsworn  to 
me.    (So,  sir,  you  are  free !" 

*'  Hear  me,"  faltered  Mainwaring,  attempt- 
ing  to  seize  her  hand ;  "  I  do  not  ask  yon  to 
forgive;  but — " 

"  Foraive,  sir '."  inteimDted  Lucretia.  i 
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her  head,  and,  with  a  look  of  freezing  and  nn- 
epeakabJe  majesty,  "  there  is  only  one  person 
here  who  needs  a  pardon  ;  but  her  fault  is  in- 
expiable :  it  is  the  woman  who  stooped  be* 
neath  her?" 

With  these  words,  hurted  from  her  with  a 
soorn  which  crushed,  while  it  g;al)ed,  she  me- 
chanically drew  round  her  form  her  black 
mantle  ;  her  eye  glanced  on  the  deep  mourn- 
ing of  the  garment,  and  her  memory  recalled 
all  that  that  love  had  cost  her ;  but  she  added 
no  other  reproach.  Slowly  she  turned  away. 
Passing  Susan,  who  lay  senselees  in  Mrs. 
Fieiden's  arms,  she  paused,  and  kissed  her 
forehead. 

"When  she  recovers,  madam,"  she  said,  to 
Mrs.  Fielden,  who  was  moved  and  astonished 
by  this  softness,  •*  say,  that  Lucrelia  Clavering 
ottered  a  vow,  when  she  kissed  the  brow  of 
William  Malnwaring's  future  wife !" 

Olivier  Dalibard  was  still  seated  in  the  parlor 
below  when  Lucretia  entered.  Her  fac^yet 
retained  its  almost  unearthly  rigidity  and  ealm ; 
bat  a  sort  of  darkness  had  come  over  its  ashen 
pallor-— that  shade  so  indescribable  which  is 
seen  in  the  human  faee,  afler  long  illness,  a 
day  or  two  before  death.  Dalibard  was  ap- 
palled, for  he  had  too  often  seen  that  kue  in 
the  dying,  not  to  recognize  it  now.  His  emo- 
tion was  sufficiently  genuine  to  give  more  than 
usual  earnestness  to  his  voice  and  gesture,  as 
he  poured  out  every  word  that  spoke  sympathy 
and  soothing.  For  a  long  time  Lucretia  did 
not  seem  to  hear  him :  at  last  her  face  softened 
— ^the  ice  broke. 

"  Motherless — friendless — lone — alone  fdr- 
«^er — undone— undone  !*'  she  murmured.  Her 
head  sunk  upon  the  shoulder  of  her  fearful  coun- 
selor, unconscious  of  its  resting-place,  and  she 
burst  into  tears — tears  which,  perhaps,  saved 
ber  reason  or  her  life. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


A   SOUL  WITHOUT  HOPS. 

Wrbn  Mr.  Fielden  retomed  home,  Lucretia 
bad  quitted  the  bouse.  She  left  a  line  for  him 
in  her  usual  bold,  clear  handwriting,  referring 
him  to  bis  wife  for  explanation  of  the  reasons 
that  forbade  a  further  residence  beneath  his 
roof  She  had  removed  to  an  hotel,  until  she 
had  leisure  to  arrange  her  plans  for  the  future. 
In  a  few  months,  she  should  be  of  age  ;  and  in 
the  mean  while,  who  now  living  claimed  au- 
thority over  her  1  For  the  rest,  she  added — "  I 
repeat  what  I  told  Mr.  Mainwaring,  all  engage- 
ment between  us  is  at  an  end — he  will  not 
insult  me  either  by  letter  or  by  -visit.  It  is 
natural  that  I  should  at  present  shrink  from 
seeing  Susan  Mivers.  Hereafter,  if  permitted, 
1  will  visit  Mrs.  Mainwaring." 

Though  all  had  chanced  as  Mr.  Fielden  had 
desired  (if,  as  he  once  half-meditated,  he  bad 
spoken  to  Lucretia  hereelO— though  a  marriage 
that  could  have  brought  happiness  to  none,  and 
would  have  made  the  misery  of  two,  was  at  an 
end,  he  yet  felt  a  bitter  pang,  almost  of  remorse, 
when  he  learned  what  bad  occurred.  And  Lu- 
eretia,  before  secretly  disliked  (if  any  one  he 
«ould  dislike),  became  dear  to  him  at  once,  by 
iorrow  and  compassion.    Forgetting  every  per- 


son, he  hurried  to  the  hotel  Lueretia  had  chosen, 
but  her  coldness  deceived  and  her  pride  repelled 
him.  She  listened  dryly  to  all  he  said,  and 
merely  replied — "I  feel  only  gratitude  at  my 
escape.    Let  this  subject  now  close  forever.** 

Mr.  Fielden  left  her  presence  with  less  anx- 
ious and  commiserating  leelings— perhaps  all 
had  chanced  for  the  best.  And,  on  returning 
home,  his  whole  mind  became  absorbed  in 
alarm  for  Svsan.  She  was  delirious  and  in 
great  danger — it  was  many  weeks  before  she 
recovered.  Meanwhile,  Lucretia  had  removed 
into  private  apartments,  of  which  she  withheld 
the  address.  During  this  time,  therefore,  they 
lost  sight  of  her. 

If,  amid  the  punishments  with  which  the 
somber  imagination  o'f  poets  has  diversified  the 
realm  of  the  tortured  shadows,  it  had  depicted 
some  soul  condemned  to  look  evermore  down 
into  an  abyss — all  change  to  its  gaze  forbidden 
—chasm  upon  chasm,  yawning  deeper  and 
deeper,  darker  and  darker,  endless  and  infinite 
— so  that,  eternally  gazing,  the  soul  became, 
as  it  were,  a  part  of  the  abyss,  such  an  image 
would  symbol  forth  the  state  of  Lucretia's  mind. 

It  was  not  the  mere  desolation  of  one  whom 
love  has  abandoned  and  betrayed.  In  the  abyss, 
were  mingled  inextricably  together,  the  gloom 
of  the  past  and  of  the  future — ^there,  the  broken 
fortunes,  the  omshed  ambition,  the  ruin  of  the 
worMly  expectations  long  inseparable  from  her 
schemes ;  and  amid  ihem,  the  angry  shade  of 
the  more  than  father,  whose  heart  she  had 
wrung,  whose  old  age  she  had  speeded  to  the 
grave.  These  sacrifices  to  love,  while  love 
was  left  to  her,  might  have  haunted  ber  at  mo- 
ments, but  a  smile,  a  word,  a  glance,  banished 
the  regret  and  the  remorse.  Now,  love  being 
razed  out  of  life,  the  ruins  of  all  else  loomed 
dismal  amid  the  darkness ;  and  a  voice  rose  up, 
whispering,  "  Lo,  Fool !  what  thou  hast  lost  be- 
cause thou  didst  believe  and  love  I"  And  this 
thought  grasped  together  the  two  worlds  of  being 
— the  what  has  been,  and  the  what  shall  be.  Ail 
hope  seemed  stricken  from  the  future  as  a  man 
strikes  from  the  calcn'lations  of  his  income  the 
returns  from  a  property  irrevocably  lost.  At 
her  age,  but  few  of  her  sex  have  parted  with 
religion,  but  even  s«ch  mechanical  faith  as  the 
lessons  of  her  childhood,  and  the  constrained 
conformities  with  Chnstim  ceremonies  had  in- 
stilled, had  long  since  mehed  avray  in  the  bard 
scholastic  skepticism  of  her  fatal  tutor— «  skep- 
ticism which  had  won,  with  little  eflfort,  a  rea- 
son delighting  in  the  maze  of  doabt,  and  easily 
narrowed  into  the  cramped  and  iron  logio  of 
disbelief,  by  an  intellect  that  scorned  to  submit 
where  it  failed  to  comprehend.  Nor  had  faith 
givien  place  to  those  large  moral  truths  from 
which  philosophy  hfw  sought  to  restore  the 
proud  statue  of  pagan  Virtue  as  a  substitute 
for  the  meek  symbol  of  the  Christian  cross. 
By  temperament  unsocial— fior  readily  moved 
to  the  genial  and  benevolent— that  absolute 
egotism  in  which  Olivier  Dalibard  centered  his 
dreary  ethics,  seemed  sanctioned  to  Lucretia 
by  her  studies  into  the  motives  of  man  and  the 
history  of  the  world.  She  had  read  the  chron- 
icles of  states,  and  the  memoirs  of  statesmen, 
and  seen  how  craft  carries  on  the  movements 
of  an  age.  Those  Viseontis,  Castruccios,  and 
Medici— thoae  Riohelieas,  and  Maaarinsv  and 
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De  Retza— 4hoM  Loyolas,  and  Mohammeds, 
and  Crom wells— those  Monks  aod  Godolpbins 
— those  Marlboroughs  and  Walpoles — those 
founders  of  history,  and  dynasties,  and  sects — 
those  leaders  and  dapers  of  men.  greater  or 
lesser,  cormpters  or  corrupt — all  standing  out 
prominent  and  renowned  from  the  guiltless  and 
laureless  obscure,  seemed  to  win,  by  the  hom- 
age of  posterity,  the  rewards  that  attend  the 
deceivers  of  their  time.  By  a  superb  arrogance 
of  generalization,  she  transferred  into  private 
life,  and  the  rule  of  commonplace  actions,  the 
policy,  that,  to  the  abasement  of  honor,  has  so 
often  triumphed  in  the  guidance  of  states. 
Therefore,  betimes,  the  whole  frame  of  society 
was  changed  to  her  eye,  from  the  calm  aspect 
it  wears  to  those  who  live  united  with  their 
kind — she  viewed  all  seemings  with  suspicion ; 
and  before  she  had  entered  the  world,  prepared 
to  live  in  it  as  a  conspirator  in  a  city  convulsed, 
spying  and  espied,  schemed  against  and  schem- 
ing— here  the  crown  for  the  craAy,  there  the 
ax  for  the  outwitted. 

fiut  her  love,  for  love  is  trust,  had  led  her 
half-way  forth  from  this  maze  of  the  intellect. 
That  fair  youth  of  inexperience  and  candor, 
which  seemed  to  bloom  out  in  the  face  of  her 
betrothed — ^bis  very  shrinkmg  from  the  schemes 
80  natural  to  her  that  to  her  they  seemed  even 
innocent — his  apparent  reliance  on  mere  mascu- 
line ability,  with  the  plain  aids  of  perseverance 
and  honesty — all  had  an  attraction  that  plucked 
her  back  from  herself  If  she  clung  to  him, 
firmly,  blindly,  credulously,  it  was  not  as  the 
lover  alone.  In  the  lover,  she  beheld  the  good 
angel.  Had  he  only  died  to  her — still  the  angel 
smile  would  have  survived  and  warned.  But 
the  man  had  not  died — the  angel  itself  had  de- 
ceived ; — ^the  wings  could  uphold  her  no  more 
— ^they  bad  touched  the  mire  and  were  sullied 
with  the  soil; — ^with  the  stain,  was  forfeited 
the  strength.  All  was  deceit,  and  hollo wness, 
and  treachery.  Lone  again  in  the  universe, 
rose  the  eternal  i.  So  down  into  the  abyss 
she  looked,  depth  upon  depth,  and  the  darkness 
had  no  relief,  and  the  deep  had  no  end. 

Olivier  Daiibard  alone,  of  all  she  knew,  was 
admitted  to  her  seclusion.  He  played  his  part 
as  might  be  expected,  from  the  singular  patience 
and  penetration  which  belonged  to  the  genius  of 
his  character.  He  forbore  the  most  distant  al- 
lusion to  his  attachment  or  his  hopes.  He 
evinced  sympathy,  rather  by  imitating  her  si- 
lence, than  attempts  to  console.  When  he 
spoke,  he  sought  to  interest  her  mind,  more 
than  to  heal  directly  the  deep  wounds  of  her 
heart.  There  is  always,  to  the  afflicted,  a 
certain  charm  in  the  depth  and  bitterness  of 
eloquent  misanthropy.  And  Daiibard,  who  pro- 
fessed not  to  be  a  roan-hater,  but  a  world-scom- 
er,  had  powers  of  language  and  of  reasoning 
commensurate  with  his  astute  intellect  and  his 
profound  research.  His  society  became  not 
only  a  relief,  it  grew  almost  a  want,  to  that 
stern  sorrower.  But,  whether  alarmed  or  not 
by  the  influence  she  felt  him  gradually  acquir- 
ing, or  whether,  through  some  haughty  desire 
to  rise  once  more  aloft  from  the  state  of  her 
rival  and  her  lover,  she  made  one  sudden  effort 
to  grasp  at  the  rank  from  which  she  had  been 
hnrled.  The  only  living  person,  whose  con- 
nection ooold  reopen  to  her  the  great  world, 


with  its  splendors  and  its  scope  to  ambitioa, 
was  Charles  Vernon.  She  scarcely  admitted 
to  her  own  mind  the  idea  that  she  would  now 
accept,  if  offered,  the  suit  she  had  before  de- 
spised— she  did  not  even  contemplate  the  re- 
newal of  that  sait-~though  there  was  someifaiog 
in  the  gallant  and  disinterested  character  of 
Vernon  which  should  have  made  her  believe 
he  would  regard  their  altered  fortunes  rather 
as  a  claim  on  his  honor  than  a  release  to  his 
engagements.  But  hitherto  no  comoannicatMiD 
had  passed  between  them,  and  this  was  strange 
if  he  retained  the  same  intentions  which  he 
had  announced  at  Langhton.  Putting  aside, 
we  say,  however,  all  such  considerations,  Ver- 
non had  sought  her  friendship,  called  her  '*  cous- 
in," enforced  the  distant  relationship  between 
them.  Not  as  lover,  but  as  kinsman,  the  osl^f 
kinsman  of  her  own  rank  she  possi^Ged— his 
position  in  the  world,  his  connections,  his  bril- 
liant range  of  acquaintance,  made  bis  oonosel 
for  jier  future  plans,  his  aid  in  the  reestabbsh- 
ment  of  her  consequence  (if  not  as  wealthy, 
still  as  well  born),  and  her  admission  amonf 
her  equals,  of  price  and  value.  It  was  worth 
sounding  the  depth  of  the  friendship  he  bad 
offered,  even  if  his  love  had  passed  away  with 
the  fbrtune  on  which  doubtless  it  bad  bees 
based. 

She  took  a  bold  step  —  she  wrote  to  Vemoa 
—  not  even  to  allude  to  what  had  passed  be- 
tween them :  her  pride  forbade  such  unwomio- 
ly  vulgarity.  The  baseness  that  was  in  her, 
took  at  least  a  more  delicate  exterior.  She 
wrote  to  him  simply  and  distantly,  to  state  that 
there  were  some  books  and  trifles  of  hers  kft 
at  Laugbton,  whk:h  she  prized  beyond  their 
trivial  value ;  and  to  request,  as  she  believed 
him  to  be  absent  from  the  Hail,  permiaMioa  to 
take  her  old  home  in  her  way  to  a  visit  in  a 
neighboring  county,  and  point  oat  to  whomso- 
ever he  might  appoint  to  meet  her,  the  effects 
she  deemed  herself  privileged  to  dairo.  The 
letter  was  one  merely  of  business,  but  it  was  a 
sufllcient  test  of  the  friendly  feelings  of  her 
former  suitor. 

She  sent  this  letter  to  Vernon's  boose  ia 
London,  and  the  next  day  came  the  answer. 

Vernon,  we  most  own,  entirely  sympathiaed 
with  Sir  Miles,  in  the  solemn  injunctioBs  tbe 
old  man  had  bequeathed.  Immediately  after  the 
death  of  one  to  whom  we  owe  gratitude  and 
love,  all  his  desires  take  a  sanctity  irresistible 
and  ineffable.  We  adopt  his  affection,  his  dis- 
likes, his  obligations  and  his  wrongs.  And 
afler  he  had  read  the  copy  of  Lncretia*s  letter, 
iuclosed  to  him  by  Sir  Miles,  the  conquest  the 
poor  baronet  had  made  over  resentment  and 
vindictive  emotion,  the  evident  effort  at  pas- 
aionless  justice  with  which  he  had  provided 
becomingly  for  his  niece,  while  he  canceled 
her  claims  as  his  heiress,  had  filled  .Vernon 
with  a  reverence  for  his  wishes  and  decisions, 
which  overbore  all  those  inclinations  to  over- 
generosity  which  an  unexpected  inheritance  is 
apt  to  create  toward  the  less  fortunate  expect- 
ants; nevertheless,  Locretia's  direct  applica- 
tion, her  formal  appeal  to  his  common  courtesy 
as  host  and  kinsman,  perplexed  greatly  a  maa 
ever  accustomed  to  a  certain  chivalry  toward 
the  sex ;  the  usual  frankness  of  his  dispositiea 
suggested,  however,  plain  dealing  as  the  beat 
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Moape  Irom  hia  dUemma,  and  therefore  he  an- 
swered thus : — 

^'MiDAit: — Under  other  circumstancee,  it 
s  woold  have  giyen  me  no  common  pleasure  to 
place  the  house,  that  you  so  long  inhabited, 
again  at  yonr  disposal.  And  I  feel  so  painfully 
the  position  which  my  refusal  of  your  request 
inflicts  upon  me,  that  rather  than  resort  to  ex- 
cuses and  pretexts,  which,  while  conveying  an 
impression  of  my  sincerity,  would  seem  almost 
like  an  insult  to  yourself,  I  venture  frankly  to 
inform  you,  that  it  was  the  dying  wish  of  my 
lamented  kinsman,  in  consequence  of  a  letter 
which  came  under  his  eye,  that  the  welcome 
you  had  hitherto  received  at  Laughton.  should 
be  withdrawn.  Pardon  jne,  madam,  if  I  ex- 
press myself  thus  bluntly — it  is  somewhat  ne- 
cessary to  the  vindication  of  my  character  in 
your  eyes,  both  as  regards  the  honor  of  your 
request  and  my  tacit  resignation  of  hopes, 
fervently,  but  too  presumptuously  entertain- 
ed. In  this  most  painful  candor.  Heaven  forbid 
that  I  should  add  wantonly  to  your  self-re- 
proaches for  the  fault  of  youth  and  inexperi- 
ence, which  I  should  be  the  last  person  to  judge 
rigidly,  and  which,  had  Sir  Miles's  life  been 
apared,  you  would  doubtless  have  amply  re- 
paired. The  feelings  which  actuated  Sir  Miles 
in  his  latter  days  might  have  changed;  but  the 
injunction  those  feelings  prompted  I  am  bound 
to  respect. 

"  For  the  mere  matter  of  business,  on  which 
you  have  done  me  the  honor  to  address  me,  I 
have  only  to  say,  that  any  orders  you  may  give 
to  the  steward,  or  transmit  through  any  person 
you  may  send  to  the  Hall,  with  regard  to  the 
effects  you  so  naturally  desire  to  daim,  shall 
be  implicitly  obeyed. 

*'And  believe  me,  madam  (though  I  do  not 
presume  to  add  those  expressions,  which  might 
rather  heighten  the  offense  I  fear  this  letter 
will  give  you),  that  the  assurance  of  your  hap- 
piness in  the  choioe  you  have  made,  and  which 
now  no  obstacle  can  oppose,  will  considerably 
lighten  the  pain  with  which  I  shall  long  recall 
my  ungracious  reply  to  your  communication. 
*'  I  have  the  honor  to  be,  dec.  &o., 
•*  C.  Vernon  St.  John. 
*<  Brook-stxeet,  Dec.  S8, 18—." 

The  receipt  of  such  a  letter  could  hardly  add 
to  the  profouoder  grief  which  preyed  in  the  in- 
nermost core  of  Lucretia's  heart,  but  in  repel- 
ling the  effort  she  had  made  to  distract  that 
grief  by  ambition,,  it  blackened  the  sullen  de- 
spondency with  which  she  regarded  the  future. 
As  the  insect  in  the  hollow  snare  of  the  ant- 
lion,  she  felt  that  there  was  no  footing  up  the 
sides  of  the  cave  into  which  she  had  fallen—the 
sand  gave  way  to  the  step.  But  despondency, 
in- her,  brought  no  meekness — the  cloud  did  not 
descend  in  rain  ;  resting  over  the  horizon,  its 
darkness  was  tinged  with  the  fires  which  it  fed. 
The  heart,  already  so  imbittered,  was  stong 
and  mortified  into  intolerable  shame  and  wrath. 
From  the  home  that  should  have  been  hers,  in 
which,  as  acknowledged  heiress,  she  had  smiled 
down  on  the  ruined  Vernon,  she  was  banished 
by  him  who  had  supplanted  her,  as  one  worth- 
less and  polluted.  Though,  from  motives  of 
obvious  delicacy,  Vernon  bad  not  said  express- 
ly that  he  had  seen  the  letter  to  Mainwarins. 


the  unfamiliar  and  formal  tone  which  he  as- 
sumed, indirectly  declared  it,  and  betrayed  the 
impression  it  had  made,  in  spite  of  his  reserve. 
A  living  man  then  was  in  possession  of  a  se- 
cret which  justified  his  disdain,  and  that  man 
was  master  of  Laughton  !  The  suppressed  rage 
which  embraced  the  lost  lover,  extended  dark- 
ly over  this  witness  to  that  bafiled  and  misera- 
ble love.  But  what  availed  rage  against  either? 
Abandoned  and  despoiled,  shelves  powerless  to 
avenge.  It  was  at  this  time,  when  her  pros* 
pects  seemed  most  dark,  her  pride  was  most 
crushed,  and  her  despair  of  the  future  at  its 
height,  that  she  turned  to  Dalibard  as  the  only 
friend  left  to  her  under  the  sun.  Even  the 
vices  sbe  perceived  in  him  became  merits,  for 
they  forbade  him  to  despise  her.  And  now» 
this  man  rose  suddenly  into  another  and  higher 
aspect  of  character :  of  late,  though  equally  def- 
erential to  her,  there  had  been  something  more 
lofty  in  his  mien,  more  assured  on  his  brow ; 
gleams  of  a  secret  satisfaction,  even  of  joy,  that 
he  appeared  anxious  to  suppress,  as  ill  in 
harmony  with  her  causes  for  dejection,  broke 
out  in  his  looks  and  words.  At  length,  one 
day,  after  some  preparatory  hesitation,  he  in- 
formed her  that  he  was  free  to  return  to  France 
—that  even  without  the  peace  between  England 
and  France,  which  (known  under  the  name  of 
the  Peace  of  Amiens)  had  been  just  concluded^ 
he  should  have  erosaed  the  Channel.  The  ad- 
vocacy and  interest  of  friends,  whom  he  had  left 
at  Paris,  had  already  brought  him  under  the  spe- 
cial notice  of  the  wonderful  man  who  then  gov- 
erned France,  and  who  sought  to  unite  in  its 
service  every  description  and  variety  of  intellect. 
He  should  return  to  Franee,  and  then — why, 
then,  the  ladder  was  on  the  walls  of  Fortune^ 
and  the  foot  planted  on  the  step !  As  he  spoke^ 
confidently  and  sanguinely,  with  the  nerve  and 
assurance  of  an  able  man  who  sees  clear  the 
path  to  his  goal,  as  he  sketched  with  rapid 
precision  the  nature  of  his  prospects  and  his 
hopes,  all  that  subtile  wisdom  which  had  before 
often  seemed  but  vague  and  general,  took  prae- 
tical  shape  and  interest,  thus  applied  to  the  act- 
ual circumstances  of  men ;  the  spirit  of  intrigue, 
which  seemed  mean  when  employed  on  mean 
things,  swelled  into  statesmanship  and  master- 
ly genius  to  the  listener,  when  she  saw  it 
linked  with  the  large  objects  of  masculine  am- 
bition. Insensibly,  therefore,  her  si^tention  be- 
came earnest — ^her  mind  aroused.  The  vision 
of  a  field,  afar  from  the  soenes  of  her  humilia- 
tion and  despair — a  field  for  energy,  stratagem, 
and  contest  —  invited  her  restless  intelligence. 
As  Dalibard  had  profoundly  calculated,  there 
was  no  new  channel  for  her  affections  —  the 
source  was  dried  up,  and  the  parched  sands 
heaped  over  it ;  but  while  the  heart  lay  dor- 
mant, the  mind  rose,  sleepless,  chafed,  and 
perturbed.  Through  the  mind,  he  indirectly 
addressed  and  subtilly  wooed  her. 

*'  Such'* — ^he  said,  as  he  rose  to  take  leave — 
"  such  is  the  career,  to  which  I  could  depart 
with  joy  if  I  did  not  depart  alone !" 

"  Alone !"  that  word,  more  than  once  thai 
day,  Locretia  repeated  to  herself—  "  alone !" 
— and  what  career  was  left  to  her— she,  too, 
alone ! 

In  certain  stages  of  great  grief,  our  natures 
vearn  for  excitement.    This  has  made  some 
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men  gamblers ;  it  has  made  even  women  drank- 
ards~-it  had  effect  over  the  eerene,  calm,  and 
would-be  divinity  of  the  poet-sage.  When  his 
son  dies,  Goethe  does  not  meurn  —  he  plunges 
into  the  absorption  of  a  study,  uncultivated  be- 
fore. But,  in  the  great  contest  of  life,  in  the 
whirlpool  of  actual  affairs,  the  stricken  heart 
finds  all— -the  gambling,  the  inebriation,  and  the 
atody. 

We  pause  here.  We  have  pursued  long 
enough  that  patient  analysis,  with  all  the  food 
for  reflection  that  it  possibly  affords,  to  which 
we  were  insensibly  led  on  by  an  interest,  dark 
acnd  fascinating,  that  grew  more  and  more  upon 
vs,  as  we  proceeded  in  onr  research  into  the 
•early  history  of  a  person  fated  to  pervert  no  or- 
dinary powers  into  no  commonplace  guilt. 

The  charm  is  concluded — the  circle  closed 
round — ^tbe  self-guided  seeker  after  knowledge 
lias  gained  the  fieni  for  the  familiar. 


CHAPTER  X. 

TBB  BKOONCILIATION  BBTWKBN  VATHEB  AND  SON. 

Wb  poss  over  an  interval  of  some  months. 

A  painter  stood  at  work  at  the  easel;  his 
bumao  model  before  htm.  He  was  employed 
on  a  nymph — the  Nymph  Galatea.  The  sub- 
ject had  been  taken  before  by  Salvator,  whose 
genius  found  all  its  elements  in  the  wild  rocks, 
gnarled,  fantastic  trees,  and  gushing  waterfalls 
of  the  landscape — ^in  the  huge  ugliness  of  Poly- 
phemus the  lover — ^in  the  grace  and  suavity  and 
unconscious  abandonment  of  the  nymph,  sleek- 
ing her  tresses  dripping  from  the  bath.  The 
painter,  on  a  large  canvas  (for  Salvator's  pic- 
ture, at  least  the  one  we  have  seen,  is  among 
the  small  sketches  of  the  great  artistic  creator 
of  the  romantic  and  grotesque),  had  transferred 
the  subject  of,  the  master ;  but  he  had  left  sub- 
ordinate the  landscape  and  the  giant,  to  con- 
oentrate  all  his  art  on  the  person  of  the  nymph. 
Middle-aged  was  the  painter,  in  troth ;  but  he 
looked  old.  His  hair,  though  long,  was  gray 
«nd  thin ;  his  faoe  was  bloated  by  intemper- 
ance; and  his  hand  trembled  much,  though 
from  habit  no  trace  of  the  tremor  was  visible 
in  his  work. 

A  boy,  near  at  hand,  was  also  employed  on 
I  the  same  subject,  with  a  rough  chalk  and  a 
bold  freedom  of  touch.  He  was  sketching  Am 
design  of  a  Galatea  and  Polyphemus  on  the 
wall :  for  the  wall  was  only  whitewashed,  and 
covered  already  with  the  multiform  vagaries 
whether  of  master  or  pupils ;  caricatures  and 
demi-gods,  hands  and  feet,  torsos  and  monsters, 
and  Venoses — the  rude  creations,  all  mutilated, 
jarriag,  and  mingled,  gave  a  cynical,  mocking, 
devil-me-care  kind  of  aspect  to  the  sanctum  of 
art.  It  was  like  the  dissection-room  of  the 
anatomist.  The  boy's  sketch  was  more  in 
harmony  with  the  walls  of  the  studio  than  the 
canvad  of  the  master.  His  nymph,  accurately 
drawn  from  the  undressed  proportions  of  the 
model  down  to  the  waist,  terminated  in  the 
scales  of  a  fish.  The  forked  branches  of  the 
trees  stretched  weird  and  imp-like  as  the  hands 
of  skeletons.  Polyphemus,  peering  over  the 
Tocks,  bad  the  leer  of  a  demon ;  and  in  his 
gross  features  there  was  a  certain  distorted, 


hideous  Kkenees  of  the  grave  and  aymineiiioal 
lineaments  of  Olivier  Daiibard. 

All  around  was  slovenly,  squalid,  afld  pov- 
erty-stricken ;  rickety,  worn-out,  mah^botton 
chairs ;  unsold  unfinished  picturea,  pellaseO  ia 
the  corner,  covered  with  dust ;  broken  casts  of 
plaster ;  a  lay-figure  battered  in  its  basket- woik 
arms,  with  its  doll-like  face,  all  smudged  aod 
besmeared  :  a  pot  of  porter  aod  a  noggin  of  gin 
on  a  stained  deal  table,  accompanied  by  two  or 
three  broken,  smoke-blackened  pipes,  soine  tat- 
tered song-books,  and  old  numbers  of  the  Cov- 
ent-garden  Magazine,  betrayed  the  tastes  ol 
the  artist,  and  accounted  for  the  shaking  haad 
and  the  bloated  form.    A  jovial,   distnderiy, 
vagrant  dog  of  a  paipter,  was  Tom  Varncy  !— 
a  bachelor,  of  course  —  humorous  and  droD— 
a  boon  companion,  and  a  terrible  borrower: 
clever  enough  in  his  calling,  with  pains  sad 
some  method,  he  had  easily  gained  subsialeoee 
and  established  a  name ;  but  he  had  one  trick 
that  soon  ruined  him  in  the  bnsiness-part  of 
his  profession.    He  took  a  fourth  of  his  pries 
in  advance;   and,  having  once   clutched  the 
money,  the  poor  customer  might  go  hang  far 
his  picture !     The  only  things  Tom  Yaraey 
ever  fairly  completed  were  those  for  which  no 
order  had  been  given ;  for  in  them»  somelMiv 
or  other,  his  fancy  became  interested,  wui  oe 
them  he  lavished  the  gusto  which  he  isaBy 
possessed.    But  the  subjects  were  rarcdy  sala- 
ble.     Nymphs  and   deities  nndraperied  have 
fe#  worshipers  in  England  among  the  boyen 
of  "furniture  pictures."     And,  to  say  treth, 
nymph  and  deity  had  usnally  a  very  equivocal 
look ;  and  if  they  came  from  the  gods,  yw 
would  swear  it  was  the  gods  of  the  galleries  of 
Drury.    His  most  profitable  perfonnaaoes  were 
small  paintings  on  ivory,  which  were  eao^fat  at 
by  jewelers,  and  sold,  in  snuffboxes*  to  elderty 
gentlemen.    When  Tom  Varney  aoid  a  piei«re, 
he  lived  upon  ctover  till  the  money  was  gone. 
Gay  time  for  his  models ;  for  he  had  the  weak- 
ness, unbecoming  an  artist,  to  fidl  in  love  w^ 
his  Fornarinas ;  and  as  he  had  not  the  peraosal 
graces  of  Raffaelle,  the  Fornarinas  were  sx- 
pe naive  bontuM  fortunes.    But  the  poorer  and 
less  steady  alumni  of  the  rising  school,  espe- 
cially those  at  war  with  the  academy  from 
which  Varney  was  excluded,  pitied,  despised, 
yet  liked  and  courted  him  withal.     In  addition 
to  his  good  qualities  of  blithe  song-singer,  4xsD 
story-teller,  and    stanch   Bacchanalian,  Ton 
Varney  was  liberally  good-natured  in  conuna- 
oicating  instruction  really  valuable  to  those 
who  knew  how  to  avail  themselves  of  a  knovir 
edge  he  had  made  almost  worthless  to  himaelC 
He  was  a  shrewd,  though  good-natured  critic, 
had  many  little  aecrets  of  coloring  and  oompo- 
sition,*  which  an  invitation  to  aupper,  or  theloaa 
of  ten  shillings,  was  sufficient  to  bribe  from 
him.     Ragged,  out  of  elbows,  unshaven,  and 
alipshod,  he  still  had  his  set,  among  the  gay 
and  the  young — a  precious  master,  a  profit^k 
set,  for  his  nephew.  Master  Honor6  Gabriel ! 
But  the  poor  rapscallion  had  a  heart  larger 
than  many  honest,  painstaking  men.    As  soon 
as  Gabriel  bad  found  him  out,  and  entreated 
refuge  from  his  fear  of  his  father,  the  painter 
clasped  him  tight  in  his  great  slovenly  arms, 
sold  a  Venus  half-price  to  boy  him  a  bad  and  a 
waahHrtaad,  and  swore  a 
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^*that  the  son  of  his  poor  gaillotined  sister 
shooid  sbare  the  last  shilling  m  his  pocRei— the 

last  drop*in  bis  can." 

Gabriel,  fresh  from  tbe  cheer  of  Lavghton, 
and  spoiled  by  the  prodigal  gifts  of  Lucretia, 
had  little  gratitude  for  shillings  and  porter. 
NeverthelesSf  he  condescended  to  take  what 
he  could  get,  while  he  sighed,  from  the  depths 
of  a  heart  in  which  cupidity  and  vanity  had  be- 
come the  predominant  rulers,  for  a  destiny 
more  worthy  his  genius,  and  more  in  keeping 
with  the  sphere  fh>m  which  he  had  descended. 
The  boy  finished  his  sketch,  with  an  impu- 
dent wink  at  the  model,  flung  himself  back  on 
his  chair,  folded  his  arms,  cast  a  discontented 
glance  at  tbe  whitened  seams  of  the  sleeves, 
and  soon  seemed  lost  in  his  own  reflections. 
The  painter  worked  on  in  silence.  The  model, 
whom  Gabriers  wink  had  aroused,  half-flatter- 
ed, half-indignant  for  a  moment,  lapsed  into  a 
doze.  Outside  the  window  you  heard  the  song 
of  a  canary — a  dingy,  smoke-colored  canary — 
that  seemed  shedding  its  plumes,  for  they  were 
as  ragged  as  the  garments  of  its  master  *,  still 
it  contrived  to  sing— triU-trill-trill-trin-trill,  as 
Uithely  as  if  free  in  its  native  woods,  or  pam- 
pered by  fair  hands  in  a  gilded  cage.  The  bird 
was  the  only  true  artist  there :  it  saAg,  as  the 
boet  sinffs,  to  obey  its  nature  and  vent  its  heart. 
rrill-trilT-trillela-la-la-trilltrill,  went  the  song- 
louder,  gayer  than  usual  —  for  there  was  a 
j^leam  of  April  sunshine  struggling  over  the 
roof-tops.  The  song  at  length  roased  up  Ga- 
briel ;  he  turned  his  chair  round,  laid  his  head 
>n  one  side,  listened,  and  looked  curiously  at 
Ihe  bird. 

At  length  an  idea  seemed  to  cross  him ;  he 
i)se,  opened  the  window,  drew  in  the  cage, 
placed  it  on  the  chair,  then  took  up  one  of  his 
iDcle's  pipes,  walked  to  the  fireplace,  and 
hrust  the  shank  of  the  pipe  into  the  bars.  When 
t  was  red-het,  he  took  it  out  by  the  bowl,  hav- 
ng  first  protected  his  hand  from  the  heat  by 
irrapping  round  it  his  handkerchief;  this  done, 
le  returned  to  the  cage.  His  movements  had 
irakened  up  the  dozing  model.  She  eyed  them 
tt  first  with  dull  curiosity,  then  with  lively  sus- 
licton  ;  and  presently  starting  up  with  an  excla- 
nation,  such  as  no  novelist  but  Fielding  dare 
ml  into  the  mouth  of  a  female — much  less  a 
lymph  of  such  renown  as  Galatea — she  sprang 
icross  the  room,  well  nigh  upsetting  easel  and 
«inter,  and  fastened  firm  hold  on  Gabriers 
hoalders. 

"  The  varment  !'*  she  cried,  vehemently ; 
'  the  good-for-nothing  varment !  If  it  had  been 
,  jay,  or  a  nasty  raven,  well  and  good !  but  a 
oor  little  canary !" 

"  Hoity-toity !  what  are  you  about,  nephew  * 
Vhal's  tbe  matter  V  said  Tom  Varney,  coming 
p  to  the  strife.  And,  indeed,  it  was  time,  for 
labriePs  teeth  were  set  in  his  cat-like  jaws,  and 
irith  his  weapon,  equally  fearful,  and  simple, 
aiscd  menacingly  in  the  hand  which  he  had 
rrested  from  the  grasp  of  the  model,  he  seemed 
nly  pausing  to  consider  to  what  part  of  that 
elicate  form  he  should  most  eflfectually  direct 
le  still  glowing  point  of  the  pipe-shank. 

"What's  the  matter?'*  replied  Gabriel,  sul- 
iti\y  ;  "why,  I  was  only  going  to  try  a  liKle 
Kperiment."         ' 


dear  little  thing!  the  hours  and  hours  that 
creature  has  strained  its  throat  to  say,  *  sing 
and  be  meny,*  when  I  had  not  a  rap  in  my 
pocket.  It  would  have  made  a  stone  feel  to 
hear  it.'* 

"  But  I  think  I  can  make  |t  sing  much  better 
than  ever— only  just  let  me  try !  They  say,  that 
if  you  put  out  the  eyes  of  a  canary,  it—"  Ga- 
briel was  not  allowed  to  conclude  his  sentence; 
for  here  rose  that  clamor  of  horror  and  indig- 
nation, from  both  painter  and  model,  which 
usually  greets  the  announcement  of  every  philo- 
sophical discovery— at  least,  when  about  to  be 
practically  applied ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
hubbub,  the  peer  little  canary,  who  had  been 
fluttering  about  the  cage  to  escape  the  hand  of 
the  benevolent  operator,  set  up  no  longer  the 
cheerful  trill— trillela-la-trill,  but  a  scared  and 
heart-breaking  chirp— a  shrill,  terrified  twit- 
twit-twitter-twit. 

**  D the  bird !  hold  your  tongues !"  cried 

Gabriel  Varney,  reluctantly  giving  way ;  but 
still  eying  the  bird  with  the  scientific  regret 
with  which  the  illustrious  Magendie  might  con- 
template a  dog  which  some  brute  of  a  master 
refused  to  disembowel  for  the  good  of  the  colics 
of  mankind. 

The  model  seixed  on  the  cage,  shot  the  door 
of  the  wires,  and  carried  it  oflT.  Tom  Varney 
drained  the  rest  of  his  porter,  and  wiped  his 
forehead  with  tbe  sleeve  of  his  coat. 

"  And  to  use  my  pipe  for  such  cruehy  ?  Boy, 
boy,  I  could  not  have  believed  it !  But  yon  were 
not  in  earnest — oh,  no,  impossible !  Sukey,  my 
love — Galatea,  the  divine^alm  thy  breast. 

*  Lull  to  flleep  those  nowy  pillows  !* 

Cnpid  did  but  jest : 

*Capid  Is  the  God  of  Laughter. 
Quip,  and  Jest,  and  Joke,  sfr.' " 

"  If  you  don*t  whip  the  little  wretch  withia 
an  inch  of  his  life,  he'll  have  a  gallows  end  on*ty** 
replied  Galatea. 

"  Go,  Cupid,  go  and  kiss  Galatea,  and  make 
your  peace : 

'Oh,  leave  a  kia  withia  the  cap, 
Aii4  m  not  aak  for  wine  !* 

And  it*s  nonse  asking  for  wine,  or  for  gin  either 
—not  a  drop  in  the  noggin  !'* 

All  this  while,  Gabriel,  disdaining  the  recom- 
mendations held  forth  to  him,  was  employed  in 
brushing  his  jacket  with  a  very  mangy-look- 
ing brush ;  and  when  he  had  completed  that 
operation,  he  approached  his  uncle,  and  coolly 
thrust  his  hands  into  that  gentleman's  waist- 
coat-pockets. 

**  Uncle,  what  have  you  done  with  those 
seven  shillings  t  I  am  going  out  to  spend  the 
day." 

"  Cf  you  give  them  to  him,  Tom,  111  scratch 
your  eyes  out,**  cried  the  model;  *<and  then 
we'll  see  how  you'll  sing.  Whip  him,  I  say- 
whip  him !" 

But,  strange  to  say,  this  liberty  of  the  boy's 
quite  reopened  the  heart  of  his  uncle — it  was  a 
pleasure  to  him,  who  put  his  hand  so  habitually 
into  other  people*s  pockets,  to  be  invested  with 
the  novel  grandeur  of  the  man  sponged  upon. 
"  That's  right,  Cupid,  son  of  Cytherea ;  all's 
common  property  among  friends.    Seven  shil- 
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who  oDce  were  seven  ;*  bat  such  as  they  are, 
well  share ! 

*Lel  old  TlBiotbem  yield  the  pitoe. 
Or  both  divide  the  crown.* " 

'*  Crowns  bear  no  division,  my  ancle,"  said 
Gabriel,  dryly — ai^d  he  pocketed  the  five  shil- 
lings. Then,  having  first  secured  his  escape, 
by  gaining  the  threshold,  he  saddenly  seized 
one  of  the  rickety  chairs  by  its  leg,  and  regard- 
less of  the  gallantries  doe  to  the  sex,  sent  it 
right  against  the  model,  who  was  shaking  her 
fist  at  him.  A  scream,  and  a  fall,  and  a  sharp 
twit  from  the  cage,  which  was  buried  neariy 
into  the  fireplace,  told  that  the  missive  had 
taken  efiect.  Gabriel  did  not  wait  for  the 
probable  reaction  ;  he  was  in  the  street  in  an 
instant. 

"  This  won't  do,*'  he  mattered  to  himself; 
"  there's  no  getting  on  here.  Foolish,  dronken 
vagabond  !  no  go^  to  be  got  from  him.  My 
father  is  terrible,  bat  will  make  his  way  in  the 
world.  Umph !  if  I  were  bat  his  match — and 
why  not  1  I  am  brave,  and  he  is  not.  There's 
fun,  too,  in  danger." 

Thus  musing,  he  took  his  way  to  Dalibard's 
lodgings.  His  father  was  at  home.  Now,  though 
they  were  but  lodgings,  and  the  street  not  in 
fashion,  Olivier  Dalibard's  apartments  had  an 
air  of  refinement,  and  even  elegance,  that  con- 
trasted both  the  wretched  sqaalor  of  the  abode 
Gabriel  had  just  left,  and  the  meanness  of  Dali- 
bard's former  quarters  in  London.  The  change 
seemed  to  imply,  that  the  Provencal  had  already 
made  some  way  in  the  world.  And,  truth  to  say, 
at  all  times,  even  in  the  lowest  ebb  of  his  for- 
tunes, there  was  that  indescribable  neatness 
and  formality  of  precision  about  all  the  exterior 
seemings  of  the  ei-devant  friend  of  the  prim 
Robespierre,  which  belong  to  those  in  whom 
order  and  method  are  strongly  developed — qual- 
ities which  give  even  to  neediness  a  certain 
dignity.  As  the  room  and  its  owner  met  the 
eye  of  Gabriel,  on  whose  senses  all  externals 
bad  considerable  influence,  the  ungrateful  young 
ruffian  recalled  the  kind,  tattered,  slovenly  un- 
cle, whose  purse  he  had  just  emptied,  without 
one  feeling  milder  than  disgust.  Olivier  Dali- 
bard,  always  careful,  if  simple,  in  his  dress,  with 
his  brow  of  grave  intellectual  power,  and  his 
mien  imposing,  not  only  from  its  calm,  but  from 
that  nameless  refinement  which  rarely  fails  to 
give  to  the  student  the  air  of  a  gentleman — 
Olivier  Dalibard  he  might  dread — he  might  even 
detest ;  but  he  was  not  ashamed  of  him. 

**  I  said  I  would  visit  you,  sir,  if  you  would 
permit  me,"  said  Gabriel,  in  a  tone  of  respect, 
not  unmingled  with  some  defiance,  as  if  in  doubt 
of  his  reception. 

The  father's  alow,  fbll  eye,  so  difibrent  from 
the  sidelong  furtive  glance  of  Lucretia,  rested 
on  the  son,  as  if  to  penetrate  his  very  heart. 

"  You  look  pale  and  haggard,  chUd :  you  are 
fast  losing  your  health  and  beauty.  Good  gifts 
these,  not  to  be  wasted  before  they  can  he  duly 
employed.  But  you  have  taken  your  choice. 
Be  an  artist — copy  Tom  Vamey,  and  pros- 
per." 

Gabriel  remained  silent,  with  his  eyes  on  the 
floor. 

"You  come  in  time  for  my  farewell,"  re- 
named Dalibird.  "It  is  a  comfort,  at  least, 
that  I  leave  Your  vouth  so  honorablv  nrotected. 


I  am  about  to  return  to  my  country— my  earee 
is  once  more  before  me !" 

"  Your  country — ^to  Paris  1" 

**  There  are  fine  pictures  in  the  LonvrB-~j 
good  place  to  inspire  an  artist !" 

"  You  go  alone,  father !" 

"  You  forget,  young  gentleman,  you  diaowi 
me  as  father  !  Go  alone !  I  thoo^t  I  tol4  yon 
in  the  times  of  our  confidence,  that  I  shooU 
marry  Lucretia  Clavering.  I  rarely  fail  in  m| 
plans.  She  has  lost  Laughton,  it  is  true ;  but 
ten  thousand  pounds  will  make  a  fair  comnoenes- 
ment  to  fortune,  even  at  Paris.  Well,  what  do 
you  want  with  me,  worthy  godson  of  Honoii 
Gabriel  Mirabeau  1" 

**  Sir,  if  you  will  let  me,  I  will  go  wiUi  you." 

Dalibard  shaded  his  brow  with  his  hand,  and 
reflected  on  the  filial  proposal.  On  the  oaa 
hand,  it  might  be  convenient,  and  would  cer- 
tainly be  economical  to  rid  himself,  evenooTB, 
of  the  mutinous  son  who  had  already  thrown 
off  his  authority ;  on  the  other  hand,  there  was 
much  in  Gabriel — ^mutinous,  and  even  menacing, 
as  he  had  lately  become — that  promised  an  on- 
scrupulous  tool  or  a  sharp-witted  accomplice, 
with  interests  that  every  year  the  ready  yonth 
would  more  and  more  discover  were  bound  np 
in  his  plotting  father's.  This  last  conaideratioa, 
joined,  if  not  to  aflfection,  still  to  habit— to  Um 
link  between  blood  and  blood,  which  even  the 
hardest  find  it  difllcult  to  sever,  prevailed.  He 
extended  to  Gabriel  the  pale,  delicate,  dear- 
veined  hand,  which  Lawrence  (had  he  tees) 
would  have  longed  to  copy  for  a  cardinal's,  and 
said,  gently, 

"  I  will  take  you,  if  we  rightly  undentand 
each  other.  Once  again  in  my  power.  I  might 
conatrain  you  to  my  will,  it  is  true ;  bat  I  rather 
confer  with  you  as  man  to  man  than  as  man  to 
boy." 

"  It  is  the  best  way,"  said  Gabriel,  finnly. 

**  I  will  use  no  harshness — inflict  no  punish- 
ment, unless,  indeed,  amply  merited  by  atubbon 
disobedience  or  willful  deceit.  Bnt  if  I  meet 
with  these,  better  rot  on  a  dunghill  than  coot 
with  me !  I  ask  implicit  ooofidenoe  in  all  my 
suggestions,  prompt  submission  to  aU  my  re- 
quests. Grant  me  but  these,  and  I  promise  to 
consult  your  fortune  and  my  own — ^to  gratify 
your  tastes  as  far  as  my  meana  will  allow— to 
gradge  not  your  pleasures ;  and.  when  the  age 
for  ambition  comes,  to  aid  your  rise  if  I  nte 
myself—- nay,  if  well  contented  with  you,  to  re- 
move the  blot  from  your  birth,  by  acknowledgiag 
and  adopting  you  formally  as  my  son.*' 

"  Agreed !  and  1  thank  you."  said  Gabrid. 
**  And  Lucretia  Is  going.  Oh,  I  so  long  to  set 
her !" 

**  See  her — not  yet ;  but  next  week." 

"  Do  not  fear  that  I  should  let  out  aboat  tht 
letter.  I  should  betray  myself  if  I  did,**  said 
the  boy,  bluntly  betraying  his  guess  at  his  ft- 
ther's  delay.  ^ 

The  evil  scholar  smiled. 

"  You  will  do  well  to  keep  it  secret  for  yoer 
own  sake ;  for  mine,  I  should  not  fear.  Gabriel, 
go  back  now  to  your  master— you  do  right,  like 
the  rats,  to  run  from  the  falling  house.  Next 
week  I  will  send  for  you,  Gabriel !" 

Not,  however,  back  to  the  studio  went  tht 
boy.  He  sauntered  leisnrely  through  the  gtJ* 
eat  streets,  eved  the  shoos,  and  the  onuioafet. 
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the  fair  women,  and  the  well  dressed  men- 
eyed  with  envy,  and  longings,  and  visions  of 
pomps  and  vanities  to  come ;  then,  when  the 
day  began  to  close,  he  sought  oat  a  young  paint- 
ar.  the  wildest  and  maddest  of  the  crew  to 
whom  his  uncle  had  presented  their  future 
Domrade  and  rival,  and  went  with  this  youth, 
%t  half-price,  to  the  theater— not  to  gaze  on  the 
iotors  or  study  the  play,  but  to  stroll  in  the 
laloon.  A  supper  in  the  FinUh  completed  the 
roid  in  his  pockets,  and  concluded  his  day's 
rank  experience  of  life.  By  the  gray  dawn  he 
itole  back  to  his  bed ;  and,  as  he  laid  himself 
lown,  he  thought  with  avid  pleasure  of  Paris, 
ts  gay  gardens,  and  brilliant  shops,  and  crowd- 
id  streets ;  he  thought,  too,  of  his  father's  calm 
»ofidence  of  success,  of  the  triumph  that  al- 
eady  had  attended  his  wiles-— a  confidence  and 
i  triumph  which,  exciting  his  reverence  and 
ousing  his  emulation,  had  decided  bis  resolu- 
ion.  He  thought,  too,  of  Lucretia,  with  some- 
hiog  of  affection— recalled  l;er.  praises  and 
tribes,  her  frequent  mediation  with-tis  father. 


and  felt  that  they  should  have  need  of  each 
other.  Ob,  no !  he  never  would  tell  her  of  the 
snare  laid  at  Guy's  Oak — ^never,  not  even  if 
incensed  with  his  father !  An  instinct  told  him 
that  that  offense  could  never  be  forgiven,  and 
that,  henceforth;  Lucretia's  w^s  a  destiny  bound 
up  in  his  own.  He  thought,  too,  of  Dalibard's 
warning  and  threat ;  but,  with  fear  itself  came 
a  strange  excitement  of  pleasure — ^to  grapple,  if 
necessary,  he  a  mere  child,  with  such  a  man ! — 
his  heart  swelled  at  the  thought.  So,  at  last  be 
fell  asleep,  and  di*eanied  that  he  saw  his  moth- 
er's trunkless  face  dripping  gore,  and  frowning 
on  him— streamed  that  he  heard  her  say,  "  Goest 
thou  to  the  scene  of  my  execution  only  to  fawn 
open  my  murderer  1"  Then  a  nightmare  of 
horrors,  of  scaffolds,  and  executioners,  and  grin- 
ning mobs,  and  agonized  faces  came  on  him — 
dark,  confused,  and  indistinct.  And  he  wdce, 
with  his  hair  standing  on  end,  and  heard  below, 
in  the  rising  son,  the  merry  song  of  the  poor 
canary— trill-lili-lill,  trill-trill-Iill-Iill-la !  Did  bo 
feel  glad  that  his  cruel  hand  had  been  stayed^ 
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It  is  a  year  since  the  November  day  on 
rhich  Lucretia  Clavering  quitted  the  roof  of 
4r.  Fielden.  And  first,  we  must  recall  the  eye 
>(  the  reader  to  the  old-fashioned  terrace  at 
>aaghton — the  jutting  porch,  the  quaint  baius- 
radee,  the  broad,  dark,  changeless  cedars  on 
h^  lawn  beyond.  The  day  is  calm,  clear,  and 
nild  ;  for  November  in  the  country  is  often  a 
gentle  month.  On  that  terrace  walked  Charles 
/'ernon,  now  known  by  his  new  name  of  St. 
[ohn.  Is  it  the  change  of  name  that  has  so 
;banged  the  person  1  Can  the  wand  of  the 
lerald's  office  have  filled  up  the  hollows  of  the 
ibeek,  and  replaced,  by  elastic  vigor,  the  list- 
ess  languor  of  the  tread  1  No;  there  is  an- 
ither  and  a  better  cause  for  that  healthful 
change.  Mr.  Vernon  St.  John  is  not  alone — a 
air  companion  leans  on  his  arm.  See,  she 
causes  to  press  closer  to  his  side,  gaze  on  his 
*ace,  and  whisper,  "  We  did  well  to  have  hope 
md  faith !" 

The  husband's  faith  had  not  been  so  unsha- 
cen  as  his  Mary's,  and  a  slight  blush  passed 
)ver  his  cheek  as  he  thought  of  his  concession 
io  Sir  Miles's  wishes,  and  his  overtures  to  Lu- 
sretia  Clavering.  Still  that  fault  had  been  fairly 
ickoowledged  to  his  wife,  and  she  felt,  the 
Bionaent  she  had  spoken,  that  she  had  commit- 
Led  an  indiscretion  ;  nevertheless,  with  an  arch 
Loach  of  womanly  malice,  she  added,  soAly, 

('  And  Miss  Clavering,  you  persist  in  saying, 
was  not  reaQy  handsome  1" 

"My  love,"  replied  the  husband,  gia^ely* 
'•  you  would  oblige  me  by  not  recalling  the 
very  painful  recollections  connected  with  that 
name.     J^i  it  never  be  mentioned  in  this 


Lady  Mary  bowed  her  graceful  head  in  sub- 
mission—  she  understood  Charles's  feelings; 
for,  though  he  had  not  shown  her  Sir  Miles's 
letter  and  its  inclosure,  he  had  communicated 
enough  to  account  for  the  unexpected  heritage, 
and  to  lessen  bis  wife's  compassion  for  the  dis- 
appointed heiress.  Nevertheless,  she  compre- 
hended that  her  husband  felt  an  uneasy  twinge 
at  the  idea  that  he  was  compelled  to  act  hardly 
to  the  one  whose  hopes  he  bad  supplanted. 
Lucretia's  banishment  from  Laughton  was  a 
just  humiliation ;  but  it  humbled  a  generous 
heart  to  inflict  the  sentence.  Thus,  on  all  ae- 
counts,  the  remembrance  of  Lucretia  was  pain- 
ful and  unwelcome  to  the  successor  of  Sir  Miles. 
There  was  a  silence— Lady  Mary  pressed  her 
husband's  hand. 

**  It  is  strange,"  said  he,  giving  vent  to  his 
thoughts  at  that  tender  sign  of  sympathy  in  his 
feehng — **  strange  that,  after  all,  she  did  not 
marry  Mainwaring,  but  fixed  her  choice  on  that 
supple  Frenchman.  But  she  has  settled  abroad 
now,  perhaps  for  life — a  great  relief  te  my  mind. 
Yes,  let  us  never  recur  to  her." 

**  Fortunately,"  said  Lady  Mary,  with  some 
hesitation,  **  she  does  not  seem  to  have  created 
mnch  interest  here.  The  poor  seldom  name 
her  to  me,  and  our  neighbors  only  with  surprise 
at  her  marriage.  In  another  year  she  will  be 
forgotten !" 

Mr.  St.  John  sighed.  Perhaps  he  felt  how 
much  more  easily  be  bad  been  forgotten,  were 
he  the  banished  one,  Lucretia  the  possessor ! 
His  light  nature,  however,  soon  escaped  from 
all  thoughts  and  sourees  of  annoyance,  and  he 
listened  with  complacent  attention  to  Lady 

Marv*fi  imntlA  nliinii  fnr  the  DOflr.  and  the  chiU- 
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dren's  school,  and  the  cottages  that  ought  to  be 
repaired,  and  the  laborers  that  ought  to  be  em- 
ployed ;  for,  ihough  i^znay  seem  singular,  Ver- 
non St.  John,  insensibly  influenced  by  his  wife's 
meek  superiority,  and  corrected  by  her  pure 
companionship,  had  begun  to  feel  the  charm  of 
innocent  occupations — ^more,  perhaps,  than  if 
he  had  been  accustomed  to  the  larger  and 
loftier  excitements  of  life,  and  missed  that  stir 
of  intellect  which  is  the  element  of  those  who 
have  warred  in  the  democracy  of  letters,  or 
contended  for  the  leadership  of  states.  He  had 
begun  already  to  think  that  the  country  was  no 
such  exile  after  all.  Naturally  benevolent,  he' 
had  taught  himself  to  share  the  occupations  his 
Mary  had  already  found  in  the  busy  **  luxury  of 
doing  good,'*  and  to  conceive  that  brotherhood 
of  oharity  whicb  usually  unites  the  lord  of  the 
village  witlkits  poor. 

"  I  tbinlf,  what  with  bunting  once  a  week  (I 
will  jiot  venture  more  till  my  pain  in  the  side 
is  quite  gone),  and  with  the  help  of  some  old 
friends  at  Christmas,  we  can  get  through  the 
winter  very  well,  Mary.*' 

**  Ah,  those  old  friends !  I  dread  them  more 
than  the  hunting !" 

"  But  we'll  ha^  your  grave  father,  and  your 
dear,  precise,  excellent  mother,  to  keep  -us  in 
order ;  and  if  I  sit  more  than  half-an^hour  aAer 
dinner,  the  old  butler  shall  pull  me  out  by  the 
ears.  Mary,  what  do  you  say  to  thinning  the 
grove  yonder  ?  We  shall  get  a  better  view  of 
the  landscape  beyond.  K«,  hang  it !  dear  old 
Sir  Miles  loved  his  trees  better  than  the  pros- 
pect— I  won't  lop  a  bough.  But  that  avenue 
we  are  planting  will  be  certainly  a  noble  im- 
provement— " 

"  Fifty  years  hence,  Charles !" 

"It  is  our  duty  to  think  of  posterity,"  an- 
swered the  ci-devant  spendthrift,  with  a  gravity 
that  was  actually  pompous.  "  But  hark !  Is 
that  two  o'clock  1  Three,  by  Jove !  How  time 
flies !  and  my  new  bullocks  that  I  was  to  see 
at  two !  Come  down  to  the  farm,  that's  my 
own  Mary.  Ah,  your  fine  ladies  are  not  such 
bad  housewives  after  all !" 

*'  And  your  fine  gentlemen — " 

**  Capital  farmers !  I  had  no  idea  till  last  week 
that  a  prize  ox  was  so  interesting  an  animal. 
One  lives  to  learn.  Pot  me  in  mind,  by-the-by, 
to  write  to  Coke  about  his  sheep." 

*•  This  way,  dear  Charles ;  we  can  go  round 
by  the  village,  and  see  poor  Ponto  and  Dash." 

The  tears  rushed  to  Mr.  St.  John's  eyes.  "  If 
poor  Sir  Miles  could  have  known  you !"  he  said, 
with  a  sigh ;  and,  though  the  gardeners  were 
at  work  on  the  lawn,  he  bowed  his  head,  and 
kissed  the  blushing  cheek  of  his  wife  as  heartily 
as  if  he  had  been  really  a  farmer. 

From  the  terrace  at  Laughton,  turn  to  the 
humbler  abode  of  our  old  friend  tbe  vicar^-tbe 
same  day,  the  same  hour.  Here,  also,  the 
scene  is  without  doors — ^we  are  in  the  garden 
of  the  vicarage ;  the  children  are  playing  at 
hide  and  s^ok  among  the  espaliers,  which 
screen  the  winding  gravel  walks  from  the  es- 
culents more  dear  to  Ceres  than  to  Flora.  The 
vicar  is  seated  in  his  little  parlor,  from  which  a 
glazed  door  admits  into  the  garden.  The  door 
is  now  open,  and  tbe  good  man  has  paused  from 
his  work  (he  had  just  discovered  a  new  emen- 
dation in  the  first  chorus  of  the  Medea),  to  look 


out  at  the  rosy  faces  that  gleam  to  and  frt 
across  the  scene.  His  wife,  with  a  basket  ii 
her  hand,  is  standing  without  the  door,  hat  i 
little  aside,  not  to  obatmct  the  view. 

**  It  does  one's  heart  good  to  see  them  !**  ssi^ 
the  vicar ;  "  little  dears !" 

"Yes,  tbey  ought  to  be  dear  at  this  thnee 
tbe  year,"  observed  Mrs.  Fielden,  who  ivas  a^ 
sorbed  in  the  contents  of  the  basket. 

"And  so  fresh!" 

"  Fresh,  indeed !  How  diflbrent  from  Lot< 
don  !  In  London  they  were  not  fit  to  be  sees ; 
as  old  as — I  am  sure  I  can't  guess  how  old  tbq 
were.  But,  you  see,  here  they  are  new  laid 
every  morning !" 

"My  dear !"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  openiDg  hia 
eyes — "  new  laid  every  moraing  !** 

**  Two  dozen  and  four." 

"  Two  dozen  and  four !  What  on  eartft  an 
you  talking  about,  Mrs.  Fielden  1" 

"  Why,  the  eggs  to  be  sure,  my  love  !*' 

"  Oh !"  said  tbe  vicar,  "  two  dozen  and  four! 
You  alaroM^d  me  fftictle ;  'tis  of  no  booseqoenoe 
— only  tny  foolish  mistake.  Always  indent 
and  s^ing,  my  dear  Sarah—just  as  \£  poor  Sir 
Miles  liad  not  left  us  that  munificent  fortone,  I 
may  call  it." 

"  II  will  not  go  vel^  far  when  we  bare  oar 
young  ones  to  settle  And — David  is  very  ei- 
travagant  already :  he  has  torn  snob  a  hole  is 
his  jiMBket !" 

At  this  moment,  up  the  gravel  walk,  tm 
young  persons  came  in  sight.  Tbe  ^IMrai 
darted  across  them,  whooping  and  laofbin^ 
and  vanished  in  the  farther  recess  of  tbe  gar- 
den. 

"All  is  for  the  best,  blind  mortals  that «» 
are — all  is  for  the  best !"  said  the  vicar,  mss- 
ingly,  and  his  eye  rested  upon  the  approaebisg 
pair. 

"  Certainly,  my  love— you  are  always  ngM, 
and  it  is  wicked  to  grumble.  Stilly  if  yoa  saw 
what  a  hole  it  was— past  patching.  I  fear!" 

"  Look  round  !"  said  Mr.  Fielden.  beaevo- 
lently.  "How  we  grieved  for  them  both ;  how 
wroth  we  were  with  William — how  sad  for 
Susan  !  And  now  see  them~-tbey  will  be  the 
better  man  and  wife  for  their  trial !" 

"  Has  Snsan,  then,  consented  ?  I  was  slinost 
afraid  she  never  would  consent.  How  oflsa 
have  I  been  almost  angry  with  her,  poor  lamb! 
when  I  have  heard  her  accuse  herself  of  easi- 
ing  her  sister's  unhappinees,  and  declare,  with 
sobs,  that  she  felt  it  a  crime  to  think  of  WilK 
iam  Mainwaring  as  a  husband." 

"  I  trust  I  have  reasoned  her  out  of  a  moiM 
sensibility,  which,  while  it  could  not  have  ren- 
dered Lucretia  the  happier,  must  have  iosored 
tbe  wretchedness  of  hers^f  and  WiUiara.  Bat 
if  Lucretia  had  not  married,  and  so  forever 
closed  the  door  on  William's  repentanpe  (that 
is,  supposing  he  did  repent),  I  believe  poor 
Susan  would  rather  have  died  of  a  broken 
lieart  than  have  given  her  hand  to  Maiawar- 
ing." 

"  It  was  an  odd  marriage  of  that  proud  yonac 
lady's,  after  all,"  said  Mrs.  Fielden  ;  "  so  much 
older  than  her— a  foreigner,  too  !*' 

"  But  he  is  a  very  pleasant  man,  and  tbey 
had  known  each  other  so  long.  I  did  not, 
however;  quite  like  a  sort  of  cunning  he  sfaow' 
ed,  when  I  came  to  reflect  on  it,  in  ' 
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Loeretia  back  to  the  boosa ;  it  looks  as  if  he 
had  laid  a  trap  for  ber  from  tbe  first." 

'*  Ten  thousand  pounds  ! — a  great  catch  for 
a  foreigner !"  observed  Mrs.  Fielden,  with  the 
fuuoe  instinct  of  her  sex  ;  and  then  she  added, 
la  tbe  spirit  of  a  prudent  sympathy  equally 
characteristic :  **  But  I  think  you  say  Mr. 
ParchuDOunt  persuaded  ber  to  allow  half  to  be 
settled  on  harself.  That  will  be  a  hold  oa 
him.^' 

*«  A  bad  hold,  if  that  be  all,  Sarah.  There 
is  a  better — be  is  a  learned  roan,  and  a  scholar. 
Scholars  are  naturally  domestic,  and  make  good 
husbands." 

"But  you  know- he  must  be. a  papist!**  said 
Mrs.  Fielden. 

"  Humph  !'*  muttered  the  vicar,  irresolutely. 

While  the  worthy  couple  were  thus  con- 
versing, Susan  and  her  lover,  not  having  fin- 
ished their  conference,  had  turned  back  through 
the  winding  walk. 

**  Indeed,**  said  William,  drawing  her  arm 
aloser  to  his  side,  **  these  scruples — these  fears 
— are  cruel  to  me  as  well  as  to  yourself.  If 
you  were  no  longer  existing,  I  could  be  noth- 
ing to  your  sister.  Nay,  even  were  she  not 
married,  you  must  know  enough  of  her  pride 
to  be  assured  that  I  can  retain  no  place  in  her 
affections.  What  has  chanced  was  not  our 
crime.  Perhaps  Heaven  designed  to  save, 
not  only  us,  but  herself,  from  the  certain  misery 
of  nuptials  so  inauspicious  !*' 

"  If  she  would  but  answer  one  of  my  let- 
ters !'*  sighed  Susan ;  '*  or  if  I  could  but  know 
that  she  were  happy  and  contented !" 

*'Your  letters  must  have  miscarried —you 
are  not  sure  even  of  her  address.  Rely  upon  it 
she  is  happy.  Do  you  think  that  she  would,  a 
second  time,  have  stooped  beneath  her" — ^Main- 
waring*8  lip  quivered  as  he  repeated  that 
phrase — "  if  her  feelings  had  not  been  involv- 
ed 1  I  would  not  wrong  your  sister — I  shall 
ever  feel  gratitude  for  the  past,  and  remorse 
for  my  own  shameful  weakness — still  I  must 
think  that  the  nature  of  her  attachment  to  me, 
was  more  ardent  than  lasting.** 

"Ah,  William!  how  can  you  know  her 
heart  r* 

•«  By  comparing  it  with  yours.  Oh,  there, 
indeed,  I  may  anchor  my  faith !  Susan,  we 
were  formed  for  each  other !  Our  natures  are 
alike — save  that  yours,  despite  its  surpassing 
sweetness,  has  greater  strength  in  its  simple 
candor.  You  will  be  my  guide  to  good. 
Wiihout  you,  I  should  have  no  aim  in  life— no 
courage  to  front  the  /contest  of  this  world. 
Ah,  this  hand  trembles  still  !** 

"William,  William,  I  can  not  repress  a  fore- 
boding— a  superstition  !  At  night,  I  am  haunt- 
ed with  that  pale  face,  as  I  saw  it  last, — ^pale 
with  suppressed  despair.  Oh,  if  ever  Lucre- 
tia  could  have  need  of  us — need  of  our  ser- 
vices, our  affections — if  we  could  but  repair 
the  grief  we  have  caused  ber  !'* 

Su8an*s  head  sank  on  her  Iover*s  shoulder. 
She  had  said  "  need  of  u«** — "  need  of  our  ser- 
vices.*' In  those  simple  monosyllables  tbe 
union  was  pledged — tbe  Identity  of  their  lots 
in  the  dark  urn  was  implied. 

From  this  scene  turn  again — the  slide  shifts 
in  the  lantern — ^we  are  at  Paris.  In  the  aote- 
chamber  at  the  Tuilleries.  a  crowd  of  exnect- 


ant  oourtiera  and  adventurers  gaxe  upon  a  fig- 
ure  who  passes  with  modest  and  downcast 
eyes  through  the  throng ;  he  has  just  left  tbe 
closet  of  the  First  Consul. 

"  /'«r  Di0u  /"  said  B ^  "  power,  like  mis- 
ery, makes  us  acquainted  with  strange  bed- 
fellows. I  should  like  to  hear  what  the  First 
Consul  can  have  to  say  to  Olivier  Dalibard.'* 

Fouch^,  who  at  that  period  was  scheming 
for  the  return  to  his  old  dignities  as  minister 
of  police,  smiled  slightly,  and  answered,  "  In  a 
time  when  the  air  is  filled  with  daggers,  one 
who  was  familiar  with  Robespierre  has  his 
uses.  Olivier  Dalibard  is  a  remarkable  man. 
He  is  one  of  those  children  of  the  Revolutioa^ 
whom  that  great  mother  is  bound  to  save.** 

"By  betraying  hia  brethren  1**  said  B ^ 

dryly. 

"  I  do  not  allow  the  inference.  The  simple 
fact  is  that  Dalibard  has  spent  many  years  in 
England — ^be  has  married  an  Englishwoman  of 
birth  and  connections  —  he  knows  well  the 
English  language  and  English  people-^and  just 
now,  when  the  First  Consul  is  so  anxious  to  ap- 
profondir  the  popular  feelings  of  that  strange 
nation,  with  whose  government  he  is  compel* 
ed  to  go  to  war,  he  may  naturally  have  much 
to  say  to  so  abute  an  observer  as  Olivier  Dali- 
bard.** 

"  Um  !*'  said  B ;  "  with  such  patronage^ 

Robespierre's  friend  should  hold  his  head 
somewhat  higher  !** 

Meanwhile,  Olivier  Dalibard,  crossing  the 
gardena  of  the  palace,  took  his  way  to  [the 
Faubourg  St.  Germain.  There  was  no  change 
in  the  aspect  of  this  man ;  the  same  medita- 
tive tranquillity  characterized  his  downward 
eyes  and  bend^  brow ;  the  same  precise  siip- 
plicity  of  dress  which  had  pleased  tbe  prim 
taste  of  Robespierre,  gave  decorum  to  Itis 
slender,  stooping  form.  No  expression  more 
cheerful,  no  footstep  more  elastic,  bespoke  the 
exile's  return  to  his  native  land,  or  the  aan- 
guine  expeotations  of  intellect  restored  to  a 
career.  Yet,  to  all  appearance,  the  prospects 
of  Dahbard  were  bright  and  promising.  The 
First  Consul  was'at  that  stage  of  his  greatness, 
when  he  sought  to  employ  in  his  service  all 
such  talent  as  the  Revolution  had  made  mani- 
fest— provided  only,  that  it  was  not  stained 
with  notorious  bloodshed,  or  too  strongly  asso- 
ciated with  the  Jacobin  clubs.  Hia  quick  eye 
seemed  to  have  discovered  already  the  abilities 
of  Dalibard,  and  to  have  appreciated  the  sa- 
gacity and  knowledge  of  men  which  had  ena- 
bled this  subtile  person  to  obtain  the  friendsbi[> 
of  Robespierre,  without  sharing  in  his  crimes. 
He  had  been  frequently  closeted  with  Bona- 
parte ;  he  was  in  the  declared  favor  t>f  Fouch^, 
who,  though  not  at  that  period  at  the  head  of 
the  police,  was  too  necessary  amid  the  dan- 
gers of  the  time,  deepened  as  they  were  by 
the  rumors  of  some  terrible  and  profound  con- 
spiracy, to  be  laid  aside,  as  the  First  Consul 
had  at  one  moment  designed.  One  man  alone, 
of  those  high  ia  tbe  state,  appeared  to  dtstrust 
Olivier  Dalibard — the  celebrated  Cambacdres. 
But  with  his  aid  the  Provencal  coold  dis- 
pense. What  was  the  secret  of  Dalibard*s 
power  1  was  it,  in  truth,  owing  solely  to  his 
native  talent,  and  his  acquired  experience,  es- 
neciallv  of  Enfflandl— was  it  by  honorable 
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means,  that  he  bad  won  the  ear  of  the  First 
Consul  1  We  may  be  sure  of  the  contrary ; 
for  it  is  a  striking  attribute  of  men  once  thor- 
oughly tainted  by  the  indulgence  of  vicious 
schemes  and  stratagems,  that  they  become 
wholly  blinded  to  those  plain  paths  of  ambition, 
which  common  sensiB  makes  manifest  to  ordi- 
nary ability.  If  we  regard  narrowly  the  lives 
of  great  criminals,  we  are  often  very  much 
startled  by  the  extraordinary  acuteness — the 
profound  calculation— tbe  patient,  meditative 
energy  which  they  have  employed  upon  the 
conception  and  execution  of  a  crime.  We  feel 
inclined  to  think  that  such  intellectual  power 
would  have  commanded  great  distinction,  wor- 
thily used  and  guided ;  but  we  never  find  that 
these  great  criminals  seem  to  have  been  sen- 
sible of  the  opportunities  to  real  eminence 
which  they  have  thrown  away.  Often  we  ob- 
serve that  there  has  been  before  them  vistas 
into  worldly  greatness,  which,  by  no  uncom- 
mon prudence  and  exertion,  would  have  con- 
ducted honest  men,  half  as  clever,  to  fame  and 
power ;  but,  with  a  strange  obliquity  of  vision, 
they  appear  to  have  looked  from  these  broad, 
clear  avenues,  into  some  dark,  tangled  defile, 
in  which,  by  the  subtilest  ingenuity,  and  through 
the  most  besetting  perils,  they  may  attain  at 
last  to  the  success  of  a  fraud,  or  the  enjoy- 
ment of  a  vice.  In  crime  once  indulged,  there 
is  a  wonderful  fasciaation — and  the  fascination 
is,  not  rarely,  great  in  proportion  to  the  intel- 
lect of  the  criminal.  There  is  always  hope 
of  reform  for  a  dull,  uneducated,  stolid  man, 
led  by  accident  or  temptation  into  guilt ;  but 
where  a  man  of  great  ability,  and  highly  edu- 
cated, besots  himself  into  the  intoxication  of 
dark  and  terrible  excitements,  takes  impure  de- 
light in  tortuous  and  slimy  ways,  the  good  angel 
abandons  him  forever. 

Ohvier  Dalibard  walked  musingly  on — gain- 
ed a  house  in  one  of  the  most  desolate  quarters 
of  the  abandoned  Fanbourg,  mounted  the  spa- 
cious stairs,  and  rang  at  the  door  of  an  attic 
next  the  roef.  After  some  moments,  the  door 
was  slowly  and  cautiously  opened,  and  two 
small,  fierce  eyes,  peering  through  a  mass  of 
black,  tangled  curls,  gleamed  through  the  aper- 
ture.   The  gaze  seemed  satisfactory. 

"Enter,  friend,"  said  the  inmate,  with  a 
sort  of  complacent  grunt;  and,  as  DaVbard 
obeyed,  the  man  reclosed  and  barred  the  door. 

The  room  was  bare  to  beggary, — ^the  ceiling, 
low  and  sloping,  was  backened  with  smoke. 
A  wretched  bed,  two  chairs,  a  table,  a  strong 
chest,  a  small,  cracked  looking-glass,  completed 
the  mventory.  The  dress  of  the  occupier  was 
not  in  keeping  with  the  chamber ;— true  that  it 
was  not  such  as  was  worn  by  the  wealthier 
classes,  but  it  betokened  no  sign  of  poverty.  A 
blue  coat,  with  high  collar,  and  half  of  a  military 
fashion,  was  buttoned  tight  over  a  chest  of  vast 
girth ;  the  nether  garments  were  of  leather, 
scrupulously  clean,  and  solid,  heavy,  riding- 
boots  came  half-way  up  to  the  thigh.  A  more 
sturdy,  stalwart,  strong-built  knave,  never  ex 
cited  the  admiration  which  physical  power 
always  has  a  right  to  command  :  and  Dalibard 
gazed  on  him  with  envy.  The  pale  scholar 
absolutely  sighed  as  he  thought — what  an  aux- 
iliary to  his  own  scheming  mind  would  have 
*>eea  so  tough  a  frame ! 


But  even  less  in  form  than  face  did  the  nsan 
of  thews  and  sinews  contrast  the  man  of  wile 
and  craft.  Opposite  that  high  forehead,  with 
its  massive  development  of  organs,  scowled  the 
low  front  of  one  to  whom  thought  was  unfa- 
miliar— protuberant,  indeed,  over  the  shaggy 
brows,  where  phrenologists  place  the  seats  of 
practical  perception — strongly  marked  in  some 
of  the  brutes,  as  in  the  dog — but  almost  literally 
void  of  those  higher  organs,  by  which  we  rea- 
son, and  imagine,  and  construct.  But  in  rich 
atonement  for  such  deficiency,  all  the  animal 
reigned  triumphant  in  the  immense  mass  and 
width  of  the  skull  behind.  And  as  the  hair, 
long  before,  curled  in  close  rings  to  the  nape  of 
the  bull-like  neck,  you  saw  before  you  oDe  of 
those  useful  instruments  to  ambition  and  fraud, 
which  recoil  at  no  danger,  comprehend  no  orinoe, 
are  not  without  certain  good  qualities,  under 
virtuous  guidance, — for  they  have  the  fidelity, 
the  obedience,  the  stubborn  courage  of  the  an- 
imal ;  but  which,  under  evil  control,  tarn  those 
very  qualities  to  unsparing  evil — ^bull-dogs  t* 
rend  the  foe,  as  bull-dogs  to  defend  the  mas- 
ter. 

For  some  moments  the  two  men  gaied  si- 
lently at  each  other.  At  lenjgth,  Dalibard  said, 
with  an  air  of  calm  superiority — 

**  My  friend,  it  is  time  that  I  should  be  pre- 
sented to  the  chiefs  of  your  party  !" 

"  Chiefs,  par  tons  Us  diabUs  f*  growled  the 
other;  "we  Chauans  are  all  chiefs,  when  it 
comes  to  blows.  You  have  seen  my  creden- 
tials ;  you  know  that  I  am  a  man  to  t>e  trusted ; 
what  more  do  you  needt" 

**  For  myself,  nothing ;  but  my  friends  are 
more  scrupulous.  I  have  sounded,  as  I  prom- 
ised, the  heads  of  the  old  Jacobin  party— and 
they  are  favorable.  This  upstart  soldier,  who 
has  suddenly  seized  in  bis  iron  grasp  all  the 
fruits  of  the  Revolution,  is  as  hateful  to  them 
as  to  you.  But,  que  voules  voust  mon  cker^ 
men  are  men  f  It  is  one  thing  to  destroy  Bo- 
naparte; it  is  another  thing  to  restore  the 
Bourbons.  How  can  the  Jacobin  chiefs  depeod 
on  your  assurance,  or  my  own,  that  the  Bour- 
bons will  forget  the  old  offenses,  and  rewaiti 
the  new  service  1  You  apprise  me,  so  do  yoor 
credentials,  that  a  prince  of  the  blood  is  eo- 
gaged  in  this  enterprise,  that  he  will  appear  at 
the  proper  season.  Put  me  in  direct  commu- 
nication with  this  representative  of  the  Bour- 
bons, and  I  promise  in  return,  if  his  assurances 
are  satisfactory,  that  you  shall  have  an  meuu 
to  be  felt  from  Paris  to  Marseilles.  If  you  can 
not  do  this,  I  am  uselessr;  and  I  withdraw—'* 

*'  Withdraw !  Gmrde  it  vous — Monneur  U  Sa- 
vant !  No  man  withdraws  alive  from  a  con- 
spiracy like  ours." 

We  have  said  before  that  Olivier  Dalibard 
was  not  physically  brave ,  and  the  look  of  the 
Chouan,  as  those  words  were  said,  would  have 
frozen  the  blood  of  many  a  bolder  man.  Bat 
the  habitual  hypocrisy  of  Dalibard  enabled  him 
to  disguise  his  fear,  and  he  replied,  dryly : 

*'  Monsieur  le  Ckmian, — it  is  not  by  threats 
that  you  will  gain  adherents  to  a  desperate 
cause,  which,  on  the  contrary,  requires  mild 
words  and  flattering  inducements.  If  yoo  com- 
mit  a  violence—^  murder — num.  cker — Faiia  is 
not  Bretagne ;  we  have  a  police ;  foa  will  bft 
diacovered." 
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"  Ha,  ba !— what  then?--do  you  think  I  fear 
the  goillotine  V* 

♦*  For  yonrself— no ;  bat  for  your  leaders — 
yes !  If  you  are  discovered,  and  arrested  for 
.  crime,  do  you  fancy  that  the  police  will  not 
recognize  the  right  arm  of  the  terrible  George 
Cadoudall — that  they  will  not  guess  that  Ca- 
dottdal  is  at  Paris  1 — that  Cadoudal  will  not  ac- 
company you  to  the  guillotine  !*' 

The  Chouan's  face  fell.  Olivier  watched 
him,  and  pursued  his  advantage. 

"  T  asked  you  to  introduce  to  me  this  shadow 
t)f  a  prince,  under  which  you  would  march  to  a 
counter-revolution.  But  I  will  be  more  easily 
-contented.  Present  me  to  George  Cadoudal, 
the  hero  of  Morbihan  ;  he  is  a  man  in  whom  I 
«an  trust,  and  with  whom  I  can  deal  What ! 
you  hesitate  1  How  do  you  suppose  enterprises 
of  this  nature  can  be  carried  on  1  If,  from  fear 
and  distrust  of  each  other,  the  man  you  would 
employ  can  not  meet  the  chief  who  directs  him, 
there  will  be  delay — confusion — panic, — and 
you  will  all>  perish  by  the  executioner.  And 
for  me,  Pierre  Guillot,  consider  my  position :  I 
am  in  some  fhvor  with  the  First  Consul — I 
fiare  a  station  of  respectability— a  career  lies 
before  me.  Can  you  think  that  I  will  hazard 
these,  with  my  head  to  boot,  like  a  rash  child  7 
Do  you  suppose  that,  in  entering  into  this  ter- 
rible contest,  I  would  consent  to  treat  only  with 
anbordinates  1  Do  not  deceive  yourself.  Again, 
I  say,  tell  your  employers  that  they  must  confer 
^ith  me  directly,  orje  nCen  lave  Us  mains." 

"  I  will  repeat  what  you  say,"  answered 
Guillot,  sullenly.    **  Is  this  all  V 

"All  for  the  present,"  said  Dalibard,  slowly 
•drawing  on  his  gloves,  and  retreating  toward 
the  door.  The  Chouan  watched  him  with  a 
auspicious  and  sinister  eye ;  and  as  the  Proven- 
<;tLVa  hand  was  on  the  latch,  be  laid  his  own 
rough  grasp  on  Dalibard's  shoulder — 

•*I  know  not  how  it  is.  Monsieur  Dalibard, 
bat  I  mistrust  you."  ♦  • 

**  Distrust  is  natural  and  prudent  to  all  who 
conspire,"  replied  the  scholar,  quietly.  '<  I  c^o 
not  ask  you  to  confide  in  me — ^your  employers 
bade  you  seek  me — I  have  mentioned  my  con- 
ditions—let them  decide." 

**  You  carry  it  off  well.  Monsieur  Dalibard 
And  I  am  under  a  solemn  oath,  which  poor 
George  made  me  take,  knowing  me  to  be  a  hot- 
headed, honest  fellow — mauvaise  tile,  if  you 
will — that  I  will  keep. my  hand  off  pistol  and 
knife  upon  mere  suspicion — ^that  nothing  less 
than  his  word  or  than  clear  and  positive  proof 
of  treachery  shall  put  me  out  of  good-humor  and 
into  warm  blood.  But  bear  this  with  you, 
MoRsieor  Dalibard  :  if  I  once  discover  that  you 
use  our  secrets  to  betray  tbem — should  George 
Bee  you,  and  one  hair  of  bis  head  come  u>  in- 
Jftry  through  vour  hands,  I  will  wring  your  neck 
88  a  good  wife  wrings  a  pullet's." 

••  I  don*t  doubt  your  strength  or  your  feroci- 
ty, Pierre  Guillot ;  but  my  neck  will  be  safe ; 
yon  have  enough  to  do  to  take  care  of  your 
•own — ifltt  rfvoir.** 

With  a  tone  and  IoqH  of  ca]m  and  fearless 
fronyy  the  scholar  thus  atpok^,  and  leA  the 
room ;  but  when  he  .was  pn  the  stairs,  be 
tipaasedy  and  caught  at  the  balustrade — the  sick- 
mesSf  as  of  terror,  at  some  danger  past,  or  te  be. 


self-command,  or  simulation  which  belongs  to 
moral  courage,  and  the  feebleness  of  natural 
and  constitutional  cowardice,  would  have  been 
sublime  if  shown  in  a  noble  cause.  In  one  so 
corrupt,  it  but  betrayed  a  nature  doubly  formi- 
dable; for  treachery  and  murder  hatch  their 
brood  amid  the  folds  of^  hypocrite's  cowardice. 

AVhile  thus  the  interview  between  Dalibard 
and  the  conspirator,  we  must  bestow  a  glance 
upon  the  Broveo^ars  home. 

In  an  apartment  in  one  of  the  principal 
streets,  between  the  Boulevards  and  the  Rue 
St.  Honors,  a  boy  and  a  woman  sat  side  by 
side,  conversing  in  whispers.  The  boy  waa 
Gabriel  Varney,  the  woman  Lucretia  Dalibard. 
The  apartment  was  furnished  in  the  then  mod- 
ern taste  which  affected  classical  forms ;  and 
though  Aot  without  a  certain  elegance,  had 
something  meager  and  comfortless  in  its  sleor 
der  tripods  and  thin-legged  chairs.  There  was 
in  the  apartment  that  air  which  bespeaks  the 
struggle  for  appearances — that  struggle  famil- 
iar with  those  of  limited  income  and  vain  as- 
pirings, who  want  the  taste  which  smooths 
all  inequalities,  and  gives  a  smile  to  home — 
that  taste  which  affection  seems  to  prompt,  if 
not  to  create — which  shows  itself  in  a  thousand 
nameless,  costless  trifles,  each  a  grace.  No 
sign  waa  there  of  the  household  cares  or  indua- 
try  of  women.  No  flowers,  no  music,  no  em- 
broidery frame,  no  work-table.  Lucretia  bad 
none  of  the  sweet  feminine  habits  which  be- 
tray  so  lovelily  the  whereabout  of  women.  AU 
was  formal  and  precise,  like  rooms  which  we 
enter  and  leave — not  those  in  which  ve  settle 
and  dwell. 

Lucretia  herself  is  changed,  her  air  is  more 
assured,  her  complexion  more  pale,  the  evU 
cliaracter  of  her  mouth  more  firm  and  pro- 
nounced. 

Gabriel,  still  a  meie  boy  in  years,  has  a  pre- 
mature look  qf  man.  The  down  shades  his 
lips.  His  dress,  though  showy  and  theatrical, 
is  no  longer  that  of  boyhood.  His  rounded 
cheek  has  grown  thin,  as  with  the  care  and 
thought  which  beset  the  anxious  step  of  youth 
on  entering  into  life. 

Both,  as  before  remarked,  spoke  in  whispers ; 
both  from  time  to  time  glanced  fearfully  at 
the  door ;  both  felt  that  tbey  belonged  to  a 
hearth  round  which  smile  not  the  jocund  graces 
of  trust  and  love,  and  the  heart's  open  ease. 

*'  But,"  said  Gabriel— "but  if  you  would  be 
safe,  my  father  must  have  no  secrets  bid  from 
you." 

"  I  do  not  know  that  he  has.  He  speaks  to 
me  frankly  of  his  hopes— of  the  share  he  has 
in  the  discovery  x>f  the  plot  against  the  First 
ConsuV— of  his  interviews  with  Pierre  Cuiiiotf 
the  Breton." 

**Ah,  because  thers  your  courage  supports 
bim.  and  your  acutenoss  assists  his  own* 
Such  secrets  belong  to  his  public  life — his  po- 
litical schemes — with  those  he  will  trust  you. 
It  is  his  private  life — his  private  projects  you 
must  know."  % 

'*  But  what  does  he  conceal  from  one  t  Apart 
from  politics,  his  whole  mind  seems  bent  on 
the  very  natural  object  of  securing  the  intimacy 
with  his  rich  cousin,  Mooeiear  Bellanger,  from 
whom  he  has  a  right  to  exp««t  Mi 
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"  Bellaoger  18  rich ;  bot  he  is  not  much  older 
than  my  father." 

•*  He  has  bad  health." 

"No,"  said  Gabriel,  with  a  downcast  eye 
and  a  strange  smile ;  **  he  has  not  bad  health, 
bat  he  may  not  be  long-lived." 

"  How  do  you  mean  V*  asked  Lucretia,  sink- 
ing her  voice  into  a  still  lower  whisper,  while 
a  shudder,  she  scarce  knew  why,  passed  over 
her  frame.  .   . 

"  What  does  my  father  do,"  resumed  Gabriel, 
**  in  that  room  at  the  top  of  the  house  1  Does 
he  tell  you  that  secret  1" 

'*  He  makes  experiments  in  chemistry.  You 
itnow  that  that  was  always  his  favorite  study. 
You  smile  again !  Gabriel,  do  not  smile  so ; 
ft  appals  me.  Do  you  think  there  is  some 
mystery  in  that  chanaber  1" 

*'  It  matters  not  what  we  think,  belle  nUre — 
it  matters  much  what  we  know.  If  I  were 
you,  I  tPOttld  know  what  is  in  that  chamber.  I 
repeat,  to  be  safe,  you  must  have  all  his  secrets 
or  none.    Hush,  that  is  his  step !" 

The  door  handle  turned  noiselessly,  and  Oil- 
Tier  entered.  His  look  fell  on  his  son^s  face, 
which  betrayed  only  apparent  surprise  at  his 
unexpected  return.  He  then  glanced  at  Lu- 
cretia*s,  wbich  was,  as  usual,  cold  and  impen- 
etrable. 

"Gabriel,"  said  Dalibard,  gently,  "I  have 
come  in  for  you.  I  ha^e  promised  to  take  you 
to  spend  the  day  at  Monsieur  Bellanger's ;  you 
are  a  great  favorite  with  madame.  Come,  my 
boy.  I  shall  be  back  soon,  Lucretia.  I  shall 
but  drop  in  to  leave  Gabriel  at  my  cousin*s." 

Gabriel  rose  cheerfully,  as  if  only  alive  to 
the  expectation  of  the  bon-bons  and  compli- 
ments he  received  habitaally  from  Madame 
Bellanger. 

**  And  you  can  take  your  drawing  implements 
with  you,"  continued  Dalibard.  "  This  good 
Monsieur  Bellanger  has  ^ven  you  permission 
to  copy  his  Poussin."  • 

"His  Ponssin!  Ah,  that  is  placed  in  his 
bedroom,*  is  it  notV* 

"  Yes,"  answered  Dalibard,  briefly. 

Gabriel  lifted  his  sharp,  bright  eyes  to  his 
father's  face.    Dalibard  turned  away. 

"  Come !"  he  said,  with  some  impatience ; 
and  the  boy  took  up  hid  hat. 

In  another  minute,  Lucretia  was  alone. 

Alone,  in  an  English  home,  is  a  word  imply- 
ing no  dreary  solitude  to  an  accomplished  wom- 
an ;  but  alone  in  that  foreign  land — alone  in 
those  half-furnished,  desolate  apartments — ^few 
books,  no  musical  instruments,  no  companions 
during  the  day  to  drop  in ;  that  loneliness  was 
wearing.  And  that  mind  so  morbidly  active ! 
In  the  old  Scottish  legend,  the  spirit  that  serves 
the  wizard  must  be  constantly  employed  ;  sus- 
pend iu  work  for  a  moment,  and  it  rends  the 
enchanter.  It  is  so  with  minds  that  crave  for 
cxciUMnent,  and  live,  without  relief  of  heart  and 
aflfection,  on  the  hard  tasks  of  the  intellect. 

LucreiiH  mused  over  Gabriel's  words  and 
warning  :  '•To  be  safe,  you  must  know  all  his 
secRH-  or  none.'»#  What  was  the  secret  which 
Dalih'.ird  haii  not  communicated  to  herl 


*  U  U  M-:]rccly  neceasary  to  observe  that  bedchamben 
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r^*  1)1  ,  /•  II  decorated  no  Iom  elaborately  than  the 

oibvr  a,    rUu  iits. 


She  rose,  stole  up  the  cold,  cheerieas  attain^ 
and  ascended  to  the  attic  which  Dalibard  hai 
lately  hired.    It  was  locked ;  and  she  observed 
that  the  lock  was  small— so  small^  that  the  kej 
might  be  worn  in  a  ring.    She  descended  and 
entered  her  husband*s  usual  cabinet,  which  ad- 
joined the  sitting-room.    All  the  books  which 
the  house  contained  were  there ;  a  few  works 
on  metaphysics — Spinosa  in  especial — the  great 
Italian  histories,  some  volumes  of  statistios, 
many  on  physical  and  mechanical  philosophic 
and  one  or  two  works  of  biography  and  meiB- 
oirs :  —  no    light  literature,  that  grace  and 
flower  of  human  culture— that  best  philosophy 
of  all,  humanizing  us  with  gentle  art,  maloiig 
us  wise  through  the  humors,  elevated  throagh 
the  passions,  tender  in  the  afiections  of  oar 
kind !    She  took  out  one  of  the  voliunes  that 
seemed  less  arid  than  the  rest,  for  she  vat 
weary  of  her  own  thoughts,  and  b^gan  to  read. 
To  her  surprise,  the  first  passage  she  opeoed 
was  singularly  interesting,  though  the  title  was 
nothing  more  seductive  than  the  '^liife  of  a  Phy- 
sician of  Padua,  in  the  Sixteenth  Century.'*   U 
related  to  that  singular  epoch  of  terror  in  Italy, 
i^hen  some  mysterious  disease,  vaiyiog  in  a 
thousand  symptoms,  baffled  all  remedy,  and  ^ 
long  defied  all  conjecture — a  disease  attaekiBC 
chiefly  the  heads  of  families,  father  and  hus- 
band— ^rarely  women.    In  one  city,  seven  hun- 
dred husbands  perished,  but  not  one  wife! 
The  disease  was  poison.    The  hero  of  the 
memoir  was  one  of  the  earlier  discoverers  of 
the  true  cause  of  this  household  epidemia    fie 
had  been  a  chief  authority  in  a  commtssion  of 
in(iuiry.    Startling  were  the  details  given  in  the 
work;  the  anecdotes,  the  histories,  the  astonish- 
ing craA  brought  daily  to  bear  on  the  victim,  the 
wondrous  perfidy  of  the  subtile  means,  tbe  varia- 
tion of  the  certain  murder — here  swift  as  epi- 
lepsy— there  slow  and  wasting  as  long  dedine : 
—  ne  lecture  was  absorbing ;  and  absorbed  in 
the  book  L\^retia  still  was,  when  she  heard 
Dalibard's  voice  behind ;  he  was  looking  over 
her  shoulder. 

"A  strange  selection  for  so  fair  a  stodenl! 
Enfant,  play  not  with  such  weapons  !** 

"But  is  this  all  true!*' 

*'  True,  though  scarce  a  fragment  of  the  troth. 
The  physician  was  a  sorry  chemist,  lod  a 
worse  philosopher.  He  blundered  in  hisaoa^- 
sis  of  the  means ;  and,  if  I  remember  righUy, 
he  whines  like  a  priest  at  the  motives ;  for  ses 
yon  not  what  was  really  the  cause  of  this 
spreading  pestOence  t  It  was  the  aaturnalia  oC 
the  Weak — a  burst  of  mocking  license  agaiMt 
the  Strong:  it  was  more — ^it  was  the  iooats 
force  of  the  individual  waging  war  against  the 
many." 

*'  f  do  not  understand  you.^ 

<*No!  In  that  age,  husbands  were,  indeed, 
lords  of  the  household :  they  married  merff 
children  for  their  lands ;  they  neglected  and 
betrayed  them;  they  were  inexorable  if  tha 
wife  committed  the  faults  set  before  her  ex- 
ample. Suddenly  the  wife  found  herself  anaed 
against  her  tyrant.  His  life  was  in  her  haads. 
So  the  weak  had  no  mercy  on  the  strong !  Bat 
man,  too,  was  then,  even  more  than  now,  a 
lonely  wrestler  in  a. crowded  arena.  Biaia 
force  alone  gave  him  distinction  in  ooarta; 
wealth  alone  brought  him  jnstioe  in  the  I 
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or  ^ve  bim  safety  in  bis  home.  Suddenly, 
the  frail,  pany  man  saw  that  Jie  could  reach  the 
mortal  part  of  bis  giant  foe.  The  noiseless 
sliog  was  in  his  hand — ^it  smote  Goliab  from 
aibr.  Suddenly,  the  poor  man,  ground  to  the 
dttst,  spat  upon  by  contempt,  saw  through  the 
crowd  of  richer  kinsmen,  who  shunned  and 
bade  bim  rot— saw  those  whose  death  made 
bim  heir  to  lordship,  and  gold,  and  palaces,  and 
power,  and  esteem!  As  a  worm  through  a 
wardrobe,  that  man  ate  through  veWet  and  er- 
mine, and  gnawed  out  the  hearts  that  beat  in 
his  way.  No !  A  great  intellect  can  compre- 
hend these  criminate,  and  account  for  the  crime. 
It  is  a  mighty  thing  to  feel  in  one*s  self  that 
one  is  an  army — more  than  an  army !  What 
thousands  and  millions  of  men,  with  trumpet 
and  banner,  and  under  the  sanction  of  glory, 
striTC  to  do — dcMiroy  a  /oe,— that  with  little 
more  tban  an  effort  of  the  will — with  a  drop,  a 
grain,  for  all  his  arsenal*-one  man  can  do !'' 

There  was  a  horrible  enthusiasm  about  this 
Teasoning  devil  as  he  spoke  thus :  his  crest  rose, 
his  breast  expanded.  That  animation  which  a 
noble  thought  gives  to  generous  hearts  kindled 
in  the  face  of  the  apologist  for  the  darkest  and 
basest  of  human  crimes.  Lucretia  shuddered ; 
'  but  her  gloomy  imagination  was  spelled ;  there 
was  an  interest  mingled  with  her  terror. 

"  Hush !  you  appal  me,'*  she  said,  at  last, 
timidly.  *'  But,  happily,  this  fearful  art  exists 
no  more  to  tempt  and  destroy  V* 

**  As  a  mere  philosophical  discovery,  it  might 
bo  amusing  to  a  chemist  to  learn  exactly  what 
were  the  compounds  of  those  ancient  poisons," 
said  Dalibard,  not  directly  answering  the  im- 
plied question.  "  Portions  of  the  art  are  indeed 
lost,  unless,  as  I  suspect,  there  is  much  credu- 
lous exaggeration  in  the  accounts  transmitted 
to  us.  To  kill  by  a  flower,  a  pair  of  gloves,  a 
soap- ball — ^kill  by  means  which  elude  all  possi- 
ble suspicion — is  it  credible  1  What  say  you  1 
An  amusing  research,  indeed,  if  one  had  leisure ! 
But  enough  of  this  now ;  it  grows  late.    We 

dine  with  Monsieur  de .    He  wishes  to  let 

Wb  hotel.  Why,  Lucretia,  if  we  knew  a  little 
of  this  old  art,  par  DUu  I  we  could  soon  hire 
the  hotel !  Well,  well,  perhaps  we  may  survive 
my  cousin,  Jean  Bellanger !" 

Three  days  afterward,  Lucretia  stood  by  her 
husband's  side  in  the  secret  chamber.  From 
the  hour  when  she  left  it  a  change  was  percep- 
tible in  her  countenance,  which  gradually  re- 
moved from  it  the  character  of  youth.  Paler 
the  cheek  could  scarce  become,  nor  more  cold 
the  discontented,  restless  eye.  But  it  was  as 
if  some  great  care  had  settled  on  her  brow,  and 
eontr^ted  yet  more  the  st«rn  outline  jof  the 
lips.  Gabriel  noted  the  aUerati»n ;  but  he  did 
not  attempt  to  win  her  confidenoe.  He  was 
occupied  rather  in  considering,  first,  if  it  were 
well  for  him  to  sound  deeper  into  the  mystery 
he  BOBpected;  and,  secondly,  to  what  extent, 
and  on  what  terms,  it  became  his  interest  to  aid 
the  designs  in  which,  by  Dalibard's  hints  and 
kindly  treatment,  he  foresaw  that  he  was  meant 
to  participate. 

(  A  word  now  on  the  rich  kinsman  of  the  Dali- 
barda.  Jean  Bellanger  had  been  one  of  those 
prudent  republicans  who  had  put  the  Revolu- 
tion to  profit.  By  birth  a  Marseillais,  he  had 
settled  in  Paris,  as  an  epicier,  about  the 'year 


1786,  and  had  distinguished  himself  by  the 
adaptability  and  finesse  whicb  become  those 
who  fish  in  such  troubled  waters.  He  bad 
sided  with  Mirabeau,  next^ith  Vergniand,  and 
the  Girondins.  These  he  forsook  in  time  for 
Danton,  whose  facile  corroptibility  made  bim  a 
seductive  patron.  He  was  a  large  purchaser 
in  the  sale  of  the  emigrant  property ;  he  ob- 
tained a  contract  for  the  supply  of  the  army  in 
the  Netherlands ;  he  abandoned  Danton  as  he 
had  abandoned  the  Girondins,  but  without  tak* 
ing  any  active  part  in  the  after-proceedings  of 
the  Jacobins.  His  next  eoanection  was  with 
Tallien  and  Barras,  and -he  enriched  himself 
yet  more  under  the  Directory  than  he  had  done 
in  the  earlier  stages  of  the  Revolution.  Under 
cover  of  an  appearance  of  bonhomie  and  good- 
humor,  a  frank  laugh  and  open  countenance, 
Jean  Bellanger  had  always  retained  general 
popularity  and  good-will,  and  was  one  of  those 
whom  the  policy  of  the  First  Consul  led  him  to 
conciliate.  He  had  long  since  retired  from  the 
more  vulgar  departments  of  trade,  but  contin^ 
ued  to  flourish  as  an  army  contractor.  He  bad 
a  large  hotel  and  a  splendid  establishment.  He 
was  one  of  the  great  capitalists  of  Paris.  The 
rekitionship  between  Dalibard  and  Bellanger 
was  not  very  close— it  was  that  of  cousins 
twice  removed;  and,  during  Daiibard's  pre- 
vious residence  at  Paris— -each  embracing  dif- 
ferent parties,  and  each  eager  in  his  oareer— 
the  blood-tie  between  them  had  not  been  much 
thought  of,  though  they  were  good  friends,  and 
each  respected  the  other  for  the  discretion  with 
which  he  had  kept  aloof  from  the  more  san* 
guiaary  excesses  of  the  time.  As  Bellanger 
was  not  many  years  older  than  Dalibard — as 
the  former  had  but  just  married  in  the  year 
1791,  and  had  naturally  before  him  the  prosj^ct 
of  a  faroily^as  his  fortunes  at  that  time,  though- 
rising,  were  unconfirmed,  and  as  some  nearer 
relations  stood  between  them,  in  the  shape  ot 
two  promising,  sturdy  nephews,  Dalibard  ha<l 
not  then  calculated  on  any  inheritance  from  hie 
cousin.  On  his  return  circumstances  were 
widely  altered — Bellanger  had  been  married 
some  years,  and  no  issue  had  blessed  his  nup- 
tials. His  nephews,  drafted  into  the  conscrip- 
tion, had  perished  in  Egypt.  Dalibard  ajq^- 
rently  became  his  nearest  relative. 

To  avarice  or  to  worldly  ambition  there  was, 
undoubtedly,  something  very  dazzling  in  the 
prospect  thus  opened  to  the  eyes  of  Olivier  Dali- 
bard. The  contractor's  splendid  mode  of  liv- 
ing, vieing  with  that  of  the  fermier^general  ot 
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oM,  the  colossal  masses  of  capital,  by  which  he 
backed  and  supported  speculations,  that  varied 
with  an  ingenuity  rendered  practical  and  pro- 
found by  experience,  inflamed  into  fever  the 
morbid  restlessness  of  fancy  and  intellect  which 
characterized  the  evil  schoUir;  for  that  rest- 
lessness seemed  to  supply  to  his  nature  vksea 
not  constitutional  to  it.  Dalibard  had  not  the 
avarice  that  belongs  either  to  a  miser  or  a 
spendthrift.  In  his  youth,  his  books  and  the 
simple  desires  of  an  abstract  student  sufficed 
to  his  wants ;  and  a  haMt  of  method  and  order 
— a  mechanical  calculation  which  accompanied 
all  his  acts,  from  the  least  to  the  greatest^ 
preserved  him,  even  when  most  poor,  from 
necdiness  and  want.  Nor  was  he  by  nature 
vain  and  ostentatious — those  infirmities  accoin- 
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paiiy  a  larger  and  more  loznriant  nature.  Hii 
|»hiIo80pby  rather  despised,  than  inclined  to 
show.  Yet,  slooe  to  plot  and  to  scheme  made 
his  sole  amosement,  his  absorbing  ezeitement, 
^*-60  a  man  wrapped  in  himself,  and  with  no 
generous  ends  in  view,  has  little  to  plot  or  to 
soheme  for  but  objects  of  worldly  aggrandise- 
ment. In  this,  Dalibard  resembled  one  whom 
the  intoxication  of  gambling  has  mastered — 
who  neither  wants,  nor  greatly  prizes  t^ie  stalce^ 
but  who  has  grown  wedded  to  the  venture  for 
it  It  was  a  madness  like  that  of  a  oeriain  ri)sh 
noMeman  in  our  qwu  country,  who,  with  more 
money  than  he  coutd  spend,  and  with  a  skill  in 
all  games  where  skill  enters,  that  would  have 
secured  him  sucoess  of  itself-^aving  learned 
the  art  of  cheating,  eould  not  resist  ite  indul- 
gence. No  hazanl,  no  warning  could  restrain 
him— cheat  he  most — the  propensity  became 
inm-strong  as  a  Gre^  destiny. 
^  That  the  possible  chance  of  an  inheritance 
«o  nugnifioent  ehonld  dazzle  Luoretia  and  Ga- 
briel, was  yet  more  natural ;  for  in  them,  it 
jqipealed  to  more  direct  and  eloquent,  though 
not  mare  powerful,  propensities.  Gabri^  had 
every  vice  which  the  greed  of  gain  most  irri- 
tates and  excites.  Intense  coveteusness  lay 
at  the  core  of  his  heart ;  he  had  the  sensual 
temperament  which  yearns  for  every  enjoy- 
ment, and  takes  pleasure  in  every  pomp  aiid 
ehow  of  life.  Lncretia,  with  a  haitlness  o( 
mind  that  disdained  luxury,  and  a  certain 
grandeur  (if  such  a  word  may  be  applied  to 
one  so  perverted)  that  was  incompatible  with 
the  sordid  infirmities  of  tlie  miser,  had  a  de- 
termined and  insatiable  ambition,  to  which  gold 
was  a  necessary  instrument.  Wedded  to  one 
she  loved,  like  Mainwaring,  the  ambition,  as 
we^ave  said  in  a  former  chapter,  could  have 
lived  in  another,  and  become  devoted  to  intel- 
lectual efforts,  in  the  nobler  desire  for  power 
based  on  fame  and  genius.  But  now  she  had 
the  gloomy  eravings  of  one  fallen,  and  the  on- 
easy  desire  to  restore  herself  to  a  lost  position 
•^-abe  fed  as  an  aliment  upon  scorn  to  bitter- 
ness,  of  all  beings  and  all  things  around  her. 
She  was  gnawed  by  that  false  fever  which 
liou  in  those  who  seek  by  outward  seemings 
aud  distinctions  to  console  themselves  for  the 
want  of  their  own  self-esteem ;  or  who,  de- 
spising the  world  with. which  they  are  bronght 
in  contact,  sigh  for  those  worldly  advantages 
whioh  atone  justify  to  the  world  itself  their 
contempt. 

1  To  these  diseased  infirmities  ef  vanity  or 
pride,  whether  exhibited  in  Gabriel  or  Lucre- 
tia,  Dalibard  administered  without  apparent 
cfibrt,  not  only  by  his  conversation,  but  bis 
habits  of  life.  H«  mixed  with  those  much 
wealthier  than  Himself,  bat  not  better  born— 
those  who,  in  the  hot  and  fierce  ferment  of 
that  new  society,  were  rising  fast  into  new 
nristooracy,— 'fortunate  soldiers,  daring  specu- 
lators, plunderers  of  many  an  argosy  that  had 
been  wrecked  in  the  great  storm.  Every  one 
about  them  was  actuated  by  the  keen  desire 
*<  to  mak«  fortune  *,**  tlfS  desire  was  contagious. 
They  were  not  absolutely  poor  in  the  proper 
sense  of  the  word  poverty,  with  Dalibard 's  an- 
miity  and  the  interest  of  Locretia's  fortune, 
Nit  they  were  poor  compared  to  those  with 
hom  they  associated^poor  enough  for  dis- 


content. Thus,  the  image  of  the  migfaQr 
wealth  from  which,  perhaps,  but  a  siog'le  Ufe 
divided  them  beeame  horribly  haunting.  IVi 
Gabriers  sensual  vision,  the  image  presented 
itself  fn  the  shape  of  unlimited  pleasure  and 
prodigal  riot ;  to  liUcretia,  it  wore  the  solena 
majesty  of  power;  to  DaUbard  himself,  it  wis 
but  the  Eureka  of  a  caleuhition— the  palpaUe 
reward  of  wile,  and  scheme,  and  dextroos 
eombinatioBs.  The  devil  had  temptations  suit- 
ed to  each.  Meanwhile,  the  Dalibarde  weie 
more  and  more  with  the  Bellangers.  Oiivier 
glided  in  to  talk  of  the  chances  and  changes  of 
the  state  and  the  market.  Lucretia  eat  for 
hours,  listening  minutely  to*  the  contractoili 
boasts  of  past  frauds,  or  submitting  to  the  nar- 
tyrdom  of  his  victorious  games  at  trio-tiaa 
Gabriel,  a  spoiled  darling,  copied  the  pictures 
on  the  walls,  complimented  madame,  flattered 
monsieur,  and  fawned  on  both  for  trinkeu  and 
crow^ns.  Like  three  birds  of  night  and  omea^ 
these  three  evil  natures  settM  on  the  rich 
man^s  roof. 

Was  the  rich  man  himself  blind  to  tiie  mo- 
tives which  budded  forth  into  sudi  attentive 
affeotion  1  His  penetration  was  too  acute— 
his  ill  opinion  of  mankind  too  atrong,  perhaps, 
for  such  amiable  self-delusions.  *  But  be  took 
all  in  good  part,  availed  himself  of  Dalibard^ 
hints  and  suggestions  as  to  the  emplojnieBt  of 
his  capital ;  was  polite  to  Lucretia,  snd  readfly 
condemned  her  to  be  beaten  at  tric-trac,  wbfls 
he  accepted  with  bonhomie  Gabriel's  spirited 
copies  of  his  pictures.  But  at  times,  there 
was  a  gleam  of  satire  and  malice  in  his  nraod, 
gray  eyes,  and  an  inward  chuckle  at  the  ca- 
resses and*,  flatteries  he  received,  which  per^ 
plexed  Dalibard,  and  humbled  Lucretia.  Had 
his  wealth  been  wholly  at  his  own  disposal, 
these  signs  would  have  been  inauspicious ;  but 
the  new  law  was  strict,  and  the  bulk  of  B^ao- 
ger's  property  could  not  be  alienated  from  his 
nearest  kin.    Was  not  Dalibard  the  nearest! 

These  hopes  and  speculations  did  not,  aa  we 
have  seen,  absorb  the  restless  and  rank  eoer- 
gies  of  Dalibard's  crooked,  but  capridoos  aad 
grasping  intellect.  Patiently  and  ingeaioflsjy 
he  pursued  his  main  political  object— the  de- 
tection of  that  audacious  and  complicated  eoo- 
spiracy  against  the  First  Consul,  which  ended 
in  the  tragic  deaths  of  Pichegru,  tbe  Doo 
d*Engbien,  and  the  erring,  but  illustrioas  has 
of  La  Vendue,  George  Cadoudai.  In  tbe  weM 
of  these  dark  plots  for  personal  aggrandisft' 
ment  and  political  fortune,  we  leave,  for  the 
moment,  the  somber,  sullen  soul  of  OliTiac 
Dalibard. 

*       •       •       •       •        #       # 


Time  has  passed  on,  and  spring  is  over  tie 
world ;  the  seeds,  buried  in  the  earth,  burst  to 
flower;  but  man's  breast  knoweth  not  the 
sweet  division  of  the  seasons,  fn  winter  or 
summer,  autumn  or  spring  alike,  bis  thoughts 
sow  the  germs  of  his  actions,  and  day  after 
day  his  destiny  gathers  in  her  harvests. 

The  joy-bells  ring  dear  through  the  gnfrm 
of  Laughten — an  beir  is  bom  to  the  old  nuae 
and  fair  lands  of  St  John !  And,  as  usuaU  Ihe 
present  race  welcomes  merrily  in  thai  whieh 
shall  succeed  and  replace  it — that  whieh  i  ^ " 
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thnifi  the  enjoyera  down  into  the  black  graves, 
and  wrest  from  tbem  the  pleaeant  goods  of  the 
world.  The  joy-bell  of  birth  is  a  note  of  warn- 
log  to  the  knell  for  the  dead ;  it  wakes  the 
worms  beneath  the  mold ;  the  new-born,  every 
year  that  it  grows  and  flourishes,  speeds  the 
parent  to  their  feast.  Yet  who  can  predict 
that  the  infant  shall  become  the  heir  1  who  can 
tell  that  Death  sits  not  side  by  side  wiih  the 
nurse  at  the  cradle  1  Can  the  mother's  hand 
measure  out  the  woof  of  the  Parcao*  or  the 
Cher's  eye  detect,  through  the  darkness  of  the 
'    morrow,  the  gleam  of  the  fatal  shears  1 

It  is  market-day,  at  a  town  in  the  midland 
distrieu  of  England.  There,  trade  takes  ita 
healthiest  and  most  animated  form.  You  see 
not  the  stunted  form  and  heilew  eye  of  the 
mechanic — poor  slave  of  the  capltali8t--i»oor 
agent  and  viotim  of  the  aroh  diseqoahaer— 
Civilization.  There  strides  the  burly  form  of 
the  farmer ;  there  waita  the  ruddy  hind  with 
hie  flock ;  there*  patient,  site  the  miHer  with 
hia  samples  of  corn;  there,  in  the  bootbe, 
gleam  the  humble  wares  which  form  the  luzu- 
riea  of  cottage  and  farm.  The  thronging  of 
men,  and  the  clacking  of  whips,  and  the  dull 
sounid  of  wagon  or  dray,  that  parte  the  crowd 
as  it  passes,  and  the  lowing  of  herds,  and  the 
bleating  of  sheep,  all  are  sounds  of  movement 
and  bustle,  yet  blent  with  the  pastoral  assoeta- 
tiona  of  the  Primitive  Gommeree,  when  the 
link  between  market  and  farm  was  visible  and 
direcL 

Toward  one  laiige  bouse  in  die  center  of  the 
brisk  life  ebbing  on,  you  might  see  stream  after 
stream  pour  ito  way.  The  large  doors  swing- 
ing light  on  their  hinges,  the  gilt  letters  that 
shine  above  the  threshold,  the  windows,  with 
their  shutters  outside,  cased  in  iron  and  studded 
«vitb  nails,  announce  that  that  house  is  the 
hzak  of  the  town.  Come  in  with  that  yeoman, 
whose  broad  faoe  tells  ito  tale,  sheepish  and 
down-eyed — he  has  come  not  to  invest,  but  to 
borrow.  What  matters,  war  is  breaking  out 
aneWy  to  bring  the  time  of  high  prices,  and  pa- 
per money,  and  oredit.  Honest  yeoman,  you 
wiU  not  be  refused.  He  scratches  his  rough 
head,  pulls  a  leg,  as  he  calls  it,  when  the  clerk 
leans  over  the  counter,  and  asks  to  see  **  Mus- 
ter Mawnering  hisself."  The  clerk  pointo  to 
the  little  oflSee-room  of  the  new  junior  partner, 
who  has  brought  ten  thousand  pounds  and  a 
clear  head  to  the  firm.  And  the  yeoman's 
great  boota  creak  heavily  in.  I  XM  yon  ao, 
honest  yeoman ;  you  oome  out  with  a  smile  on 
yoor  brown  faoe,  and  your  hand,  that  might  feli 
an  ox,  buttons  up  your  huge  breeches-pooket. 
You  will  ride  homo  with  a  light  heart--go  and 
dine,  and  be  merry. 

The  yeoman  tramps  to  the  Ordinary ;  ftotas 
clatter,  tongues  wag ;  and  the  borrower's  full 
heart  finds  vent  in  a  good  word  for  that  kind 
'*  Master  Mawnering."  For  a  wonder,  all  join 
in  the  praise.  "  He*8  an  honor  to  the  tawn ; 
Ke*8  a  pride  to  the  county — thof  he's  suoh  a 
friend  at  a  pinch,  he's  a  rale  mon  of  business ! 
He*U  make  the  baunk  worth  a  million  !--and 
bow  well  he  spoke  at  the  great  county  meeting 
about  the  war,  and  the  laund,  and  them  blood- 
thirsty mounseers!  If  their  members  were 
loike  bim,  Muster  Fox  would  look  small  I" 
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kies,  horses,  and  carts  are  giving  life  to  the 
roads  and  the  lanes — and  the  market  is  desert- 
ed, and  the  bank  is  shut  up,  and  William  Maf  n- 
waring  walks  back  to  his  home  at  the  skirts  of 
the  town — ^not  villa,  nor  cottage — that  plain 
English  house  with  ito  cheerful  face  of  red 
brick,  and  ito  solid  squareness  of  shape-^ 
symbol  of  substanoe  in  the  fortunes  of  the  own- 
er! Yet,  as  he  passes,  he  sees  through  the 
distant  trees  the  hall  of  the  member  for  the 
town.  He  pauses  a  moment,  and  si^s  nn- 
quietly.  That  padse  and  that  sigh  betray  the 
germ  of  ambition  and  discontent.  Why  shoolA 
not  be,  who  can  speak  so  w«ll,  be  member  for 
the  town,  ihstead  of  that  stammering  squire! 
But  his  reason  has  soon  adenced  the  qneralone 
nmrmnr.  He  hastans  his  ste^— he  is  at  home ! 
And  there,  in  tbeneat-Aivnlshed  drawing-room, 
whreh  looks  on  the  garden  behind,  hisses  thd 
welcoming  tea-vra ;  and  the  piano  is  open,  and 
there  is  a  packet  of  new  books  on  the  iable : 
and,  best  of  all,  there  is  the  glad  fhce  of  the 
sweet  English  wilb.  The  happy  scene  was 
eharactarislie  of  (he  time,  just  when  the  simpler 
and  mors  tnnooent  luxuries  of  the  higher  clas^ 
spread,  not  to  spoil,  but  refine  the  middle.  The 
dress,  air,  mien,  movements,  of  the  young  eon^ 
|de;  the  unassuming,  suppressed,  sober  ele- 
gance of  the  boose;  the  flower-garden,  the 
books,  and  the  nrasio-^-evidences  of  cultivated 
taste,  not  signalaof  displajt^all  bespoke  th» 
gentle  fasion  of  ranks,  before  rude  and  unedu*' 
cated  wealth,  made  in  looms  and  lueky  hits, 
rushed  in  to  separato  forever  the  gentleman 
ftom  the  parvenu. 

Spring  smiles  over  Paris,  over  the  spires  of 
Ndtre  Dame,  and  the  crowded  alleysV  the  Ta- 
iUeries,  over  thousands  and  thousands  eager, 
joyous,  aspiring,  reckless — the  New  Race  of 
France— bonnd  to  one  man's  destiny,  children 
of  glory  and  of  carnage,  whose  blood  the  wolf 
and  the  vnlture  scent,  hungry,  from  afar ! 

The  consfyiraoy  against  the  life  of  the  Ftrsif 
Consul  has  been  detected  and  defeated.  Pi- 
chegru  is  in  prison,  George  Cadoudal  awaits 
bis  trial,  the  Doe  d'Enghien  sleeps  in  hisbloody^ 
grave ;  the  imperial  crown  is  prepared  for  the 
great  soldier,  and  the  great  soldier's  creatures 
bask  in  the  noonday  sun.  Olivier  Dalibard  is 
in  high  and  lucrative  employment :  his  rise  is 
ascribed  to  his  tolents — his  opinions.  No  ser- 
vice connected  with  the  detection  of  the  con* 
spiracy  is  traoed  or  traeeaUe  by  the  publie  eye. ' 
If  such  exist,  it  is  known  but  to  those  who  have- 
no  desire  to  reveal  it.  The  old  apartteento  are 
retained;  but  they  are  no  longer  dreary,  and 
comfortless,  and  deserted.  They  are  gay  with 
draperies,  and  or-mdo,  and  mirrors ;  and  Ma* 
dame  Dalibard  has  her  nighte  of  reception,  and 
Monsieur  Dalibard  has  already  his  tnxm  of 
eliento.  In  that  gigantic  concentratkin  o>  ^p>- 
tism  which,  under  Napoleon,  is  called  'fM 
State,  ]>alibard  has  found  his  place.  He  has 
served  to  swell  the  power  of  the  unit,  and  the 
cipher  gains  importance  by  ito  position  in  the 
sum. 

Jean  Bellanger  is  no  mere.  He  died,  not 
suddenly,  and  yet  of  some  quick  disease^nerv- 
ons  exhaustion :  his  schemes,  they  said,  had 
worn  him  out.  But  the  estote  of  Dalibard, 
though  prosperous,  is  not  that  of  the  heir  to  the 
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bilk  of  that  wealth  must  go  to  the  nearest  kin 
— BO  rans  the  law.  Bat  the  will  is  read ;  and, 
for  the  first  time,  Olivier  Dalibard  learos  that 
the  dead  man  had  a  son — a  son  by  a  former 
marriage — the  marriage  undeclared,  unknown, 
amid  the  riot  of  the  Revolution ;  for  the  wife 
was  the  daughter  of  a  proscrit.  The  son  had 
been  reared  at  a  distance,  put  to  school  at  Ly- 
^ns,  and  unavowed  to  the  second  wife,  who 
'bad  brought  an  ample  dower,  and  whom  that 
discovery  might  have  deterred  from  the  altar. 
Unacknowledged  through  lifej — in  death,  at 
ieast,  the  son*s  rights  are  proclaimed :  and 
Otivier  Dalibard  feels  that  Jean  Ballanger  has 
died  in  vain !  For  days  has  the  pale  Provencal 
been  closeted  with  lawyers;  but  there  is  no 
hope  in  litigation.  The  proofs  of  the  marriage, 
the  birth,  the  identity,  come  out  clear  and 
clearer ;  and  the  beardless  school-boy  at  Lyons 
reaps  all  the  profit  of  those  nameless  schemes 
and  that  mysterious  death.  Olivier  Dalibard 
desires  the  friendship — ^tbe  intimacy  of  the  heir 
But  the  heir  is  consigned  to  the  guardianship 
of  a  merchant  at  Lyons,  near  of  kin  to  his  moth- 
er— and  the  guardian  responds  but  ooldiy  to 
Olivier's  letters.  Suddenly  the  defeated  aspi- 
imot  seems  reconciled  to  his  loss.  The  widow 
Bellaoger  has  her  own  separate  fortune ;  and 
it  is  large,  beyond  expectation.  In  addition  to 
the  wealth  she  brought  the  deceased,  his  aflec- 
tioB  had  led  him  to  invest  vast  sums  in  her 
name.  The  widow,  then,  is  rich — rich  as  the 
heir  himself.  She  is  still  fair.  Poor  woman, 
she  needs  consolation  !  But,  meanwhile,  the 
nights  of  Olivier  Dalibard  are  disturbed  and 
broken.  His  eye,  in  the  daytime,  is  haggard 
and  anxious ;  he  is  seldom  seen  on  foot  in  the 
streets.  Fear  is  his  companion  by  day,  and  sits 
at  night  on  his  pillow.  The  Chtnum,  Pierre 
QaiUot,  who  looked  to  George  Cadoudal  as  a 
god,  knows  that  George  Cadoudal  has  been  be- 
trayed,|and  suspects  Olivier  Dalibard ;  and  the 
Chouan  has  an  arm  of  iron  and  a  heart  steeled 
against  all  mercy.  Oh,  how  the  pale  scholar 
tbuRSted  for  that  Chouan'a  blood  !  With  what 
relentless  pertinacity,  with  what  ingenious  re- 
search he  had  set  all  the  hounds  of  the  police 
npon  the  track  of  that  single  man !  How  nota- 
tiy  he  had  failed !  An  avenger  lived ;  and 
Olivier  Dalibard  started  at  his  own  shadow  on 
the  wall.  But  he  did  not  the  less  continue  to 
plot  and  to  intrigue^— nay,  such  occupation  be- 
came more  necessary,  as  an  escape  from  him- 
self. 

And,  in  the  mean  while,  Olivier  Dalibard 
sought  to  take  courage  from  the  recollection 
that  the  Chouan  had  taken  an  oath  (and  he 
knew  that  oaths  are  held  sacred  with  the  Bre- 
tons) that  he  would  keep  his  hand  from  his 
knife,  unless  he  had  clear  evidence  of  treachery ; 
such  evidence  existed,  but  only  in  Dalibard's 
desk,  or  the  archives  of  Fooch^.  Tush,  he  was 
safe !  And  so,  when,  from  dreams  of  fear,  he 
started  at  the  depth  of  night,  so  his  bolder  wife 
would  whisper  to  him,  with  firm,  uncaressing 
lips,  *«  Olivier  Dalibard,  thou  fearest  the  living, 
dost  thoa  never  fear  the  dead  ?  Thy  dreams 
are  haunted  with  a  specter.  Why  takes  it  not 
the  accusing  shape  of  thy  molderiog  kinsman  1" 
Dalibard  would  have  answered,  for  he  was  a 
philosopher  in  his  cowardice,  *'  11  n'y  a  que  let 
^   fnorts.  Qui  ne  reviennent  vaa." 


It  is  the  notable  convenience  of  us  narrators 
to  represent  by  what  is  called  soliloquy,  tks 
thoughts  —  the  interior  of  the  personages  we 
describe.    And  this  is  almost  the  master-work 
of  the  tale-teller,  that  is,  if  the  soliloquy  be 
really,  in  words,  what  self-commune  is  in  the 
dim  and  tangled  recesses  of  the  human  heart! 
But  to  this  privilege  we  are  rarely  admitted 
in  the  case  of  Olivier  Dalibard ;  for  be  rarely 
communed  with  himself;  a  sort  of  mental  oi- 
culation,  it  is  true,  eternally  went  on  withia 
him,  like  the  wheels  of  a  destiny ;  but  it  had 
become  a  meebaaical  operation,  seldom  dii- 
turbed  by  that  contciousmsf  of  tkought,  with  its 
struggles  of  fear  and  doubt,  conscience  aad 
crime,  which  gives  its  appalling  interest  to  the 
soliloquy  of  tragedy.     Amid  the  tremendooa 
secrecy  of  that  profound  intellect,  as  at  the  bot- 
tom of  a  sea,  only  monstrous  images  of  terror, 
things  of  prey,  stirred  in  cold-blooded  aod  de- 
vouring life ;  but  into  these  deeps  Olivier  hini- 
self  did  not  dive.    He  did  not  face  his  own  toid ; 
his  outer  life  and  his  inner  life  seemed  separate 
individualities,  just  as,  in  some  complicated 
state,  the  social  machine  goes  on  through  all  its 
numberless  cycles  of  vice  and  dread,  whatever 
the  acts  of  the  government,  which  is  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  state,  and  stands  for  the  state 
in  the  shallow  judgment  of  history. 

Before  this  time,  Olivier  Dalibard's  naaner 
to  his  son  had  greatly  changed  from  the  indif- 
ference it  betrayed  in  England :  it  was  kind 
and  affectionate,  almost  caressing ;  while,  on 
the  other  hand,  Gabriel,  as  if  in  possession  of 
some  secret  whidh  gave  him  power  over  his 
father,  took  a  more  careless  and  independent 
tone,  often  absented  himself  from  the  boase  for 
days  together,  joined  the  revels  of  young  prof- 
ligates older  than  himself,  with  whom  be  had 
formed  acquaintance,  indulged  in  spendthrift 
expenses,  and  plunged  prematurely  into  the 
stream  of  vicious  pleasure  that  ooied  throogh 
the  mud  of  Paris. 

One  morning,  Dalibard,  retaming  from  a  vivt 
to  Madame  Bellanger,  found  Gabriel  alone  ia 
the  taloHj  contemplating  bis  fair  lace  and  gay 
dress  in  one  of  the  mirrors,  and  smoothing 
down  the  hair,  which  he  wore  long  and  slsck, 
as  in  the  portraits  of  Rafifhelie.  Dalibard*8  Up 
curled  at  the  boy*s  coxcombry,  though  iach 
tastes  he  himself  had  fostered,  according  to  fats 
ruling  principles,  that,  to  govern,  yon  mast  find 
a  foible,  or  instill  it ;  but  the  sneer  dianged 
into  a  smile. 

<*  Are  you  satisfied  with  yourself,  joU  gwr- 
f(m  V*  he  said,  with  saturnine  playfulness. 

*<  At  least,  sir,  I  hope  that  you  will  not  be 
ashamed  of  me,  when  you  formally  legitimatise 
me  as  your  son.  The  time  has  come,  yoo  kB0V« 
to  keep  your  promise." 

"  And  it  shall  be  kept,  do  not  fear.  But  first, 
I  have  an  employment  for  yoo — a  mission— 
your  firBt  embassy,  Gabriel." 

"  I  listen,  sir." 

*<  I  have  to  send  to  England  a  communtcatien 
of  the  utmost  importance— public  importance — 
to  the  secret  agent  of  the  French  government. 
We  are  on  the  eve  of  a  descent  on  England. 
We  are  in  correspondence  with  some  in  Lon* 
don  on  whom  we  count  for  support.  A 
might  be  suspected,  searched — mind,  i 
Vnn.  Si  hnr.  with   Enfflish  name  and 
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will  be  my  safest  en^oj.  Bonaparte  approves 
my  selectioa.  On  your  return,  he  permits  me 
to  present  you  to  him.  He  loves  the  rising 
generation.  In  a  few  daya  yoa  wUl  be  pre- 
pared to  start.*' 

Despite  the  calm  tone  of  the  fkther,  so  had 
the  son,  from  the  instinct  of  fear  and  self-pres- 
ervation, studied  every  accent,  every  glance  of 
Olivier — so  had  he  constituted  himself  a  spy 
upon  the  heart  whose  perfidy  waa>  ever  armed, 
that  he  detected  at  once  in  the  proposal  some 
scheme  hostile  to  his  interests.  He  made,  how- 
ever, no  opposition  to  the  plan  suggested  i  and, 
seemingly  satisfied  with  hie  obedience,  the 
father  dismissed  him. 

As  soon  as  he  was  in  the  streets,  Gabriel 
went  straight  to  the  houae  of  Madame  Bellan- 
ger.  The  hotel  had  been  purchased  in  her 
name,  and  she  therefore  retained  it.  Since  her 
husband's  death,  he  had  avoided  that  house, 
before  so  familiar  to  him ;  and  now  be  grew 
pale,  and  breathed  hard,  as  he  passed  by  the 
porter*s  lodge  up  the  lofty  stairs. 

He  knew  of  his  father's  recent  and  constant 
visita  at  the  house ;  and,  without  coi^ectur- 
ing  precisely  what  were  Olivier's  designs,  he 
connected  them,  in  .the  natural  and  acquired 
ahrewdness  he  possessed,  with  the  wealthy 
widow.  He  resolved  to  watch,  observe,  and 
draw  his  own  condusiona.  Aa  be  entered 
Madame  Bellanger's  room  rather  abruptly,  he 
observed  her  push  aside,  among  her  papers, 
something  she  had  been  gazing  on — something 
which  sparkled  to  his  eyes.  He  sat  himself 
down  close  to  her,  with  the  caressing  manner 
be  usually  adopted  toward  women ;  and,  in  the 
midst  of  the  babbling  talk  with  which  ladies 
generally  honor  boys,  he  suddenly,  as  if  by 
accident,  displaced  the  papers,  and  saw  his 
father's  miniature  set  in  brillianta.  The  start 
of  the  widow,  her  blush,  and  her  exclamation, 
strengthened  the  light  that  flashed  upon  his 
mind.  **  O-ho,  I  see  now,*'  he  said,  laughing, 
"  why  my  father  is  always  praising  black  hair ; 
and — ^nay,  nay — ^gentlemen  may  admire  ladies 
in  Paris,  surely  !** 

**  Pooh,  my  dear  child,  your  father  is  an  old 
friend  of  my  poor  husband's,  and  a  near  rela- 
tion, too !  But,  Gabriel,  men  petit  ange  !  yon 
had  better  not  say  at  home  that  you  have  seen 
this  picture— Madame  Dalibard  might  be  foolish 
enough  to  be  angry." 

<*  To  be  sure  not.    I  have  kept  a  secret  be- 
'  fore  now  !**  and  again  the  boy's  cheek  grew  pale, 
and  he  looked  hurriedly  round. 

**  And  you  are  very  fond  of  Madanie  Dalibard, 
too,  so  yon  must  not  vex  her." 

•«  Who  says  I'm  fond  of  Madame  Dalibard  1 
— a  stepmother!" 

**  Why,  your  father,  of  course^t/  €»t  si  ft<w— 
€6  pauore  Dalibard ;  and  all  men  like  cheerful 
faces ;  but  then,  poor  lady— an  Englishwoman, 
so  strange  here — very  natural  she  should  fret 
— ^and  with  bad  health,  too." 

**  Bad  health,  ah  I  I  remember !  She  also 
does  not  seem  likely  to  live  long !" 

"So  your  poor  father  apprehends.  Well, 
well,  how  uncertain  life  is !  Who  would  have 
thought  dear  Bellanger  would  have — " 

Gabriel  rose  hastily,  aid  interrupted  the 
widow's  pathetic  reflections.    "  I  only  ran  in 


'*  Adieu,  my  dear  boy— not  a  word  on  the 
nuniature  I  By-the-by,  here's  a  ahirt^pin  for 
you— 4tt  €s  jolt  commeun  amour" 

Ail  was  now  clear  A  Gabriel—it  was  neces- 
sary to  get  rid  of  him,  and  forever !  Dali- 
bai^  might  dread  his  attachment  to  Lucretia — 
he  would  dread  still  more  his  closer  intimacy 
with  the  widow  of  Bellanger,  should  that  widow 
wed  again — and  Dalibard,  freed  like  her,  (by 
what  means  1)  be  her  choice !  Into  that  abyss 
of  wickedness,  fathomless  to  the  innocent,  the 
young  villainous  eye  plunged,  and  surveyed  the 
ground ;  a  terror  seized  on  him— a  terror  of  lile 
and  death.  Would  Dalibard  spare  even  his 
own  son,  if  that  son  had  the  power  to  injure  1 
This  mission — was  it  exile  oplyl— only  a  fall 
back  to  the  old  squalor  of  his  uncle*s  studio  1 — 
only  the  laying  aside  of  a  useless  tool  ? — or  was 
it  a  snare  to  the  gravel  Demon,  as  Dalibard 
was,  doubtless  the  boy  wronged  him.  But 
guilt  construes  guilt  for  the  worst. 

Gabriel  had  formerly  enjoyed  the  thought  to 
match  himself,  should  danger  come,  with  Dali- 
bard ;  the  hour  had  come,  and  he  felt  his  im- 
potence. Brave  his  father,  and  refuse  to  leave 
France !  From  that  even  his  reckless  hardihood 
shrank  as  from  inevitable  destruction.  But  to 
depart — be  the  poor  victim  and  dupe— -after  hav- 
ing been  let  loose  among  the  riot  of  pleasure, 
to  return  to  labor  and  privation  —  from  that 
option  his  vanity  and  his  senses  vindictively 
revolted.  And  JUicretia !  the  only  being  who 
seemed  to  have  a  human  kindness  to  him ! 
through  all  the  vicious  egotism  of  his  nature* 
he  had  some  grateful  sentiments  for  her !  and 
even  the  egotism  assisted  that  unwonted  amia- 
bility ;  for  he  felt  that,  Luoretia  gone,  he  had 
no  hold  on  his  father'a  house — ^that  the  homa 
of  her  successor  never  woUld  be  his.  While 
thus  brooding,  he  lifted  his  eyes,  and  saw  Dali- 
bard pass,  in  his  carriage,  toward  the  Tuilleries. 
The  house,  then,  was  dear-* he  could  see 
Lucretia  alone.  He  formed  hia  resdolioa  at 
once,  and  turned  homeward.  As  he  did  so,  he 
observed  a  man  at  the  angle  of  the  street, 
whose  eyes  followed  Dalibard's  carriage  with 
an  expression  of  unmistakable  hate  and  re^ 
venge ;  but  scarcely  had  he  marked  the  coim- 
tenanoe,  before  the  man,  looking  horriedly 
round,  darted  away,  and  was  lost  among  the 
crowd. 

Now,  that  countenance  was  not  quite  on- 
familiar  to  Gabriel.  He  had  seen  it  before>  ae 
he  saw  it  now,— hastily,  and,  as  it  were,  1^ 
fearful  snatches.  Once  he  had  marked,  oa 
returning  home  at  twilight,  a  figure  lurking  by 
the  bouse— and  something  in  the  quickness 
with  which  it  turned  from  his  gaze,  joined  to 
his  knowledge  of  Dalibard's  apprehensions^ 
made  him  mention  the  circumstance  to  his 
father,  when  he  entered.  Dalibard  bade  him 
hasten  with  a  note,  written  hurriedly,  to  aa 
agent  of  the  police,  whom  he  kept  lodged  near 
at  hand.  The  man  was  still  upon  the  thresh- 
old, when  the  boy  went  out  on  this  errand,  and 
he  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  face ;  but  before  the 
police  agent  reached  the  spot,  the  ill  omened 
apparition  had  vanished.  Gabriel  now,  as  hia 
eye  rested  full  upon  that  threatening  brow, 
and  those  burning  eyes,  was  convinced  that 
he  saw  before  him  the  terrible  Pierre  GuiUot;, 


».? ^L.J  u:-   r_*i.^_i_  .1 «- 


73 


EPILOGUE  TO  PART  THE  FIRST. 


'Wlten  the  figjire  retreated,  he  resoWed  at  once 
to  pursue.  He  horried  through  the  crowd  amid 
'wfaioh  the  man  had  disappeared,  and  looked 
eagerly  into  the  foces  of  those  be  jostled — 
sometimes,  in  the  distanbe,  he  caagbt  sight  of 
a  figure,  which  appeared  to  resemble  the  one 
which  he  porsaed ;  bat  the  likeness  faded  on 
approach.  The  chase,  howeYer,  vague  and  des- 
ultory as  it  was,  led  hkn  on  till  his  way  was 
lost  among  labyrinths  of  narrow  and  unfamiliar 
streets.  Heated  and  thirsty,  he  paused  at  last 
before  a  small  cafe,  entered  to  ask  for  a  draught 
of  lemonade,  and,  behold,  chance  had  favored 
him !  the  man  he  sought  was  seated  there,  be- 
foie  a  bottle  of  wine,  and  intently  reading  the 
newspaper.  Gabriel  sat  himself  down  at  the 
adjoining  table.  •  In  a  few  moments  the  man 
was  joined  by  a  new-comer— the  two  conversed, 
but  in  whispers  so  low,  that  Gabriel  was  unable 
to  hear  their  conversation— though  he  caught, 
more  than  once,  the  name  of  *'  George.^  Both 
the  men  were  violently  exoited,  and  the  ex- 
pression of  their  countenances  was  menacing 
and  sinister.  Ttie  first  comer  pointed  often  to 
the  newspaper,  and  read  passages  from  it  to 
his  companion.  This  suggested  to  Gabriel  the 
demand  for  another  journal.  When  the  waiter 
brought  it  to  hhn,  his  eye  jrested  upon  a  long 
paragraph^  in  which  the  name  of  George  Cadoo- 
dal  frequently  occurred.  In  fict,  all  the  journals 
of  the  day  were  filled  with  speculations  on  the 
conspiraey  and  trial  of  that  fiery  martyr  to  an 
erring  adaptation  of  a  noble  prinoiple.  Gabriel 
knew  that  his  father  had  had  a  princjpal  share 
la  the  detection  of  the  defeated  enterprise; 
and  his  previous  persuasions  were  confirmed. 

His  sense  of  hearing  grew  sharper  by  con- 
tinued effort,  and  at  length  he  heard  the  first 
comer  say,  distinctly,  *<  If  I  were  but  sure  that 
I  had  brought  this  fate  upon  George,  by  intro- 
ducing to  him  that  accursed  Dalibard--if  my 
oath  did  but  justify  me,  I  would — *'  The  con- 
chiding  sentence  was  lost.  A  few  moments 
alter,  the  two  men  rose,  and  from  the  familiar 
words  that  passed  between'them  and  the  master 
of  the  eafit  who  approached,  himself,  to  receive 
the  reckoning,  the  shrewd  boy  perceived  that 
the  place  was  no  unaccustomed  haunt.  He 
crept  nearer  and  nearer ;  and  as  the  landlord 
shook  hands  with  'hie  customer,  he  heard  dis- 
tinctly the  former  address  him  by  the  name  of 
"Guillot.''  When  the  men  withdrew,  Gabriel 
followed  them  at  a  distance  (taking  care  first 
to  impress  on  his  memory  the  name  of  the  eafi^ 
and  the  street  in  which  it  was  placed),  and, 
as  be  thought,  unobserved ;  be  was  mistaken. 
Suddenly,  in  one  street,  more  solitary  than  the 
restj  the  man  whom  he  was  mainly  bent  on 
tracking,  turned  round,  advanced  to  Gabriel, 
who  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  street,  and 
laid  his  hand  upon  him  so  abruptly,  that  the 
boy  was  fairly  taken  by  surprise. 

••Who  bade  yon  folkyw  %nV'  said  he,  with 
so  dark  and  fell  an  expression  of  countenance, 
that  even  Gabriers  courage  failed  him.  "  No 
evasion — no  lies-^-speak  out,  and  at  once ;''  and 
the  grasp  tightened  on  the  boy's  throat. 

Gibriel's  readiness  of  resource  and  presence 
of  mind  did  not  long  forsake  him. 

**  Loose  your  bold,  and  I  will  tell  you — ^you 

Btffie  me."    The  man  slightly  relaxed  his  grasp, 

«d  Gabriel  said,  quickly,  •*  My  mother  perished 


on  the  guillotine  in  the  Reign  of  Terror ;  I  am 
for  the  Bourbons.  I  thought  I  overheard  worls 
which  showed  sympathy  for  poor  George,  tbs 
brave  Chduan.  I  fbllowed  you ;  for  I  thoogfat 
I  wis  following  friends." 

The  man  smiled  as  he  fixed  his  steadj  eye 
upon  the  unflinching'  child  :— •"  My  poor  lad,** 
he  said,  gentlyi  "  I  Mieve  you— panion  me-* 
but  follow  us  no  more:  we  are  dangeroDs!** 
He  waved  bis  hand,  and  strode  away — rejoinei 
his  oompank>n,  iind  Gabriel  reloetantfy  aban- 
doned the  pursuit,  and  wisnt  homewnrd.    it 
was  long  belbre  he  reached  his  fhther*s  house, 
for  he  had  strayed  into  a  strange  quarter  of 
Paris,  and  had  frequently  to  inquire  the  way. 
At  length  he  reached  home,  and  ascended  the* 
stairs  to  a  small  room,  in  which  Lucretta  «a- 
alfy  sat,  and  which  was  divided  by  a  narroir 
corridor  from  the  sleeping  chamber  of  hersdf 
and  Dalibard.     His  stepmother,  leaning  ber 
cheek  upon  her  hand,  was  seated  by  the  vn- 
dow,  so  absorbed  in  some  ^oomy  t£on||ls, 
which  cast  over  hef  rigid  ftce  a  shade,  imeoajr 
and  solemn  as  despair,  that  she  did  not  pereeiie 
the  approach  of  the  boy  till  he  threw  his  ana 
round  her  neck,  and  then  she  started  as  a 
alafrm— 

"•Ton — only  yen  P*  she  said,  with  a  ood« 
strained  smile ;  **  see,  my  nerves  are  not  so 
strong  as  they  were.** 

'« You  are  disturbed,  helle  mere;  has  ie  been 
vexing  yon  V* 

"  He— Dalibard — ^no.  Indeed,  we  were  only, 
this  morning,  discussing  matters  of  busioeas.**' 

"  Business — ^that  means  money !" 

•«  Truly,"  said  Lucretia,  ••  money  does  make 
the  staple  of  life's  business.  In  spite  cf  his 
new  appointment,  your  father  needs  some  sums 
in  hand — favors  are  to  be  bought— opportuni- 
ties for  speculation  occur,  and — ** 

••  And  my  father,*'  interrupted  Gabriel, 
**  wishes  your  consent  to  raise  the  rest  of  your 
portion." 

Lucretia  looked  surprised,  but  answered  qni- 
etly,  "  He  had  my  consent  long  since ;  but  the 
trustees  to  the  marriage  settlement — mere  men 
of  business — my  uncle's  bankers  (for  I  had  lost 
all  claim  oh  my  kindred)  refuse,  or  at  least  in- 
terpose such  difllcuities  as  amount  to  refiisaL" 

'« Bat  that  reply  came  some  days  since,''  siU 
Gabriel,  musingly. 

»  How  did  you  know  1— did  -foxxr  father  teH 
you  1" 

•<  Poor  heUe  mire  /*'  said  Gabriel,  almo^  wiA 
pity,  **  can  you  live  in  this  house,  and  not  watdi 
all  that  passes — every  stranger,  every  message^ 
every  letter?  But  what,  then,  does  he  wis^ 
with  youl" 

**  He  has  suggested  my  returning  to  Englaod, 
and  seeing  the  trustees  myself.  His  interflt 
can  obtain  my  passport." 

•*  And  you  have  refused  1" 

« I  have  not  consented." 

"Consent! — Hush,— your  maid — ^Marie— ii 
not  waiting  without,"  and  Gabriel  rose  aatf* 
looked  out ;  "  no,  confound  these  doors !  none 
close  as  they  ought  in  this  house.  Is  it  noC  • 
dause  in  your  settlement  that  the  half  of  year 
fortune  now  invested  goes  to  the  survivor  s'* 

*'  It  is,"  replied  Lucretia,  struck  and  thrilled  «^ 
the  question.  "  How,  again,  did  you  know  this !" 

-•*  I  enw  my  father  reading  the  copy.    If  yo* 
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die  first,  then,  he  has  aU :  if  he  merely  wanted 
the  moftey,  he  would  not  send  you  away  !*' 

There  was  a  terrible  panse.  Gabriel  re- 
saned :  "  I  trust  yon,  it  may  be,  with  my  life ; 
bet  I  will  speak  out.  My  father  foes  much  to 
Bellanger'e  widow — she  is  rich  and  weak. 
Cone  to  England  !  Yes,  come ;  for  he  is  about 
to  dismiss  me.  He  fears  that  I  shall  be  in  the 
way,  to  warn  you,  perhaps,  or  to — to— in  short, 
both  of  us  are  in  his  way.  He  gives  yon  an 
escape.  Once  in  England,  the  war  which  is 
breaking  out  wiU  prevent  your  return.  He 
will  twist  the  laws  of  divorce  to  his  favor— he 
will  marry  again !  What  then  1  he  spares  yon 
what  remains  of  your  fortune — ^he  spares  your 
fife.  Remain  here— cross  his  schemes — and — 
ao,  no; — eome  to  England — safer  anywhere 
than  here.** 

As  be  spoke,  great  changes  had  passed  over 
Looretia^s  countenance.  At  first  it  was  the 
fiash  of  conviction,  then  the  stunned  shock  of 
horror ;  now  she  rose — rose  to  her  full  height 
—and  there  was  a  livid  and  deadly  light  in  her 
eyes — the  light  of  conscious  coorage,  and  pow- 
er, and  revenge.  *'  Fool,"  she  muttered,  *'  with 
all  bis  craA  !  Fool,  fool !  As  if,  in  the  war  of 
household  perfidy,  the  woman  did  not  always 
conquer!  Vfttn'B  only  chance  is  to  be  mailed 
in  honor." 

•«But,*'  said  Gabriel,  overhearing  her,  <'but 
yoQ  do  not  remember  what  it  is.  There  is 
nothing  yon  can  see,  and  guard  against.  It  is 
not  IM  an  enemy  face  to  face ;  it  is  death  in 
the  food,  in  the  air,  In  the  touch.  You  stretch 
out  your  arms  in  the  dark — you  feel  nothing, 
and  you  die !  Oh,  do  not  fancy  that  I  have 
not  thought  well  (for  I  am  almost  a  man  now) 
if  there  were  no  means  to  resist— there  are 
none !  As  well  make  head  against  the  plague 
— ^it  is  in  the  atmosphere.  Come  to  England, 
and  return.  Live  poorly,  if  you  must — ^bnt 
live  ! — but  live  P* 

*•  Return  to  England  poor  and  despised,  and 
bound  still  to  him,  or  a  disgraced  and  divorced 
wife — disgraced  by  the  low-bom  dependent  on 
my  kinsman's  house — and  fawn,  perhaps,  upon 
my  sister  and  her  husband  for  bread  !  Never ! 
—I  am  at  my  post,  and  I  will.n^t  fly  !*' 

"  Brave,  brave  I"  said  the  boy,  clapping  his 
hands,  and  sincerely  moved  by  a  daring  supe- 
rior to  his  own — »•  I  wish  I  could  help  you !" 

Lucretia's  eye  rested  on  him  wKh  the  full 
gaie,  BO  rare  In  its  looks.  She  drew  him  to 
her,  and  kissed  his  brow — *<  Boy,  through  life, 
whatever  our  guilt  and  its  doom,  we  are  bound 
to  each  other.  I  may  yet  live  to  have  wealth 
—if  so,  it  is  yours  as  a  8on*s.  I  may  be  iron 
to  others — never  to  you.  Enough  of  this — I 
must  reflect  I"  She  passed  her  hand  over  her 
eyes  a  moment,  and  resumed — **Yoa  would 
help  me  in  my  self-defense ;  I  think  yon  can. 
You  have  been  more  alert  in  your  watch  than 
I  have.  You  must  have^  means  I  have  not 
secured.  Your  father  guards  well  all  his 
papers!*' 

**  I  have  keys  to  every  desk.  My  foot  passed 
the  threshold  of  that  room,  under  the  roof,  be- 
fore yours.  But,  no ;  his  powers  can  never  be 
yours !  He  has  never  confided  to  you  half  his 
secrets !   He  has  antidotes  for  every— every— " 

'*  Hiat !  what  noise  is  that  1  Only  the  shower 
on  the  casements !    No,  no,  child,  that  is  not 


my  object  Cadoodal's  conspiracy !  Yourfath* 
er  has  letters  from  Fouch^,  which  show  how 
he  has  betrayed  othera  who  are  stronger  t» 
avenge  than  a  woman  and  a  boy." 

"Well!" 

'<  I  would  hare  those  letters !  Give  me  the 
keys !  But  hold !— Gabriel— Gabriel,  you  may 
yet  misjudge  him.  This  woman— vwife  to  the 
dead  man — hit  wife !  Horror !  Have  you  na 
proofs  of  what  you  imply  1" 

**  Proofs !"  echoed  Gabriel,  in  a  tone  of  won* 
der,  ^  I  can  but  see  and  conjecture.  You  are 
warned  :  watch  and  decide  for  youraelf.  Bat 
again  I  say,  come  to  England !    1  shall  go !" 

Without  reply,  Lucretia  took  the  keys  from 
Gabriers  halr-relucUnt  hand,  and  passed  inte 
her  husband's  writing-room.  When  she  had 
entered,  ahe  locked  the  door.  She  passed  at 
once  to  a  huge  secretary,  of  which  the  key  waa 
small  as  a  fairy's  work.  She  opened  it  with 
ease  by  one  of  the  connterfei^.  No  love  cor- 
respondence— ^the  first  object  of  her  search,  for 
she  was  woman— met  her  eye.  What  need  of 
letters,  when  interviews  were  so  facile !  Bat 
she  soon  found  a  document  that  told  all  which 
love-letters  could  tell — ^it  was  an  account  of  the 
.moneys  and  possessions  of  Madame  BeUanger — 
and  there  were  pencil  notes  on  the  margm :— > 
*<  Vautran  will  give  400,000  francs  for  the  landa 
in  Auverffue — ^to  be  accepted.  Consult  on  the 
power  of  sale  granted  to  a  second  husband. 
Query,  if  there  is  no  chance  of  the  heir-at-law 
disputing  the  moneys  invested  in  Madame  B.'s 
name,"— and  such  memoranda  as  a  man  notes 
down  in  the  schedule  of  properties  about  to  be 
his  own.  In  these  inscriptions  there  was  a 
hideous  mockery  of  all  love — like  the  blue-lighte 
of  corruption,  they  showed  the  black  vault  of 
the  heart.  The  pale  reader  saw  what  her  own 
attractions  had  been ;  and,  fallen  as  she  was» 
she  smiled  superior  in  her  bitterness  of  scorn. 
Arranged  methodically,  with  the  precision  of 
business,  she  found  the  letters  she  next  Ipoked 
for; — one  recognizing  Dalibard*s  services  in 
the  detection  of  the  conspiracy,  and  authorizing 
him  to  employ  the  police  in  the  search  of  Pierre 
GuUlot,  sufficed  for  her  purpose.  She  with- 
drew, and  secreted  it.  She  was  about  to  lock 
up  the  secretary,  when  her  eye  fell  on  the  title 
of  a  small  MS.  volume  in  a  corner ;  and  as  she 
read,  she  pressed  one  hand  convulsively  to  her 
heart,  while,  twice  with  the  other,«he  grasped 
the  volume,  and  twice  withdrew  the  grasp. 
The  title  ran  harmlessly  thus : — "  Pluloaophieai- 
and  ckemieal  inquiries,  into  the  nature  and  maU" 
riaU  of  the  poisons  in  use  between  the  l^h  imi 
16/A  centuries,^'  Hurriedly,  and  at  laat,  as  if 
doubtful  of  herself,  she  left  the  MS.,  closed  the 
secretary,  and  returned  to  Gabriel 

*<  You  have  got  the  paper  yoa  seek  t"  he 
said. 

"Yes."  i 

**  Then  whatever  you  do,  yoa  must  be  quick 
—he  wiH  soon  discover  the  loss.". 

«♦  I  will  be  quick." 

"  It  is  I  whom  he  will  suspect,"  said  Gabriel^ 
in  alarm,  as  that  thought  struck  him.  "  No,  for 
my  sake,  do  not  take  the  letter  tljl  I  am  gone. 
Do  not  fear,  in  the  mean  time— he  i*1ff  do  noth- 
ing against  you  while  I  am  here." 

**  I  will  replace  the  letter  till  then,"  said  Lu- 
cretia, meekly.   **  You  have  a  right  to  my  first 
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dioughts.'*  So  she  went  back,  and  Gabriel 
(suspicious,  perhaps)  crept  after  her. 

As  she  replaced  the  document,  he  pointed  to 
the  MS.  which  had  tempted  her — "  I  have  seen 
that  before  ;  how  I  longed  for  it !  If  any  thing 
ever  happens  to  him,  I  claim  (hat  as  my  legacy." 

Their  hands  met  as  he  said  this,  and  grasped 
each  other  donvulsively ;  Lucretia  relocked  the 
secretary,  and  when  she  gained  the  next  room, 
she  tottered  to  a  chair.  Her  strong  nerves  gave 
way  fpr  the  moment ;  she  uttered  no  cry,  but, 
by  the  whiteness  of  her  face,  Gabriel  saw  that 
she  was  senseless;  senseless  for  a  minute  or  so 
— scarcely  more.  But  the  return  to  Conscious- 
ness, with  a  clenched  hand,  and  a  brow  of  de- 
fiance, and  a  stare  of  mingled  desperation  and 
vdismay,  seemed  rather  the  awakening  from 
some  frightful  dream  of  violence  and  struggle, 
than  the  slow,  languid  recovery  from  the  faint* 
ness  of  a  swoon.  Yes,  henceforth,  to  sleep, 
was  to  couch  by  sf  serpent — ^to  breathe,  was  to 
listen  for  the  avalanche  !  Thou,  who  didst  tri- 
fle so  wantonly  with  treason,  now  gravely  front 
the  grim  comrade  thou  hast  won ;  thou,  schem- 
ing desecrator  of  the  household  gods,  now  learn, 
to  the  last  page  of  dark  knowledge,  what  the 
hearth  is  without  them  ! 

Gabriel  was  strangely  moved,  as  he  beheld 
that  proud  and  solitary  despair.  An  instinct  of 
nature  had  hitherto  checked  him  from  actively 
aiding  Lucretia  in  that  struggle  with  his  father, 
which  could  but  end  in  the  destruction  of  one 
or  the  other.  He  had  contented  himself  with 
forewarnings,  with  hints,  with  indirect  sugges- 
tions; but  now,  ail  his  sympathy  was  so 
strongly  roused  on  her  behalf,  that  the  last  faint 
scruple  of  filial  conscience  vanished  into  the 
abyss  of  blood,  over  which  stood  that  lonely 
Titaness.  He  drew  near,  and,  clasping  her 
hand,  said,  in  a  quick  and  broken  voice, 

"Listen!    You  know  where  to  find  proof 

of  my  fa that  is,  of— Dalibard^s  treason  to 

the  c^spirators ;  you  know  the  name  of  the 
nan  he  dreads  as  an  avenger,  and  you  know 
that  be  waits  but  the  proof  to  strike ;  but  you 
do  not  know  where  to  find  that  roan,  if  his 
revenge  is  wanting  for  yourself.  The  police 
has  not  hunted  him  out ;  how  can  you  1  Acci- 
dent has  made  me  acquainted  with  one  of  bis 
haunts.  Give  me  a  single  promise,  and  I  will 
put  you,  at  Jeast,  upon  that  clue — weak,  per- 
haps, but  as  yet  the  sole  one  to  be  followed. 
Promise  me  that,>jOnly  in  defense  of  your  own 
life,  not  for  mere  jealousy,  you  will  avail  your- 
self of  the  knowledge,  and  you  shall  know  all  I 
do!" 

**  Do  yon  think,**  said  Lucretia,  in  a  calm, 
cold  voice,  '<  that  it  is  for  jealousy,  which  is  love, 
that  I  would  murder  all  hope,  all  peace ;  for  we 
have  here  (and  she  smote  her  br6ast) — ^here,  if 
not  elsewhere,  a  heaven  and  a  hell !  Son,  I 
will  not  harm  your  father,  except  in  self-de- 
fense !  But  tell  me  nothing  that  may  make 
the  son  a  party  in  the  father's  doom." 

"The  father  slew  the  mother,"  muttered 
Gabriel,  between  his  clenched  teeth ;  "  and  to 
nie,  you  have  well  nigh  supplied  her  place. 
Strike,  if  need  be,  in  her  name !  If  you  are 
driven  to  want  the  arm  of  Pierre  Guillot,  seek 

"^s  of  him  at  the  Cafi  Dufour^  Rue  8 , 

ward  du  Temple.  Be  calm,  now;  I  hear 
husband's  step." 


A  few  days  more,  and  Gabriel  is  gone !   Wife 
and  husband  are  aJone  with  each  other.    Lu- 
cretia has  refused  to  depart.    Then  that  msle 
coma  of  horror !  that  suspense  of  two  foes  ia 
the  conflict  of  death — ^for  the  subitle,  prying  eye 
of  Olivier  Dalibard  sees  that  he  himself  ia  sof- 
pected — fu  rther  he  shuns  firom  sifting !   Glance 
fastens  on  glance,  and  then  hurries  firoiliagly 
away.    From  the  cup,  grins  a  skeleton-— «t  ths 
board,  warns  a  specter.    But  how  kind  still  the 
words,  and  how  gentle  the  tone ;  and  ihey  lis 
down  side  by  side  in  tho  marriage  bed — braia 
plotting  against  brain,  heart  loathing  heart  It 
is  a  duel  of  life  and  death,  between  those  swon 
through  life,  and  beyond  death,  at  the  altar. 
But  It  is  carried  on  with  all  ike  forms  and 
courtesies  of  duel  in  the  age  of  chivalry.    No 
conjugal  wrangling — ^no  slip  of  the  tongue ;  the 
oil  is  on  the  surface  of  the  wave^the  monsten, 
in  the  hell  of  the  abyss,  war  invisibly  betow. 
At  length,  a  dull  torpor  creeps  over  the  woman 
— she  feels  the  taint  in  her  veins ;  the  slow  vic- 
tory is  begun.    What  mattered  all  her  vigibaoa 
and  caution !    Vainly  glide  from  the  pangs  of 
the  serpent,  his  very  breath  suffices  to  destroy! 
Pure  seems  the  draught,  and  wholesome  tba 
viand ;  that  master  of  the  science  of  morder 
needs  not  the  means  of  the  bungler !    Thea, 
keen  and  strong  from  the  creeping  lethargy, 
started  the  fierce  instinct  of  self,  and  the  ruth- 
less impulse  of  revenge.    Not  too  late  yet  to 
escape ;  for  those  subtfie  banes,  that  are  to  defy 
all  detection,  work  but  slowly  to  their  end. 

One  evening,  a  woman,  closely  mantled, stood 
at  watch  by  the  angle  of  a  wall.  The  light  cams 
dim  and  muffled  from  the  window  of  a  cafi  bard 
at  hand  ;  the  reflection  slept  amid  the  shadows 
on  the  dark  pavement,  and,  save  a  aolitaiylampi, 
swung  at  distance,  in  the  vista  over  tbo  cen- 
ter of  the  narrow  street,  no  other  ray  broke  the 
gloom.  The  night  was  clouded  and  startesi ; 
the  wind  moaned  at  gusts,  and  the  rain  fell 
heavily ;  but  the  gloom  and  the  loneliness  dii 
not  appall  the  eye,  and  the  wind  did  not  chfl 
the  heart,  and  the  rain  fell  unheeded  oa  the 
head  of  the  woman  at  her  post.  At  Umei,  aba 
paused,  in  her  slow,  sentry-like  pace  to  aad 
fro,  to  look  thrdtigh  the  window  of  the  eafl  aad 
her  gaze  fell  always  on  one  figure  seated  apart 
from  the  rest.  At  length,  her  pulse  beat  aoie 
quickly,  and  the  patient  Ups  smiled  sternly.  The 
figure  had  risen  to  depart.  A  man  came  oat* 
and  walked  quickly  up  the  street ;  the  woman 
approached,  and  when  the  man  was  nnder  tha 
single  lamp  swung  aloft,  he  felt  his  arm  tooeh- 
ed ;  the  woman  was  at  his  side,  and,  lookiag 
steadily  into  bis  face, 

"  You  are  Pierre  Guillot,  the  Breton,  tba 
friend  of  George  CadondaL  Will  you  be  his 
avenger  1" 

The  Chouan's  first  impulse  had  been  to  place 
his  hand  in  his  vest,  and  something  shone  brigbt 
in  the  lamplight,  clasped  in  those  iron  fingen> 
The  voice  and  the  manner  reassured  him,  aad 
he  answered  readily — 

"  I  am  he  whom  you  seek,  and  I  only  live  to 
avenge." 

"  Read,  then,  and  act,"  answered  the  i 

and  she  placed  a  paper  in  his  hands, 
*  «  •  *  t 
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At  Laughton,  the  babe  is  on  the  bveast  of  the 
.fair  mother ;  and  the  father  sits  beside  the  bed ; 
and  mother  and  father  dispate  almost  angrily 
whether  mother  or  father,  those  soft,  rounded 
features  of  slumbering  infancy  resemble  most. 
At  the  red  house,  near  the  market-town,  there 
is  a  hospitable  bustle.  William  is  home  earl- 
ier than  usual.  Within  the  last  hour,  Snsan  has 
been  thrice  into  every  room.  Husband  and 
wife  are  now  watching  at  the  window.  The 
good  Fieldens,  with  a  coach  full  of  children, 
are  expected  every  moment,  on  a  week^s  visit, 
at  least. 

In  the  ea/ht  in  the  Boulevard  iu  TemjiUj  sit 
Pierre  Guillot,  the  Chouan,  and  another  of  the 
old  band  of  brigands,  whom  George  Gadoudal 
had  mustered  in  Paris.  There  is  an  expres- 
sion of  content  on  Guillot*s  countenance— it 
seems  more  open  than  usual,  and  tl)ere  is  a 
complacent  smile  on  his  lips.  He' is  whisper- 
ing low  to  his  friend,  in  the  intervals  of  eating, 
<an  employment  pursued  with  the  hearty  gusto 
of  a  hungry  man.  But  his  friend  does  not  seem 
to  sympathize  with  the  cheerful  feelings  of  his 
comrade ;  he  is  pale,  and  there  is  terror  on  his 
face ;  and  you  may  see  that  the  journal  in  his 
hand  trembles  like  a  leaf. 

In  the  gardens  of  the  TuiUeries,  some  score 
or  80  of  gossips  group  together. 

"  And  no  news  of  the  murderer  1"  asked  one. 

**  No ;  but  a  man  who  had  been  a  friend  to 
Robespierre  must  have  made  secret  enemies 
enough." 

**  Ce  pauvre  DaUbard !  He  was  not  mixed 
up  with  the  Terrorittt^  nevertheless." 

**  Ah,  but  the  more  deadly  for  that,  perhaps 
— a  sly  man  was  Olivier  Dalibard !" 
-  «  What's  the  matter  1"  said  an  employe,  loun- 
ging up  to  the  group.  "  Are  you  talking  of  Oli- 
vier Dalibard  1  It  is  but  the  other  day  he  had 
Marsan's  appointment.  He  is  now  to  have 
Pleyers:  I  heard  it  two  days  ago— a  capital 
thing !  Pcste,  il  ira  loin  !  We  shall  see  him 
«  senator  soon.'* 

'*  Speak  for  yourself,"  quoth  a  d-detant  abb^, 
with  a  laugh.  **  I  should  be  sorry  to  see  him 
again  soon,  wherever  he  is." 

«  Plait  U  /—I  don't  understand  you  !" 

*<  Don't  you  know  that  Olivier  Dalibard  is 
nmrdered— found  stabbed— in  his  own  house, 
too !" 

"CtW/  Pray  tell  me  all  you  know.  His 
place,  then,  is  vacant !" 

<*  Why,  it  seems  that  Dalibard,  who  had  been 
brought  up  to  medicine,  was  still  fond  of  chem- 
ical experiments.  He  hired  a  room  at  the  top 
of  the  house  for  such  scientific  amusements. 
He  was  accustomed  to  spend  part  of  his  nights 
there.  They  found  him,  at  morning,  bathed  in 
his  blood,  with  three  ghastly  wounds  in  his 
side,  and  his  fingers  cut  to  the  bone.  He  had 
struggled  hard  with  the  knife  that  butchered 
faim." 

**  In  his  own  house  1"  said  a  lawyer :  "  some 
servant  or  spendthrill  heir !" 

*<  He  has  no  heir  but  young  Bellanger,  who 
"Will  be  riche  a  millione,  and  is  now  but  a  school- 
boy at  Lyons.  No ;  it  seems  that  the  window 
'waa  left  open,  and  that  it  communicates  with 
the  roof-tops.  There  the  murderer  had  enter- 
^ed,  and  by  that  way  escaped  ;  for  they  found  the 
leads  of  the  gutter  dabbled  with  blood.    The 


next  house  was  uninhabited— «a9y  enongh  to 
get  in  there,  and  lie  perdu  till  night." 

♦*  Hum,"  said  the  lawyer ;  "  but  the  assassin 
coul^  only  have  learned  Dalibard's  habits  from 
some  one  in  the  house.  Was  the  deceased 
married  1" 

"  Oh,  yes ;  to  an  Englishwoman." 

<*  She  had  lovers,  perhaps  1" 

"  Pooh !  lovers ! — the  happiest  couple  ever 
known !  You  should  have  seen  them  together. 
I  dined  there  last  week." 

**  It  is  strange !"  said  the  lawyer. 

''  And  he  was  getting  on  so  weU,"  muttered 
a  hungry-looking  man. 

**  And  his  place  is  vacant !"  repeated  the  em- 
playi,  as  he  quitted  the  crowd,  abstractedly. 

In  the  house  of  Olivier  Dalibard  sits  Locre- 
tia,  alone,  and  in  her  own  usual  morning-room. 
The  ofilcer  appointed  to  such  tasks  by  the 
French  law,  has  performed  his  visit,  and  made 
his  notes,  and  expressed  condolence  with  the 
widow,  imd  promised  justice  and  retribution, 
and  placed  his  seal  on  the  locks  till  the  repre- 
sentatives of  the  heir-at-law  shall  arrive ;  and 
the  heir-at-law  is  the  very  boy  who  had  suc- 
ceeded so  unexpectedly  to  the  wealth  of  Jean 
Bellanger,  the  contractor !  But  Lucretia  has 
obtained  beforehand  all  she  wishes  to  save  from 
the  rest.  An  open  box  is  on  the  fioor,  into 
which  her  hand  drops,  noiselessly,  a  volume  in 
manuscript.  On  the  forefinger  of  that  hand  is 
a  ring,  larger  and  more  massive  than  those  usu- 
ally worn,  by  women — by  Lucretia  never  worn 
before.  Why  should  that  ring  have  been  se- 
lected with  such  care  from  the  dead  man's 
hoards  1  why  so  precious  the  dull  opal  in  the 
cumbrous  setting!  From  that  hand  the  vol- 
ume drops,  without  sound,  into  the  box,  as  those 
whom  the  secrets  of  the  volume  instruct  you 
to  destroy,  may  drop  without  noise  into  the 
grave.  The  trace  of  some  illness,  recent  and 
deep,  nor  conquered  yet,  has  ploughed  lines  ia 
that  young  countenance,  an!  dimmed  the  light 
of  those  searching  eyes.  Yet,  courage !  the 
poison  is  arrested— the  poisoner  is  no  more- 
minds  like  thine,  stern  woman,  are  cased  iu  cof- 
fers of  steel,  and  the  rust,  as  yet,  has  gnawed 
no  deeper  than  the  surface.  So,  over  that  face 
stamped  with  bodily  suffering,  plays  a  calm 
smile  of  triumph.  The  schemer  has  baflled 
the  schemer !  Turn  now  to  the  right,  pass  by 
that  narrow  corridor,  you  are  in  the  marriage 
chamber— -the  windows  are  closed.  Tall  ta- 
pers burn  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  Now,  go 
to  that  narrow  corridor :  disregarded,  thrown 
aside,  are  a  cloth  and  a  besom  *,  the  cloth  is 
wet  still;  but  here  and  there  the  red  stains 
are  dry,  and  clotted  as  with  bloody  glue ;  and 
the  hairs  of  the  besom  start  up,  torn  and  rag- 
ged, as  if  the  bristles  had  a  sense  of  some 
horror— as  if  things  inanimate  still  partook  of 
men's  dread  at  men's  deeds.  If  yon  passed 
through  the  corridor,  and  saw  in  the  shadow 
of  the  wall  that  homeliest  of  instruments  cast 
away  and  forgotten,  you  would  smile  at  the 
slatternly  housework.  But  if  you  knew  that  a 
corpse  bad  been  borne  down  those  stairs  to 
the  lefl— borne  along  those  floors  to  that  mar- 
riage bed,  with  the  blood  oozing,  and  gushing, 
and  plashing  below,  as  the  bearers  passed  with 
their  burden,  then,  straight  that  dead  thing 
would  take  the  awe  of  the  dead  being :  it  told 
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its  own  tale  of  violence  and  norder;  it  bad 
dabbled  in  the  gore  of  tbe  violated  clay;  it  bad 
become  an  evidence  of  the  crime.  No  wonder 
that  its  hairs  bristled  np,  sharp  and  ragged*  in 
the  shadow  of  the  wall ! 

The  first  part  of  the  tragedy  ends.  Let  iall 
the  curtain.  When  next  it  rises,  years  wiU 
nave  passed  away,  giavee  unconnted  wiU  have 


wrought  ftedi  hollows  in  our  merry  sepuleher 
— sweet  earth !  Take  a  sand  finun  the  shon, 
take  a  drop  firora  the  ocean,  less  than  sand-gnii, 
and  drop  in  man's  planet  one  Death  and  oie 
Crime !  On  the  map,  traee  all  oeeaas,  loi 
aeaich  out  every  shore, — more  than  seas,  mm 
than  lands,  in  God's  balance  shall  w^  oae 
Death  and  one  Cram ! 
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Tbob  oentury  has  advanced :  tfa«  ruMi  of  tbe 
deluge  has* ebbed  back,  the  old  landmarks  have 
leappeared-;  tbe  dynasties  Napoleon  willed  into 
life  bave  cranabled  to  the  dust ;  the  plongh  has 
IMBsed  over  Waterloo;  aotomn  after  autumn 
the  hanreste  h»re  glittered  on  that  grave  of  an 
empire.  Through  the  immense  ocean  of  nni- 
Teraal  change^  we  look  back  on  the  single  track 
wtaioh  oar  frail  boat  has  cat  through  the  waste. 
As  a  star  shines  impartially  over  the  raeasnre- 
ie8»  expanse,  thoagh  it  seems  to  giM  but  one 
broken  line  to  each  eye ;  so,  as  our  memory 
^gaasen  on  the  past,  the  light  spreads  not  over  all 
the  breadth  of  the  waste,  where  nations  have 
battled,  and  argosies  gone  down — ^it  falls,  nar- 
row and  confined,  along  the  single  coarse  we 
Ivive  taken :  we  lean  over  the  small  raft  on 
which  we  float,  and  see  the  sparkles  bat  re- 
fleoted  from  the  waves  that  it  divides. 

On  the  terrace  at  Laaghton  but  one  step 
peoes  slowly.  The  bride  clings  not  now  to  the 
biidegroom^s  arm.  Thoogh  pale  and  worn,  it 
ia  stiU  the  same  gentle  face ;  hot  the  blush  of 
'woman's  love  has  gone  from  it  evermore. 

Charles  Vernon  (to  call  him  still  by  the  name 
in  'Which  he  is  best  known  to  ns)  sleeps  in  the 
Tault  of  the  St  Johns.  He  had  lived  longer 
than  be  himself  bad  expected,  than  his  physi- 
cian bad  hoped— lived,  cheerful  and  happy,  amid 
•qniet  pursuits  and  innocent  excitements.  Three 
aons  had  blessed  his  hearth,  to  monm  over  his 
^rave.  But  the  two  elder  were  delicate  and 
aickly-.  Tbey  did  not  long  survive  him,  and 
died  within  a  few  months  of  each  other.  The 
third  seemed  formed  of  a  different  mold  and 
eonatitotion  from  his  brethren.  To  him  de- 
aeended  the  ancient  heritage  of  Laughtoo,  and 
hm  promised  to  enjoy  it  long. 

It  is  Vernon's  widow  who  walks  alone  in  the 
jftalely  terrace ;  sad  still,  for  she  loved  well  the 
«luNoe  of  her  youth,  and  she  misses  yet  the 
4shlldren  in  the  grave;  from  the  date  of  Ver- 
non's death,  she  wore  mourning  without  and 
wHhio ;  and  the  sorrows  that  came  later,  broke 
mate  the  bruised  reed ;— sad  still,  but  resigned. 
One  BOB  survives ;  and  earth  yet  has  the  trou- 
Mad  hopes  and  the  holy  fears  of  affection. 
Tbovgfa  that  son  be  afhr,  in  sport  or  in  earnest, 
in  pleasure  or  in  toil,  working  out  his  destiny 
an  aaaa,  still  that  step  is  less  solitary  than  it 
weenm.  When  does  the  son's  image  not  walk 
baaide  the  mother  1  Thoogh  she  lives  in  se- 
cluaion,  though  the  gay  world  tempts  no  more, 
the  gay  world  is  yet  linked  to  her  thoughts. 
PriMQ  the  distance  she  hears  its  mormnrs  in 
music.  Her  fancy  still  mingles  with  the  crowd, 
and  foliowto  one,  to  her  eye,  outshining  all  the 
r9mt.  Never  vain  in  herself,  she  is  vain  now  of 
auiother;  and  the  small  triumphs  of  the  young 
and  well  born  seem  trophies  of  renown  to  the 
«jea  80  teoderty  deceived. 


In  the  old-fishioned  market  town  still  the 
business  goes  on,  still  the  doors  of  the  bank 
open  and  close  every  moment  on  the  great  day 
of  the  week ;  but  the  names  over  the  threshold 
are  partiaUy  changed.  The  junior  partner  is 
busy  no  more  at  the  desk ;  not  wholly  forgot- 
ten— if  his  name  still  is  spoken,  it  is  not  with 
thankfulness  and  praise.  A.  something  rests  oa 
the  name— 4bat  something  which  dims  and  at- 
taints— not  proven,  not  certain,  but  suspected 
and  dubious.  The  head  shakes,  the  voice  whis- 
pers— an4  the  attorney  how  lives  in  the  solid 
red  house  at  the  Terge  of  the  town. 

In  the  vicarage,  Time,  the  old  scythe-bearer, 
has  not  paused  IVom  his  work.  StUl  employed 
on  Greek  texts,  little  changed,  save  that  his 
hair  is  gray,  add  that  some  lines  in  his  kindly 
face  tell  of  sorrows  as  of  years,  the  vicar  sits 
in  his  parlor ;  but  thd  children  no  longer,  blithe- 
voiced  and  rose -cheeked,  dart  through  the  rust- 
ling espaliers.  Those  children,  grave  men,  or 
staid  matrons  (save  one  whom  Death  chose, 
and  therefore  now  of  all  best  beloved)  are  at 
their  posts  in  the  world.  The  young  ones  are 
flown  from  the  nest,  and,  with  anxious  wiogs, 
here  and  there,  search  food  in  their  turn  for 
their  young.  But  the  blithe  voice  and  rose- 
cheek  of  the  child  make  not  that  loss  which 
the  hearth  misses  the  most.  From  childhood 
to  manhood,  and  from  manhood  to  departure, 
the  natural  changes  are  gradual  and  prepared. 
The  absence  most  missed  is  that  household  life 
which  presided,  which  kept  tnings  in  order,  and 
must  be  coaxed  if  a  chair  were  displaced.  That 
providence  in  trifles,  that  clasp  of  small  links, 
that  dear,  bustling  agency—now  pleased,  now 
complaining— dear  alike  in  each  change  of  its 
humor ;  that  active  life  which  has  no  self  of  its 
own  ;  like  the  mind  of  a  poet,  though  its  prose 
bo  the  humblest,  transferring  self  into  others, 
with  its  right  to  be  cross,  and  its  charter  to 
scold ;  for  the  motive  is  clear— it  takes  what 
it  loves  too  anxiously  to  heart.  The  door  of 
the  parlor  is  open,  the  garden  path  still  passes 
before  the  threshold ;  but  no  step  now  has  full 
right  to  halt  at  the  door,  and  interrupt  the  grave 
thought  on  Greek  texts ;  no  small  talk  on  de- 
tails and  wise  sayings  chime  in  with  the  wrath 
of  Medea.  The  Prudent  Genius  is  gone  from 
the  household ;  and  perhaps  as  the  good  scholar 
now  wearily  pauses,  and  looks  out  on  the  silent 
garden,  he  would  have  given  with  joy  all  that 
Athens  produced,  from  iEschyJus  to  Plato,  to 
hear  again  from  the  old  familiar  lips  the  lament 
on  torn  jacketa,  or  the  statistical  economy  of 

But  see,  though  the  wife  is  no  more,  though 
the  children  have  departed,  the  vicar*s  home  is 
not  utterly  desolate.  See,  along  the  same  walk 
on  which  William  soothed  Susan's  fears,  and 
won  her  consent— see,  what  faiiy  advances 
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1b  it  Susan  returned  to  youth  1  How  like!— 
yet,  look  a^ain,  and  how  unlike !  The  same, 
the  pure,  candid  regard — ihe  same,  the  clear, 
limpid  blue  of  the  eye — the  same,  that  fair  hue 
of  the  hair — flight,  but  not  auburn — more  sub- 
dued, more  harmonious  than  that  equiTOcal  col- 
or which  too  nearly  approaches  to  red.  But 
how  much  more  blooming  and  joyous  than  Su- 
san's is  that  exquisite  face  in  which  all  Hebe 
smiles  forth — how  much  airier  the  tread,  light 
with  health— how  much  rounder,  if  slighter  still, 
the  wave  of  that  undulating  form !  She  smiles 
— ^ber  lips  move — ^she  is  conTersing  with  herself 
— she  can  not  be  all  silent,  even  when  alone ; 
for  the  sunny  gladness  of  her  nature  must  hare 
Tent,  like  a  bird*s.  But  do  not  fancy  that  that 
gladness  speaks  the  levity  which  comes  from 
the  absence  of  thought ;  it  is  rather  from  the 
depth  of  thought  that  it  springs,  as  from  the 
depth  of  a  sea  comes  its  music.  See,  as  she 
pauses  and  listens,  with  her  finger  half-raised 
to  her  lip,-as  amid  that  careless  jubilee  of  birds 
she  hears  a  note  more  grave  and  sustained,  the 
nightingale  singing,  by  day — (as  sometimes, 
though  rarely,  he  is  heard— perhaps,  because 
he  misses  his  mate — ^perhaps,  because  he  sees 
from  his  bower  the  creeping  form  of  some  foe 
to  his  race)— see,  as  she  listens  now  to  that 
plaintive,  low-chanted  warble,  how  quickly  the 
smile  is  sobered,  how  the  shade,  soft  and  pen- 
sive, steals  over  the  brow.  It  is  but  the  mys- 
tic sympathy  with  nature  that  gives  the  smile 
or  the  shade.  In  that  heart  lightly  moved  beats 
the  fine  sense  of  the  poet.  It  is  the  exquisite 
sensibility  of  the  nerves  that  gives  its  blithe 
play  to  those  spirits,  and  from  the  deamess  of 
the  atmosphere  comes,  warm  and  ethereal,  the 
ray  of  that  light. 

And  does  the  roof  of  the  pastor  give  shelter 
to  Helen  Mainwaring*s  youth  1  Has  Death 
^  taken  from  her  the  natural  protectors  1  Those 
forms  which  we  saw  so  full  of  youth  and  youth^s 
heart,  in  that  very  spot— has  the  grave  closed 
on  them  yet  \  Yet  /—how  few.  attain  to  the 
age  of  the  Psalmist !  Twenty-seven  years  have 
passed  since  that  date — ^how  often  in  those 
years,  have  the  dark  doors  opened  for  the  young 
as  for  the  old  !  William  Mainwarins  died  first, 
care-worn  and  shame-bowed:  the  olot  on  his 
name  had  cankered  into  his  heart.  Susan's 
life,  always  precarious,  had  struggled  on,  while 
he  lived,  by  the  strong  power  of  affection  and 
will ;  she  would  not  die,  for  who  then  could 
console  him  1  but  at  his  death  the  power  gave 
way.  She  lingered,  but  lingered  dyingly  for 
three  years ;  and  then,  for  the  first  time  since 
William's  death,  she  smiled— that  smile  re- 
mained on  the  lips  of  the  corpse.  They  had  had 
many  trials,  that  young  couple  whom  we  left  so 
prosperous  and  happy.  Not  till  many  years 
after  their  marriage  had  one  sweet  consoler 
been  born  to  them.  In  the  season  of  poverty, 
^nd  shame,  and  grief,  it  came ;  and  there  was 
no  pride  on  Mainwaring's  brow  when  they 
placed  his  first  born  in  his  arms.  By  her  will, 
the  widow  consigned  Helen  to  the  joint  guard- 
ianship of  Mr.  Fielden  and  her  sister ;  but  the 
iHtter  was  abroad,  her  address  unknown,  so  the 
vicar  for  two  years  had  had  sole  charge  of  the 
orphan.  She  was  not  unprovided  for.  The 
sum 'that  Susan  brought  to  her  husband  bad- 
been  long  since  gone,  it  is  true— lost  in  the  ca 


lamity  which  had  wrecked  William  Maiowar- 
ing's  name  and  prospects— but  Helen's  grand- 
father, the  land-agent,  had  died  some  tine 
subsequent  to  that  event,  and,  indeed,  jost  be- 
fore William's  death.  He  had  never  forgivw 
his  son  the  stain  on  his  name — never  assisted, 
never  even  seen  him  since  that  fatal  day— but 
he  left  to  Helen  a  sum  of  about  £8000— for  she, 
at  least,  was  innocent.  In  Mr.  Fielden's  eyes, 
Helen  was  therefore  an  heiress.  And  vite 
among  his  small  range  of  aoqnaintaooe  was 
good  enough  for  her,  not  only  so  richly  poition" 
ed,  but  so  lovely  1 — aocomphsbed  too,  for  her 
parents  had  of  late  years  lived  diiefly  in  Pranee, 
and  languages  there  are  easily  learned,  and 
masters  cheap;  Mr.  Fielden  knew  but  oae, 
whom  Providence  had  also  consigned  to  his 
charge — ^the  supposed  son  of  his  old  popU  Aid- 
worth  ;  but  though  a  tender  affection  existed 
between  the  two  young  persons,  it  aeemed  too 
like  that  of  brother  and  sister  to  aflSntl  rnvb 
ground  for  Mr.  Fielden's  anxiety  or  hope. 

From  his  window  the  vicar  obeerred  the  al3k 
attitude  of  the  young  orphan  tor  a  few  momeDts ; 
then  he  pushed  aside  his  books,  rose,  and  ap- 
proached her.  At  the  sound  of  his  tread,  ihs 
woke  from  her  reverie,  and  bounded  lights 
toward  him. 

"Ah,  you  would  not  see  me  before!'*  die 
said,  in  a  voice  in  which  there  was  the  tSa^t- 
est  possible  foreign  accent,  which  betrayed' the 
country  in  which  her  childhood  had  been  pass- 
ed— "I  peeped  in  twice  at  the  window.  I 
wanted  you  So  much  to  walk  to  the  village.' 
But  you  will  come  now — ^will  yoa  not  t"  added 
the  girl  coaxingly,  as  she  looked  up  at  \m 
under  the  shade  of  her  straw  hat. 

"  And  what  do  you  want  in  the  viOage,  mr 
pretty  Helen  V* 

"Why  you  know  it  is  Fair-day,  and  yot 
promised  Bessie  that  yon  would  buy  her  a  fair* 
iog — to  say  nothing  of  me." 

"  Very  true,  and  I  ought  to  look  in ;  it  wiS 
help  to  keep  the  poor  people  from  drinking.  A 
clergyman  should  mix  with  his  parishioners  in 
their  hnlydays.  W^e  must  not  associate  oar 
office  onlY  with  grief,  and  sickness,  and  preadi- 
ing.  We  will  go.  And  what  fairing  are  yo« 
to  have  ?" 

"  Oh,  something  very  brilliant,  I  promise  jno .' 
I  have  formed  g  and  notions  of  a  fair.  I  am 
sure  it  must  be  like  the  baxaars  we  read  of  last  - 
night,  in  that  charming  '  Tour  in  the  East.' " 

The  vicar  smiled,  hall  benignly,  half-eaxioai- 
ly.U'*My  dear  child,  it  is  so  like  yon  to  sop- 

na  village  fair  must  be  an  eastern  haaar. 
.  ou  always  thus  judge  of  things  by  year 
fancy,  how  this  sober  world  wiii  deceive  yoOy 
poor  Helen !" 

"  It  is  not  my  faolt— nc  wu  graniesfMMj  sw- 
ehurU,^*  answered  Helen,  hanging  her  bead. 
"  But  come,  sir,  allow,  at  least,  that  if  I  let  «y 
romance,  as  you  call  it,  run  away  with  me  new 
and  then,  I  can  still  content  myself  with  the 
reality.  What,  you  shake  your  bead  stdlf 
Don't  you  remember  the  sparrow  f*' 

"  Ha,  ha !  yes— the  sparrow  that  the  pedhr  • 
sold  to  you  for  a  goldfinch ;  and  yoa  were  so* 
proud  of  your  pnrchase,  and  wondered  so  modi 
why  you  could  not  coax  the  goldfindi  toaii^ 
till  at  last  the  paint  wore  aw^y,  and  it  wae 
only  a  poor  little  sparrow  I" 
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«  Go  on !  Gonfera ;  did  I  fret,  then  t  Was 
I  not  as  pleased  with  my  dear  sparrow  as  I 
should  haye  been  with  the  prettiest  goldfinch 
that  ever  sang  1  Does  not  the  sparrow  follow 
»e  aboat,  and  nestle  on  my  shoulder— dear 
little  thing !  And  I  was  right  alter  all ;  for  if 
I  had  not  fancied  it  a  goldfinch,  I  should  not 
have  bought  it,  perhaps.  But  now  I  would  not 
change  it  for  a  goldfinch— no,  not  even  for  that 
nigbtinffale  I  heard  just  now.  So  let  me  still 
fancy  the  poor  fair  a  bazaar ;  it  is  a  double 
pleasure,  first  to  fancy  the  bazaar,  and  then  to 
be  surprised  at  the  fair." 

"  You  argue  well/'  said  the  vicar,  as  they 
now  entered  the  village.  "  I  really  think,  in 
spite  of  all  your  turn  for  poetry,  and  Goldsmith, 
and  Cowper,  that  you  would  take  as  kindly  to 
mathematics  as  your  cousin  John  Ardworth, 
poor  lad  !** 

**  Not  if  mathematics  have  made  him  so  grave 
•—and  so  churlish,  I  was  going  to  say — but  that 
word  does  him  wrong.  Dear  cousin,  so  kind 
and  so  rough !" 

'*  It  is  not  mathematics  that  is  to  blame,  if 
ke  is  grave  and  absorbed/*  said  the  vicar  with 
a  sigh ;  '*it  is  two  cares  that  gnaw  most — ^pov- 
erty and  ambition." 

"  Nay,  do  not  sigh :  it  must  be  such  a  pleas- 
ure to  feel  as  he  does,  that  one  most  triumph 
at  last!" 

**  Umph !  John  must  have  nearly  reached 
Ix>ndon  by  this  time,"  said  Mr.  Fielden,  "  for 
he  is  a  stout  walker,  and  this  is  the  third  day 
since  he  left  us.  Well,  now  that  he  is  about 
fairly  to  be  called  to  the  bar,  I  hope  that  his 
lever  will  cool,  and  he  will  settle  calmly  to 
work.  1  have  felt  great  pain  for  him  during 
this  last  visit." 

"Pain!    But  why!" 

"  My  dear,  do  you  remember  what  I  read  out 
to  you  both  from  Sir  William  Temple,  the  night 
before  John  left  usi" 

Helen  put  her  hand  to  her  brow,  and  with  a 
readiness  which  showed  a  memory  equally 
quick  and  retentive,  replied,  "^Yes  ;  was  it  not 
to  this  effect  1  I  am  not  sure  of  the  exact 
words — '  To  have  something  we  have  not,  and 
be  something  we  are  not,  is  the  root  of  all 
evil.' " 

•*  Well  remembered,  my  darling !" 
*'  Ah,  but,"  said  Helen,  archly,  "  I  remember, 
too,  what  my  cousin  replied—'  If  Sir  William 
Tenople  had  practiced  his  theory,  he  would  not 
have  been  ambassador  at  the  Hague,  or — ' " 

'*  Pshaw !  the  boy's  always  ready  enough 
with  his  answers,"  interrupted  Mr.  Fielden, 
rather  petulantly.  <<  There's  the  fair,  my  dear ; 
more  in  your  way,  I  see,  than  Sir  William 
Temple's  philosophy." 

And  Helen  was  right — the  fair  was  no  east- 
era  bazaar :  but  how  delighted  that  young  im- 
pi«88ionable  mind  was,  notwithstanding !  The 
swings  and  the  roundabouts,  the  shows,  the 
booths,  even  down  to  the  gilt  gingerbread  kings 
and  queens.  All  minds  genuinely  poetical  are 
pecaliarly  susceptible  to  movement — ^that  is,  to 
the  excitement  of  numbers.  If  the  movement 
M  sincerely  joyous,  as  in  the  mirth  of  a  village 
holyday,  such  a  nature  shares  insensibly  in  the 
joy.  But  if  the  movement  is  a  false  and  spuri- 
oas  gayety,  as  in  a  state  ball,  where  the  impas- 
sive face  and  lansuid  step  are  out  of  harmony 


with  the  evident  object  of  the  scene— then  the 
nature  we  speak  of  feels  chilled  and  dejected. 
Hence  it  really  is,  that  the  more  delicate  and 
ideal  order  of  minds  soon  grow  inexpressibly 
weary  of  the  hack  routine  of  what  are  called 
fashionable  pleasures.  Hence  the  same  person 
most  alive  to  a  dance  on  the  green,  \irould  be 
without  enjoyment  at  Almack's.  It  is  not  be- 
cause one  scene  is  a  village  green,  and  the  other 
a  room  in  King-street ;  nor  is  it  because  the 
actors  in  the  one  are  of  the  humble,  in  this  oth- 
ers of  the  noble  class,  but  simply  because  the 
enjoyinent  in  the  first  is  visible  and  hearty,  be- 
oause  in  the  other  it  is  a  listless  and  melancholy 
pretense.  Helen  fancied  it  was  the  swings  and 
the  booths  that  gave  her  that  innocent  exhila- 
ration— ^it  was  not  so ;  it  was  the  unconscious 
sympathy  with  the  crowd  around  her.  When 
the  poetical  nature  quits  its  own  dreams  for  the 
actual  world,  it  enters,  and  transfuses  itself 
into  the  hearts  and  humors  of  Others.  The  two 
wings  of  that  spirit  which  we  call  Genius  are 
reverie  and  sympathy.  But  poor  little  Helen 
had  no  idea  that  she  had  genius.  Whether 
chasing  the  butterfly,  or  talking  fond  fancies  to 
her  birds,  or  whether  with  earnest,  musing 
eyes,  watching  the  stars  come  forth,  and  the 
dark  pine-trees  gleam  into  silver ;  whether  with 
airy  day-dreams  and  credulous  wonder  poring 
over  the  magic  tales  of  Mirglip  or  Aladdin,  or 
whether  spell-bound  to  awe  by  the  solemn  woes 
of  Lear,  or  following  the  blind  great  bard  into 
"  the  heaven  of  heavens,  an  earthly  guest,  to 
draw  empyreal  air,"  she  obeyed  but  the  honest 
and  varying  impulse  in  each  change  of  her  pli- 
ant mood,  and  would  have  ascribed  with  genu- 
ine humility  to  the  vagaries  of  childhood,  that 
prompt  gathering  of  pleasure — that  quick  shill- 
ing sport  of  the  fancy  by  which  Nature  binds 
to  itself,  in  chains  undulating  as  melody,  the 
lively  senses  of  genius. 

While  Helen,  leaning  on  the  vicar's  arm» 
thus  surrendered  herself  to  the  innocent  excite- 
ment of  the  moment,  the  vicar  himself  smiled 
and  nodded  to  his  parishioners,  or  paused  to  ex- 
change a  friendly  word  or  two  with  the  young- 
est or  the  eldest  loiterers  (those  two  extremes 
of  mortality  which  the  church  so  tenderly 
unites),  whom  the  scene  drew  to  its  tempting 
vortex,  when  a  rough-haired  lad,  with  a  leather  , 
bag  strapped  across  his  waist,  turned  from  one 
of  the  gingerbread  booths,  and  touching  his  hat, 
said,  "  Please  you,  sir,  I  was  a-coming  to  yous 
house  with  a  letter." 

The  vicar's  correspondence  was  confined  and 
rare,  despite  his  distant  children,  for  letters  but 
a  few  years  ago  were  costly  luxuries  to  persons 
of  narrow  income ;  and,  therefore,  the  juvenile 
letter-carrier  who  plied  between  the  post-town 
and  the  village  failed  to  excite  in  bis  breast? 
that  indignation  for  being  an  hour  or  more  be- 
hind his  time,  which  woald  have  animated  one 
to  whom  the  post  brings  the  usual  event  of  the 
day.  He  took  the  letter  from  the  boy's  hand, 
and  paid  for  it  with  a  thrifty  sigh,  as  he  glanced 
at  a  handwriting  unfamiliar  to  him — perhaps 
from  some  clergyman  poorer  than  himself. 
However,  that  was  not  the  place  to  read  letters, 
so  he  put  the  epistle  in  his  pocket,  untU  Helen, 
who  watched  bis  countenance,  to  see  when  he* 
grew  tired  of  the  scene,  kindly  proposed  to  re- 
turn home.    As  they  gained  a  stile  half-way 
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Mr.  Fielden  remembered  his  letter,  took  it  forth, 
and  put  on  his  spectacles.  Helen  stooped  over 
the  bank  to  gather  violets ;  the  vicar  seated  him- 
self oh  the  stile.  As  he  again  looked  at  the 
address,  the  handwriting,  before  unfamiliar, 
seemed  to  grow  indistinctly  on  his  recollection. 
That  bold,  firm  band — thin  and  fine  as  woman*s, 
bat  large  and  regular  as  man's — was  too  pecu- 
liar to  be  forgotten.  He  uttered  a  brief  excla- 
mation of  surprise  and  recognition,  and  hastily 
.  broke  the  seal.    The  contents  ran  thus : — 

"  Dear  sib, 

«« So  many  years  have  passed  since  any  com- 
munication has  taken  place  between  us,  that 
the  name  of  Locretia  Disilibard  will  seem  more 
strange  to  you  than  that  of  Lucretia  Clarering. 
I  have  recently  returned  to  England,  after  long 
residence  abroad.  I  perceive,  by  my  deceased 
sistefs  will,  that  she  has  confided  her  only 
daughter  to  my' guardianship,  conjointly  with 
yourself.  I  am  anxious  to  participate  in  that 
tender  charge.  I  am  alone  in  the  world— an 
habitual  sufferer — afflicted  Avith  a  partial  paral- 
ysis that  deprives  me  of  the  use  of  my  limbs. 
In  such  circumstances,  it  is  the  more  natural 
that  I  Should  turn  to  the  only  relative  left  me. 
My  journey  to  England  has  so  exhausted  my 
strength,  and  all  movement  is  so  painful,  that 
I  must  request  you  to  exeuse  me  for  not  com- 
ing in  person  for  my  niece.  Your  benevolence, 
however,  will,  I  am  sure,  prompt  you  to  aflbrd 
me  the  comfort  of  her  society,  as  soon  as  you 
can  contrive  some  suitable  arrangement  for  her 
jouniey.  Begging  you  to  express  to  Helen,  in 
my  name,  the  assurance  of  such  a  welcome  as 
is  due  from  me  to  my  sister's  child,  and  waiting 
with  great  anxiety  your  reply, 

"  I  am,  dear  sir,  your  very  faithful  servant, 
"Lucretia  Daltbard.'* 

"  P.S. — I  can  scarcely  venture  to  ask  you  to 
tring  Helen  yourself  to  town ;  but  I  should  be 
glad  if  other  inducements  to  take  the  journey 
afforded  me  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  once 
again.  I  am  anxious,  in  addition  to  such  de- 
tails of  my  late  sister  as  you  may  be  enabled  to 
givo  me,  to  learn  something  of  the  history  of 
her  connection,  Mr.  Ardworth,  in  whom  1  felt 
much  interested  years  ago,  and  who,  I  am  re- 
cently informed,  left  an  infant,  his  supposed 
son,  under  your  care.  So  long  absent  from 
England,  how  much  have  I  to  learn,  and  how 
little  the  mere  grave-stones  tell  us  of  the  dead  !*' 

While  the  riear  Is  absorbed  in  this  letter, 
equally  unwelcome  and  unexpected, — while, 
unoonseious  as  the  daughter  of  Ceres  gathering 
itowers  when  the  Hell  King  drew  near,  of  the 
change  that  awaited  her  and  the  grim  presence 
that  approached  on  her  fate,  Helen  bends  stiil 
over  the  bank  odorous  with  shrinking  violets, 
'wa  turn  where  the  new  generation  equally  in- 
vites our  gazd,  and  make  our  first  aoquaintanoe 
with  two  persons  conoeeted  with  the  progress 
of  our  tale. 


The  britska  stopped.    The  servant,  who  had 

heen  gradually  accumulating  present  dust  and 

future  rheumatisms  on  the  **  bad  eminence"  of 

|§  rumble-tumble,  exposed  to  the  niDPtnir  airs  of 


an  English  sky,  leaped  to  the  ground,  and  open- 
ed the  carriage  door. 

<'  This  is  the  best  place  for  the  view,  air— i 
little  to  the  right." 

Percival  St.  John  threw  aside  his  book  (a 
volume  of  Voyages),  whistled  to  a  spaniel  dos- 
ing by  his  side,  and  descended  lightly.  Ligb 
was  the  step  oi^the  young  man,  and  merry  wss 
the  bark  of  the  dog,  as  it  chased  from  the  fos^ 
the  startled  sparrow,  rising  high  into  the  clear 
air-— favorites  of  Nature  both,  man  and  dog! 

Von  had  but  to  glance  at  Percival  St.  John, 
to  know  at  once  that  he  was  of  the  race  thai 
toils  not ;  the  assured  step  spoke  confidence  m. 
the  world^s  fair  smile.  No  care  for  the  marrow 
dimmed  the  bold  eye  and  radiant  bloom. 

Abouf  the  middle  height — ^his  slight  figure^ 
yet  undeveloped,  seemed  not  to  have  attained 
to  its  full  growth— the  darkening  down  only  just 
shaded  a  cheek  somewhat  sunburnt,  thoogh 
naturally  fair,  round  which  locks,  black  as  jet, 
played  sportively  io  the  fresh  air — about  him 
altogether  there  was  the  inexpressible  chardi 
of  happy  youth.  He  scarcely  looked  sixteen, 
though  above  four  years  older ;  but  for  his  fins, 
though  careless  step,  and  the  open  fearlessaeai 
of  his  frank  eye,  you  might  have  almost  takes 
him  for  a  girl  in  men's  clothes,  not  from  effeim- 
nacy  of  feature,  but  from  the. sparkling  hloon 
of  his  youth,  and  from  his  unmistakabte  new- 
ness to  the  cares  and  sins  of  man.  A  mon 
delightful  vision  of  ingenuous  boyhood  opeoiQ| 
into  life,  under  happy  auspices,  never  inroired 
with  pleased,  yet  melancholy  interest  the  eye 
of  half-envious,  half-pitying  age. 

**  And  that,*'  mused  Percival  St.  John--" that 
is  London !  Oh,  for  the  Diablo  Boiteux  to'oih 
roof  me  those  distant  houses,  and  show  me  the 
pleasures  that  lurk  within  ! — Ah,  what  loog  let- 
ters I  shall  have  to  write  home  I  How  the  dear 
old  captain  will  laugh  over  them,  and  how  my 
dear  good  mother  will  put  down  her  work  and 
sigh  !    Home  ! — ^Um,  I  miss  it  already.    How 


strange  and  grinuafterall,  the  huge  city 

His  glove  fell  To  the  ground,  and  his  spanial 
mumbled  it  into  shreds.  The  young  mas 
laughed,  and,  throwing  himself  on  the  gras^ 
played  gayly  with  the  dog. 

"  Fie,  Beau,  sir,  fie ;  gloves  are  indigestibls. 
Restrain  your  appetite,  and  we'll  lunch  togeth- 
er at  the  Clarendon." 

At  this  moment  there  arrived  at  the  same 
patch  of  greensward  a  pedestrian  some  yean 
older  than  Percival  St.  John— a  tall,  muscular, 
raw-boned,  dust-covered,  travel-stained  pedes- 
trian— one  of  your  pedestrians  in  good  earnest 
— ^no  amateur  in  neat  gambroon,  manofactnred 
by  Inkson,  who  leaves  his  carriage  behind  bim, 
and  walks  on  with  his  fishing-rod  by  choice,  bot 
a  sturdy  wanderer,  with  thick  shoes  and  straps 
less  tro'wsers,  a  threadbare  coat  and  a  knapsack 
at  his  back.  Vet,  withal,  the  young  man  bad 
the  air  of  a  gentleman ;  not  gentleman  as  the 
word  is  understood  in  St.  James's,  the  geotlS- 
man  of  the  noble  and  idle  class,  but  the  gentle- 
man as  the  title  is  accorded,  in  courtesy,  to  all 
to  whom  both  education  and  the  habit  of  mix- 
ing with  educated  persons  give  a  claim  to  tbe 
distinction,  and  imparts  an  air  of  refinemeot 
The  new  comer  was  strongly  built,  at  once  lesn 
and  large—fiir  more  strongly  built  than  Peretval 
St.  John,  but  without  his  look  of  eheetfnl  and 
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comely  health.  His  complexion  had  not  the 
lorid  hues  that  should  have  accompanied  that 
strength  of  body ;  it  was  pale,  though  not  sick- 
ly; the  expression  grave,  the  lines  deep,  the 
face  strongly  marked.  By  his  side  trotted  pain- 
fully a  wiry,  yellowish,  foot-sore  Scotch  terrier. 
Beau  sprang  from  his  master's  caress,  cocked 
his  handsome  head  on  one  side,  and  suspended, 
in  silent  halt,  bis  right  forepaw.  Percival  cast 
over  his  left  shoulder  a  careless  glance  at  the 
iDtnider.  The  last  heeded  neither  Beau  nor 
Fercival.  He  slipped  his  knapsack  to  the 
fffound,  and  the  Scotch  terrier  sank  upon  it, 
Snd  curled  himself  up  into  a  ball.  The  way- 
larer  /bided  his  arms  tightly  upon  his  breast, 
lieaved  a  short,  unquiet  sigh,  and  cast  over  the 
giant  city,  from  under  deep-pent,  loweting 
brows,  a  look  so  earnest,  so  searching,  so  full 
of  inexpressible,  dogged,  determined  power,  that 
Percival,  roused  ont  of  his  gay  indifi^renee,  rose 
tnd  regarded  him  with  curious  interest. 

In  the  mean  while  Beau  had  very  leisurely 
approached  the  bilious-looking  terrier ;  and  af- 
ter walking  three  times  round  him,  whh  a  stare 
and  a  small  sniff  of  superb  impertinence,  halted 
with  great  composure,  and  lifting  his  hind  leg — 
O  Beau,  Beau,  Beau!  your  historian  blushes 
ibr  your  breeding,  and,  like  Sterne's  recording 
angel,  drops  a  tear  upon  the  stain  which  wash- 
es it  from  the  register— but  not,  alas !  from  the 
back  of  the  bilious  terrier !  The  space  around 
was  wide,  Beau.  You  had  all  the  world  to 
ehoose ;  why  select  so  specially  for  insult  the 
8in<d|  spot  on  which  reposed  the  worn-out  and 
onoflendingl  O,  dainty  Beau! — O,  dainty 
world !  Own  the  truth,  both  of  ye.  There  is 
something  irresistibly  proyocative  of  insQlt  in 
the  back  of  a  shabby-looking  dog ! 

The  poor  terrier,  used  to  affronts,  raised  its 
heavy  eyelids,  and  shot  the  gleam  of  jnst  indig- 
nation from  its  dark  eyes.  But  it  neither  stir- 
xed  nor  growled ;  and  Beau,  extremely  pleased 
with  his  achievement,  wagged  his  tail  in  tri- 
omph,  and  returned  to  his  roaster — ^perhaps,  in 
parliamentary  phrase,  to  **  resn^rt  proceedings, 
aad  ask  leave  to  sit  again." 

"  I  wonder,'*  soliloquized  Percival  St.  John, 
"what  that  poor  fellow  is  thinking  of; — per- 
haps he  u  pooTt  indeed — no  donbt  of  it,  now  I 
kM>k  again.  And  I  so  rich !  I  should  like  to — 
lieiD — let's  see  what  he's  made  of." 
F 


Herewith  Percival  approached,  and  with  all 
a  boy's  half-bashful,  haif-saucy  frankness,  said 
— •*  A  fine  prospect,  sir.'* 

The  pedestrian  started,  and  threw  a  rapid 
glance  over  the  brilliant  figure  that  accosted 
him.  Percival  St.  John  was  not  to  be  abashed 
by  stern  looks;  but  that  glance  might  have 
abashed  many  a  more  experienced  man.  The 
glance  of  a  squire  apon  a  corn-law  missionary, 
of  a  Crockford  dandy  upon  a  Regent-street 
tiger,  could  not  have  been  more  disdainful. 

**Tush!*'  said  the  pedestrian,  rudely,  and 
ttimed  upon  his  heel. 

Percival  colored,  and,  shall  we  own  it?  was 
boy  enough  to  double  his  fist.  Little  would  he 
have  been  deterred  by  the  brawn  of  those  great 
arms  and  the  girth  of  that  Herculean  chest,  if 
he  had  been  quite  sure  that  it  was  a  proper 
thing  to  resent  pugilisticaUy  so  discourteous  a 
monosyllable.  The  "tush!**  stuck  greatly  in 
his  thrbat.  But  the  man,  now  removed  to  the 
farther  verge  of  the  hill,  looked  so  tranquil  and 
so  lost  in  thought,  that  the  short-lived  anger 
died. 

"  And  afler  all,  if  I  was  as  poor  as  he  looks, 
I  dare  say  I  sh6uld  be  just  as  proud,"  muttered 
Percival.  <*  However,  it*s  his  own  fault  if  he 
goes  to  London  on  foot,  when  I  might,  at  least, 
have  given  him  a  lift.    Come,  Beau,  sir." 

With  his  face  still  a  little  flushed,  and  hia 
hat,  unconsciously,  cocked  fiercely  on  one  side, 
Percival  sauntered  back  to  his  britska. 

As  in  a  whirl  of  dust,  the  light  carriage  was 
borne  by  the  four  posters  down  the  hill,  the  pe- 
destrian turned  for  an  instant  from  the  view 
before  to  the  cloud  behind,  and  muttered—'*  Ay» 
a  fine  prospect  for  the  rich— a  noble  field  for  the 
poor  !*'  The  tone  in  which  those  wards  were 
said  told  volumes :  there  spoke  the  pride,  the 
hope,  the  energy,  the  ambition,  which  make 
youth  laborious,  manhood  prosperous,  age  re- 
nowned. 

The  stranger  then  threw  himself  on  the 
sward,  and  continued  his  silent  and  intent  con* 
templation  till  the  clouds  grew  red  in  the  west. 
When,  then,  he  rose,  his  eye  was  bright,  his 
mien  erect,  and  a  smile,  playing  round  his  firm, 
full  lips,  stole  the  moody  sternness  from  hia 
face.  Throwing  his  knapsack  once  more  oa 
his  back,  John  Ard worth  went  resolutely  on  to 
the  great  vortex. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

TBI   CORONATIOIC. 

Thb  eighth  of  September,  1831,  was  a  holy- 
day  in  Ix)ndoQ.  William  IV.  received  the 
crown  of  his  ancestors  in  that  mighty  church 
io  which  the  most  impressive  monitors  to  hu- 
man pomp  are  the  monuments  of  the  dead  : 
the  dust  of  conquerors  and  statesmen,  of  the 
wise  heads,  and  the  bold  hands,  that  had  guard- 
ed the  thrones  of  departed  kings,  slept  around  ; 
and  the  great  men  of  the  modern  time  were 
assembled  in  homage  to  the  monarch,  to  whom 
the  prowess  and  the  liberty  of  generations  had 
bequeathed  an  empire  in  which  the  sun  never 
sets.  In  the  Abbey — thinking  little  of  the  past, 
earing  little  for  the  future-^the  immense  audi- 
ence gazed  eagerly  on  the  pageant  that  occurs 
but  once  in  that  division  of  history—the  life- 
time of  a  king.  The  assemblage  was  brilliant 
and  imposing.  The  galleries  sparkled  with  the 
gems  of  women  who  still  upheld  the  celebrity 
for  form  and  feature,  which,  from  the  remotest 
times,  has  been  awarded  to  the  great  English 
race.  Below,  in  their  robes  and  coronets,  w/re 
men  who,  neither  in  the  senate  nor  the  field, 
have  shamed  their  fathers.  Conspicuous  among 
all,  for  grandeur  of  mien  and  stature,  towered 
the  bn»thers  of  the  king ;  while,  commanding 
yet  more  the  universal  gaze,  were  seen,  here 
the  eagle  features  of  the  old  hero  of  Waterloo, 
and  there  the  majestic  brow  of  the  haughty 
statesman,  who  was  leading  the  people  (while 
the  last  of  the  Bourbons,  whom  Waterloo  had 
restored  to  the  Tuilleries,  had  left  the  orb  and 
purple  to  the  kindred  house,  so  fatal  to  his 
name)  through  a  stormy  and  perilous  tran- 
sition to  a  bloodless  revolution  and  a  new 
charter. 

Tier  upon  tier,  in  the  division  set  apart  for 
them,  the  members  of  the  lower  house  moved 
and  murmured  above  the  pageant ;  and  the 
coronation  of  the  new  sovereign  was  connect- 
ed, in  their  minds,  with  the  great  measure, 
which,  still  undecided,  made,  at  that  time,  a 
link  between  the  People  and  the  King;  and 
arrayed  against  both,  if  not,  indeed,  th^  real 
Aristocracy,  at  least  the  Chamber,  recognized 
by  the  Constitution,  as  its  representative.  With- 
out the  space,  was  one  dense  mass.  Houses, 
from  balcony  to  balcony,  window  to  window, 
were  filled  as  some  immense  theater.  Up, 
through  the  long  thoroughfare  to  Whitehall, 
the  eye  saw  that  audience — a  people  ;  and  the 
gaze  was  bounded  at  the  spot  where  Charles  I. 
had  passed  from  the  banquet-house  to  the 
scaffold. 

The  ceremony  was  over ;  the  procession  had 
swept  slowly  by ;  the  last  huzza  had  died  away. 
And,  after  staring  awhile  upon  Orator  Hunt, 
who  had  clambered  up  the  iron  palisade  near 
Westminster  Hall,  to  exhibit  his  goodly  person 
in  his  court  attire,  the  serried  crowds,  hurry- 
ing from  the  shower  which  then  unseasonably 


descended,  broke  into  lai^  maaaas  or  lofflie^ 
ing  columns. 

In  that  part  of  London,  which  maybe  aaidli 
form  a  boundary  between  its  old  and  its  nev 
world,  by  which,  on  the  one  hand,  3*00  pass  M 
Westminster,  or  through  that  gorge   of  ite 
Slrand  which  leads  along  endless  rows  of  abopi 
that  have  grown  up  on  the  sites  of  the  aoeieBt 
halls  of  the  Salisburys  and  the  Exetera  tte 
Buckinghams  and  Southamptons,  to  the  heut 
of  the  city,  built  around  the  primeval  palace  of 
the  "  Tower/' — while,  on  the  other  ba&4,  joa 
pass  into  the  new  city  of  aristocracy  and  let- 
ters, of  art  and  fashion,  embracing  the  whftia 
chase  of  Marylebone,  and  Uie  once  sedge-growa 
waters  of  Pimlico ;   by  this  icnoble  booodaiy 
(the  crossing  from  the  Opera  iSiuse,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  the  Haymarket  to  the  eommeaeemai 
of  Charing  Cross)  stood  a  person,  whose  £•> 
contented  coifntenanee  was  in  singalar  cootnit 
with  the  general  gayety  and  animation  of  the 
day.    This  person,  O  gentle  reader— this  sov, 
querulous,  discontented  person — was  a  lda§, 
too,  in  his  own  walk.    None  might  dispote  it 
He  feared  no  rebel ;  he  was  harassed  by  no 
reform  ;  he  ruled  without  ministers.    To^  hs 
had;  but,  when  worn  out,  he  replaced^boe 
without  a  pension  or  a  sigh.    He  lived  by  nut, 
but  they  were  voluntary ;  and  his  Civil  Liat 
was  supplied,  without  demand,  for  the  ndnm 
of  grievances.    This  person,  nevertheless,  sot 
deposed,  was  suspended,  from  his  empire,  Ar 
the  day.    He  was  pushed  aside ;  be  was  for- 
gotten.   He  was  not  distinct  from  the  crovd. 
Like  Titus,  be  had  lost  a  day — ^his  voctUoa 
was  gone.    This  peiaon  was  the  Sweeper  oC 
the  Crossing. 

He  was  a  chataeter !    He  was  yoong,  to  dis 
fairest  prime  of  youth ;  but  it  was  tbe  faoo  of 
an  old  man  on  young  shoulders.     His  hiir  vai 
long,  thin,  and  prematurely  streaked  with  gray; 
his  face  was  pale,  and  deeply  furrowed  i  hit 
eyes  hollow,  and  their  stare  gleamed,  cold  and 
stolid,  under  his  bent  and  shaggy  broivs.    The 
figure  was  at  once  fragile  and  aogaioly;  and 
the  narrow  shoulders  curved  in  a  perpetorf 
stoop.    It  was  a  person,  onoe  noticed,  that  jm 
would  easily  remember,  and  associate  with 
some  undefined,  painful  impression.    The  mao- 
ner  was  humble,  but  not  meek ;  tbe  Toiee  vti 
whining,  but  without  pathos.    There  was  a 
meager,  passionless  dullness  about  the  SFpeei, 
though,  at  times,  it 'quickened  into  a  kiod  of 
avid  acuteness.    No  one  knew  by  what  bamaa 
parentage  this  personage  came  into  tbe  world. 
He  bad  been  reared  by  the  chari^  of  a  stranger, 
crept  through  childhood,  and  misery,  and  rags 
mysteriously ;  and  suddenly  succeeded  an  oM 
defunct  negro  in  the  profitable  crossing  whereat 
he  is  now  standing.     All  education  was  na* 
known  to  htm ;  so  was  all  love.     In  those  lies* 
tive  haunts  of  St.  Gileses,  where  he  who  woaid 
see  *'  Life  io  London*'  may  often  discover  tbs 
boy  who  has  held  his  hqroe  in  tbo  momiog. 
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daneiDg  nerrify  with  h»  chosen  damsel  at 
Btgbt,  our  sweeper's  character  was  austere  as 
Charles  XII. 's.  And,  the  poor  creature  had 
his  good  qualities.  He  was  sensitively  aliTc  to 
kindness — ^liule  enough  had  been  abown  him  to 
make  the  luxury  the  more  prized  from  its 
larity — though  fond  of  money,  be  wouhi  part 
with  ii  (we  do  not  say  cheerfully,  but  part  with 
it  still),  not  to  mere  want,  indeed  (for  he  had 
been  too  pinohed  and  sianred  himself,  and  had 
frown  too  obtuse  to  pinching  and  'atarring  for 
the  sensitiTeness  that  prompts  to  charity),  but 
to  any  of  bis  companions  who  had  done  him  a 
good  service,  or  had  even  warmed  his  dull 
heart  by  a  friendly  smile  ;  be  waa  honest,  too 
—honest  to  the  backbone.  You  might  hare 
trusted  him  with  gold  untold.  Through  the 
heavy  clod,  which  man's  care  bad  not  molded, 
aor  books  enlightened,  nor  the  priest's  solemn 
lore  informed,  still  natural  rays,  from  the  great 

Eirent  source  of  Deity,  struggled,  fitful  and  dim. 
e  had  no  lawful  name ;  none  knew  if  sponsors 
had  ever  stood  security  for  his  sins  at  the 
sacred  font.  But  he  had  christened  himself 
1^  the  atrange^  nnchrisNan  like  name  of  "Beck." 
There  he  was,  then,  seemingly  without  origin, 
liarentage,  or  kindred  tie— a  lonesome,  squalid, 
bloodicsa  being,  which  th^'  great  monster,  Lon- 
don, seemed  to  have  spav  iied  forth  of  its  own 
self— one  of  its  sickly,  mi  evable,  rickety  off- 
spring, whom  it  puts  out  u*  nurse  to  Penury, 
at  school  to  Starration,  and,  \.  nally  and  Uteraily, 
gives  them  stones  for  bread,  with  the  option  of 
the  gidlows  or  the  dunghill,  «:ien  the  desper- 
ate offspring  calls  on  the  gii'.nt  mother  for 
return  and  home ! 

And  this  creature  did  love  somi  thing— loved, 
perhaps,  some  fellow-being — of  u>at  hereafter, 
when  we  dire  into  the  aecrets  oi  bis  privacy. 
Meanwhile,  openly  and  frankly,  hf:  loved  his 
crossing ;  he  was  proud  of  hia  en>ssing ;  he 
was  grateful  to  his  crossing.  God  Help  thee, 
•on  of  the  street,  why  not  I  He  ha* I  in  it  a 
double  affection:  that  of  serving  and  being 
aerved.  He  kept  the  crossing— if  the  crossing 
kept  him.  He  smiled  at  times  to  himself  when 
he  saw  it  lie  fair  and  brilliant  amid  the  mire 
around ;  it  bestowed  on  him  a  sense  of  proper- 
ty !  What  a  man  may  feel  for  a  fine  eatate  in 
a  ring  fence.  Beck  felt  for  that  isthmus  of  the 
kennel  which  was  subject  to  his  broom !  The 
eeronation  had  made  one  rebellious  spirit,  when 
it  swept  the  sweeper  from  his  crossing. 

He  stood  then  half  under  the  colonnade  of 
the  Opera  House,  as  the  crowd  now  rapidly 
grew  thinner  and  more  scattered ;  and,  when 
the  last  carriage  of  a  long  string  of  Tehtdes 
had  passed  by,  he  muttered,  audibly, 

*'  It'll  take  a  deal  of  pains  to  make  she  right 
agin !" 

'« So  you  be*s  ere  to-day.  Beck !"  said  a 
ragamuflm  boy,  who,  pushing  and  scrambling 
through  his  betters,  now  halted,  and  wiped  his 
Ibrehead  as  he  looked  at  the  aweeper.  **  Vy, 
ve  are  all  out  pleasuring.  Vy  Tont  you  oome 
with  vel— lots  of  fun  !" 

The  sweeper  scowled  at  the  urchin,  and 
Bade  no  answer,  but  began  aedulously^  apply 
himself  to  the  crossing. 

•  "Vy,  there  isn't  another  sweep  in  the 
streets,  Beck,  his  majesty  King  Bill's  curry- 
nation  makes  all  on  us  so  appy !" 


"  It  has  made  ski  unkimmon  dirty !"  returned 
Beck,  pojntinff  to  the  dingy  crossing,  scarce 
distinguished  from  the  real  of  the  road. 

The  ragamuffin  laughed. 

"  But  ve  he's  a  goio'  to  ave  Reform  now, 
Beck.  The  peopurs  to  have  their  rights  and 
libtiea,  hand  the  luds  is  to  be  put  down,  hand 
beefsteaks  is  to  be  a  penny  a-pouod,  and—"  > 

"  What  good  will  that  do  to  she  1" 

**  Vy,  man,  ve  shall  take  turn  about,  and  sum 
vun  helse  will  aveep  the  crossings,  and  ve  shall 
ride  in  sum  yun  belse's  coach  and  four  prads — 
cos  vy  1  ve  shall  hall  be  heqnals !" 

**  Hequals !  I  tells  you  vot,  if  you  keeps  jaw- 
ing there,  atween  me  and  she,  I  shall  top  you, 
Joe  — cos  vy  — I  he's  the  biggest!"  was  the 
answer  of  Beck  the  sweeper  to  Joe  the  raga- 
muffin. 

The  jovial  Joe  laughed  aloud,  snapped  his 
fingers,  threw  up  his  ragged  cap  with  a  about 
for  King  Bill,  and  set  off  scampering  and 
whooping  to  join  those  festivities  which  Beck 
had  so  cborlisbly  disdained. 

Time  crept  on  —  evening  began  to  close  in, 
and  Beck  was  still  at  his  crossing,  when  a 
young  gentleman  on  horseback,  who,  after 
seeing  the  p^ession,  had  stolen  away  for  a 
quiet  ride  in  the  suburbs,  reined  in  close  by 
the  crossing,  and,  looking  round,  as  for  some 
one  to  hokl  bis  horse,  could  discover  no  loiterer 
worthy  that  honor  except  the  aolitary  Beck. 
So  young  was  the  rider,  that  he  seemed  still  a 
boy.  On  bis  smooth  countenance,  all  that  moat 
prepossesses  in  early  youth  left  its  witching 
stamp.  A  smile,  at  once  gay  and  aweet,  played 
on  his  lips.  There  was  a  charm,  even  in  a  cer- 
tain impatient  petulance,  in  his  quick  eye,  and 
the  slight  contraction  of  his  delicate  brows. 
Almaviva  might  well  have  been  jealoua  of  such 
a  page !  He  was  the  beau  ideal  of  Cherubino. 
He  held  up  his  whip,  with  an  arch  sign,  to  the 
sweeper.  **  Follow,  my  man,"  he  said  in  a  tone, 
the  very  command  of  which  sounded  gentle, 
so  blithe  was  the  movement  of  the  lips,  and  ao 
silvery  the  easy  accent ;  and,  without  waiting, 
he  cantered  carelessly  down  Pall  Mall. 

The  sweeper  cast  a  rueful  glance  at  his 
melancholy  domain.  But  he  had  gained  .but 
little  that  day,  and  the  offer  was  too  tempting 
to  be  rejected.  He  heaved  a  sigh,  shouldered 
his  broom,  and  murmuriog  to  himself  that  he 
would  give  her  a  last  brush  before  be  retired 
for  the  night,  he  put  his  long  limbs  into  that 
swinging,  shambling  trot,  which  characterizea 
the  motion  of  those  professional  jackals,  who 
having  once  caught  sight  of  a  groomless  rider, 
fairly  hunt  him  down,  and  appear  when  he  least 
expects  it,  the  instant  he  dismounts. 

The  young  rider  lightly  swung  himaelf  from 
his  sleek,  high-bred  gray,  at  the  door  of  one 
of  the  dubs  in  St.  James's-street,  patted  his 
horse's  neck,  chucked  the  rein  to  the  sweeper, 
and  sauntered  into  the  bouse,  whistling,  music- 
ally—if not  from  want  of  thought,  certainly  from 
want  of  care. 

As  be  entered  the  dub,  two  or  three  men, 
young,  indeed,  but  much  older,  to  appearance, 
at  leaat,  than  himself,  who  were  diniog  together 
at  the  same  table,  nodded  to  him  their  friendly 
greeting. 

"Ah,  Perce,"  aaid  one,  "we  have  only  juat 
sat  down— here  is  a  aeat  for  yon.'' 
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The  boy  blushed  sbylj,  as  be  accepted  the 
proposal,  and  the  young  men  made  room  for 
him  at  the  table,  with  a  Bmiling  alacrity  which 
showed  that  liis  shyness  was  no  binderance  to 
his  popularity. 

*<  Who/*  said  an  elderly  dandy,  dim'ng  apart 
with  one  of  his  cotemporariee,  "  who  is  that 
lad  t  One  ought  not  to  admit  sacb  mere  boys 
into  the  club.'* 

**  He  is  the  only  sorriving  son  of  an  old  friend 
of  ours/'  answered  the  other,  dropping  hiseye- 
C^ass.    "  Young  Percival  St.  John.'* 

<*St.  John!  What!  Vernon  St.  John*s 
BonT" 

"Yes." 

**  He  has  not  bis  father's  good  air.  These 
yoong  fellows  have  a  tone  — a  something — a 
want  of  self-possession,  ehl" 

«•  Very  tnie.  The  fact  is,  that  Perciyal  was 
meant  for  the  navy,  and  even  served  as  a  mid. 
for  a  year  or  so.  He  was  a  younger  eon, 
then  —  third,  I  think.  The  two  elder  ones 
died,  and  Master  Peroival  walked  into  tbe 
inheritance.  I  don't  think  he  is  quite  of  age 
yet." 

**  Of  age<  he  does  not  look  seventeen  !'* 

**  Oh,  he  is  more  than  that !  I  remember 
htm  in  his  jacket,  at  Laoghton.  A  fine  prop- 
erty !" 

*<  Ay,  I  don't  wonder  those  fellows  are  so 
civil  to  him.  This  claret  ia  corked ! — every- 
thing is  so  bad  at  this  d club !— no  wonder, 

when  a  troop  of  boys  are  let  in ! — enough  16 
spoil  any  club ! — don't  know  Larose  from  La- 
fitte.    Waiter !"  . 

Meanwhile,  the  talk  roand  the  table,  at 
which  sat  Peroival  St.  John,  was  animated, 
lively,  and  varions — the  talk  common  with 
young  idlers :  of  horses,  and  steeple-chases, 
and  opera-danoers,  and  reigning  beauties,  and 
good-humored  jest  at  each  other.  In  all  this 
babble,  there  was  a  none  ft-eshness  about  Per- 
oival St.  John's  conversation,  which  showed 
that,  as  yet,  for  him  life  had  the  seat  of  novel- 
ty. He  was  more  at  home  about  horses  and 
ateeple-chases,  than  about  opera-dancers  and 
beauties,  and  the  small  scandals  of  town. 
Talk  on  these  latter  topies  did  not  seem^to 
interest  him  ;  on  the  contrary,  almost  to  pain. 
Shy  and  modest  aa  a  girl,  he  colored  or  k>oked 
aside  when  his  more  hardened  fViends  boasted 
of  assignations  and  love-aflbirs.  Spirited*,  gay, 
and  manly  enough  in  all  really  manly  poinu, 
the  virgin  bloom  of  innocence  was  yet  visible 
in  his  frank,  charming  manner.  And  often,  out 
of  respect  for  his  delicacy,  some  hearty  son  of 
pleasure  stopped  short  in  his  narrative,  or  lost 
tbe  point  of  his  anecdote;  and  yet. so  lovable 
was  Poroival  in  his  good-humor,  his  naSi^eU,  his 
joyous  entrance  into  innocent  joy,  that  his  com- 
panions  were  scarcely  conscious  of  the  gine 
and  restraint  be  imposed  on  them.  Those 
merry,  dark  eyes,  and  that  flashing  smile,  were 
conviviality  of  themselves.  They  brought  with 
them  a  contagious  cheerfulness,  which  compen^ 
sated  for  the  want  of  corruption. 

Night  had  set  in.    St.  John's  companions  had 

departed  to  their  several  haunts,  and  Percival 

himself  stood  on  the  steps  of  the  chib,  resolving 

that  ho  would  join  tbe  crowds  that  swept 

^  through  the  streets  to  gaze  on  the  illuminations, 

dn  he  perceived  Beck  (still  at  the  rein  of  his 


dozing  horse),  whom  he  bad  qnite  AnBDi  tilB 
that  moment.  I^augbing  at  bis  own  waDt  of 
memory,  Percival  put  some  silver  into  Beck*a 
hand-^-more  silver  than  Beck  had  ever  befim 
received  for  similar  service— end  said : 

*'  Well,  my  man,  I  suppose  I  can  trust  yo« 
to  take  my  horse  to  hia  stables — No.  — ,  the 
Mews,  behind  Curaon -street.  Poor  feUpw,  he 
wants  bis  supper, — and  you  too,  I  suppve!** 

Beck  smiled — a  pale,  hungry  smile,  and  poll- 
ed his  forelock  politely-^'*  I  can  take  the  eaa 
werry  safely,  your  onor." 

**Take  him,  then,  and  good  evenlBgi  bit 
don't  get  on,  for  your  life." 

"  Oh,  no,  sir ;  I  never  gets  on :  'taint  io  m^ 
vays.'' 

And  Beok  slowly  led  the  horse  tbroogb  the 
crowd,  till  he  vanished  from  Percivars  eyea^ 

Just  then,  a  man  passing  through  the  airae^ 
paused,  as  he  saw  the  young  geaUeoian  eo  the 
steps  of  the  club,  and  said  gayly,^'  Ah !  bow  do 
you  dol  Pretty  faces  in  plenigr  oat  W-eighfr! 
Which  way  are  you  going  1" 

"  That  ia  more  than  I  can  tell  yoa.  Mr.  Ysf- 
ney.    I  was  just  thinking  which  torn  to  lite 
the  right  or  the  left." 

'*  Then  let  me  be  your  guide,**  and  Vanwf 
ofiered  his  arm. 

Percival  accepted  the  courtesy ;  and  Che  two 
walked  on  toward  Piccadilly.  Many  a  Jdod 
glance  from  tbe  milliners  and  maid-servaniB, 
whom  the  illuminations  drew  abroad,  roved, 
aomewhat  impartially,  toward  St.  John  and  lae 
companion ;  but  tliey  dwelt  longer  on  thelaal, 
for  there,  at  least,  they  were  sure  of  a  letmnL 
Varney,  if  not  in  his  first  youth,  was  atili  m  the 
prime  of  life ;  and  Time  had  dealt  with  him  se 
leniently,  that  he  retained  ail  the  peiaooal  ad- 
vantages of  youth  itaelf.  Hia  comptosieo  elil 
was  clear ;  and  aa  only  his  upper  lip,  deeaiaied 
with  a  slight,  silken,  and  well  trimmed  mae- 
taohe,  was  unshaven,  the  ooatoor  uf  the  faei^ 
added  to  tbe  juvenility  of  his  appearaane  hy  iha 
rounded  symmetry  it  betrayed.  His  hair  ce- 
eaped  fh)m1ii8  hat  in  liur,  unchanged  lujwiaoee. 
And  the  nervous  figure,  agile  aa  n  paoihifr*8» 
though  broad-shooldered  and  deep-ohestcd.  de- 
noted all  tbe  slightness  and  elasticity  of  twaa- 
ty-five,  combined  with  the  moaeolar  pawer  of 
forty.  His  drees  was  rather  faniastte  too 
showy  for  the  good  taste  whidk  ia  haMtonl  to 
the  English  gentleman — and  there  was  a  | 
liarity  in  his  gait  almoat  approaohiogte  a  i 
which  bespoke  a  deaire  of  effect — a  ooi 
ness  of  personal  ad  vantafea— equally  <_ 
to  the  mien  and  manner  of  PercivaTa' 
companions ;  yet  withal,  even  the  i 
ious  would  have  hesitated  to  apply  to  Gobrtel 
Varney  the  epithet  of  *<  vulgar."  Many  toned 
to  look  again ;  but  it  jvas  not  to  remark  the 
dress  or  the  slight  swagger :— on  exptoasioo  of 
reckless,  sinister  power  in  tbe  ooonchnaoco— 
something  of  vigor  and  determmation  even  ia 
that  very  walk,  foppish  aa  it  would  have  heea 
in  most,  made  yon  sink  all  obaervatioo  of  the 
mere  externals,  in  a  sentiment  of  coriOBity  to- 
ward the  man  himself.  He  seeaied  a  somebody 
—note Somebody  of  conventional  raok,  but  a 
somebody  of  personal  individuality— an  artist 
perhaps,  a  poet,  or  a  soldier  in  aooie  loroiga 
service,  but  certainly  a  man  whoae  oamo  yoa 
would  expect  to  have  heacd  oC    Aooac  ik* 
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•omniofi  mob  of  |MMeiig0r9  lie  steod  out  in 
•niarlMd  and  distinct  relief. 

•*  I  feel  at  bonne  in  a  crowd,"  aaid  Varney. 
•*  Do  yoQ  onderatand  roe  V 

<*]  think  BO,"  answered  Percfval.  "If  ever 
I  could  become  distingatsbed,  I,  too,  abonld 
feel  at  home  in  a  crowd." 

^Toit  liave  ambition,  then  1  yon  mean  to  be- 
come distinguished  1"  asked  Varney,  with  a 
sharp,  eearcbtng  took. 

There  was  a  deeper  and  steadier  flash  than 
nsoal  from  Percttars  dark  eyes,  and  a  manlier 
sW  over  his  che^k,  at  Varney *s  question.  Bat 
be  was  slow  in  answering;  and  when  he  did 
•SO,  his  manner  bad  all  its  wonted  mixture  of 
gracef)il  bashfulness  and  gay  candor. 

**  Oar  rise  does  not  always  depend  on  oar- 
selves.  We  are  not  all  born  great,  nor  do  we 
-aU  have  *  greatness  thrust  on  us.'  Shakspeare 
—hem!" 

*<  One  can  be  what  one  likes,  with  your  for- 
tune," said  Varney ;  and  there  was  a  growl  of 
envy  in  his  voice. 

«'  What,  a  painter  like  yoa !    Ha,  ha !" 

"Faiftb,"  said  Varney,  *<  at  least,  if  yoa  could 
paint  at  all,. you  would  have  what  I  have  not— 
praise  and  fame." 

Pereival  pressed  kindly  on  Vamey's  arm. 
**  Courage !  yon  will  get  jastice  some  day." 

Varney  shook  his  head.  *'  Bah !  there  is  no 
BO^  thing  as  justice;  all  are  underrated  or 
overrated.  Can  yoa  name  one  man  .whom  you 
think  is  estimated  by  the  public  at  his  precise 
value  1  As  for  present  popularity,  it  depends 
en  two  qualities— each  singly,  or  both  united^ 
cowardice  and  charlatanism;  that  is,  servile 
oomplianee  with  the  taste  and  opinion  of  the 
moment,  or  a  quack's  spasmodic  efforts  at  origi- 
nality. But  why  bore  you  on  such  mattera? 
There  are  things  more  attractive  round  us.  A 
good  ankle  that,  ehl  Why,  pardon  me,  it  is 
strange ;  but  you  don*t  seem  to  care  much  for 
women  1" 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  do,"  said  Psrcival,  with  a  sly  de- 
mnreness.    "  I  am  very  fond  of— my  mother !" 

**  Very  proper  and  filial,"  said  Varney,  laugb- 
ing;  "and  does  your  love  for  the  sex  stop 

'« Well,  and  in  tmth  I  fancy  so — ^pretty  near- 
ly. Yoa  know  my  grandmother  is  not  alive. 
But.lAsi  is  something  really  worth  looking  at." 
And  Pereival  pointed,  almost  with  a  child's  de- 
Mgbt,  at  an  illumination  more  brilliant  than  tlie 
rest. 

«'  i  suppose,  when  yon  come  of  age,  you  will 
have  all  the  cedars  at  Laughton  hung  with  col- 
ored lamps.  Ah,  yon  must  ask  me  there,  some 
day.  I  should  so  like  to  see  the  old  place  again." 

•*  Yon  never  saw  it,  I  think  you  say,  in  my 
poor  fether*s  time  1" 

"Never." 
•     •*  Yet  you  knew  him  1" 

•»  But  slightly." 

**  And  you  never  saw  my  mother  1" 

**Ne ;  but  she  seems  to  have  such  infinence 
over  yoa,  that  I  am  sure  she  must  be  a  very 
superior  person — ^ratber  proud,  I  suppose." 

••  Proud — no ;  that  is,  not  ezaotljp  proud,  for 
abe  rs  ver^  meek  and  very  affable.    But  yet — " 

'^Bst  yet^yon  hesitate— she  would  not  like 
yon  to  be  seen,  perhaps,  walking  in  Pioeadilly 
with  Oabviel  Vanev.  the  natoml  son  of  old  fiir 


Milee'e  ]ibranaQ»--Gabrie1  Vaniey  the  painter 
•—Gabriel  Varney  the  adventurer !" 

**  As  k>ng  as  Qabriel  Varney  is  a  man  witli- 
ont  stain  on  his  character  and  honor,  my  moth- 
er would  only  be  pleased  that  I  should  know  an 
able  and  accomplished  person,  whatever  bis 
origin  or  parentage.  But  my  mother  would  be 
sad  if  she  knew  me  intimate  with  a  Bourbon  or 
a  Rafiaelie,  the  first  in  rank  or  the  first  in  ge- 
nius, if  either  prince  or  artist  had  lost  or  even 
sullied  his  'scutcheon  of  gentleman.  In  a 
word,  she  is  most  sensilive  as  to  honor  and 
conscience— ail  else  she  disregards." 
* "  Hem !"  Varney  stooped  down,  as  if  exam* 
ining  the  polish  of  his  boot,  while  he  continued, 
carelessly-— *«  Impossible  to  walk  the  streets 
and  keep  one's  boots  out  of  the  mire !  WsU^ 
and  you  agree  with  your  mother  1" 

*<  It  would  be  strange  if  I  did  not.  When  I 
was  scarcely  four  years  old,  my  poor  father 
used  to  lead  me  through  the  long  picture-gal- 
lery at  Laughtoiu  and  say, '  Walk  through  life 
as  if  those  brave  gentlemen  looked  down  on 
you.*  And,"  added  St.  John,  with  his  ingeiMh 
COS  smile,  '*  my  mother  wonld  put  in  her  word 
— *  And  those  unstained  women,  too,  my  Per- 
eival!'" 

There  was  something  noble  and  touching  in 
the  boy's  low  accents  as  he  said  this ;  it  gave 
the  key  to  his  unusual  modesty,  and  his  frank» 
health  All  innocence  of  character. 

The  devil  in  Varney's  lip  sneered  mockingly. 

"  My  young  friend,  you  have  never  loved  yet. 
Do  you  think  you  ever  shall  1" 

**  I  have  dreamed  that  I  could  love  one  day. 
But  I  can  wait." 

Varney  was  about  to  reply,  when  he  was  ae- 
costed  abruptly  by  three  men  of  that  exagger- 
ated style  of  dress  and  manner,  which  is  im- 
plied by  the  vulgar  appellation  of  **  Tigrish." 
Each  of  the  three  men  had  a  cigar  in  his  moutb 
^-each  seemed  flushed  with  wine.  One  wore 
long  brass  spurs,  and  immense  mustachea; 
another  was  distinguished  by  an  enormous  sur- 
face of  black  satin  cravat,  across  which  mean- 
dered a  Pactolus  of  gold  chain ;  a  third  had  hia 
coat  laced  and  braided,  d  ia  Poltmaise,  and 
pinched  and  padded  d  Ut  Rutse,  with  trowsers 
shaped  to  the  calf  of  a  sinewy  leg,  and  a  glass 
screwed  into  his  right  eye. 

<'  Ah,  Gabriel !  ah,  Varney !  ah,  prince  eC 
good  fellows,  well  met.  You  sup  with  us  to- 
night at  little  Ceksie'3 — ^we  were  just  going  in 
search  of  you." 

••  Who's  your  firiend— one  of  as  1"  wbisperad 
a  seeond. 

And  life  third  screwed  his  arm  tight  aad  }0f- 
ingly  into  Varney's. 

Gabriel,  despite  his  habitnal  assaranoe,  looked 
abashed  for  a  moment,  and  would  have  extri- 
cated himself  from  cordialities  not  at  that  mo- 
ment welcome ;  but  he  saw  that  his  friends 
were  too  far  gone  in  their  cups  to  be  easilv 
shaken  off,  and  be  felt  relieved  when  Pereival, 
after  a  dissatisfied  glance  at  the  three,  said,  qai- 
etly— "  I  must  detain  you  no  longer— I  ahall 
soon  k>ok  in  at  your  studio;"  and,  withoot 
waiting  for  answer,  slid  off,  and  was  lost  among 
the  crowd. 

Varney  walked  on  with  his  new-found  friends, 
anheeding  for  some  moments  their  loose  ra- 
marka  and  familiar  banter.     Ai  Isnath  he  shook 
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off  his  abstraction,  and  aarrendering  bimaelf  to 
the  coarse  humors  of  his  companions,  soon 
eclipsed  them  all  by  the  gasto  of  his  slang  and 
the  mocking  profligacy  of  his  sentiments ;  for 
here  he  no  longer  played  a  pfirt,  or  suppressed 
his  grosser  instincts.  That  uncurbed  dominion 
of  the  senses,  to  which  his  very  boyhood  had 
abandoned  itself,  found  a  willing  slave  in  the 
man.  Even  the  talents  themselves  that  he  dis- 
played came  from  the  cultivation  of  the  sensual. 
His  eye,  stndying  externals,  made  him  a  painter 
— his  ear,  quick  and  practiced,  a  musician.  His 
wild,  prodigal  fancy  rioted  on  every  excitement, 
and  brought  him  in  a  vast  harvest  of  experience 
in  knowledge  of  the  frailties  and  the  vices  on 
which  it  indulged  its  vagrant  experiments.  Men 
who  overcultivate  the  art  that  connects  itself 
with  the  senses,  with  little  counterpoise  from 
the  reason  and  pure  intellect,  are  apt  to  be  dis- 
sipated and  irregular  in  their  lives.  This  is 
frequently  noticeable  in  the  biographies  of  mu- 
sicians, singers,  and  painters,  Jess  so  in  poets, 
because  he  who  deals  with  words,  not  sign's, 
and  tones,  must  perpetually  compare  his  senses 
with  the  pure  images  of  which  the  senses  only 
see  the  appearances ;  in  a  word,  he  must  employ 
his  intellect,  and  his  self-education  must  be  large 
and  comprehensive.  But  with  most  real  genius, 
however,  fed  merely  by  the  senses — ^most  really 
great  painters,  singers,  and  musicians,  however 
easily  led  astray  into  temptation,  the  richness 
of  the  soil  throws  op  abundant  good  qualities  to 
countervail  or  redeem  the  evil — they  are  usually 
compassionate,  generous,  sympathizing.  That 
Varney  had  not  such  beauties  of  soul  and  tem- 
perament it  is  unnecessary  to  add— principally, 
it  is  true,  because  of  bis  nurture,  education,  pa- 
ternal example,  the  utter  corruption  in  which 
his  childhood  and  youth  had  passed— partly  be- 
cause he  had  no  real  genius :  it  was  a  false  ap- 
parition of  the  divine  spirit,  reflected  from  the 
exquisite  perfection  of  his  frame  (which  ren- 
dered all  his  senses  so  vigorous  and  acute),  and 
his  riotous  fancy,  and  his  fitful  energy,  which 
was  capable  at  times  of  great  application,  but 
not  of  definite  purpose  or  earnest  study.  All 
about  him  was  flashy  and  hollow.  He  had  not 
the  natural  subiilty  and  depth  of  mind  that  had 
characterized  his  terrible  father.  The  graft  of 
the  opera  dancer  was  visible  on  the  stock  of  the 
scholar :  wholly  without  the  habits  of  method 
and  order,  without  the  patience,  without  the 
mathematical,  calculating  brain  of  Dalibard,  he 
played  wantonly  with  the  horrible  and  loath- 
some wickedness  of  which  Olivier  bad  made 
dark  and  solemn  study.  Extravagant  and  lav- 
ish, he  spent  money  as  fast  as  he  gained  it ;  he 
threw  away  all  chances  of  eminence  and  career. 
In  the  midst  of  the  direst  plots  of  his  villainy,  or 
the  most  energetic  pursuit  of  his  art,  the  poorest 
excitement,  the  veriest  bauble  would  draw  him 
aside.  His  heart  was  with  Falri  in  the  sty,  his 
fancy  with  Aladdin  in  the  palace.  To  make  a 
show  was  his  darling  object :  he  loved  to  cre- 
ate effect  by  his  person,  his  talk,  his  dress,  as 
well  as  by  his  talents.  Living  from  hand  to 
month,  crimes,  through  which  it  is  not  our  in- 
tention to  follow  him,  had  at  times  made  him 
rich  to-day,  for  vices  to  make  him  poor  again 
to-morrow.  What  he  called  "  luck,"  or  "  his 
star,"  had  favored  him--he  was  not  hanged  J 
he  Uved ;  and,  as  the  greater  part  of  his  an- 


scmpuIouB  career  had  beem  oondoeted  in  Ibr- 
eign  lands,  and  under  other  names — ^in  bis  ovi 
name,  and  his  own  country,  thoogh  eomething 
scarcely  to  be  defined,  but  equivocal  and  provo- 
cative of  suspicion,  madeliim  displeasing  to  the 
prudent,  and  vaguely  alarmed  the  experience  of 
the  sober — still  no  positive  accusation  was  at- 
tached to  the  general  integrity  of  his  character; 
and  the  mere  dissipation  of  his  habits  was  nat- 
urally little  known  out  of  his  familiar  eirde. 
Hence  he  had  the  mostpresumptoons  dmfidenoe 
in  himself— a  confidence  native  to  his  coorage^ 
and  confirmed  by  his  experience.    His  coo- 
science  was  so  utterly  obtuse  that  be  nii|kt 
almost  be  said  to  present  the  phenomenon  of  a 
man  without  conscience  at  all.    Unlike  Gooiad, 
he  did  not  "  know  himself  a  villain  ;'*  all  that 
he  knew  of  himself  was,  that  he  was  a  reoiaik- 
ably  clever  fellow,  without  prejudice  or  aoper- 
stition.    That,  with  all  his  gifts,  he  had  aot 
succeeded  better  in  life,  he  ascribed  earrieisly 
to  the  surpassing  wisdom  of  his  philosophy.  He 
could  have  done  better  if  he  had  enjoyed  liiBi- 
self  less — ^bnt  was  not  enjoyment  the  be  aliasi 
end  all  of  this  little  lifel    More  often,  indeed, 
in  the  moods  of  his  bitter  envy,  he  woald  lay 
the  fault  upon  the  world.    How  great  be  coaU 
have  been  if  he  had  been  rich  and  high  bora! 
Oh,  he  was  made  to  spend,  not  to  save — Co 
command,  not  to  fawn.    He  was  not  formed  to 
plod  through  the  doll  mediocrities  of  fortone; 
he  most  toss  up  for  the  All  or  the  Nothing !  ft 
was  no  control  over  himself  that  made  Tarney 
now  turn  his  thoughts,  from  certain  grave  de* 
signs  on  Pereival  St.  John,  to  the  bratal  de- 
bauchery of  his  three  companions — rather  he 
then  yielded  most  to  his  natural  self.    And 
when  the  morning  star  rose  over  the  o^t  be 
passed  with  low  profligates  and  venal  nymphs 
— when,  over  the  fragments  on  the  hoard  and 
emptied  bottles,  and  drunken  riot,  dawngteamed 
and  saw  him  in  all  the  pride  of  his  roagoiteflt 
organization,  and  the  cynicism  of  his  measored 
vice;    fair,  fresh,  and  blooming-  amid  those 
maudlin  eyes,  and  flushed  cheeks,  and  reeltBg 
figures;  laughing  hideously  over  the  spec^ado 
ho  had  provoked,  and  kicking  aside,  with  a 
devirs  scorn,  the  prostrate  form  of  the  favoied 
partner  whose  head  .had  rested  on  his  bo8oa^ 
as  alone,  with  a  steady  step,  he   passed  the 
threshold,  and  walked  into  the  fresh,  betlthlsl 
air ;  Gabriel  Varney  enjoyed  the  leH  trana^ 
of  his  hell-born  vanity,  and  reveled  in  his  aeft- 
timent  of  superiority  and  power. 

Meanwhile,  on  quitting  Yamey^  yonng  Pe^ 
eival  strolled  on  as  the  whim  diieclad  hia. 
Turning  down  the  Haymarket,  he  gained  the 
colonnade  of  the  Opera  House.  The  crowd  there 
was  so  dense  that  his  footsteps  were  arrested, 
and  he  leaned  against  one  of  the  eolnmns  m  ad- 
miration of  the  various  galaxies  in  view.  la 
front  blazed  the  rival  stars  of  the  United  Servies 
Club  and  the  Atheneum ;  to  the  left,  theqeaiak 
and  peculiar  device  which  lighted  up  Northum- 
berland House ;  to  the  right,  the  anchors,  eao- 
nons,  and'bombs,  which  typified  ingenioiisiy  the 
martial  attributes  of  the  Ordnance  Oflke. 

At  that  moment  there  were  three  penoot 
connected  with  this  narrative  within  a  few  foet 
of  each  other,  distinguished  from  the  mattitade 
by  the  feelings  with  which  eaeh  legarM  thm 
scene  and  felt  the  jostle  of  the  crowiL    ""     ' 


LOVB  AT  PIRBT  8IQHT. 


87 


val  8L  John,  in  whom  the  bannlew  aensie  of 
pleasure  was  yet  vivid  and  unsatiated,  caught 
from  the  assemblage  only  that  physical  hilarity 
which  heightened  his.own  spirits.  If  in  a  char- 
aeter  as  yet  so  undeveloped — ^to  which  the  large 
rassions  and  stern  eifds  of  life  were  as  yet  un- 
juiownr-stirred  some  deeper  and  more  musing 
thoughts  and  speculations,  giving  gravity  to  the 
habitual  smile  on  his  rosy  lip,  and  steadying  the 
play  of  his  sparkling  eyes,  he  would  have  been 
at  a  loaa  himself  to  explain  the  dim  sentiment 
and  the  vague  desire. 

Screened  by  another  column  from  the  press- 
un  of  the  mob,  with  his  arms  folded  on  his 
breast,  a  man  some  few  years  older  in  point  o( 
time-HSiany  years  older  in  point  of  character — 
gaxed  (with  thoughts  how  turbulent — with  am- 
bition how  profound !)  upon  the  dense  and  dark 
masses  that  covered  space  and  street  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach.  He,  indeed,  could  not  have 
eaid,  with  Varney*  that  he  was  **  at  home  in  a 
erowd ;"  for  a  crowd  did  not  fill  him  with  the 
aeose  of  his  own  individual  being  and  import- 
ance, but  grappled  him  to  its  mighty  breast 
with  the  thousand  tissues  of  a  common  destiny. 
Who  shall  explain  and  disentangle  those  high, 
and  restless,  and  interwoven  emotions  with 
which  intellectual  ambition,  honorable  and  ar- 
dent, gaates  upon  that  solemn  thing  with  which, 
in  which,  for  which  it  lives  and  labors — tliO' 
Human  Multitude]  To  that  abstracted,  soli- 
tary roan,  the  illumination,  the  festivity,  the 
curiosity,  the  hoiyday,  were  pothing,  or  but  as 
fleeting  phantoms  and  vain  sleeraings.  In  his 
bearCs  eye,  he  saw  before  him  but  the  pbopls, 
Ihe  abadow  of  an  everlasting  audienc&— audi- 
ence at  once  and  judge. 

And  literally  touching  him  as  he  stood,  the 
ragged  sweeper,  who  had  returned  in  vain  to 
devote  a  last  care  to  his  beloved  charge,  stood 
arrested  with  the  rest,  gazing  joylessly  on  the 
blazing  lamps,  dead  as  the  stones  he  heeded, 
lo  the  young  vivacity  of  the  one  man,  the  sol- 
emn visions  of  the  other.  So,  O  London,  amid 
Ihe  universal  hoiyday  to  monarch  and  to  mob, 
in  those  three  souls  lived  the  three  elements, 
which,  duly  mingled  and  administered,  make 
Iby  vice  and  tliy  virtue — thy  glory  ao<^  thy 
shame— thy  labor  and  thy  luxuiy;  pervading 
the  palace  and  the  street — the  hospital  and  the 
prieon ; — enjoyment,  which  is  pleasure — ener- 
gj«  which  is  action — toipor,  which  is  want ! 


CHAPTER  n. 

LOVS  AT  PXK8T  SIGHT. 

8w»DBNLT  across  the  gaze  of  Peroival  St. 
John  there  flashed  a  face  that  woke  him  from 
lus  abstraction,  as  a  light  awakes  the  sleeper.  It 
was  ss  a  recognition  of  something  seen  dimly  be- 
fim — a  truth  coming  out  from  a  dream.  It  was 
not  the  mere  beauty  of  that  face  (and  beautiful 
it  was),  that  arrested  his  eye  and  made  his  heart 
beat  more  quickly — it  was,  rather,  that  nameless 
and  inexplicable  sympathy  which  constitutes 
love  at  first  sight ; — a  sort  of  impulse  and  in- 
stinct common  to  the  dullest  as  the  quickest — 
the  hardest  reason  as  the  liveliest  fancy.  Plain 
Gobbett,  seeing  before  the  cottage  door,  at  her 
iKMnelieat  of  house-work,  the  girl  of  whom  he 
saiil— "That  girl  should  be  my  wife;"  and 


Dante,  first  thrilled  by  the  vision  of  Beatrice, 
are  alike  true  lypes  of  a  common  experience : 
whatever  of  love« sinks  the  deepest  is  felt  at 
first  sight;  it  streams  on  us  abrupt  from  the 
cloud — a  lightning  flash — a  destiny  revealed  to 
us  /ace  to  face. 

Now,  there  was  nothing  poetical  in  the  place 
or  the  circumstance,  still  less  in  the  compan- 
ionship in  which  this  fair  creature  startled  the 
virgin  heart  of  that  careless  boy ;  she  was  lean- 
ing on  the  arm  of  a  stout,  rosy-faced  matron  in 
a  puce -colored  gown,  who  was  flanked  on  the 
other  side  by  a  very  small,  svery  spare  man, 
with  a  very  wee  face,  the  lower  part  of  which 
was  enveloped  in  an  immense  belcher.  Beside 
these  two  incumbrances,  the  stout  lady  con- 
trived to  carry  in  her  hands  an  umbrella,  a  bas- 
ket, and  a  pair  of  pattens. 

In  the  midst  of  this  strange,  unfamiliar  emo- 
tion which  his  eye  conveyed  to  his  heart,  Per- 
cival's  ear  was  displeasingly  jarred  by  the  loud, 
bluflf,  hearty  voice  of  the  girrs  female  compan- 
ion— 

"  Gracious  me !  if  that  is  not  John  Ardworth ; 
who'd  have  thought  it!  Why,  John — I  say, 
John !''  and  lifting  her  umbrella  horizontally, 
she  poked  aside  two  city  clerks  in  front  of  her, 
wheeled  round  the  little  man  on  her  left,  upon 
whom  the  clerks  simultaneously  bestowed  the 
appellation  of  **  feller,"  and  driving  him,  as  be- 
ing the  sharpest  and  thinnest  wedge  at  hand, 
through  a  dense  knot  of  some  half-a-dozen 
gapers,  while  following  his  involuntary  prog- 
ress she  looked  defiance  on  the  roalcootents* 
she  succeeded  in  clearing  her  way  to  the  spot 
where  stood  the  young  man  she  had  discovered. 
The  ambitious  dreamer,  for  it  was  he,  thus  de- 
tected and  disturbed,  looked  embarrassed  for  a 
moment,  as  the  stout  lady,  touching  him  with 
the  umbrella,  said — 

*'  Well,  I  declare,  if  this  is  not  too  bad !  You 
sent  word  that  you  should  not  be  able  to  come 
out  with  us  to  see  the  'luminations,  end  here 
you  are  as  large  as  life !" 

**  I  did  not  think,  at  the  moment  you  wrote 
to  me,  that—" 

^*0h,  atufif!"  interrupted  the  stout  woman, 
with  a  significant,  good-humored  shake  of  her 
bead,  "  I  know  wbat*s  what ;  tell  the  truth,  and 
shame  the  gentleman  who  objects  to  showing 
his  feet.  You  are  a  wild  fellow,  John  Ard- 
worth— ^you  are !  you  like  looking  after  the 
pretty  faces— you  do— you  do — ha,  ^  ha !  very 
natural!  So  did  you  once— did  not  you,  Mr. 
Mivers — did  not  you,  eh  !  men  must  be  men^ 
they  alw^iys  are  men,  and  it's  my  belief  that  men 
they  always  will  be !" 

With  this  sage  conjecture  into  the  future,  the 
lady  turned  to  Mr.  Mivers,  who,  thus  appealed 
to,  extricated  with  some  difficulty  his  chin  from 
the  folds  of  his  bcloher,  and,  putting  up  his 
small  face,  said,  in  a  small  voice — '*  Yes,  1  wal^ 
a  wild  fellow  once,  but  you  have  tamed  me ! — 
you  have,  Mrs.  M." 

And  therewith  the  chin  sunk  again  into  the 
belcher,  and  the  small  voice  died  into  a  small 
sigh. 

The  stout  lady  glanced  benignly  at  her  spouse, 
and  then  resuming  her  address,  to  which  Ard- 
worth listened  with  a  half-frown  and  s  half- 
smile,  observed,  encouragingly — 

**  Yes,  there's  nothing  like  a  lawful  wife,  to 
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bretk  a  man  in,  as  yon  wtfl^find  some  day. 
Howsomerer,  yonr  time's  not  come  for  the 
altar :  so  suppose  you  give  Helen  your  arra,  and 
oome  wiifi  us." 

**  Do,"  said  Helen,  in  a  sweet,  coaxing  voice. 

Ardworth  bent  down  his  rough,  earnest  face 
to  Helen's,  and  an  evident  pleasure  relaxed  its 
thoughtful  lines.  "  I  can  not  resist  you,"  he  be- 
gan, and  then  he  paused  and  frowned.  '*Pi8h," 
be  added,  "  I  was  talking  fully ;  but  what  bead 
would  not  you  turn  ?  Resist  you  I  must,  for  I 
am  00  my  way  now  to  my  drudgery.  Ask  me 
any  thing,  some  years  hence,  when  I  have  time 
to  be  happy,  and  then  see  if  I  am  the  bear  you 
DOW  call  me." 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Mivera,  emphatically, 
'<  are  you  coming,  or  are  you  not !  Don't  stand 
there,  shilly-shally." 

"Mrs.  Mivers,"  returned  Ardworth,  with  a 
kind  of  sly  humor,  **  I  am  sure  you  would  be 
very  angry  with  your  husband's  excellent  shop- 
men, if  that  was  the  way  they  spoke  to  your 
customers.  If  some  unhappy  dropper-in — some 
lady  who  came  to  buy  a  yard  or  so  of  Irish,  was 
suddenly  dazzled,  as  I  am,  by  a  luxury  wholly 
unforeseen,  and  eagerly  coveted — ^a  splendid 
lace  veil,  or  a  ravishing  cashmere,  or  whatever 
else  you  ladies  desiderate,  and  while  she  was 
balancing  between  prudence  and  temptation, 
your  foreman  exclaimed — *  Don't  stand,  shilly- 
abally,'— come,  I  put  it  to  you. 

«•  Stuff!"  said  Mrs.  Mivers. 

**  Alas !  unlike  your  imaginary  enstomer— <I 
h<^d  80,  at  least,  for  the  sake  of  your  liH),  pru- 
dence gets  the  better  of  me ;  unless,"  atRed 
Ardworth,  irresolutely,  and  glancing  at  Helen — 
"nnless,  indeed,  you  are  not  sufficiently  pro- 
tected, and — " 

**  Purtected  !**  exclaimed  Mrs.  Mivers,  in  an 
indignant  tone  of  astonishment,  and  agitating 
the  formidable  umbrella,  "as  if  I  was  not 
enough,  with  the  help  of  this  here  domestic 
commodity,  to  purtect  a  dozen  such.  Purtect- 
ed, indeed !" 

"John  is  right,  Mrs.  M. ;  business  is  business," 
said  Mr.  Mivers.  "  Let  us  move  on — ^we  stop 
the  way,  and  those  idle  lads  are  listening  to  us, 
and  sniggering." 

"  Sniggering !"  exclaimed  the  gentle  help- 
mate ;  "  I  should  like  to  see  those  who  pre- 
sume for  f  snigger  ;*'  and  as  she  spoke  she 
threw  a  look  of  defiance  around  her.  Then, 
having  thus  satisfied  her  resentment,  she  pre- 
pared to  obey,  as  no  doubt  she  always  did,  her 
lord  and  master.  Suddenly,  with  a  practiced 
movement,  she  wheeled  round  Mr.  Mivers,  and 
taking  care  to  protrude  before  him  the  sharp 
point  of  the  umbrella,  cut  her  way  through  the 
crowd  like  the  scathed  ear  of  the  ancient  Brit- 
ons, and  was  soon  lost  amid  the  throng,  al- 
though her  way  might  be  guessed  by  a  slight 
Tipple  of  peculiar  agitation  along  the  general 
stream,  aooompanied  by  a  prolonged  murmur 
of  reproach  or  expostulation  which  gradually 
died  in  the  distance. 

Ardworth  gazed  after  the  fair  form  of  Helen 
with  a  look  of  regret ;  and,  when  it  vanished — 
with  a  slight  start  and  a  suppressed  sigh,  he 
turned  away,  and  with  the  long,  steady  stride 
of  a  strong  man,  cleared  his  path  through  the 
Strand,  toward  the  printing-offioe  of ajoornal  on 
whieh  he  was  re^ionaibly  engaged. 


But  Pereival,  who  bad  eaught  oiiieb  «/ Ae 
conversation  that  took  place  so  near  him — ^Psr. 
cival,  happy  child  of  idleneea  and  whim,  bad  oo 
motive  of  labor  and  oocopation  to  slay  the  ftm 
impulse  of  his  heart,  and  his  heart  drew  him  «m^ 
with  magnetic  attraction,  in  the  traek  of  thi 
first  being  that  had  ever  tooofaed  the  ewaU  ia- 
stincts  of  youth. 

Meanwhile,  Mro.  Mivers  was  destined  to  learn 
— ^thongh,  perhaps,  the  lesson  little  avafled  her 
— that  to  get  smoothly  through  this  world  it  U 
necessary  to  be  supple  as  well  ae  atroiig ;  aai 
though,  up  to  a  certain  poiiit,  man  or  wetoaa 
may  force  the  way  by  poking  wnbtellns  Me 
people's  ribs,  and  treading  meroileariy  apaa 
people's  toes,  yet  the  endurance  of  rtbe  aad 
toes  has  its  appointed  Hmita. 

Helen,  half-terrified,  ako  balf-amoeed  bfhat 
companion's  robust  resolution  of  porpose^  had 
in  Mrs.  Mivers's  general  courage  and  soeee« 
that  confidence  which  the  weak  repose  ia  tto 
strong,  and  though,  whenever  ahe  turned  har 
eyes  from  the  iUuminations,  she  besought  Mm. 
Mivers-  to  be  more  gentle ;  yet,  seeing  thit 
they  had  gone  safely  from  St.  Paul's  to  SL 
James's,  she  had  no  distinet  appreheeaioa  af 
any  praotieally  ill  results  from  the  energies  iba 
was  unable  to  mitigate.  But  now,  having  joat 
gained  the  6nd  of  St.  James's-street,  Mrs.  Mrvu 
ers  at  last  found  her  match.  The  crowd  hsps 
halted,  thick  and  serried,  to  gase  in  peace  vpon 
the  brilliant  vista  which  the  sb(ys  and  dnhsof 
that  street  presented.  Coaches  and  earriagas 
had  paused  in  their  line,  and  immediately  beme 
Mrs.  Mivers  stood  three  very  thin,  sanall  woraaa^ 
whoae  dress  bespoke  them  to  be  of  the  haahleat 
class. 

"Make  way,  there— make  way,  ray) good 
wontien— make  way !"  oried  Mra.  Mivers,  eqiHd> 
ly  disdainfnl  of  the  Mze  and  the  rank  of  theab- 
str acting  parties. 

"  Arrah,  and  what  shall  we  make  w^y  ftrtba 
like  of  you,  you  ould  busybody  1"  said  sae  if 
the  dames,  turning  found,  and  pteseatiag  a 
very  formidable  squint  to  the  broad  ofaies  if 
Mrs.  Mivers. 

Without  deigning  a  reply,  Maa.  Mivsra  Mi 
recourse  to  ber  usual  tactica.  Umbrella  mA 
husband  went  right  between  two  of  the  IM- 
nine  obstructives ;  and  to  the  InconcatfaNs  as- 
tonishment and  horror  of  the  aaaaihim,  hasNaiA 
and  umbrella  instantiy  vanished.  Hm  thm 
small  furies  had  pounched  upon  both.  Thay 
were  torn  from  their  natural  owner — they  weie 
hurried  away  *,  the  stream  behind,  long  fretted 
at  the  path  so  abruptly  made  amid  it,  dosed ii^ 
joyous  with  a  thousand  waves.  Mrs.  Mtveia 
and  Helen  were  borne  forward  in  one  way,  the 
umbrella  and  the  huaband  in  the  other  t  at  As 
distance  a  small  voice  waa  heard,  *<  Doat  yes! 
—don't!  Be  quiet!  Mrs.— Mra..^Mr».  M.! 
Oh  !  oh  !  Mra.  M.  f"  At  that  laat  repetilioa  «f 
the  beloved  and  familiar  initial,  uttered  ia  » 
tone  of  almost  superhuman  anguish,  the  eo»- 
jugai  heart  of  Mrs.  Mivers  was  afflicted  beyead 
control. 

'*.  Wait  here  a  moment,  my  dear !  Ill  jest 
give  it  them — ^that'a  all !"  And  in  aaother  mo- 
ment Mrs.  Mivera^was  beard  buatliog,  aooUing; 
till  all  trace  of  her  whereabout  waa  gone  fraaa 
the  eyea  of  Helen.  Tbaa  left  alone,  in  sanaed* 
iog  ahame  and  dlamay,  the  ppor  gEri  east  s 
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:^UK»  srawiii.  The  glance  was  eaoght  by  two 
young:  men,  whose  station,  io  these  days,  when 
^ress  is  an  e<n]tTocal  designator  of  rank,  could 
not  be  gaessed  by  their  exterior.  They  might 
be  dandies  from  the  west — they  might  be  dorks 
Jrom  the  east. 

•*By  Jowe,»»  exolaimed  one,  **  that's  a  sweet 
^tty  girl!**  and,  by  a  sudden  movement  of 
Ihe  etow4,  they  both  found  themselves  close  to 
Helen. 

**Are  yon  alone,  my  dearV  said  a  voice 
nde}y  familiar. 

Hehm  made  no  reply— the  tone  of  the  voice 
.frightened  her.  A  gap  in  the  mob  showed  the 
Space  toward  Cleveland-row,  which,  leading 
to  no  illoroinations,  was  vacant  and  solitary, 
fibe  ioetantly  made  toward  this  spot ;  the  two 
men  followed  her^-the  bolder  and  elder  one 
eoearionally  trying  to  catch  hold  of  her  arm. 
Al  last,  as  she  passed  the  last  hoase  to  the  left, 
«  house  then  owned  by  one,  at  once  fiar-^ghted 
and  ionpetuoQS,  afllible  and  banghty — characte- 
filed  alike  by  solid  virtues  and  brilliant  faults — 
would,  bat  for  hollow  friends,  have  triomphed 
«veT  oonntless  foes,  and  enjoyed  at  last  that 
brief  day  of  stormy  power  for  which  statesmen 
leeign  the  health  or  manhood  and  the  hope  of 
age— 4w  she  passed  that  memorable  mansion, 
she  sDddenly  perceived  that  the  space  before 
ter  bad  ae  tborouglifare,  and,  while  she  paused 
in  dismay,  her  pursuers  blockaded  her  escape. 

One  of  tbA  now  Ibirly  eeized  her  hand: 
*<Nay,  pretty  one,  why  so  cruel  t  But  one 
kiss— only  one  V*  He  endeavored  to  pass  his 
arm  round  her  waist  while  be  spoke.  Helen 
abided  him,  and  darted  forward,  to  find  her  way 
•topped  by  her  persecntor's  companion,  when, 
to  her  astonishment,  a  third  person  'gently 
inished  aside  the  fbrm  that  impeded  her  path, 
•approaehed,  and  looking  mute  defiance  at  the 
vnchivaMc  molesters,  oflTered  her  his  arm. 
Helen  gave  bat  one  timid,  harrying  glance  to 
bar  unexpected  protector.  Something  in  bis 
Ace,  bla  air,  his  youth,  appealed  at  once  to  her 
eonMeace.  Mechanically,  and  scarce  knowing 
what  she  did,  she  laid  her  trembling  hand  on  the 
ami  held  out  to  her. 

The  two  Iiotharios  looked  fooHsh.  One  poll- 
ed op  bia  shirt  collar,  the  other  turned,  with  a 
tirced  ioQgh,  on  his  heel.  Boy  as  Perclval 
seemed,  and  little  more  than  boy  as  he  was, 
tftare  waa  a  dangerous  fire  In  his  eye,  and  an 
axpreasion  of  spirit  and  ready  courage  in  his 
whole  ocmatenance,  which,  if  it  did  not  awe  bis 
tall  rivals,  made  them  at  least  unwilling  to  have 
a  scene,  and  provoke  the  interfbrence  of  the 
*polioensen,  one  of  whom  was  now  seen  walking 
slowly  up  to  the  spot.  They  therefbre  pre- 
served a  discomfited  silence ;  and  Percival  St. 
John,  with  bis  heart  going  ten  knots  a  beat, 
sailed  triumphantly  oflf  with  his  prize. 

Searoely  knowing  whither  he  went,  certainly 
forgetful  of  Mr.  Mi  vers,  in  his  anxiety  to  escape 
at  least  from  the  crowd,  Percival  walked  on  till 
be  found  himself,  with  his  Air  charge,  under  the 
trees  of  St.  James's  Park. 

Then  Helen,  recovering  herself,  paused,  and 
said,  alarmed,  **  But  this  is  not  my  way— 'I  must 
go  back  to  the  street  !*'    # 

•<  How  fdolish  I  am^tbat  is  true  !*'  said  Per- 
cival, looking  confused.  *<  1— I  felt  so  happy  to 
be  with  vou,  feel  vonr  hand  on  mv  arm.  and 


think  that  we  were  all  by  ourselves,  that^bbt 
— but  you  have  dropped  your  flowers  !'* 

And  a  bouquet  Helen  wore,  dislodged  some- 
how or  other,  fell  to  the  ground  ;  both  stooped 
to  pick  it  up,  and  their  hands  met.  At  that 
touch  Percival  felt  a  strange  tremble,  which 
perhaps  communicated  itself  (for  such  things 
are  contagions)  to  his  fair  companion.  Perri- 
val  had  got  the  nosegay,  and  seemed  willing  to 
detain  it,  for  he  bent  his  face  lingerin^y  over 
the  flowers.  At  length,  be  Arned  his  bright, 
ingenuous  eye^  to  Helen,  and  singling  one 
rose  from  the  rest,  said,  beseechingly — **  Mdy 
I  keep  thisi  8fl«,  it  is  not  so  fresh  as  the 
others." 

"I  am  sure,  sir,"  said  Helen,  coloring,  and 
looking  down,  **1  owe  you  so  much  that  I 
should  be  glad  if  a  poor  flower  could  repay 
it." 

<*  A  poor  flower !  You  don't  know  what  a 
prise  this  is  to  me  !*' 

Percival  plaoed  the  rose  reverently  in  fate 
bosom,  and  the  two  moved  back  slowly,  ss  if 
reluctant  both,  tbroagh  the  old  palace  court  Into 
the  street. 

**  Is  that  lady  rehited'to  you  V*  asked  Peiei- 
val,  looking  another  way,  and  dreading  the  r^ 
irfy ;  •*  Not  your  mother,  surely !" 

"  Ob,  no !— I  have  nif  mother !" 

«•  Forgive  me !"  said  Pereival,  for  the  tone 
of  Helen's  voice  told  bim  that  he  had  tooched 
the  spring  of  a  hoosehold  sorrow.  *'  And,"  he 
added,  with  a  jealodsy  tlwt  he  could  searoely 
restrain  from  making  itself  evident  in  his  ae- 
cent,  "  that  gentleman  who  spoke  to  yon  under 
the  colonnade  —  i  have  seen  him  before,  bitt 
where  I  can  not  remember.  In  fact,  yon  have 
pot  every  thing  hot  yourself  oot  of  my  head. 
Is  hs  related  to  you  V 

"  He  is  my  cousin." 

*«  Cousin  r**  repeated  ftroival,  pouting  a  lit- 
tle ;  and  again  there  was  a  silence. 

**  1  don't  know  hew  it  Is,"  said  Percival,  at 
last,  and  very  gravely,  as  if  mneh  perplexed  by 
some  abatruse  thought,  **but  I  i^l  as  if  I  had 
known  yon  all  my  lift.  1  never  fek  this  for  any 
one  before.'* 

There  was  aomething  se  irresistibly  innooeat 
in  the  boy's  serious,  wondering  tone,  as  be  said 
these  wwds,  that  a  amtle,  in  spite  of  herself, 
broke  out  among  the  thousand  dimplee  niond 
Helen's  charming  lips.  Perhaps  the  little  witeh 
felt  a  touch  of  coquetry  for  the  first  time 

Pereival,  Who  was  looking  sidelebg  into  her 
foee,  saw  tbe  smile,  and  said,  drawing  ap  bia 
bead,  and  shaking  baek  his  jetty  curls,  **  I  dare 
say  yon  are  laughing  at  nae  as  a  BMra  t)oy ;  bat 
I  am  older  than  I  look.  I  an  sore  I  am  maeh 
older  than  yon  are.  Let  ne  see,  yoa  are  seven- 
teen, I  suppose  t*' 

Helen,  getting  more  and  more  at  bar  aa«^ 
nodded  playful  assent. 

"And  I  am  not  far  from  twenty-one/    AHf 
you  may  well  look  surprised — but  so  it  ia.    An  . 
hour  ago  I  fblt  a  mere  boy ;  now  I  shall  net ar 
feel  a  boy  again  !'* 

Once  more  there  waa  a  long  pause,  and  be- 
fore it  was  broken  they  had  gained  the  veiy  apat- 
in  which  Helen  bad  lost  her  friend. 

«'  Why,  bless  oa,  and  save  us !"  exclaimed  a 
voice  *loud  as  a  trempet,'  but  oot  *  with  a  sil- 
ver aoaad/  «>  tbeie  voa  are.  after  all  :*'  and  Mra. 
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IfWen  (hnsband  and  ombrella  both  regained) 
planted  herself  full  before  them. 

«*0b,  a  pretty  fright  I  have  been  in;  and 
now,  to  see  3^ou  coming  along  as  cool  as  if 
nothing  had  happened — as  if  the  humbrella  had^ 
not  lost  its  hivory  andle — it's  quite  purvoking.'' 
Dear,  dear  !  what  we  have  gone  through  I  And 
who  is  this  young  gentleman,  pray  V 

Helen  whispered  some  hesitating  ezplana- 
'lion,  which  Mrs.  Mi  vers  did  not  seem  to  re- 
ceive as  gracioQsly  as  Pcrcival,  poor  fellow, 
bad  a  right  to  expect.  She  stared  him  full  in 
4be  face,  and  shook  her  head  suspiciously  when 
•he  saw  him  a  little  confused  by  the  survey. 
Then,  tucking  Helen  tightly  under  arm,  she 
walked  back  toward  the  Haymarket,  merely 
saying  to  Peretval, 

"Much  obligated,  and  good  night.  I  have  a 
long  journey  to  take  to  set  down  this  here 
.young  lady,  and  the  best  thing  we  can  all  do  is 
to  get  home  as  fast  as  we  can,  and  have  a  re- 
freshing cup  9f  tea— that's  my  mind,  sir.  Ex- 
cuse sw/" 

Thus  abruptly  dismissed,  poor  Percival  gaaed 
wistfully  on  his  Helen,  as  she  was  borne  along, 
and  was  somewhat  comforted  at  seeing  her  look 
hack,  with  (as  he  thought)  a  touch  of  regret  in 
her  parting  smile.  Then  suddenly  it  flashed 
across  him  how  sadly  he  had  wasted  his  time. 
'Novice  that  be  was,  he  had  not  eyen  learned 
the  name  and  address  of  his  new  acquaintance. 
At  that  thought  he  hurried  on  through  the 
crowd,  but  only  reached  the  object  of  his  pur- 
suit just  in  time  to  see  her  placed  in  a  coach, 
and  to  catch  a  full  view  of  the  luxuriant  propor- 
tions of  Mrs.  Mivers  as  she  followed  her  into 
the  vehicle. 

As  the  lumbering  conveyance  (the  only  coach 
on  the  stand)  heaved  itself  into  motion,  Perci- 
▼al*s  eye  fell  on  the  sweeper,  who  was  still 
leaning  on  his  broom,  and  who,  in  grateful  re- 
cognition of  the  unwonted  generosity  that  bed 
repaid  his  service,  touched  his  ragged  hat,  and 
smiled  drowsily  on  his  young  customer.  Love 
sharpens  the  wit  and  animates  the  timkl ; — a 
tbooght,  worthy  of  the  most  experienced,  in- 
spired Percival  St.  John :  be  hurried  to  the 
•weeper,  laid  his  hand  on  his  patchwork  coat, 
and  said,  breathlessly, 

<*  You  see  that  coach  tnrning  into  the  square ; 
foUow  it — ^find  cot  where  it  seta  down.  There's 
a  sovereign  for  you —another  if  you  sacceed. 
Call  and  tell  me  your  success.  Number  — , 
Coraon-street !— H)flr,  like  a  shot  !'* 

The  sweeper  nodded  and  grumed;  it  was 
possibly  not  his  first  commission  of  a  similar 
kind.  He  darted  down  the  street ;  and  Peroi- 
Tal,  following  him  with  equal  speed,  had  the 
•atisfaction  to  see  him,  as  the  coach  traversed 
St.  James's -square,  comfortably  seated  on  the 
footboard. 

He,  dull  clod,  knew  nothing,  cared  nothing, 
Alt  nothing  as  to  the  motives  or  purposes  of  his 
•  employer.  Honest  love  or  selfish  vice,  it  was 
the  same  to  him.  He  saw  only  the  one  sover- 
eign which,  with  astounded  eyes,  he  still 
taxed  at  on  his  palm,  and  the  vision  of  the 
sovereign  that  was  yet  to  oome. 

**  Seandlt  cratas  vittMa  na^es. 
Com:  nee tomuM equHttm nUnqulL** 

It  was  the  selfishness  of  London— -ealm  and 
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stcriid,  whether  on  the  track  of  i 
the  command  of  guile. 

At  half-past  ten  o'clock  PerciTal  St.  Jobs 
Was  seated  in  his  room,  and  the  sweeper  stood 
at  the  threshold.    Wealth  and  penury  •eemed 
brought  into  visible  contact  in  the  peraons  «f 
the  visitor  and  the  hoot.    The  dwelling  is  held 
by  some  to  give  an  index  to  the  character  sf 
the  owner;  if  so,  Percival's  apartmei^  dif- 
fered much  from  those  generally  fiivored  fey 
young  men  of  rank  and  fortune.     On  the  one 
hand  it  had  none  of  that  afiectatioo   of  aa> 
perior  tasta,  evinced  in  marqaeterie  and  gild* 
ing,  or  the  more  picturesque  discomfort  of  higli- 
backed  chairs  and  medieval  curlositle*  whieh 
prevails  in  the  daintier  abodes  of  Astidioai 
bachelors.    Nor,  on  the  other  band,  had  it  thi 
sporting  character  which  individualise  the  nider 
juveniles  ^*  cut  gaudemi  equis,**  betrayed  by  en- 
gravings of  racers,  and  celebrated  fax-boots, 
relieved,  perhaps,  if  the  Nimrod  coodeaeead  to 
a  cross  of  the  Lovelace,  with  portraita  of  j|f»> 
rantes,  and  Ideals  of  French  seatiiDeat,  sa- 
titled,  **  Le  Sotr,"  or  "^  La  RamUee,**  ^^VEtpm," 
or  **  V Abandon.**    But  the  rooms  had  a  ikp^ 
ognomy  of  their  own,  from  their  exqoisile  neal- 
ness  and  cheerful  simplioity.    The  ehinti  dra- 
peries were  lively  with  gay  flowers;  books 
filled  up  the  niches ;  here  and  there  wars  aonl 
pictures,  chiefly  sea-pieces— weQ  cbosea,  wel 
placed. 

There  might,  indeed,  have  Ipsa  soawshiag 
slmost  effeminate  in  a  certain  iaexprosaible 
purity  of  taste,  and  a  cleanliness  of  detail  that 
seemed  actually  brilliant,  had  not  the  folding- 
doors  allowed  a  glimpse  of  a  plainer  apaitmeat, 
with  fencing-foils  and  boxing-gloves  rangsd  ea 
the  wall,  and  a  cricket-bat  resting  eaielesdf  ia 
the  comer.  These  gave  a  redeeming  air  of 
manliness  to  the  rooms ;  but  it  was  the  msn& 
ness  of  a  boy ;  half-girl,  if  yoa  please,  ia  the 
purity  of  thought  that  pervaded  one  room,  all 
boy  in  the  playful  pnrsoita  that  were  nnds 
manifest  in  the  other.  Simple,  howaier,  as 
this  abode  really  was,  poor  Beck  had  acter 
been  admitted  to  the  sight  of  any  thing  half  so 
fine.  He  stood  at  the  door  for  a  nMMaent,  sad 
Stared  about  him,  bewildered  and  rtinlnd  IMt 
his  natural  torpor  to  things  that  oonoeraed  hm 
not  soon  brought  to  him  the  same  utuisJam  that 
philosophy  gives  the  strong ;  and  after  the  fiiaC 
surprise,  his  eye  quietly  settled  oa  his  •■► 
ployer.  St.  John  rose  esgerly  from  tha  Mfr» 
on  which  he  had  been  contemplating  tha  atailil 
tree-tops  of  Chesterfield  Gardens — 

**  Well,  well,"  said  Percival. 

**  Kold  Brompton,"  said  Beck,  with  a  knt^ 
of  word  and  clearness  of  peroeption  wscthf  a 
Spartan. 

**  Old  Brompton  V*  repeated  Pereival,  think- 
ing the  reply  the  most  natural  in  the  world. 

*'  In  a  big  ous  by  hisself,"  oontiaoad  Bedb 
'*  with  a  igh  vail  in  front.*' 

*'  You  would  know  it  again  1" 

'*  In  course ;  he*8  so  wery  pecular." 

"Hel  whoV* 

**  Vy,  the  ous.  The  young  lady  got  out,  aad 
the  hold  folks  driv  back.  I  did  not  go  alter 
ihem !" — and  Beck  looked  sly. 

*<  So ; — I  must  find  out  the  nanae." 

**  I  axed  at  the  public,"  said  Beck,  proed  of 
his  diplomacy.     <'They  keeps  a  aatvaat  n* 
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tftkes  halfa-ptot  at  her  meals.     The  young 
lady's  ma  be  a  fortner.** 

''A  foreigner!  Then  she  liTee  there  with 
Jier  mother!" 

**  So  they  'spose  at  the  poblio." 

^*An(l  the  name  1*' 

Beck  shook  his  head.  "  Tie  a  French  nn, 
ytur  onor ;  but  the  sarrant's  is  Martha.'* 

*'  You  most  meet  me  at  Brompton,  near  the 
turnpike,  to-morrow»  and  show  me  the  house.** 

"Vy,  1*8  in  biznesB  all  day,  please  your 
OBor." 

**In  business!** 

**  Ts  the  place  of  the  oroesing/*  said  Beck, 
with  much  dignity;  **but  arter  eight  I  goes 
There  I  Ukes.** 

"  To-morrow  evening,  then,  at  half-past  eight, 
by  the  turnpike.*' 

Beck  pulled  his  forelock  assentingly. 

''There's  the  sovereign  I  promised  you,  my. 
poor  fellow-^rouoh  good  may  it  do  you.  Per- 
bapo  you  have  somo  fiUhokor  mother  whose 
heart  it  will  glad.'*         ^ 

**  I  never  bad  no  soeh  thing,**  replied  Bedc, 
Inming  the  coin  in  his  hand. 

«•  Well  don't  spend  it  in  drink." 

**  I  never  drinks  nothing  but  svipes.'* 

**Then,**  said  Percival,  laughingly,  *'wbat, 
ay  good  friend,  will  you  ever  do  with  your 
Money  1" 

Beck  put  his  finger  to  his  nose,  sunk  his  voice 
into  a  whispers-jand  replied  solemnly—*'  I  as  a 
mattris." 

**  A  mistress,"  said  Percival ;  '*  oh,  a  sweet- 
heart! Well;  but  if  she*s  a  good  girl,. and 
toves  you,  she  won't  let  you  spend  your  money 
CD  her." 

"I  haint  such  a  ninny  as  that,**  said  Beck, 
with  majestre  contempt.  **I  *spise8  the  flat 
that  is  done  brown  by  the  blowens.  I  aa  a 
nattris.*' 

**  A  matress !  a  matress !  Well,  what  has 
that  to  do  with  the  money  1*' 

••  Vy.  I  lines  it.'* 

Percival  looked  poizled.  "  Oh,*'  said  he,  af- 
ter a  thoaghtfnl  pause,  and  in  a  tone  of  consid- 
erable compassion,  "  I  understand :  yon  sew 
your  money  in  yonr  roatreee.  My  poon  poor 
lad,  you  can  do  better  than  that  I— there  are  the 
iaving8*banke." 

Beck  looked  fr^ihteoed :  "I  opes  your  'onor 
vent  tell  no  vun.  I  opes  no  von  vent  go  Ipr  to 
put  ray  tin  vere  I  shall  know  nothipg  vataom- 
ever  about  it  Now,  I  knows  vere  it  is — and  I 
lays  OB  it.*' 

*'  Do  yon  sleep  more  soundly  when  you  lie 
en  your  treasure  t" 

"No ;  it's  hodd,"  said  Beck,  mnaingly,  "bnt 
the  more  I  lines  it  the  vorse  I  sleeps. '* 

Percival  laughed ;  hot  there  was  melancholy 
hi  bis  laughter;  something  in  the  forlorn,  be- 
nighted, fatherless,  squalid  miser,  went  to  the 
eere  of  hie  open,  generous  heart. 

**  Do  you  ever  read  your  Bible  1"  said  he,  af- 
ter a  pause ;  "  — or  even  the  newspaper  V* 

*'  I  does  not  read  nothing,  cos  vy,  I  haint  been 
nade  a  schollard,  like  svell  Tim,  aa  was  lagged 
fer  a  forgery.** 

**  Yon  go  to  church  on  a  Sunday  V* 

**  Yes ;  I  'as  a  veekly  hingagement  at  the  new 
road." 

"What  do  yo«  mean  1" 


**  To  see  arter  the  gig  of  a  gemman  vot  comes 
from  Ighgate." 

Percival  lifted  his  brilliant  eyes,  and  they 
wore  moistened  with  a  heavenly  dew,  on  the 
dull  face  of  his  fellow-creature.  Beck  made  a 
scrape,  looked  round,  shambled  back  to  the  door, 
and  ran  home,  through  the  lamp-lit  streets  of  the 
great  mart  of  the  Christian  universe,  to  sew  the 
gold  in  his  matrees. 


CHAPTER  III. 

BABLT  TBAININO  FOB  AN  UPBIOHT  OBITTLBMAir. 

Pbbcxtal  St.  John  had  been  brought  up  at 
home,  under  the  eye  of  his  mother  and  the  care 
of  an  excellent  man,  who  had  been  tutor  to  him- 
self and  his  brothers.  The  tutor  was  not  much 
of  a  classical  scholar,  for,  in  great  measure,  he 
had  educated  himself;  and  he  who  does  so, 
usually  lacks  the  polish  and  brilliancy  of  one 
whose  footsteps  have  been  led  early  to  the  Tem- 
ple of  the  Muses.  In  fact,  Captain  Greville  was 
a  gallant  soklier,  with  whom  Vernon  St.  John 
had  been  acquainted  in  his  own  brief  military 
career,  and  whoio  circumstances  had  so  reduced 
in  life,  as  to  compel  him  to  sell  bis  commission, 
and  live  as  he  could.  He  bad  always  beea 
known,  in  his  ivgiment,  as  a  reading  man,  and 
bis  authority  tooked  up  to  in  all  the  disputes  as  to 
history  and  dates,  and  literary  anecdotes,  which 
might  occur  at  the  mess-table.  Vernon  con- 
sidered him  the  most  learned  man  of  his  ac- 
quaintance; and,  when  accidentally  meeting 
him  in  London,  he  learned  his  fallen  fortunes, 
he  congratulated  himself  on  a  very  brilliant  idea, 
when  he  suggested  that  Captain  Greville  should 
assist  him  in  the  education  of  bis  boys  and  the 
management  of  bis  estate.  At  first,  all  that 
Greville  modestly  undertook  with  respect  to 
the  former,  and,  indeed,  was  expected  to  do, 
was  to  prepare  the  young  gentlemen  for  Eton, 
to  which  Vernon,  with  the  natural  predilectioa 
of  an  Eton  main  destined  his  sons.  But  tho 
sickly  constitutions  of  the  two  elder  justified 
Lady  Mary  in  her  opposition  to  a  public  school ; 
and  Percival  conceived  early  so  strong  an  af- 
fection for  a  sailor'a  life,  that  the  father's  in- 
tentions were  frustrated.  The  two  elder  con- 
tinued their  education  at  home ;  and  Percival, 
at  an  earlier  age  than  usual,  went  to  sea.  The 
laet  was  fortunate  enough  to  have  for  his  cap- 
tain one  of  that  new  race  of  naval  officers  who, 
well  educated  and  accomplished,  form  a  notable 
contrast  to  the  old  heroes  of  Smollet.  Pereival, 
however,  had  not  been  long  in  the  service  before 
the  deaths  of  his  two  elder  brothers,  preceded  by 
that  of  hie  father,  made  him  the  head  of  hie 
ancient  house,  and  the  sole  prop  of  his  mother'e 
earthly  hopes.  He  conquered,  with  a  generous 
effort,  the  passion  for  his  noble  profession, 
which  service  had  but  confirmed,  and  returned 
home  with  his  fresh,  child-like  nature  un  cor- 
rupted, hie  constitution  strengthened,  his  lively 
and  impressionable  mind  braced  by  the  expe- 
rience of  danger  and  the  habits  of  duty,  and 
quietly  resumed  his  reading  under  Captain  Gre- 
ville, who  had  moved  from  the  Hall  to  a  small 
house  in  the  village. 

Now,  the  education  he  had  received,  front 
first  to  last,  w^s  less  adapted  prematurely  to 
quicken  bis  intellect  and  excite  his  imaglnatioB 
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than  to  warm  his  heart  and  elerate,  while  it 
chastened,  his  moral  qualities;  for  in  Lady 
Mary  there  was,  amid  singular  sweetness  of 
temper,  a  high  cast  of  character  and  thought. 
She  was  not  what  is  commonly  called  clever,  and 
her  experience  of  the  world  was  limited,  com- 
pared to  that  of  most  women  of  similar  rank 
who  pass  their  lives  in  the  vast  theater  of  Lon- 
don. But  she  became  superior  by  a  certain 
single-heartedness  which  made  truth  so  habit- 
ual to  her,  that  the  light  in  which  she  lived 
rendered  all  objects  around  her  clear.  One 
who  is  always  true,  in  the  great  duties  of  life, 
is  nearly  always  wise.  And  Vernon,  when  he 
had  feirly  buried  his  faults,  bad  feh  a  noble 
shame  for  the  excesses  into  which  they  had 
led  him.  Gradually  more  and  more  wedded  to 
his  home,  he  dropped  his  old  companions.  He 
set  grave  guard  on  his  talk  (his  habits  now 
required  no  guard),  lest  any  of  the  ancient  lev- 
ity should  taint  the  ears  of  his  children.  Noth- 
ing is  more  common  in  parents  than  their  desire 
that  their  children  should  escape  their  faults. 
We  scarcely  know  ourselves  till  we  have  chil- 
dren, and  then,  if  we  love  ^em  duly,  we  look 
narrowly  into  failings  that  become  vices,  when 
they  serve  as  examples  to  the  young. 

The  inborn  gentleman,  with  the  native  cour- 
age, and  spirit,  and  horror  of  triDk  and  falsehood 
which  belong  to  that  chivalrous  abstraction, 
survived  almost  alone  in  Vernon  St.  John ;  and 
^  his  boys  sprang  np  in  the  atmosphere  of  gener- 
ous sentiments  and  transparent  truth.  The 
tutor  was  in  harmony  with  the  parents— a  sol- 
dier, every  inch  of  him, — not  a  mere  disciplina- 
rian, yet  with  a  profound  sense  of  duty,  and  a 
knowledge  that  duty  is  to  be  found  in  attention 
to  details.  In  inculcating  the  habit  of  subordi- 
nation, so  graceful  to  the  young,  he  knew  how 
to  make  himself  beloved,  and,  what  is  harder 
still,  to  be  understood.  The  soul  of  this  poor 
soldier  was  white  and  unstained,  as  the  arms 
of  a  maiden  knight ;  it  was  fbll  of  suppressed,' 
but  lofty  enthusiasm.  He  bud  been  ill  used, 
whether  by  Fate  or  the  Horse  Guards— his  ca- 
reer had  been  a  failure ;  hut  be  was  as  loyal  as 
if  his  hand  held  the  field-marshars  truncheon 
and  the  garter  bound  his  knee.  He  was  above 
all  querulous  discontent.  From  him,  no  less 
than  from  his  parents,  Percival  caught  not  only 
a  spirit  of  honor  worthy  the  A7Uiquafide$  of  the 
poets,  but  that  peculiar  cleanliness  of  thought. 
If  the  expression  may  be  used,  which  belongs 
to  the  ideal  of  youthful  chivalry.  In  mere  book- 
learning,  Percival,  as  may  be  supposed,  was  not 
very  extensively  read ;  buthis  mind,  if  not  largely 
stored,  had  a  certain  unity  of  cultare  which  gave 
it  stability  and  individualized  its  operations. 
Travels,  voya^s,  narratives  of  heroic  adven- 
ture, biographies  of  great  men,  had  made  the 
favorite  pasture  of  his  enthusiasm.  To  this 
Was  added  the  more  stirring,  and,  pvrhaps,  the 
more  genuine  order  of  poets  who  make  you 
feel  and  glow,  rather  than  doubt  and  ponder. 
He  knew,  at  least,  enough  of  Greek  to  enjoy 
old  Homer ;  and  if  he  could  have  come  but  ill 
through  a  college  examination  into  iEschylus 
and  Sophocles,  be  had  dwelt  with  fVesh  delight 
on  the  rushing  storm  of  spears,  in  the  Senn  bt- 
fore  ThebesydLud  wept  over  the  heroic  calami- 
ties of  Antigone.  In  science  he  was  no  adept ; 
^     hot  his  clear,  good  sense,  and  qoiok  appreeia- 


tion  of  positive  troths,  had  led  him 
through  the  elementary  matbeiiiatics,  and  ha 
somewhat  martial  spirit  had  made  him  del||bi 
in  the  old  captain's  lectures  on  military  tacties. 
Had  be  remained  in  the  navy,  Percival  St.  Joha 
would,  doubtless,  have  been  distiDgutsbed.  Ifii 
talents  fitted  him  for  straightforward,  mmly  as- 
tion ;  and  he  had  a  geaerons  desire  of  distiss- 
tk)n,  vague,  perhaps,  the  moment  be  was  takes 
from  his  professton,  and  curbed  by  his  diffideaoi 
in  himself  and  bis  sense  of  dtefieieneies  in  the 
ordinary  routine  of  purely  classical  edneatisB. 
Still  he  had  in  him  all  the  elements  of  a  troe 
man — a  man  to  go  through  life  with  a  fina  slep 
and  a  dear  eonscienee,  and  a  galla«t  taopiL 
Such  a  man  may  not  win  fame,  that  is  anac» 
dent ;  but  he  most  occupy  no  despicahle  plMS 
in  the  movement  of  the  world. 

It  was  at  first  intended  to  send  Pieiieifai  to 
Oxford  ;  but  for  some  reason  or  other,  that  de- 
sign was  abandoned.  Perbapa  Lady  MvyvoffCi^ 
cautious,  as  motkars  left  alone  sometiaset  m% 
feared  the  contagion  to  which  a  yooag  ■as 
is  necessarily  exposed  in  idl  places  of  nw- 
of  brilliant  expectations,  and  no  stDdioaslam. 
cellaneoos  resort.  So  Percival  was  seat  abrsHl 
for  two  years,  under  the  gvardiaaship  of  Cuf- 
tain  Greville^  On  bis  reuim,  at  the  mge  of 
nineteen — the  great  world  lay  helbie  bim,  and 
he  longed  ardently  to  enter.    For  a  year  T 


Mary*s  fears  and  fond  anxieties  detained  him 
at  Laugbton ;  bat,  ttioogh  his  gfo 
for  his  mother  withheld  Pereiv^  Trom  < 
her  wishes  by  his  own,  this  interval  of  i 
afilhoted  visibly  his  health  and  spirits. 
Greville,  a  man  of  the  worid,  saw  the  < 
sooner  than  Lady  Mary,  and  one  rooming,  e 
lier  than  usual,  be  -walked  up  to  the  Hall. 

The  oaptain,  with  all  hia  delareaoe  lo  ( 
sex,  was  a  phiin  man  enongh,  when  I 
was  to  be  done.    Like  his  great  commantav  hs 
earoe  to  the  point  in  a  few  words. 

**  My  dear  Lady  Mary,  oar  boy  nmst  ga  ts 
London — ^we  are  killing  him  here." 

"Mr.  Greville!'*  eried  Lady  Maiy,  tartiqg 
pale  and  puttliqr  aside  her  emhroidef7-»'*Uil' 
inghiml'' 

"Killing  the  man  m  hiaiL  I  donH  aaeaato 
alarm  yon  -^  I  dare  aay  his  ianga  are  sovd 
enough,  and  that  his  heart  woald  bear  Iha 
stbenoaeepe  to  the  aatiafaetion  of  the  OsHego 
of  Sfrgaoas.  Bvt,.  my  dear  ma'aaa,  FsmnI  is 
to  be  a  man— 4t  is  tha  man  yoa  are  kittiBg^lr 
keeping  him  tied  to  yonr  apron-string." 

*'  Oh,  Mr.  Greville !  I  am  sure  yon  doaft  «hk 
to  woand  aoe,  bot— "' 

"  I  beg  ten  thousand  pardons.  I  am  no^ 
iMt  trath  is<rangh  aometines." 

*<It  is  not  for  fay  sake»"  said  the  mMhm 
warmly,  and  with  tears  in  her  oy«s»  *'ihit  I 
have  wished  him  to  be  hare.  If  be  is  doN^  eaa 
we  Dot  fill  the  honee  for  him  V 

'*  Fill  a  thimMe,  my  dear  La^  Mary—ta- 
oival  shoald  have  aploage  in  the  oeeaa." 

"  Bat  be  is  ao  yooag  yet,  that  harrid  La»- 
don  I— such  temptattooe^atherleaa,  too  !** 

**  I  have  ao  fear  of  the  result  if  Percival  feat 
now,  while  his  principles  are  ationf  and  W$ 
imagination  not  inflamed  ;  hot  if  we  keep  hia 
here  muehlenier  agaioat  his  bent,  he  will  lean 
to  brood  and  to  mnse,  write  bad  poetry  perhaps 
and  think  the  world  wIthteUl  finxo  hin  ft  thSA- 
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nd  times  more  d^lightfbl  than  it  is.  This 
B7y  dread  of  temptati»>i  will  proroke  his  cari- 
lity,  irritate  his  fancy,  make  him  imagine  the 
mptation  must  be  a  Tery  delightfol  tiling', 
or  the  first  time  in  my  life,  ma'am,  I  have 
inght  him  sighing  oTer  fashionable  novels,  and 
ibscribing  to  the  Southampton  Oircnlaiing  Li- 
rary.  Take  my  word  for  it,  it  is  time  that 
erciyal  should  begin  life,  and  swim  without 
>rks." 

Lady  Mary  had  a  profound  confidence  in 
roYiile's  judgment  and  atf^tion  for  Percival ; 
id,  like  a  sensible  woman,  she  was -aware  of 
Mr  own  weakness.  She  remained  silent  for  a 
iw  moments,  and  then  said,  with  an  efibrt — 
"You  kn6w  how  hateful  London  is  to  me 
»w— bow  unfit  I  am  to  return  to  the  hollow 
»rms  of  its  soeiety ;  still,  if  you  think  it  right, 
will  take  a  house  for  the  season,  and  PerciTsl 
IB  still  be  onder  onr  eye.'* 
"No,  ma'am,  pardon  me,  that  will  be  the 
irest  way  to  make  him  either  dtsoontentod  or 
fpocritical.  A  young  man  of  bis  prospects 
id  temper  can  hardly  be  expected  to  ehime  in 
Hh  all  our  sober,  old-fashioned  habits.  You 
Sll  impose  on  hin^— if  he  is  to  conform  to  our 
Hirs,  and  notions,  and  quiet  set — a  thoasand 
ksome  restraints ;  and  wbat  will  be  the  eon- 
iquence  ?  In  a  year,  he  will  be  of  age,  and 
m  throw  us  off  altogether,  if  be  pleases.  I 
now  the  boy  —  don't  seem  to  distrust  him— 
»  may  be  trusted.  You  place  the  true  con- 
Taint  on  temptation,  when  you  say  to  him. 
We  confide  to  you  our  dearest  treasure-^your 
Bnor,  your  morals,  your  conscience,  your- 

**  But,  at  least,  you  will  go  with  him,  if  it 
ittst  be  so,"  said  Lady  Mary,  after  a  few  timid 
rguments,  fh>m  which,  one  by  one,  she  was 
riven. 

**  I !  what  fort— to  be  a  jest  of  the  young 
Dppiea  he  must  know — ^to  make  him  ashamed 
P  himself  and  me — himself  as  a  milksop,  and 
IS  as  a  dry  nnrse." 
**  But  this  was  not  so  abroad  !** 
^Abroad,  ma'am,  I  gave  him  ftill  swing,  I 
romise  you ;  and  when  he  went  abroad,  he 
«s  two  years  younger." 
**  But  he  is  a  mere  chfld,  still." 
'*  Child,  Lady  Mary !  At  bis  age  I  had  gone 
miugh  two  sieges.  There  are  younger  faces 
an  his  at  a  mess-room.  Come,  come!  I 
now  what  you  fear — he  may  commit  some 
»Hies ;  very  likely.  He  may  be  taken  in,  and 
Ms  some  money — he  can  aflord  it,  and  he  will 
et  experience  in  return.  Vices  he  has  none, 
have  seen  him — ay,  with  the  Ticious.  Send 
im  out  against  the  world,  like  a  saint  of  old, 
n\h  his  Bible  in  his  hand,  and  no  spot  on  his 
obe.  Let  him  see  fairly  what  is,  not  stay  here 
0  dream  of  what  is  not.  And  when  he's  of 
gs.  ma'am,  we  must  get  him  an  object — a 
orsait ;  start  him  for  the  county,  and  make 
^ini  serve  the  state ;  he  will  understand  that 
Qsiness  pretty  well.  Tush !  tush  \  what  is 
bcre  to  cry  at  1" 

The  captain  prevailed.  We  don't  say  that 
lis  advice  would  have  been  equally  judicious 
w  all  youths  of  Percival's  age ;  but  he  knew 
^ell  the  nature  to  which  he  confided  ;  he  knew 
•ell  how  strong  was  that  young  heart  in  its 
nalthful  simnlicity  and  instinctive  rectitude : 


and  he  appreciated  its  manlineaa  not  too  highly 
when  he  felt  that  all  evident  props  and  aids 
would  be  but  irritating  tokens  of  distrust. 

And  thus,  armed  only  with  letters  of  intro- 
duction, his  mother's  tearful  admonitions,  and 
Greville's  experienced  warnings,  Perclval  St. 
John  was  lanched  into  London  life.  After  the 
first  month  or  so,  Greville  came  up  to  visit 
him,  do  him  sundry  kind  invisible  offices  among 
his  old  friends,  help  hiih  to  equip  bis  apart- 
ments, and  mount  his  stud ;  and,  wholly  satis- 
fied with  the  results  of  his  experiment,  returned, 
in  high  spirits,  with  flattering  reports  to  the 
anxious  mother. 

But,  indeed,  the  tone  of  Percivars  lettere 
would  have  been  sufficient  to  allay  even  mater- 
nal anxiety.  He  did  not  write,  as  sons  are  too 
apt  to  do,  short  excuses  for  not  writing  more  at. 
length,  unsatisfactory  compressions  of  detatla 
(exciting  worlds  of  conjecture)  into  a  hurried 
sentenee.  Frank  and  overflowing,  those  de- 
lightful epistles  gave  accounts  fresh  from  tho 
first  impressions  of  all  be  saw  and  did.  There 
was  a  racy,  wholesome  gusto  in  his  enjoyment 
of  novelty  and  independence.  His  balls  and 
his  dinnere,  and  his  cricket  at  Lord*t — ^his  part- 
nera,  and  his  companions ;  his  general  gayety,  hia 
occasional  emiMt,  (urnisbed  ample  materials  to 
one  who  felt  he  was  corresponding  with  anotber 
heart,  and  bad  nothing  to  fear  or  to  conceal. 

But  about  two  months  before  this  portion  of 
our  narrative  opens  with  the  coronation.  Lady 
Mary's  fovorite  sister,  who  had  never  married, 
and  who,  by  the  death  of  her  parents,  was  left 
alone  in  the  worse  than  widowhood  of  an  old 
maid,  had  been  ordered  to  Pisa,  for  a  complaint 
that  betrayed  pulmonary  symptoms ;  and  Lady 
Mavy,  with  her  usual  unselfishness,  conquered 
both  her  avereion  to  movement  and  her  wish  te 
be  in  reach  of  her  son,  to  accompany  abroad 
this  beloved  and  solitary  relative.  Captaia 
Greville  was  pressed  into  service  as  their  joint 
eavalier.  And  thus  Pereival's  habitual  inter- 
course with  his  two  principal  comspoodeota 
received  a  temporary  check. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

JOHN  AKDWOSTH. 

At  noon  the  next  day,  Beck,  restored  to  his 
grandeur,  was  at  the  helm  of  his  state  -,  Pereival 
was  vainly  trying  to  be  amused  by  the  talk  of 
two  or  three  loungere  who  did  him  the  honor 
to  smoke  a  cigar  in  his  rooms ;  and  John  Ard^ 
worth  sat  in  his  dingy  cell  in  Gray's  Inn,  witb  . 

a  pile  of  law  books  on  the  uble,  and  the  daily        i 
newspapere,  carpeting  a  footstool  of  HMuard's        I 
Dtbaiet,  upon  the  floor-*no  unusual  combina-         1 
tion  of  studies  among  the  poorer  and  more  ar-         ^ 
dent  students  of  the  law,  who  often  owe  their 
earliest,  nor  perhaps  their  least  noble  earnings, 
to  employment  in  the'empire  of  the  Press.    By 
the  power  of  a  mind  habituated  to  labor,  and 
backed  by  a  frame  of  remarkable  strength  and 
endurance,  Ardworth  grappled  with   his  arid 
studies  not  the  less  manfully  for  a  night  mainly 
spent  in  a  printer's  office,  and  stinted  to  less         , 
thsn  four  hours'  actual  sleep.    But  that  sleep        ■ 
was  profound  and  refreshing  as  a  peasant's. 
The  nights  thus  devoted  to  tho  Press  (he  was 
emoloved  in  the  anb^ditinff  of  a  dailv  iournal\. 
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the  mornings  to  the  law,  he  kept  diatioct  the 
two  separate  callings  with  a  stern  subdivision 
of  labo4  which  in  itself  proved  the  vigor  of  his 
energy  and  the  resolution  of  bis  will.  Early 
eooipelled  to  sbifl  for  hinaself,  and  carve  out 
bis  own  way,  he  had  obtained  a  small  fellow- 
ship at  the  small  college  in  which  he  had  passed 
his  academic  career.  Previous  lo  his  arrival 
in  London^  by  contributions  to  political  period! 
cals,  and  a  high  reputation  at  that  noble  de- 
bating  society  in  Cambridge  which  has  trained 
some  of  the  most  eminent  of  living  poblic  men/ 
he  had  established  a  name  which  was  imme- 
diately oseful  to  him  in  obtaining  employment 
on  the  Press.  Like  most  young  men  of  practi- 
eal  ability,  he  was  an  eager  politician.  Th? 
popular  passion  of  the  day  kindled  his  enthusi- 
asm, and  stirred  the  depths  of  his  soul  with 
magnificent,  though  exaggerated,  hopes  in  the 
destiny  of  his  race.  He  identified  himself  with 
the  people ;  his  stoat  heart  beat  loud  in  their 
stormy  caase.  His  compositions,  if  they  want- 
ed that  knowledge  of  men,  that  subtile  compre- 
kension  of  the  true  state  of  parties,  that  happy 
Umperanu  in  which  the  crowning  wisdom  of 
statesmen  most  consist-~qualities  which  expe- 
rience alone  caii  give  — excited  considerable 
attention  by  their  bold  eloquence  and  hardy 
logic.  They  were  suited  to  the  time.  But 
John  Ardworth  had  that  solidity  of  understand- 
ing which  betokens  more  than  talent — which 
is  the  usual  substratum  of  genius.  He  would 
not  depend  alone  on  the  precarious  and  often 
unhonored  toils  of  polemical  literature  for  that 
distinction  on  which  he  had  fixed  his  steadfast 
heart.  Patiently  he  plodded  on  through  the 
formal  drudgeries  of  his  new  profession,  light- 
ing up  dullness  by  his  own  acute  comprehension, 
weaving  iwmplexities  into  simple  system  by 
-the  grasp  of  an  intellect  inured  to  generalize ; 
and  learning  to  love  even  what  was  most  dis- 
tasteful, by  the  sense  of  difficulty  overcome, 
\and  the  clearer  vision  which  every  step  through 
ihe  mists  and  up  the  hill,  gave  of  the  land  be- 
yond. Of  what  the  superficial  are  apt  to  con- 
sider genius,  John  Ardworth  had  but  little.  He 
had  some  imagination  (for  a  true  thinker  is 
never  without^at),  but  he  had  a  very  slight 
share  of  fancy.  He  did  not  flirt  with  the  Muses ; 
on  the  granite  of  his  mind,  few  flowers  cuold 
spring.  His  style,  rushing  and  earnest,  admit- 
ted at  times  of  a  humor,  not  without  delicacy — 
though  less  delicate  than  forcible  and  deep- 
but  it  was  little  adorned  with  wit,  and  still  less 
with  poetry.  Yet  Ardworth  had  genius,  and 
genius  ample  and  magnificent.  There  was 
genius  in  that  industrious  energy  so  patient  in 
the  conquest  of  detail,  so  triumphant  in  the  per- 
ception of  results.  There.was  genius  in  that 
kindly  sympathy  with  mankind — ^genius  in  that 
stubborn  determination  to  succeed — genius  in 
that  vivid  comprehension  of  aflTairs,  and  the 
large  interests  of  the  world— genius  fed  in  the 
labors  of  the  closet,  and  evinced  the  instant  be 


*  Among  thoM  whom  the  "Union'*  almost  cotempo- 
nnoou«ly  prepared  for  public  life,  and  wboee  dlaiinction 
has  kept  the  promise  of  Ihetr  vouth,  we  may  mentton  the 
eminent  barristers,  Messrs.  Aostfn  and  Cockbum;  and 
among  statesmen.  Laid  Grey,  Mr.  C.  Buller,  Mr.  Charles 
VUllerv,  and  Mr.  Macauiey.  Hot  ought  we  to  forget 
those  brininnt  cnmpelltors  fur  the  prizes  of  the  UniTerslty, 
Dr.  Kennedy  (now  head  master  of  Shrewsbury  School) 
and  the  late  Winthiop  M.  Praed. 


was  brought  in  contact  with  men ;  OTiaeed  ii 
readiness  of  thought,  grasp  of  memory,  even  in  a 
rough,  imperious  manner,  which  showed  hiia 
born  to  speak  strong  truths,  and  in  iheir  iiaiM 
to  struggle  and  command. 

Rough  was  this  man  often  in  bis  exterior, 
though  really  gentle  and  kind-hearted.  Joka 
Ardworth  had  sacrificed  to  no  Graces ;  hs 
would  have  thrown  Lord  Chesterfield  into  a 
fever — not  that  he  was  ever  vulgar,  for  vul- 
garity implies  afiTectation  of  refinement ;  bnt  ha 
talked  loud,  and  laughed  loud  if  the  whin 
seized  him,  and  rubbed  his  great  bands  with  a 
boyish  heartiness  of  glee  if  he  discomfited  aa 
adversary  in  argument.  Or,  sometimes,  he 
would  sit  abstracted  and  moody,  and  answv 
briefly  and  boorishly  those  who  interrupted  hia. 
Young  men  were  mostly  afraid  of  him,  tboi^ 
he  wanted  but  fame  to  have  a  set  of  admiriag 
disciples.  Old  men  censured  his  presumpiio^ 
and  recoiled  from  the  novdty  of  bis  Mess. 
Women  alone  liked  and  appreciated  hioi,  aa^ 
with  Iheir  finer  insight  into  character,  tksy 
generally  do  what  is  honest  and  sterling.  Soois 
strange  failings,  too,  had  John  Ardworth— aoos 
of  the  usual  vagaries  and  contradidioiis  of 
dever  men.  As  a  system,  he  was  rigidly  ab- 
stemious. For  days  together  he  woqM  diiok 
nothing  but  water,  eat  nothiaff  but  bread, 
or  hard  biscuit,  or  a  coople  of  eggs;  thea 
having  wound  op  some  allotted  portion  of 
work,  Ardworth  would  indulge  what  he  called 
a  self-satumaliar— would  stride  oflT  with  old  col- 
lege friends  to  an  inn  in  one  of  the  subuiti^ 
and  spend,  as  he  said,  triumphantly,  **  a  day  of 
blessed  debauch  !**  Innocent  enough,  for  the 
most  part,  the  debauch  was ; — consistiag  is 
cracking  jests,  stringing  puns,  a  fish  diooer, 
periiaps,  and  an  extra  bottle  or  two  of  fiery  poet 
Sometimes  this  jollity,  which  waa  load  and  op- 
roarious,  found  its  scene  in  one  of  the  eider 
cellars  or  midnight  taverns ;  but  Ardworth's  la- 
bors on  the  Press  made  that  latter  dissiiiatioa 
extremely  rare.  These  relaxations  were  al> 
ways  succeeded  by  a  mien  more  than  oaosBjr 
grave,  a  manner  more  than  usually  cnrt  sad 
ungracious,  an  application  more  than  ever  r^ 
orous  and  intense.  John  Ardworth  wss  not  a 
good-ltempered  man,  but  he  was  the  best-oa- 
tured  man  that  ever  breathed.  He  wat^  like  all 
ambitious  persons,  very  much  ocscnpied  with 
self,  and  yet  it  would  have  been  a  Judicroqs 
misapplication  of  words  to  call  him  selfish. 
Even  the  desire  of  fame  which  ahsoihed  hia 
was  but  a  part  of  benevolence — a  desire  to  pro- 
mote justice  and  to  serve  his  kind. 

John  Ard worth's  shaggy  browa  were  bent 
over  his  open  volumes,  when  his  clerk  entered, 
noiselessly,  and  placed  on  his  table  a  kttcr 
which  the  two-penny  postman  had  just  detiv* 
ered.  With  an  impatient  shrug  of  the  shoul- 
ders, Ardworth  glanced  toward  the  superscrip- 
tion ;  but  bis  eye  became  earnest  and  his  iatereat 
aroused,  as  he  lecognised  the  hand.  *'  Again  f* 
he  muttered,  «*  what  mystery  is  this  t  Who  eaa 
feel  such  interest  in  my  fate?'*  He  broke  the 
sea],  and  read  as  follows : — 

^*  Do  you  neglect  my  advice,  or  have  you  be- 
gun to  act  upon  it!  Are  you  contented  only 
with  the  slow  process  of  mechanical  applies- 
tion,  or  will  you  make  a  triumphant  efiert  to 
abridge  your  appreniicesbip^  and  emerge  at  c 
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into  ftme  ana  power  I  repeat  toal  you  fritter 
away  yoar  talents  and  yoar  opportunities  upon 
this  miserable  task-work  on  a  journal.  I  am 
impatient  for  you.  Come  forward  yourself,  put 
your  force  and  your  knowledge  into  some  work 
of  which  the  world  may  know  the  author.  Day 
after  day,  I  am  examining  into  your  destiny, 
and  day  after  day  1  believe  more  and  more  that 
you  are  not  fated  for  the  tedious  drudgery  to 
which  you  doom  your  youth.  I  would  have  you 
great,  but  in  the  senate — ^not  a  wretched  casuist 
at  the  bar.  Appear  in  public  as  an  individual 
authority,  not  one  of  that  nameless  troop  of 
shadows,  contemned  while  dreaded  as,  the 
Press.  Write  for  renown.  Go  into  the  world 
and  make  friends.  Soften  your  rugged  bearing. 
Lift  yourself  above  that  herd  whom  you  call  the 
veopU.  What  if  you  are  born  of  the  noble  class  ? 
What  if  your  career  is  as  gentleman,  not  ple- 
beian t  Want  not  for  money.  Use  what  I  send 
you,  as  the  young  and  the  well-born  should  use 
it ;  or  let  it,  at  least,  gain  you  a  respite  from 
teils  for  bread— and  support  you  in  yourjtrug* 
gfe  to  emancipate  yourself  from  obscurity  into 
June,  YovB  Umknowm  Fsikkd." 

A  fMHik-noCe  for  £100  dropped  from  the  en- 
velope as  Ardworth  silently  replaced  the  letter 
on  the  table. 

Thrice  before  had  he  received  eommnnioa' 
tions  in  the  same  handwriting,  and  much  to 
the  same  elfeot.  Certainly  to  a  mind  of  less 
strength,  there  wonld  have  been  something  vdry 
unsettling  in  those  vague  hints  of  a  station 
bij^er  than  he  owned— of  a  future  at  Tartance 
with  the  toilsome  lot  be  had  drawn  from  the 
mrn ;  but  aAer  a  single  glance  over  hie  lone  po- 
sition in  all  its  bearings,  and  probable  expecta- 
tions, Ardworth*s  steady  sense  shook  off  the 
slight  disturbance  such  misty  vaticinations  had 
effected.  His  mothers  family  was  indeed  un- 
known to  bim — he  was  even  ignorant  of  her 
maiden  name.  But  that  very  ot»curity  seemed 
onfavurable  to  much  hope  from  such  a  quarter. 
The  connections  with  the  rich  and  well-born 
are  seldom  left  obscure.  From  his  father's 
family  he  had  not  one  expectation.  More  had 
he  been  moved  by  exhortations  now  generally 
repeated,  but  in  a  previous  letter  more  precise- 
ly detailed — vis.,  to  appeal  to  the  reading  public 
in  his  acknowledged  person,  and  by  some  strik* 
ing  and  original  work.  This  idea  he  had  often 
contemplated  and  revolved,  unprompted;  but 
partly  the  necessity  of  keeping  pace  with  the 
many  exigences  of  the  hour  had  deterred  him, 
and  partly  also  the  conviction  of  his  sober  judg- 
ment, that  a  man  does  himself  no  good  at  the 
bar«  even  by  the  most  brilliant  distinction  gain- 
ad  in  discursive  fields.  He  had  the  natural 
yearning  of  the  restless  genius;  and  the  pa- 
tient genius  (higher  power  of  the  two)  bad 
"oppressed  the  longing.    SttU  so  far,  the  whis- 

girs  of  his  correspondent  tempted  and  aroused, 
Qt  hitherto  he  had  sought  to  persuade  himself 
that  the  communications  thus  strangely  forced 
pn  him,  arose,  perhaps,  from  idle  motives — a 
jest,  it  might  be,  of  one  of  his  old  ooltege 
^nds,  or  at  best  the  vain  enthusiasm  of  some 
more  credulous  admirer.  But  the  indosure 
oow  sent  to  him,  forbade  either  of  these  sup- 
positions. Who  that  be  knew  could  afford  so 
costly  a  jest,  or  so  extravagant  a  tribute  t  He 
^^  uerolexed  and  with  bis  perplexity  was 


mixed  a  kind  of  ftar.  Plain,  earnest,  unro- 
mantic,  in  the  common  acceptation  of  the  word^ 
the  mystery  of  this  intermeddling  with  his  fate, 
this  ar rogation  of  the  license  to  spy,  the  right 
to  counsel,  and  the  privilege  to  bestow,  gave 
him  the  uneasiness  the  bravest  men  may  feel 
at  noises  in  the  dark.  That  day  he  could  ap- 
ply no  more — ^he  could  not  settle  back  to  his- 
law  reports.  He  took  two  or  three  unquiet 
turns  np  and  down  his  smoke-dried  cell,  then 
loclted  up  the  letter  and  inclosure,  seized  his 
hat,  and  strode,  with  his  usual  lusty,  swinging, 
strides,  into  the  open  air. 

But  still  the  letter  haunted  him.  "  And  if," 
he  said  almost  audibly,  "  if  I  were  the  heir  to 
some  higher  station,  why  then  I  might  have 
a  heart  like  idle  men;  and  Helen — beloved 
Helen  !*'•— he  paueed,  sighed,  shook  his  roagl^ 
head,  shaggy  with  neglected  curls,  and  added 
— **  As  if  even  then  I  could  steal  myself  into  a 
girl's  good  graces !  Man's  esteem  I  may  com-  * 
mand,  though  poor— woman's  love  could  I  win, 
though  rich !  Pooh !« pooh !  every  wood  does 
not  make  a  Merouiy ;  and  faith,  the  wood  I  am 
made  of,  will  scarcely  cut  op  into  a  lover." 

Nevertheless,  though  thus  soliloquizing,  Ard- 
worth mechanically  bent  his  way  toward  Bromp- 
ton,  and  hailed,  half-ashamed  of  himself,  at  the 
house  where  Helen  lodged  with  her  aunt  It 
waa  a  building  that  stood  apart  from  all  the 
cottages  and  villas  of  that  charming  suburb, 
half-way  down  a  narrow  lane,  and  inclosed  by 
high,  melancholy  walls,  deep-set  io  which  a  ' 
small  door,  with  the  paint  blistered  and  weath- 
er-atained,  gave  unfrequented  entrance  to  the 
demesne.  A  woman  servant  of  middle  age 
and  starched,  puritanical  appearance,  answered 
the  loud  ring  of  the  bell,  and  Ardworth  seemed 
a  privileged  visitor,  for  she  asked  him  no  ques- 
tion, as  with  a  slight  nod,  and  a  smileless,  stu- 
pid expression  in  a  face  otherwise  comely,  she 
led  the  way  across  a  paved  path,  much  weed- 
grown,  to  the  housa  That  house  itself  had 
somewhat  of  a  stern  and  sad  exterior.  It  was 
not  ancient,  yet  it  looked  old  from  sbabbiness 
and  neglect.  The  vine,  loosened  from  the 
rusty  nails,  trailed  rankly  against  the  wall,  and 
fell  in  crawling  branches  ovm  the  ground. 
The  house  had  once  been  while  wast^,  but 
the  color,  worn  off  in  great  patches,  distained 
with  damp,  struggled  here  and  there  with  the 
dingy,  chipped  bricks  beneath.  There  was  no 
peculiar  want  of  what  is  called  "  tenantable  re- 
pair ;"  the  windows  were  whole,  and  doubtless 
the  roof  sheltered  from  the  rain.  But  the 
wood- work  that  encased  the  panes  was  decay- 
ed, and  house-leek  covered  the  tiles.  Alto- 
gether there  was  that  forlorn  and  cheerless 
aspect  about  the  place,  which  chills  the  visitor, 
he  defines  not  why.  And  Ardworth  steadied 
his  usual  careless  step,  and  crept,  as  if  timidly, 
up  the  creaking  stairs. 

On  entering  the  drawing-room — it  seemed 
at  first  desert^ ;  bat  the  eye,  searching  round, 
perceived  something  stir  in  the  recess  of  a  huge 
chair-— set  by  the  fireless  hearth.  And  from 
amid  a  mass  of  coverings  a  pale  face  emerged, 
and  a  thin  hand  waved  its  welcome  to  the 
visitor.  I 

Ardworth  approached,  pressed  the  hand,  and 
drew  a  seat  near  to  the  sufferer's. 

••You  are  belter,  I  hope,"  he  said  cordially, 
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and  yet  in  a  tone  of  more  vespeet  than  was  of- 
ten perceptible  in  his  deep,  blunt  voice. 

<*  I  am  always  the  same/*  was  the  quiet  an- 
swer ;  **  come  nearer  still.  Your  visits  cheer 
me." 

And  as  the  last  words  were  said,  Madame 
Dalibard  raised  herself  from  her   recumbent 
posture,  and  gazed  long  upon  Ard worth's  face 
of  power  and  front  of  thought.    "  You  over- 
fatigue yourself,  my  poor  kinsman,*'  she  said, 
with  a  certain  tenderness :  **  you  look  already 
too  old  for  your  young  years." 
"  That's  no  disadvantage  at  the  bar." 
«« Is  the  bar  your  means,  or  your  end !" 
**  My  dear  Madame  Dalibard,  it  is  my  profes* 

"  No,  you!  TT^fession  is  to  rise.  John  Ard- 
worth,*'  and  the  juvi  ^n\ce  swelled  in  its  vol- 
ume, **yoa  are  bold,  atue,  and  aspiring — for 
this,  I  love  you — love  you  almost-— almost  as  a 
mother.  Y(>or  fate,"  she  continued,  hurriedly, 
**  interests  me ;  your  energies  inspire  me  with 
admiration.  Often  I  sit  here  for  hours,  musing 
over  your  destiny  to  be—so  that  at  times,  I  may 
almost  say  that  in  your  life  I  live." 

Ard worth  looked  embarrasaed,  and  with  an 
awkward  attempt  at  compliment,  be  began  hes- 
itatingly, "  I  should  think  too  highly  of  myself, 
if  I  could  really  believe  that  you — " 

•*  Tell  me,"  interrupted  Madame  Dalibard : 
**  we  have  had  many  conversations  upon  grave 
and  subtile  natters ;  we  have  disputed  on  the 
secret  mysteries  of  the  human  mind ;  we  have 
compared  our  several  experiences  of  outward 
Ufo  and  the  mechanism  of  the  social  world — 
tell  me  then,'  and  frankly,  what  do  you  think  of 
me  1  Do  you  regard  me  merely  as  your  sex  is 
apt  to  regard  the  woman,  who  aspires  to  equal 
men — a  thing  of  borrolved  phrases  and  unsound 
ideas — ^feeble  to  guide  and  unskilled  to  teach  1 
or  do  you  recognise  in  this  miserable  body  a 
mind  of  foitie  not  unworthy  yours,  ruled  by  an 
experience  larger  than  your  own  V* 

**  I  think  of  you,"  answered  Ardw^rth,  frank- 
ly, **as  the  most  remarkable  woman  I  have  ever 
met.  Yet,  do  not  be  angry,  1  do  not  like  to 
yield  to  the  infliienoe  which  you  gain  over  me 
when  we  mee|||  It  disturbs  my  convictions— 
it  disquiets  my  reason^!  do  not  settle  back  to 
my  life  so  easily  after  your  breath  has  passed 
over  it." 

*'And  yet,"  said  Lucretia,  with  a  solemn 
sadness  in  her  voice,  "that  influence  is  but  the 
aatural  power  which  cold  matunty  exercises 
on  ardent  youth.  It  is  my  mournful  advantage 
over  you,  that  disquiets  yonr, happy  calm.  It 
is  my  experience  that  unsettles  the  fallacies 
which  you  name  *  convictions.'  I^t  this  pass. 
I  asked  your  opinion  of  me,  because  I  Wished 
to  place  at  yonr  service  all  that  knowledge  of 
life  which  I  possess.  In  proportion  as  you 
esteem  me,  you  will  accept  or  reject  my  couo- 
•els." 

<*I  have  benefited  by  the^  already.  It  is 
the  tone  that  you  advised  me  to  assume,  that 
gave  me  an  importance  I  had  not  before,  with 
that  old  formalist  whose  paper  I  serve,  and 
whose  prejudices  I  shock ;  It  is  to  your  criti- 
eisms  that  I  owe  the  more  practical  turn  of  my 
'Writings,  and  the  greater  hold  they  have  taken 
on  the  public." 

''Trifles  indeed,  these,"  said  Madame  Dali- 


bard, with  a  balf-amile.  "Let  them  atleatt 
induce  you  to  listen  to  me ;  if  I  propose  to 
make  your  path  more  pleasant,  yet  your  asceot 
more  rapid." 

Ardworth  knit  his  brows,  and  kis  oonnte- 
nance  assumed  an  expression  of  doubt  aad 
curiosity.  However,  he  only  replied,  with  a 
blunt  laugh, 

*■  You  must  be  wise,  indeed,  if  you  have  dis- 
covered a  royal  road  to  distinction ! 

**  *  Ah,  who  csB  tali  iiow  hard  U  ifl  to  GlUiib 

The  iiaep  where  Fame's  proud  temple  ■hinse  atef 

A  more  senaihie  exclamation  than  poets  oi- 
ually  preface  with  their  whining  'AhV  aad 
•  Oh'a  !• " 

"  What  we  ore  is  nothing."  parauad  Madaoa 
Dalibard ;  "  what  we  Hem  is  muoh.*' 

Ardworth  thrust  his  hands  into  hia  pockets, 
and  shook  his  head*  The  wiae  wcKDaa  eoa* 
tinned,  unheeding  his  dissent  from  her  prenissa. 

"  £very  thing  you  are  taught  to  value  has  a 
likeness,  and  it  is  that  likeqesa  which  the  verld 
valuer  Take  a  man  out  of  the  atreet%  poor  and 
ragged,  what  will  the  world  do  with  binal  Send 
him  to  the  workhouse,  if  not  to  the  jaiL  Aika 
great  painter  to  take  that  man's  portrait,  ragi, 
squalor,  and  all ;  and  kings  will  bid  for  the  piD- 
ture.  You  would  thrust  the  man  dom  yeoi 
doora,  yov  would  pUce  the  portrait  io  your  pal- 
aces. It  ia  the  same  with  qnalitiefl^  the  por- 
trait ia  worth  more  than  the  troth.  What  is 
virtue  without  character  1  But  a  man  without 
virtue  may  thrive  on  a  oharader  I  What  ia 
genioa  without  sucnesa  1  But  how  often  yoa 
bow  to  auocesa  without  geniua!  John  Aid« 
worth,  possess  yourself  of  the  portraits— wia 
the  character— seize  the  euoceaa." 

"Madam,"  exclaimed  Ardworth,  nulely*  "this 
ia  horrible  I" 

"  Horrible  it  may  be,"  said  Madame  Dalihard, 
gently,  and  feeling,  perhaps,  that  she  had  giMis 
too  far :  '*  but  it  is  the  world's  jodgmeat.  Stem, 
then,  as  well  aa  be.  You  have  virtue,  as  I  be- 
lieve. WeUi  wrap  yourself  in  it — ^in  your  ckiset 
Go  into  the  world,  and  earn  character.  If  yoa 
have  geniua  let  it  contort  you.  Rush  into  the 
crowd,  and  get  success." 

"  Stop !"  cried  Ardworth ;  <*  I  recognise  yw. 
How  could  I  be  ao  blind  1  It  is  you  who  have 
Written  to  me,  and  in  the  aame  atraia  ,*  yoa 
have  robbed  yourself— you,  poor  aoilerar,  to 
throw  extravagance  into  these  strong  haoda. 
And  why  1    What  am  I  to  you  1" 

An  expression  of  actual  fondness  aoftMBSd 
Lucretia's  face,  aa  she  looked  up  at  htm,  and 
replied :  *'  I  will  tell  you  hereafter  what  ]foo  aie 
to  me.  First,  I  confeaa  that  it  is  I  whose  kt- 
ters  have  perplexed,  perhaps  offended  yoa. 
The  sum  that  I  sent  X  do  not  misa.  I  hava 
more — ^will  ever  have  more  at  your  command 
— never  fear.  Yes,  I  wish  you  to  go  into  the 
world,  not  as  a  dependent,  but  aa  an  equal  to 
the  world'a  favorites.  I  wish  you  to  know 
more  of  men  than  mere  law-books  teach  you. 
I  wish  you  to  be  in  men's  mouUis,  create  a  cir- 
cle that  shall  talk  of  young  Ardwortl^~4hat  talk 
would  travel  to  those  who  can  advance  your 
career.  The  very  possession  of  money  in  cer- 
tain stages  of  life  gives  assurance  to  the  nuuft- 
ner,  gives  attraction  to  the  address." 

"  But,"  said  Ardworth,  all  tbia  is  veij  wdl 
for  aome  favorite  of  birth  and  fortune;  hut  te 
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inc — ^yet  speak,  and  plainly :  you  throw  out  hints 
that  I  am  what  I  know  not ;  but  something  less 
•dependent  on  his  nerres  and  his  brain,  than  is 
plain  John  Ardworih.    What  is  it  you  meani" 

Madame  Daltbard  bent  her  face  over  her 
breast,  and,  rocking  herself  in  her  chair,  seemed 
to  muse  for  some  moments  before  she  answered. 

**  When  I  first  came  to  England,  some  months 
'ago,  I  desired  naturally  to  learn  all  the  particu- 
lars of  my  family  and  kindred,  from  which  my 
4ong  residence  abroad  had  estranged  me.  John 
Walter  Ardworih  was  related  to  my  half-sister, 
to  me  be  was  but  a  mere  connection.  However, 
I  knew  something  of  his  history,  yet  I  did  not 
•know  that  he  had  a  son.  Shortly  before  I  came 
to  England,  I  learned  that  one  who  pasted  for 
^is  son  had  been  brought  up  by  Mr.  Fielden, 
aod  from  Mr.  Fielden  I  have  since  learned  all 
tbe  grounds  for  that  belief,  from  which  you  take 
the  name  of  Ardworth." 

Lueretia  paused  a  moment ;  and  after  a  glance 
-at  the  impatient,  wondering,  and  eager  coun- 
tenance that  bent  intent  upon  her,  she  resumed : 

**Yuur  reputed  father  was,  you  are  doubt- 
less aware,  of  reckless  and  extravagant  habits. 
He  had  been  put  into  the  army  by  my  uncle, 
and  he  entered  that  profession  with  the  care- 
less buoyancy  of  his  sanguine  nature.  I  re- 
member those  days — that  day!  Well,  to  re- 
torn— where  was  II — Walter  Ardworth  had 
the  folly  to  entertain  strong  notions  of  politics. 
He  df earned  of  being  a  soldier,  and  yet  per- 
suaded hiDiself  to  be  a  republican.  His  notions, 
so  hateful  in  his  profession,  sot  wind  ;  he  dis- 
guised nothing ;  he  neglected  the  portraits  of 
things — Appearances.  He  excited  the  rancor  of 
his  commanding  officer — for  politics  then,  more 
even  than  now,  were  implacable  ministrants  to 
bate — occasion  presented  itself:  during  the 
short  peace  of  Amiens  he  had  been  recalled. 
He  had  to  head  a  detachment  of  e^diers  against 
some  mob,  in  Ireland,  I  believe:  he  did  not  fire 
on  the  mob  according  to  orders — so,  at  least,  it 
was  said  :  John  Walter  Ardworth  was  tried  by 
a  court- martial,  and.brince !  But  you  know  all 
this,  perhaps  V* 

*'  My  poor  father  I  Only  in  part :  I  knew  that 
he  had  been  dismissed  the  army^-I  believed 
unjustly.  He  was  a  soldier,  and  yet  he  dared 
to  think  for  himself,  and  be  humane !" 

«•  But  my  uncle  had  left  him  a  legacy— it 
brought  no  blessing — none  of  that  old  man*8 
gold  did.  Where  are  they  all  now  1  Dalibard, 
Susan,  and  her  fair- faced  husband.  Where  1 
Yernon  is  in  his  grave — but  one  son  of  many 
left  !  Gabriel  Varney  lives,  it  is  true ! — and 
I !  But  that  gold — ^yea,  in  our  bands,  there 
was  a  curse  on  it !  Walter  Ardworth  had  his 
legacy — his  nature  was  gay :  if  disgraced  in  his 
■profession,  he  found  men  to  pity  and  praise 
him— fools  of  party,  like  himself  He  lived 
joyously— drank  or  gamed— or  lent  or  borrowed 
—what  matters  the  wherefore  1 — he  was  in 
debt— Jhe  lived  at  last  a  wretched,  shifting,  fu- 
gitive life — snatching  bread  where  he  could — 
with  the  bailifl^s  at  his  heels— 'then,  for  a  short 
time,  we  met  again." 

Lucretia's  brow  grew  black  as  night,  as  her 
voice  dropped  at  that  last  sentence,  and  it  was 
with  a  start  that  she  continued. 

**  In  the  midst  of  this  hunted  existence,  Wal- 
t«r  Ardworth  appeared^  late  one  aight,  at  Mr. 


Fie1den*s  with  an  infant.  He  seemed,  so  saya 
Mr.  Fielden,  ill,  worn,  and  haggard.  He  en- 
tered into  no  explanations  with  respect  to  the 
child  that  accompanied  him,  and  retired  at  once 
to  rest.  What  follows,  Mr.  Fielden,  at  my  re- 
quest, has  noted  down.  Read,  and  see  what 
claim  you  have  to  the  honorable  parentage  so 
vaguely  ascribed  to  you." 

As  she  spoke,  Madame  Dalibard  opened  a 
box  on  her  table,  drew  forth  a  paper  in  Fieldea** 
writing,  and  placed  it  in  Ardworth's  hand.  Af- 
ter some  preliminary  statement  of  the  writer's 
intimacy  with  the  elder  Ardworth,  and  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  latter  at  his  house,  as  related 
by  Madame  Dalibard,  dec,  the  document  went 
on  thus : — 

"  The  next  day,  when  my  poor  gaest  was  still 
in  bed,  my  servant  Hannah  came  to  advise  me 
that  two  persons  were  without,  waiting  to  see  g 
me.  As  is  my  wont,  I  bade  them  be  shown  in.  ^ 
On  their  entrance  (two  rough  fanner^ looking 
men  they  were,  who  I  thought  might  be  com- 
ing to  hire  my  little  pasture-field),  I  prayed 
them  to  speak  low,  as  a  sick  gentleman  was 
just  overhead.  Whereupon,  and  without  say- 
ing a  word  further,  the  two  strangers  made  a 
rush  from  the  room,  leaving  me  dumb  with 
amazement ;  in  a  few  moments,  I  heard  voices 
and  a  scuffle  above.  I  recovered  myself,  and 
thinking  robbers  had  entered  my  peaceful  bouse, 
I  called  out  lustily,  when  Hannah  came  in,  and 
we  both,  taking  courage,  went  up  stairs,  and 
found  that  poor  Walter  was  in  the  hand  of  these 
supposed  robbers,  who,  in  troth,  were  but  bailifTs. 
They  would  not  trust  him  out  of  their  sight  for 
a  moment.  However,  he  took  it  more  pleas- 
antly than  I  could  have  supposed  possible; 
prayed  me  in  a  whisper  to  take  care  of  the 
child,  and  I  should  soon  hear  from  him  again. 
In  less  than  an  hour,  he  was  gone.  Two  days 
afterward,  I  received  from  him  a  hurried  letter, 
without  address,  of  which  this  is  the  copy : — 

*'  *  Dear  Friend,— I  slipped  from  the  bailiflfs, 
and  here  I  am  in  a  safe  little  tavern  in  sight  of 
the  sea !  Mother  Country  is  a  very  bad  parent 
to  me  ;  Mother  Brownrigg  herself  could  scarce- 
ly be  worse.  I  shall  work  out  my  passage  to 
some  foreign  land,  and  if  I  can  recover  my 
health  (sea-air  is  bracing !)  I  don't  despair  of 

fetiing  my  bread  honestly,  somehow.  If  ever 
can  pay  my  debts  I  may  return.  But,  mean- 
while, my  good  old  tutor,  what  will  you  think 
of  me  1  You  to  whom  my  sole  return  for  so 
much  pains  taken  in  vain,  is  another  mouth  to 
feed !  And  no  money  to  pay  for  the  board ! 
Yet  you  won't  grudge  the  child  a  place  at  your 
table,  wiU  you!  No,  nor  kind,  saving  Mrs. 
Fielden  either — God  bless  her  tender,  econom- 
ical soul !  You  know  quite  enough  of  me  to  be 
sure  that  I  shall  very  soon  either  free  you  of 
the  boy,  or  send  you  something,  to  prevent  its 
being  an  incumbrance.  I  would  say,  love  and 
pity  the  child  for  my  sake.  But  I  own  I  feel — 
By  Jove,  I  must  he  off- 1  hear  the  first  signal 
from  the  vessel,  that — 

"  *  Yours,  in  haste,  *•  J.  W.  A.* " 

Young  Ardworth  stopped  from  the  lecture, 
and  sighed  heavily.  There  seemed  to  him,  in 
this  letter,  worse  than  a  mock  gayety ; — a  cer- 
tain levity  and  recklessness — ^which  jarred  on 
his  own  high  prinoipiM.    Aa4ftht^ 
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fisetion  for  the  ehfld  tbns  abandoned  was  evi- 
dent—not one  fond  word.  He  resumed  the 
statement  with  a  gloomy  and  disheartened  at- 
tention. 

"This  was  all  I  heard  from  poor,  erring  Wal- 
ter for  more  than  three  years,  but  I  knew,  in 
spite  of  his  follies,  that  his  heart  was  sound  at 
bottom*'  (the  son's  eye  brightened  here,  and  he 
kissed  the  paper),  '*and  the  child  was  no  bur- 
den to  us — we  loved  it,  not  only  for  Ard  worth's 
sake,  but  for  its  own,  and  for  charity's,  and 
Christ's.  Ardworth's  second  letter  was  as  fol- 
lows:— 

"  *  En  iterum  Crisjnnusl — ^I  am  still  alive,  and 
getting  en  in  the  world — ay,  and  honestly,  too, 
— I  am  no  longer  spending  heedlessly;  I  am 
saving  for  my  debts,  and  I  shall  live,  I  trust,  to 
5«y  off  every  farthing.  First,  for  my  debt  to 
you-^I  send  an  order  not  signed  in  my  name, 
but  equally  valid,  on  Messrs.  Drumroond,  for 
250^  Repay  yourself  what  the  boy  has  cost. 
Let  him  be  educated  to  get  his  own  living — ^if 
clever,  as  a  scholar  or  a  lawyer — if  dull,  as  a 
tradesman.  Whatever  I  may  gain,  he  will 
have  his  own  way  to  make.  I  ought  to  tell  you 
the  story  connected  with  his  birth,  but  it  is  one 
of  pain  and  shame ;  and,  on  reflection,  I  feel 
that  I  have  no  right  to  injure  him  by  affixing  to 
his  early  birth  an  opprobrium  of  which  he  him- 
self is  guiltless.  If  ever  I  return  to  England, 
you  shall  know  all,  and  by  your  counsels  I  will 
abide.    Love  to  all  your  happy  family. 

*•  *  Your  grateful  Friend  and  Pupil.' 

**  From  this  letter  I  began  to  suspect  that  the 
poor  boy  was  probably  not  born  in  wedlock,  and 
that  Ardworth's  silence  arose  from  his  com- 
punction. I  conceived  it  best  never  to  mention 
this  suspicion  to  Jphn  himself  as  be  grew  up. 
Why  should  I  afflict  him  by  a  doubt  from  which 
his  father  shrunk,  and  which  might  only  exist 
in  my  own  inexperienced  and  uncharitable  in- 
terpretation of  some  vague  words?  When 
John  was  fourteen,  I  received  from  Messrs. 
Drummond  a  further  sum  of  600/.,  but  without 
any  line  from  Ardworlh,  and  only  to  the  effect 
that  Messrs.  Drummond  were  directed  by  a 
correspondent  in  Calcutta  to  pay  me  the  said 
sum  on  behalf  of  expenses  incurred  for  the 
maintenance  of  the  child  left  to  my  charge  by 
John  Walter  Ardworth.  My  young  popil  had 
been  two  years  at  the  university,  when  I  re- 
ceived the  letter  of  which  this  is  a  copy : — 

*'  *  How  are  you ! — still  well — still  happy  ? — 
let  me  hope  so  f^  I  have  not  written  to  you, 
dear  old  friend,  but  I  have  not  been  forgetful  of 
you — I  have  inquired  of  you  through  my  cor- 
respondents, and  have  learned,  from  time  to 
time,  such  accounts  as  satisfied  my  grateful 
affection  for  you.  I  find  that  you  have  given 
the  boy  my  name.  Well,  let  him  bear  it— it  is 
nothing  to  boast  of,  sueh  as  it  became  in  my 
person  ;  but,  mind,  I  do  not  therefore  acknowl- 
edge him  as  my  son.  I  wish  him  to  think  him- 
self without  parents,  without  other  aid  in  the 
career  of  life  than  his  own  industry  and  talent, 
— ^if  talent  he  has.  Let  him  go  through  the 
healthful  probation  of  toil — ^let  him  search  for 
and  find  independence.  Till  he  is  of  age,  150/. 
will  be  paid  quarterly  to  your  account  for  him 
at  Messrs.  Dnimmond's.  If  then,  to  set  him 
np  in  any  bnsinoss  or  profession,  a  sum  of 
Booneir  be  necessary,  name  th^  amount  by  a 


line,  signed  A.  B.,  Calcutta,  to  the  eare  of 
Messrs.  Drummond,  and  it  will  reach,  and  fiad 
me  disposed  to  follow  your  instructions.  Bat 
after  that  time  all  further  supply  froih  me  will 
cease.  Do  not  suppose,  because  I  send  tbis 
from  India,  that  I  am  laden  with  rupees ;  all! 
can  hope  to  attain  is  a  competence.  That  boy 
is  not  the  only  one  who  has  claims  to  share  it 
Even,  therefore,  if  I  had  the  wish  to  rear  hiia 
to  the  extravagant  habits  that  ruined  myself,  I 
have  not  the  power.  Yes ! — let  him  lean  oa 
his  own  strength.  In  the  letter  you  send  me, 
write  fully  of  your  family,  your  sons,  and  wnie 
as  to  a  man  who  can  perhaps  help  them  in  the 
world,  and  will  be  too  happy  thus  in  some  sLgfat 
degree  to  repay  all  he  owes  you.  You  vocld 
smile  approvingly  if  you  saw  me  now — a  steady^ 
money-getting  man.  but  still  yours  as  ever. 

*•  •  PS. — Do  not  let  the  boy  write  to  me,  nor 
give  him  the  clue  to  my  address.' " 

"  On  the  receipt  of  tbis  letter,  I  wrote  foliy 
to  Ardworth  about  the  excellent  promise  aod 
conduct  of  his  poor  neglected  son.  I  told  htm, 
truly  he  was  a  son  any  father  might  He  pmad 
of,  and  rebuked,  even  to  harshnesa,  Walter's 
unseemly  tone  respecting  him.  One's  chik)  is 
one's  child,  however  the  father  may  have 
wronged  the  mother.  To  this  letter  I  never 
received  any  answer.  When  John  was  of  age^ 
and  had  made  himself  independent  of  want,  by 
obtaining  a  college  fellowship,  I  spoke  to  him 
about  his  prospects.  I  told  him  that  bis  father, 
though  residing  abroad  and  for  some  reaaona 
keeping  himself  concealed,  had  munificently 
paid  hitherto  for  his  maintenanee,  and  woaJd 
lay  down  what  might  be  neoessary  to  start  hina 
in  business,  or  perhaps  place  him  in  the  army; 
but  that  bis  father  might  be  beiter  pleased  if 
he  could  show  a  love  of  independence,  and 
henceforth  maintain  himself.  I  knew  the  boy 
I  spoke  to — ^John  thought  as  I  did,  and  I  never 
applied  for  another  donation  to  the  elder  Ard- 
worth. The  allowance  ceased :  John  sinee 
then  has  maintained  hi^iself.  I  have  beard  t» 
more  from  his*  father,  tt^ough  I  have  vhttea 
often  to  the  address  he  gave  me.  I  begin  to  fear 
that  he  is  dead.  I  once  went  up  to  town  and 
saw  one  of  the  heads  of  Measrs.  DrmniDoad^ 
firm  —  a  very  polite  gentleman,  but  be  ooold 
give  me  no  information,  except  that  be  obeyed 
instructions  from  a  correspondent  at  Cakwtta 
—one  Mr.  Macfarren — ^whereon  I  wrote  to  Mr. 
Macfarren,  and  asked  him,  as  I  thought  veir 
pressingly,  to  tell  me  all  he  knew  of  poor  Kt&r 
worth  the  elder.  He  answered  ahortlar*  that 
he  knew  of  no  such  person  at  all,  and  that  A 
B.  was  a  French  merchant,  settled  in  Caleutta, 
who  had  been  dead  for  above  two  year*.  I  oev 
gave  up  all  hopes  of  any  further  intelligence,  and 
was  more  convinced  than  ever  that  I  bad  acted 
rightly  in  withholding  from  poor  John  my  our- 
respondence  with  his  father.  The  lad  had  bees 
curious  and  inquisitive  naturally,  but  when  I 
told  ]iim  tliat  I  thought  it  my  duty  to  his  father 
to  be  so  reserved,  he  forbore  to  press  roe.  I 
have  only  to  add,  first,  that  by  all  the  inquiries 
I  could  make  of  the  surviving  members  of 
Walter  Ardworth*8  family,  it  seemed  their  fall 
belief  that  he  had  never  been  married,  aad 
theref<ire  I  fear  we  mu«»t  conclude  that  be  bad 
no  legitimate  children,  which  may  account  for. 
though  it  can  not  excuse,  his  nogleet;   wu 
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leoondly,  with  respect  to  the  sums  received  on 
dear  John's  account— I  pat  them  all  by,  capital 
and  interest,  deducting  only  the  expense  of  his 
Orst  year  at  Cambridge  (the  which  I  could  not 
defray,  without  injuring  my  own  children),  and 
it  ail  stands  in  his  name  at  Messrs.  Drum- 
mond's,  vested  in  the  Three  Per  Cents.  That 
[  have  not  told  him  of  this  was  by  my  poor  dear 
wife*e  advice ;  for  she  said,  very  sensibly,  and 
she  was  a  shrewd  woman  on  money  matters, 
'  If  he  knows  he  has  such  a  large  sum  all  in 
Lhe  lump,  who  knows  bat  he  may  grow  idle  and 
BZiravagant,  and  spend  it  at  once,  like  his 
btber  before  him;  whereas,  some  time  or 
Dther,  be  will  want  to  marry,  or  need  money 
for  some  particular  purpose — then  what  a  bles- 
ling  it  will  be  !' 

"However,  my  dear  madam,  as  you  know 
the  world  better  than  I  do,  you  can  now  do  as 
irou  please,  both  as  to  communicating  to  John 
ill  the  information  herein  contained  as  to  his 
imrentage,  and  as  to  apprising  him  of  the  large 
Kuaa  of  which  he  ia  lawfully  possessed. 

*'  Matthew  Fielokn. 

«*  P.S.  —  In  justice  to  poor  John  Ard worth, 
ind  to  show  that  whatever  whim  he  may  have 
conceived  about  his  own  child,  he  had  still  a 
beart  kind  enough  to  remember  mine,  though 
Heaven  knows  I  said  nothing  about  them  in  my 
letters,  my  eldest  boy  received  an  offer  of  an 
excellent  place  in  a  West  India  merchant's 
house,  and  has  got  on  to  be  chief  clerk,  and  my 
second  son  was  presented  to  a  living  of  one 
hundred  and  seventeen  pounds  a-year,  by  a 
gentleman  he  never  heard  of.  Though  I  never 
traced  these  good  acts  to  Ardworth,  from  whom 
else  could  they  comeV* 

Ardworth  put  down  the  paper  without  a 
word ;  and  Locretia,  who  had  watched  him 
while  be  read,  was  struck  with  the  self-control 
be  evinced  when  he  came  to  the  end  of  the  dis- 
closure. She  laid  her  hand  on  his,  and  said, 
'  •«  Courage ! — yoa  have  lost  nothing !" 

"Nothing!"  said  Ardworth,  with  a  bitter 
smile.  **A  father's  love  and  a  father's  name 
— nothing  I" 

"But,"  exclaimed  Locretia,  "is  this  man 
yonr  father  1  Does  a  father's  heart  beat  in  one 
Hne  of  those  hard  sentences  1  No,  no ;  it  seems 
to  me  probable— it  seems  to  me  almost  certain, 
that  yuu  are — "  she  stopped,  and  continued 
with  a  calmer  accent,  "  near  to  my  own  blood. 
I  am  now  in  England — in  London  —  to  prose- 
cute the  inquiry  built  upon  that  hope.  If  so— 
if  60 — you  shall — "  Madame  Dalihard  again 
stopped  abruptly,  and  there  was  something  ter- 
rible in  the  very  exaltation  of  her  countenance. 
She  drew  a  long  breath,  and  resumed,  with  an 
evident  effort  at  self-command — "  If  so,  I  have 
a  right  to  the  interest  I  feel  for  yoa.  Suffer 
me  yet  to  be  silent  as  to  the  grounds  of  my 
belief,  and — and — ^love  me  a  little  in  the  mean 
while !" 

Her  voice  trembled,  as  if  with  rushing  tears, 
St  these  last  words,  and  there  was  almost  an 
*gony  in  the  tone  in  which  they  were  said,  and 
in  the  gesture  of  the  clasped  hands  she  held  oat 
to  him. 

Much  moved  (amid  all  his  mingled  emotions 
*t  the  tale  thus  made  known  to  him)  by  the 
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bent  down  and  kissed  the  extended  hands* 
Then  he  rose  abruptly,  walked  to  and  fro  the 
room,  muttering  to  himself— paused  opposite 
the  window— threw  it  open,  as  for  air,  and,  in- 
deed, fairly  gasped  for  breath.  When  he  lurn- 
^  round,  however,  his  face  was  composed,  and 
folding  his  arms  on  his  large  breast  with  a  sud- 
den action,  he  said  aloud,  and  yet  rather  to  him- 
self than  to  his  listener, 

"  What  matter,  after  all,  by  what  name  men 
call  our  fathers  !  We  ourselves  make  our  own 
fate  !  Bastard  or  noble,  not  a  jot  care  L  Give 
me  ancestors,  I  will  not  disgrace  them;  raze 
from  my  lot  even  the  very  name  of  father,  ao^ 
my  sons  shall  have  an  ancestor  in  me !" 

As  he  thus  spoke,  there  was  a  rough  gran- 
deur in  his  hard  face  and  the  strong  ease  of  hia 
powerful  form.  And  while  thus  standing  and 
thus  looking,  the  door  opened,  and  Varney 
walked  in  abruptly. 

These  two  men  had  met  occasionally  at  Ma- 
dame Dalibard's,  but  no  intimacy  had  been 
established  between  them.  Varney  was  formal 
and  distant  to  Ardworth,  and  Ardworth  felt  a 
repugnance  to  Varney.  With  the  instinct  of 
sound,  sterling,  weighty  natures,  he  detected 
at  once,  and  disliked  heartily,  that  something 
ofgaudy,  false,  exaggerated,  and  hollow,  which 
pervaded  Gabriel  Varney's  talk  and  manner^ 
even  the  trick  of  his  walk,  and  the  cut  of  hia 
dress.  And  Ardworth  wanted  that  boyish  and 
beautiful  luxuriance  of  character  which  belong- 
ed to  Percival  St.  John,  easy  to  please  and  to 
be  pleased,  and  expanding  into  the  warmth  of 
admiration  for  all  talent  and  all  distinction. 
For  art,  if  not  the  highest,  Ardworth  cared  not 
a  straw:  it  was  nothing  to  him  that  Varney 
painted  and  composed,  and  ran  showily  through 
the  jargon  of  literary  babble,  or  toyed  with  the 
pozzies  of  unsatisfying  metaphysics.  He  saw 
but  a  charlatan ;  and  he  had  not  yet  learned 
from  experience  what  strength  and  what  dan- 
ger lie  bid  in  the  boa  parading  its  colofs  in  the 
sun,  and  shifting,  in  the  sensual  sportivenesa 
of  its  being,  from  bough  to  bough. 

Varney  halted  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  aa 
his  eye  rested  first  on  Ardworth,  and  then 
glanced  toward  Madame  Dalihard,  but  Ard- 
worth, jarred  from  his  reverie  or  resolves  by 
the  sound  of  a  voice  disconiaat  to  his  ear  at  aU 
times,  especially  in  the  mood  which  then  pos- 
sessed him,  scarcely  returned  Varney's  saluta- 
tion, buttoned  his  coat  over  his  chest,  seized 
his  hat,  and  upsetting  two  chairs,  and  very 
considerably  distarbing  the  gravity  of  a  round 
table,  forced  his  way  to  Madame  Dalibard, 
pressed  her  hand,  and  said  in  a  whisper,  "I 
shall  see  you  again  soon,"  and  vanished. 

Varney,  smoothing  his  hair  with  fingers  that 
shone  with  rings,  slid  into  the  seat  next  Ma- 
dame Dalibard,  which  Ardworth  had  lately  occu- 
pied, and  said,  "  If  I  were  a  Clytemnestra,  I 
should  dread  an  Orestes  in  such  a  son !" 

Madame  Dalibard  shot  towujd  the  speaker 
one  of  the  sidelong,  auspicious  fiances  which  of 
old  had  characteria»d  Locretia,  and  said, 

''  Clytemnestra  was  happy !  The  Furies  slept 
to  her  crime,  and  haunted  but  the  avenger." 

"  Hist !"  said  Varnej^ 

The  door  opened,  and  Ardworth  reappeared. 

"  I  qaitie  forgot  what  I  half  came  to  know.— 
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«*  Safe— yes  !*• 

"  Dear  girl — I  am  glad  to  hear  it !  Where  is 
she  1  Not  gone  to  those  Mivers's  again  !  I  am 
no  aristocrat,  but  why  should  one  couple  to- 
gether refinement  and  vulgarity  1" 

"Mr.  Ardworth,"  said  Madame  Dalibard, 
with  haughty  coldness,  ••  my  niecfe  is  under  my 
care,  and  you  will  permit  roe  to  judge  for  my- 
self how  to  discharge  the  trust.  Mr.  Mivers  is 
her  own  relation — a  nearer  one  than  you  are.*' 

Not  at  all  abashed  by  the  rebuke,  Ardworth 
said  carelessly,  "  Well,  I  shall  talk  to  you  again 
00  that  subject.  Meanwhile,  pray,  give  my 
love  to  her — Helen,  I  mean." 

Madame  Dalibard  half-rose  in  her  chair,  then 
sunk  back  again,  motioning  with  her  hand  to 
An^worth  to  approach.  Varney  rose  and  walked 
to  the  window,  as  if  sensible  that  something 
was  about  to  be  said  not  meant  for  his  ear. 

When  Ardworth  was  close  to  her  chair,  Ma- 
dame Dalibard  grasped  his  hand  with  a  vigor 
that  surprised  him,  and  drawing  him  nearer 
still,  whispered  as  he  bent  down — 

"  I  will  give  Helen  your  love,  if  it  is  a  cous- 
in's— or,  if  you  will,  a  brother's  love.  Do  you 
intend— -dA  you  feel — another,  a  warmer  love! 
Speak,  sir !"  arid  drawing  suddenly  back,  she 
gazed  on  bis  face,  with  a  stern  and  menacing 
expression,  her  teeth  set,  and  the  lips  firmly 
pressed  together. 

Ardworth,  though  a  little  startled,  and  half- 
angry,  answered,  with  a  low  ironical  laugh,  not 
uncommon  to  him,  **  Pish  !  you  ladies  are  apt 
to  think  us  men  much  greater  fools  than  we 
are.  A  briefless  lawyer  is  not  very  inflammable 
tinder.  Yes,  a  cousin's  love — quite  enough. 
Poor  little  Helen !  time  enough  to  put  other 
notions  into  her  head  ;  and  then — she  will  have 
a  sweetheart,  gay  and  handsome  like  herself!" 

"Ay,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  with  a  slight 
smile,  "  ay,  I  am  satisfied.    Come  soon." 

Ardworth  nodded,  and  hurried  down  the 
stairs.  As  he  gained  the  door,  he  caught  sight 
of  Helen  at  a  distance,  bending  over  a  flower- 
bed in  the  neglected  garden.  He  paused,  irres- 
olute, a  moment.  "  No,"  he  muttered  to  him- 
self; "no,  I  am  fit  company  only  for  myself! 
A  long  walk  into  the  fields,  and  then — away 
with  these  mists  round  the  Past  and  the  Fu- 
ture ;  the  Present  at  least  is  mine !" 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  WEAVBB8  AND  THB  WOOF. 

"And  what,"  said  Varney — "what,  while 
we  are  pursuing  a  fancied  clue,  and  seeking  to 
provide  first  a  name,  and  then  a  fortune  for  this 
young  lawyer — what  steps  have  you  really  taken 
to  meet  the  danger  that  menaces  me — to  secure, 
if  our  inquiries  fail,  an  independence  for  your- 
self? Months  have  elapsed,  and  you  have  still 
shrunk  from  advancing  the  great  scheme  upon 
which  we  biiib,  when  the  daughter  of  Susan 
Mainwaring  was  admitted  to  your  hearth." 

"Why  recall  me,  in  these  rare  moments 
when  I  feel  myself  human  still — why  recall  me 
back  to  the  nethermost  abyss  of  revenge  and 
crime  1  Oh  !  let  me  be  sure  that  I  have  still  a 
son  I  Even  if  John  Ardworth,  with  his  gif^s 
and  energies,  be  denied  to  me ! — a  ^n,  though 
in  rass.  I  will  sive  him  wealth ! — a  son.  thoush 


ignorant  as  the  merest  boor,  I  will  poor  istv 
his  brain  my  dark  wisdom ! — a  son — a  son  !— 
my  heart  swells  at  the  word.  Ah,  you  sneer! 
Yes,  my  heart  swells,  but  not  with  the  mawk- 
ish fondness  of  a  feeble  mother.  In  a  son,  I 
shall  live  again — transmigrate  from  this  tortared 
and  horrible  life  of  mine — drink  back  roy  yooth. 
In  him  I  shall  rise  from  my  fall — strong  in  hb 
power — ^great  in  his  grandeur.  It  is  becaose  I 
was  born  a  woman — had  woman^s  poor  passioBi» 
and  infirm  weakness,  that  I  am  what  I  am — ^I 
would  transfer  myself  into  the  soul  of  man — mas, 
who  has  the  strength  to  act,  and  the  privilege  ts 
rise.  Into  the  bronze  of  man's  nature  I  wooid 
pour  the  experience  which  has  broken,  with  iia 
fierce  elements,  the  puny  vessel  of  clay.  Yes. 
Gabriel,  in  return  for  all  I  have  done  and  saerificsd 
for  you,  I  ask  but  cooperation  in  that  one  hope 
of  my  shattered  and  storm-beat  being.  Bear- 
forbear — await — risk  not  that  hope  by  bsim 
wretched  peddling  crime,  which  will  bring  os  as 
both  detection — some  wanton  revelry  in  goiit; 
which  is  not  worth  the  terror  that  treads  apoa 
its  heels." 

"  You  forget,"  answered  Varney,  with  t  kind 
of  sobmissive  sullenness,  for  whatever  bad  pass- 
ed between  these  two  persons  in  iheir  secret 
and  fearful  intimacy,  there  was  stiiJ  a  power 
in  Lucretia,  surviving  her  fall  amid  the  fiends, 
that  impressed  Varney  with  the  only  respect  he 
felt  for  man  or  woman — **  you  forget  strangely 
the  nature  of  our  elaborate  and  master  pTo)ect, 
when  you  speak  of  *  peddling  crime,'  or  '  wam/oa 
revelry'  in  guilt !  You  forget,  loo,  how  every 
hour  that  we  waste  deepens  the  peril  that  sur- 
rounds me,  and  may  sweep  from  yonr  side  tba 
sole  companion  that  can  aid  you  in  your  objects 
— nay,  without  whom,  they  must  wholly  fefl- 
Let  me  speak  first  of  that  most  urgent  danger, 
for  your  memory  seems  short  and  troubled, 
since  you  have  learned  only  to  hope  the  re- 
covery of  your  son.  If  this  man,  Scubmore,  ia 
whom  the  trust  created  by  my  nnde's  will  is 
now  vested — once  comes  to  town — once  begiss 
to  bustle  about  his  accursed  projects  of  trans- 
ferring the  money  from  the  Bank  of  Englaad,  I 
tell  you  again  and  again  that  my  forgery  on  iha 
bank  will  be  detected,  and  that  transportaiioa 
will  be  the  smallest  penalty  inflicted ;  part  of 
the  forgery,  as  you  know,  was  committed  on 
your  behalf,  to  find  the  moneys  necessary  for 
the  research  for  your  son — committed  on  tba 
clear  understanding,  that  our  project  on  Helen 
should  repay  me — should  enable  me,  pertisps 
undetected,  to  restore  the  sums  illegally  ab> 
stracted,  or,  at  the  worst,  to  confess  to  Stat- 
more,  whose  character  I  well  know — that  o|h 
pressed  by  difficulties,  I  had  yielded  to  tao^ 
tation — ^that  I  had  forged  his  name  (as  I  bad 
forged  his  father's)  as  an  authority  to  sell  the 
capital  from  the  bank,  and  that  now,  in  replaciag 
the  money,  I  repaid  my  error,  and  threw  myseir 
on  his  indulgence — on  his  silence.  I  say,  thai 
I  know  enough  of  the  man  to  know,  that  I 
should  be  thus  cheaply  saved,  or  at  the  worst, 
I  should  have  but  to  strengthen  his  compaasioft 
by  a  bribe  to  bis  avarice.  But  if  I  can  not  re- 
place the  money,  I  am  lost" 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Lucretia,  "  the  monery 
you  shall  have,  let  me  but  find  ray  son,  and — "* 

**  Grant  me  patience !"  cried  Varney,  impeto- 
ouslv :  "  but  what  can  your  son  do.  if  f 
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unless  yoa  endow  him  with  the  heritage  of 
Langhton  1  To  do  that,  Helen,  who  comes  next 
to  Percival  St.  John,  in  the  course  of  the  entail, 
must  cease  to  live  !  Have  I  not  aided— am  I 
not  aiding  you  hourly,  in  your  grand  objects? 
This  evening  I  shall  see  a  man  whom  I  have 
long  lost  sight  of,  but  who  has  acquired  in  a 
lawyer's  life  the  true  scent  after  evidence ; — if 
that  evidence  exist,  it  shall  be  found.  I  have 
just  learned  his  address.  By  to-morrow  he 
shall  be  on  the  track.  I  have  stinted  myself 
to  save  from  the  results  of  the  last  forgery  the 
gold  to  whet  his  zeal.  For  the  rest,  as  1  have 
said,  your  design  involves  the  removal  of  two 
lives.  Already,  over  the  one  more  difficult  to 
slay,  the  shadow  creeps  and  the  pall  hangs. 
1  have  won,  as  you  wished  and  as  was  ne- 
cessary, young  St.  John's  familiar  acquain- 
tance ;  when  the  hour  comes,  he  is  in  my 
hands." 

Lucretia  smiled  sternly :  **  So !"  she  said, 
between  her  ground  teeth,  "  the  father  forbade 
me  the  house  that  was  my  heritage !  I  have 
but  to  \\{i  a  finger  and  breathe  a  word,  and,  des- 
olate as  I  am,  I  thrust  from  that  home  the' 
son  !  The  spoiler  left  me  the  world — I  leave 
his  son  the  grave  !*' 

»*  But,"  said  Varney,  doggedly  pursuing  his 
dreadful  object,  "  why  force  nfie  to  repeat  that 
his  is  not  the  only  life  between  you  and  your 
sod's  inheritance  t  St.  John  gone,  Helen  still 
remains.  And  what,  if  your  researches  fail, 
are  we  to  lose  the  rich  harvest  which  Helen 
will  yield  us — a  harvest  you  reap  with  the  same 
sickle  which  gathers  in  your  revenge !  Do  you 
DO  longer  see  in  Helen's  face  the  features  of 
her  mother!  Is  the  perfidy  of  William  Main- 
waring  forgotten  or  forgiven  1" 

••  Gabriel  Varney,"  said  Lucretia,  in  a  hollow 
and  tremulous  voice,  "when  in  that  hour  in 
which  my  whole  being  was  revulsed,  and  I 
heard  the  cord  snap  from  the  anchor,  and  saw 
the  demons  of  the  storm  gather  round  my  bark 
— when,  in  that  hour,  I  stooped  calmly  down 
and  kissed  my  rival's  brow,  I  murmured  an 
oath,  which  seemed  not  inspired  by  my  own 
soul,  but  by  an  influence  henceforth  given  to 
my  fate— I  vowed  that  the  perfidy  dealt  to  me 
should  be  repaid — I  vowed  that  the  ruin  of  my 
own  existence  should  fall  on  the  brow  which  I 
lissed.  I  vowed  that  if  shame  and  disgrace 
were  to  supply  the  inheritance  I  had  forfeited, 
I  would  not  stand  alone  amid  the  scorn  of  the 
pitiless  world.  In  the  vision  of  my  agony,  I 
saw,  afar,  the  altar  dressed,  an4  the  bride- 
chamber  prepared,  and  I  breathed  my  curse, 
strong  as  prophecy,  on  the  marriage-hearth 
and  the  marriage-bed.  Why  dream,  then,  that 
I  would  rescue  the  loathed  child  of  that  loathed 
union  from  your  grasp  1  But  is  the  time  comel 
Yours  may  be  come — is  mine  V' 

Something  so  awful  there  was  in  the  look  of 
his  accomplice — so  intense  in  the  hate  of  her 
low  voice — that  Varney,  wretch  as  he  was, 
and  contemplating  at  that  very  hour  the  foul- 
est, and  most  hideous  guilt,  drew  back,  ap- 
palled. 

Madame  Dalibard  resumed,  and  in  a  some- 
TX'hat  softer  tone,  but  softened  only  by  the  an- 
guish of  despair, 

**  Oh,  had  it  been  otherwise,  what  might  I 
ba^e  been  !    Given  over  from  that  hour  to  the 


Yeiff  incarnation  ffC  plotting  crime — none  to  re- 
sist the  evil  impulse  of  my  own  maddening 
heart — the  partner,  forced  on  me  by  fate,  lead- 
ing me  deeper  and  deeper  intq  the  inextricable 
bell— from  that  hour,  fraud  upon  fraud,  guilt 
upon  guilt,  infamy  heaped  on  infamy,  till  I 
stand  a  marvel  to  myself  that  ^he  thunderbolt 
falls  not  —  that  Nature  thrusts  not  from  her 
breast  a  living  outrage  on  all  her  laws !  Was 
I  not  justified  in  the  desire  of  retribution! 
Every  step  that  I  fell,  every  glance  that  I  gave 
to  the  gulf  below,  increased  but  in  me  the  de- 
sire for  revenge.  AH  my  acts  had  flowed  from 
one  fount  —  should  the  stream  roll  poUutios, 
and  the  fount  spring  pure?"      ,^ 

"  You  have  had  your  reven^on  your  rival 
and  her  husband." 

"  I  had  it,  and  I  passed  on !"  said  Lucretia, 
with  nostrils  dilated  as  with  haughty  triumph  ; 
*•  They  were  crushed,,  and  I  suflfered  them  to 
live !  Nay,  when,  by  chance,  1  heard  of  Will- 
iam Mainwaring's  death,  I  bowed  down  my 
head,  and  I  almost  think  I  wept.  The  old 
days  came  back  upon  me.  Yes,  I  wept !  Bat 
I  had  not  destroyed  their  love.  No,  no ;  there, 
I  had  miserably  failed.  A  pledge  of  that  love 
lived.  I  had  left  theirhearth  barren  ;  Fate  sent 
them  a  comfort,  which  I  had  not  foreseen. 
And  suddenly  my  bate  returned,  my  wrongs 
rose  again,  my  vengeanoe  was  not  sated.  The 
love  that  had  destroyed  more  than  my  life — my 
soul,  rose  again  and  cursed  me  in  the  face  of 
Helen.  The  oath  which  I  took  when  I  kissed 
my  rival's  brow,  demanded  another  prey  when 
I  kissed  the  child  of  those  nuptials." 

"You  are  prepared  at  last,  then,  to  acti" 
cried  Varney,  in  a  tone  of  savage  joy. 

At  that  moment,  close  under  the  window, 
rose,  sudden  and  sweet,  the  voice  of  one  sing- 
ing—the young  voice  of  Helen.  The  words 
were  so  distinct  that  they  came  to  the  ears  of 
the  d^rk- plotting,  and  guilty  pair.  In  the  song 
itself  there  was  little  to  remark,  or  peculiarly 
apposite  to  the  consciences  of  those  who  heard; 
yet  in  the  extreme  and  touching  purity  of  the 
voice,  and  in  the  innocence  of  the  general 
spirit  of  the  words,  trite  as  might  be  the  image 
they  conveye<^  there  was  something  that  con- 
trasted so  fearfully  their  own  thoughts  and 
mmds,  that  t|^y  sat  silent,  looking  vacantly 
into  each  other's  faces,  and  shrinking,  perhaps 
to  turn  their  eyes  within  themselves. 

HELENAS  HYMN. 
"Ye  fade,  yel  stiri  how  iweet,  ye  flowerat 
Your  icent  ootllves  the  bloom ! 
So,  Father,  may  my  mortal  boun 
Grow  sweeter  toward  the  tomb ! 

In  withered  leaves  a  healing  cure 

The  limple  gleanen  flad ; 
So  may  our  withered  hopes  endure 

In  virtues  left  behind. 

Oh,  not  to  me  be  vainly  given 

The  lesson  yo  bestow, 
or  thoughts  that  rise  in  sweets  to  Heawn, 

And  turn  to  use  below.'* 

The  song  died,  but  still  the  listeners  remained 
silent,  till  at  length  shaking  off  the  eflfeot,  with 
his  laugh  of  discordant  irony,  Varney  said, — 

"  Sweet  innocence,  fresh  from  the  nursery ! 
Would  it  not  he  sin  to  suffer  the  world  to  mar 
ill  You  hear  the  prayer— why  not  grant  it, 
and  let  tfie  flower  •  tum  to  use  UlowV  " 
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*'  Ah,  but  could  it  wither  first !"  matlefed 
Lucretia,  with  an  accent  of  suppressed  rage. 
**  Do  you  think  that  her — that  his--<laughter,  is 
to  me  but  a  vulgar  life,  to  be  sacrificed  merely 
for  gold!  Imagine  away  your  sex,  man  !  Wom- 
en  onl^  know  what  I — such  as  I.  woman  still 
— feel  in  the  presence  of  the  pure !  Do  you 
fancy  that  I  should  not  have  held  death  a  bless- 
ing, if  death  could  have  found  me  in  youth  such 
as  Helen  is !  Ah,  could  she  but  live  to  suffer ! 
Die !  Well,  since  it  must  be — since  my  son 
requires  the  sacrifice— do  as  you  will  with  the 
victim  that  death  mercifully  snatches  from  my 
grasp.  I  could  have  wished  to  prolong  her  life, 
to  load  it  with  some  fragment  of  the  curse  her 
parents  heaped  upon  me! — ^baffled  love,  and 
ruin,  and  despair !  I  could  have  hoped  in  this 
division  of  the  spoil,  that  mine  had  been  the 
yengcance,  if  yours  the  gold.  You  want  the 
life — I  the  heart ; — ihe  heart  to  torture  first,  and 
then — why  then — more  willingly  than  I  do  now, 
cooldl  have  thrown  the  carcass  to  the  jackal !" 

"  Listen  !*'  began  Varney,  when  the  door 
opened;  and  Helen  herself  stood  unconsciously 
smiling  at  the  threshold. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

THV  LAWTBK   AND  THS  B0DT-8NATCHVK. 

That  same  evening,  Beck,  according  to  ap- 
pointment, met  Percival,  and  showed  him  the 
dreary-looking  house,  which  held  the  fair  stran- 
ger who  had  so  attracted  his  youthful  fancy. 
And  Percival  looked  at  the  high  walls,  with  the 
sailor's  bold  desire  for  adventure,  while  con- 
fused visions  reflected  from  plays,  operas,  and 
novels,  in  which  scaling  walls  with  rope  ladders 
and  dark  lanterns,  was  represented  as  the  nat- 
ural avocation  of  a  lover,  flitted  across  his 
brain  ; — and  certainly  he  gave  a  deep  sigh,  as 
his  common  sense  plucked  him  back  from  such 
romance.  However,  having  now  ascertained 
the  house,  it  would  be  easy  to  learn  the  name 
of  its  inmates,  and  to  w^atch  or  make  his  op- 
portunity. As  slowly  and  reloctanily  he  walked 
back  to  the  spot  where  he  had  led  his  cabriolet, 
he  entered  into  some  desuItoi#  conversation 
^ith  his  strange  guide;  and  U|  pity  he  had 
before  conceived  for  Beck  incrMed  upon  him, 
as  he  talked  and  listened.  This  benighted 
mind,  only  illumined  by  a  kind  of  miserable 
astuteness,  and  that  "cunniog  of  the  belly" 
which  is  bom  of  want  to  engender  avarice — 
this  joyless  temperament — ^this  age  in  youth — 
this  living  reproach,  rising  up  from  the  stones 
of  London  against  our  social  indiflerence  to  the 
souls  which  wither  and  rot  under  the  hard  eyes 
of  science  and  the  deaf  ears  of  wealth,  had  a 
pathos  for  his  lively  sympathies  and  his  fresh 
heart. 

•'  If  ever  you  want  a  friend,  come  to  me," 
said  St.  John,  abruptly. 

The  sweeper  stared,  and  a  gleam  of  diviner 
nature,  a  ray  of  gratitude  and  unselfish  devo- 
tion, darted  through  the  fog  and  darkness  of 
his  mind.  He  stood,  with  his  hat  ofl;  watching 
the  wheels  of  the  cabriolet,  as  it  bore  away  the 
happy  child  of  fortune,  and  then,  shaking  his 
head  as  at  some  puzzle  that  perplexed  and  de- 
^d  his  comprehension,  strode   back  to  the 

wn,  and  beat  his  way  homeward. 


Between  two  and  three  hours  after  Percivil 
thus  parted  from  the  sw^eeper,  a  man,  wboae 
dress  was  little  in  accordance  with  the  scene 
in  which  we  present  him,  threaded  his  wij 
through  a  foul  labyrinth  of  alleys  in  the  woral 
part  of  St.  Giles's;  a  neighborhood,  indeed; 
carefully  shunned  at  dusk,  by  wealthy  passen- 
gers; for  here  dwelt  not  only  penury  in  iti 
grimmest  shape,  but  the  desperate  and  danger- 
ous Guilt,  which  is  not  to  be  lightly  encoQDtered 
in  its  haunts  and  domicils.  Here  children  im- 
bibe vice  with  their  mother's  milk.  Here  Pros- 
titution, commencing  with  childhood,  grows 
fierce  and  sanguinary  in  the  teens,  and  leagues 
with  theft  and  murder.  Here  slinks  ibe  pick- 
pocket— here  emerges  the  burglar — hereakolks 
the  felon.  Yet  all  about  and  all  aroood,  beie, 
too,  may  be  found  virtue  in  its  rarest  and  no- 
blest form — virtue  outshining  circamataBce  and 
defying  temptation — ^the  virtue  of  utter  poverty, 
which  groans  and  yet  sins  not.  So  interwoven 
are  these  webs  of  penury  and  fraud,  that  in  one 
court  your  life  is  not  safe,  but  turn  to  the  rifkt 
hand,  and,  in  the  other,  you  might  sleep  safdy 
in  that  worse  than  Irish  shealiog,  though  yotr 
pockets  were  full  of  gold.  'Dirough  these 
haunts,  the  ragged  and  penniless  may  walk 
unfearing,  for  they  have  nothing  to  dresd  fwm 
the  lawless — more,  perhaps,  from  the  law;  bat 
the  wealthy,  the  respectable,  the  spruce,  Che 
dainty,  let  them  beware  the  spot,  unless  the 
policeman  is  in  sight,  or  day  is  in  the  skies ! 

As  this  passenger,  whos»  appearance,  as  we 
have  implied,  was  certainly  not  that  of  a  deni- 
zen, turned  into  one  of  the  alleys,  a  rough  hand 
seized  him  by  the  arm,  and  suddenly  a  group  ol 
girls  and  tatterdemalions  issued  from  a  boose^ 
in  which  the  lower  shutters,  unclosed,  showed 
a  light  burning,  and  surrounded  him  with  i 
hoarse  whoop. 

The  passenger  whispered  a  word  in  the  ear 
of  the  grim  blackguard  who  had  seized  him,  and 
his  arm  was  instantly  released. 

'*  Hist !  a  pal :  he  has  the  catch,"  saki  the 
blackguard,  surlyly.  The  group  gave  way,  and 
by  the  light  of  the  clear  star-lit  skies  and  a  sin- 
gle lamp,  hung  at  the  entrance  of  the  alleTi 
gazed  upon  the  stranger.  But  they  made  no 
eflbrt  to  detain  him ;  and  as  he  disappeared  in 
the  distant  shadows,  hastened  back  into  the 
wretched  hostelry,  where  they  had  been  merry- 
making.  Meanwhile,  the  stranger  gained  a 
narrow  court,  and  stopped  before  a  house  in  ooe 
of  its  angles — a  house  taller  than  the  rest— te 
much  taller  than  the  rest,  that  it  had  the  effect 
of  a  tower ;  you  would  have  supposed  it  (per- 
haps rightly)  to  be  the  last  remains  of  some  an- 
cient building  of  imporunce,  around  wbk:h,  as 
population  thickened,  and  fashions  changed,  the 
huts  below  it  had  insolently  sprung  up.  Quaint 
and  massive  pilasters,  black  with  the  mire  and 
soot  of  centuries,  flanked  the  deep-set  door; 
the  windows  were  heavy  with  muUioos  and 
transoms,  and  strongly  barred  in  the  lower 
floor ;  but  few  of  the  panes  were  whole,  and 
only  here  and  there  had  any  attempts  been 
made  to  keep  out  the  wind  and  rain  by  rags, 
paper,  old  shoes,  old  hats,  and  other  ingenious 
contrivances.  Beside  the  door  was  conve- 
niently placed  a  row  of  some  ten  or  twelve  bell- 
pulls,  appertaining,  no  doubt,  to  tbe  various 
lodgments,  into  whioh  tbe  building  was  i 
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<f  {ded.  The  stranger  did  not  seem  Tevy  famil- 
iar with  the  appcrtenaaees  of  tbe  plaee.  He 
stood  in  some  suspense,  as  to  the  proper  bell  to 
•elect,  but  at  last,  guided  by  a  brass  plate  an- 
nexed to  one  of  the  pulls,  which,  though  it  was 
too  dark  to  decipher  the  inscription,  denoted  a 
elaim  to  superior  gentility  than  the  rest  of  that 
tianieless  class,  he  hsaarded  a  tug,  which 
brought  forth  a  larum  loud  enough  to  startle 
the  whole  court  from  its  stillness. 

In  a  minute  or  less,  the  casement  in  one  of 
the  upper  stories  opened,  a  head  peered  forth, 
and  one  of  those  Toices  peeofiar  to  low  de- 
baach — raw,  cracked,  and  hoarse — called  out, 
••Who  wails  1" 

'« Is  it  you,  Grabman  V*  asked  the  stranger, 
dubiously. 

*•  yes ;  Nioholaa  Orabman,  attorney-at-law, 
■ir,  at  your  senrice :  and  yonr  name  V* 

**  Jason.'*  answered  tbe  stranger. 

i<  Ho !  there— ho !  Beek,"  cried  the  cracked 
roioe,  to  some  one  within ;  '*  go  down  and  open 
the  door." 

In  a  few  moments  the  hesTy  portal  swung 
snd  creaked,  and  yawned  sullenly,  and  a  gaunt 
fbrm,  half-undressed,  with  an  inch  of  a  farthing 
nish -light,  glimmering  through  a  battered  lan- 
tern, in  its  hand,  presented  itself  to  Jason.  The 
last  eyed  the  ragged  porter  sharply. 

"  Do  youjive  here  V 

'<  Yes,"  answered  Beck,  with  the  cringe  ha- 
Mtuai  to  him.  "  H-up  the  ladder,  Tith  the  rats, 
irat  'em."  * 

**  WeH,  lead  on — hold  up  the  lantern ;  a  devil 
»f  a  dark  place  this !''  grumbled  Jason,  as  he 
nearly  stumbled  over  sundry  broken  chattels, 
ind  ipiined  a  flight  of  rode,  black,  broken  stairs, 
bat  creaked  oi^er  his  tread. 

••  'St !  'st  I"  said  Beck,  between  his  teeth,  as 
he  stranger,  halting  at  the  second  floor,  de- 
Danded,  in  no  gentle  tones,  whether  Mr.  Grab- 
ban  lived  in  the  chimney-pots. 

**  'St,  'St ! — don't  make  such  a  rnmpus,  or  No. 
r  will  be  at  you." 

«« What  do  I  care  for  No.  7f  and  who  the 
levil  is  No.  71" 

**  A  body-snatcher,"  whispered  Beck,  vritb  a 
ihndder.  <*He's  a  dillicut  sleeper,  and  can't 
ibide  having  his  night*s  rest  sp'tlt.  And  he's 
he  houtrageoustest  great  eretur,  when  he's  h-up 
n  his  tantrums — it  makee  your  air  stand  on  ind 
o  ear  him." 

«•  I  should  like  very  much  to  hear  him,  then," 
Slid  the  stranger,  curiously.  And  while  he 
(poke  the  door  of  No.  7  opened  abruptly.  A 
luge  head,  covered  with  matted  hair,  was  thrust 
6r  a  moment  through  the  aperture,  and  two 
lull  eyes,  that  seemed  covered  with  a  film,  like 
hat  of  the  birds  which  feed  on  the  dead,  met 
he  stranger's  bold  sparkling  orbs. 

"  Hell  and  fury,"  bawled  out  the  voice  of  this 
»gre,  like  a  clap  of  near  thonder,  "  if  you  two 
tf^p— tramp,  tramp  there,  close  at  my  door, 
Ml  make  you  meat  for  the  snrgeons—h 

'•OQ  !" 

'*  Stop  a  moment,  my  civil  friend,"  said  the 
tranger,  advancing;  "just  stand  where  you 
ire ;  1  should  like  to  make  a  sketch  of  your 
icad." 

Iliat  head  protruded  farther  from  tbe  door, 
ind  with  it  an  enormous  bulk  of  ch^t  and 
But  the  adveoturons  viaitmr  was  not 


to  be  daunted.  He  took  out,  very  coolly,  a  pea- 
cii,  and  the  back  of  a  letter,  and  began  hip 
sketch. 

The  body-snatcher  stared  at  him  an  instant, 
in  mute  astonishment ;  but  that  operation  and 
the  ooraposnre  of  the  artist  were  so  new  to  him, 
that  they  actually  inspired  him  with  terror.  He 
slunk  back — baaged-to  the  door :  and  tbe  stran- 
ger, putting  ap  his  implements,  said,  with  a  dis- 
dainful laugh,  to  Beck,  who  had  skink  away  into 
a  corner^ 

<*  No.  7  knows  weU  how  to  take  oare  of  No. 
1.    Lead  on,  and  be  quick,  then." 

As  they  continued  to  mount,  they  heard  the 
body-snatcher  growling  and  blaspheming  in  his 
den,  and  the  sound  made  Beck  clamber  the 
quicker,  titt  at  the  next  landing-place,  he  took 
breath,  threw  open  a  door,  and  Jason,  pushing 
hhn<  aside,  entered  first. 

The  interior  of  the  room  bespoke  better  cir- 
cumstances than  might  have  been  supposed 
from  tbe  approach ;  the  floor  was  covered  with 
sundry  scraps  of  carpets,  formerly  of  diOerent 
hues  and  patterns,  but  mellowed  by  time  into 
•ne  threadbare  mass  of  grease  and  canvas. 
There  was  a  good  fire  on  the  hearth,  though 
the  night  was  warm :  there  were  sundry  vol- 
umes piled  round  the  walls,  in  the  binding  pe- 
culiar to  law-books ;  in  a  corner,  stood  a  tall 
desk,  of  the  fashion  used  by  clerks,  perched  on 
tair  slim  legs,  and  companioned  by  a  tall  slim 
stool.  On  a  table  before  the  fire,  were  scatter- 
ed the  remains  of  tbe  nightly  meal ;  broiled 
bones,  the  skeleton  of  a  herring ;  and  the  steam 
rose  from  a  tumbler,  containing  a  liquid,  color- 
less as  water,  but  poisonous  as  gin. 

Tbe  room  was  squalid  and  dirty,  and  bespoke 
mean  and  slovenly  habits,  but  it  did  not  be- 
speak penury  and  want ;  it  had  even  an  air  of 
filthy  comfort  of  its  own — the  comfort  of  the 
swine  in  its  warm  sty.  The  occupant  of  the 
chamber  was  in  keeping  with  the  localities. 
Figure  to  yourself  a  man  of  middle  height*— not 
thin,  but  void  of  all  muscular  fleah,  bloated, 
puffed,  unwholesome.  He  was  dressed  in  a 
gray  flannel  gown  and  shoit  breeches,  the 
stockings  wrinkled  and  distained,  tbe  feet  In 
slippers.  The  stomach  was  that  of  a  portly 
man,  the  le^thoae  of  a  skeleton ;  the  cheeks 
full  and  sw^bn,  like  a  plough-boy's,  but  livid, 
beepeckled,  of  a  dull,  lead  color,  like  a  patient 
in  the  dropsy.  The  head,  covered  in  patches 
with  thin,  yellowish  hair,  gave  some  promise 
of  intellect,  for  the  forehead  was  high,  and  ap- 
peared still  more  so  from  partial  baldness ;  the 
eyes,  imbedded  in  fat  and  wrinkled  skin,  were 
small  and  lusterless,  but  they  still  had  that 
acute  look  which  education  and  ability  com- 
municate to  the  human  orb ;  tbe  mouth  most 
showed  the  animal — ^full-lipped,  coarse,  and 
sensual ;  while,  behind  one  of  two  great  eaia 
stuck  a  pen. 

You  see  before  you,  then,  this  slatternly  fig- 
ure— slip-shod,  half-clothed,  with  a  sort  of  shab- 
by demi -gentility  about  it — half  ragamuflin, 
half  clerk  ;  while,  in  strong  contrast,  appeared 
the  new-comer,  scrupulously  neat,  new — with 
bright  black  satin  stock,  coat  cut  jauntily  to  the 
waist,  varnished  boots,  kid  gloves,  and  trim 
mustache. 

Behind  this  sleek  and  comely  personage,  os 
knock-kaeea,  in  torn  shirt  open  at  the  throat. 


IM 


THE  LAWYER  AND  THE  BODY-SNATCHER. 


with  apathetic,  lietless,  aolighted  face,  stood  the 
lean  and  gawky  Beck. 

"  Set  a  chair  fur  the  gentleman,"  said  the  in- 
mate of  the  chamber  to  Beck,  with  a  dignified 
wave  of  the  hand. 

••  How  do  you  do,  Mr. — Mr.--4)amph — Jason  1 
— ^how  do  you  do  1 — always  smart  and  bloom- 
ing—- the  world  thrives  with  you." 

"  The  world  is  a  farm,  that  thrives  with  all 
who  till  it  properly,  Orahman,"  answered  Ja- 
son, drily,  and  with  his  handkerchief  he  care- 
fblly  dusted  the  chair  on  which  he  then  daintily 
deposited  his  person. 

"  But  who  is  your  Ganymede,  yonr  yalet, 
your  gentleman  usher  V* 

**  Oh  !  a  lad  about  town,  who  lodges  above, 
and  does  odd  jobs  for  me— brushes  my  coat, 
cleans  my  shoes,  and,  after  his  day*s  work,  goes 
an  errand  now  and  then.  Make  yourself  scarce. 
Beck  ! — Anatomy,  vanish !" 

Beck  grinned,  nodded,  pulled  hard  at  a  flake 
of  his  hair,  and  closed  the  door. 

"  One  of  your  brotherhood,  thatV*  asked  Ja- 
son, carelessly. 

"He  oaf! — no,"  said  Grabman,  with  pro- 
found contempt  in  his  sickly  visage.  '*  He 
works  for  his  bread  ! — instinct ! — turnspits,  and 
truffle -dogs,  as  some  silly  men  have  it !  What 
an  age  since  we  met — shall  I  mix  you  a  tumb- 
ler 1" 

"  You  know  I  never  drink  your  vile  spifits ; 
though  in  Ohampagne  and  Bordeaux  I  am  any 
man*s  match.*' 

"And  how  the  devil  do  you  keep  old  black 
thoughts  out  of  your  mind  by  those  washy  po- 
tations 1" 

"  Old  black  thoughts  1— of  what  ?" 

"  Of  black  actions,  Jason.  We  have  not  met, 
since  you  paid  me  for  recommending  the  nurse 
who  attended  your  uncle  in  his  last  illness  !" 

"Well,  poor  coward  1" 

Orabman  knit  his  thin  eyebrows,  and  gnawed 
his  blubber  lip — 

"  I  am  no  coward,  as  you  know." 

•*  Not  when  a  thing  is  to  be  done,  but  after  it 
is  done.  You  bfave  the  substance,  and  tremble 
at  the  shadow.  I  dare  say  you  see  ugly  gob- 
lins in  the  dark,  Grabman." 

"Ay,  ay;  but  it  is  no  use  Ulking  to  you. 
You  call  yourself  Jason,  becauS  of  your  yel- 
k)w  hair,  or  your  love  for  the  golden  fleece ; 
but  your  old  comrades  called  you  Rattlesnake^ 
and  you  have  its  blood,  as  its  venom  !" 

"  And  its  charm,  man,"  added  Jason,  with  a 
strange  smile,  that,  though  hypocritical  and 
oonstrained,  had  yet  a  certain  softness,  and  ad- 
ded greatly  to  the  comeliness  of  features,  which 
many  might  call  beautiful,  and  all  would  allow 
to  be  regular  an(t  symmetrical.  "  I  shall  find 
at  least  ten  love  letters  on  my  table  when  I  go 
borne.  But  enough  of  these  fopperies :  I  am 
here  on  business." 

••  Law,  of  course ;  I  am  your  man — who's  the 
victim  t"  and  a  hideous  grin  on  Grabman's  face 
contrasted  the  sleek  smile  that  yet  lingered 
upon  his  visitor's. 

"  No ;  something  less  hazardous,  but  not  less 
lucrative  than  our  old  practices.  This  is  a  busi- 
ness that  may  bring  you  hundreds,  thousands — 
that  may  take  you  from  this  hovel  to  speculate 
at  the  West  End — ^that  may  change  your  gin 
*  ito  Lafiue,  and  your  hexriog  into  venison — 


that  may  lift  the  broken  attoroey  again  npoa 
the  wheel — again  to  roll  down,  it  may  lie ;  bat 
that  is  your  aflfair.** 

"  Fore  Gad,  open  the  case,"  cried  Grabmas, 
eagerly;  and,  shoving  aside  the  ignoble  relies 
of  his  supper,  he  leaned  his  elbows  on  the  tabta^ 
and  his  chin  on  his  damp  palms,  while  eyei, 
that  positively  brightened  into  an  expreaaioa  of 
greedy  and  relentless  intelligence,  were  fixed 
upon  his  visitor. 

"The  case  runs  thns,"  said  Jaaon:  «Ooee 
upon  a  time,  there  lived,  at  an  old  house  ia 
Hampshire,  called  Laugbton,  a  wealthy  bamntf 
named  St.  John.  He  was  a  bachelor — hia  es- 
tates at  his  own  disposal.  He  had  two  oieees 
and  a  more  distant  kinsman.  His  eldeat  niece 
lived  with  him — she  was  supposed  to  be  des* 
tined  for  his  heiress ;  circumstances  needJ«ss 
to  relate  brought  upon  this  girl  her  ancle's  di»> 
pleasure — she  was  dismissed  his  house.  Short- 
ly afterward  he  died,  leaving  to  hia  kinsoua— 
a  Mr.'  Vernon—his  estates,  with  remainder » 
Vernon's  issue,  and  in  default  tbereof-^rst,  u» 
the  issue  of  the  younger  niece,  next,  to  thatcf 
the  elder  and  disinherited  one.  The  elder  our* 
ried,  and  was  left  a  widow,  without  cbiMrea. 
She  married  agam,  and  had  a  son.  Hersecend 
husband,  for  some  reason  or  other,  oooeeired 
ill  opinions  of  bis  wife.  Jo  bis  hist  iilness  (he 
did  not  live  long)  he  resolved  to  punish  (be 
wife  by  robbing  the  mother.  He  sent  away 
the  son — nor  have  we  been  able  to  diaeover 
him  since.    It  is  that  son  whom  you  are  to  find.** 

*4 1  see,  I  see  !  go  on,"  said  Grabman.  **Thia 
son  is  now  the  remainder-man.  How  lost? — 
when  1 — what  yoarl — ^what  trace  1" 

"  Patience  !  You  will  find  in  this  paper  the 
date  of  the  loss,  and  the  age  of  the  child,  tbea 
a  mere  infant.  Now  for  the  trace.  This  hos- 
band — did  I  tell  you  his  namet — no — Alfied 
Braddell — ^had  one  friend  more  intimate  ibaa 
the  rest— John  Walter  Ard worth,  a  cashiered 
ofllcer,  a  ruined  man,  pursued  by  bill-brokere, 
Jews,  and  bailiffs.  To  this  man  we  have  lately 
had  reason  to  believe  that  the  child  was  given. 
Ardworth,  however,  was  shortly  afterward 
obliged  to  fly  his  creditors.  We  know  thai  he 
went  to  India,  but  if  residing  there,  it  must 
have  been  under  some  new  name,  and  we  fear 
he  is  now  dead.  All  our  inquiries  at  Jeaeti 
after  this  man — have  been  fruitless.  Belbm 
he  went  abroad,  he  left  with  his  dd  tutor  % 
child,  corresponding  in  age  to  that  of  Mrs. 
Braddell's.  In  this  child  she  thinks  she  reeog* 
nizes  her  son.  All  that  you  have  to  do  is  la 
trace  his  identity,  by  good  legal  evidence— 
donH  smile  in  that  foolish  way — ^I  mean  sound, 
bond  fide  evidence,  that  will  stand  the  toe  of 
cross-examination;  you  know  what  tkat  is! 
You  will  therefore  find  out  —  first,  whether 
Braddell  did  consign  his  child  to  Ardworth. 
and,  if  so,  you  must  then  follow  Ardwortl^ 
with  that  child  in  his  keeping,  to  Matthew 
Fielden's  house,  whose  addreas  you  find  noted 
in  the  psper  I  gave  you,  together  with  many 
other  memoranda  as  to  Ardworth's  creditors, 
and  those  whom  he  is  likely  to  have  coma 
across." 

•*John  Ardworth,  I  see!" 

*<John  Waiter  Ardworth,  commonly  called 
Walter ;  be,  like  me,  preferred  to  be  known  00I7 
by  bis  aeooad  baptiainal  name.    He,  beoaBsa  ol 
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B  f^Tortte  radical  (^dnaither— I,  beeaoae  Honor& 
IB  an  inconvenient  Gallicism,  and  perhaps  when 
Honors  Mirabean  (my  godfather)  went  out  of 
foafaion  with  the  sana-cnlottes ;  my  father 
ftoaght  Gabriel  a  safer  deaignation.  Now  I 
liave  told  you  all !" 

<•  What  is  the  mother's  maiden  namel" 

«•  Her  maiden  name  was  Clavering ;  she  was 
married  under  that  of  Dalihard,  her  first  bus- 
>and." 

'*  And/*  said  Grabman,  looking  over  the  notes 
B  the  paper  given  to  him,  *'  it  is  at  Liverpool 
;bat  the  husband  died,  and  whence  the  child 
vas  sent  away  V* 

<*  It  is  so ;  to  Liverpool  you  wiU  go  first.  I 
ell  you  fairly,  the  task  is  difficult,  for  hitherto 
t  has  foiled  me.  I  knew  but  one  man  who, 
irithout  flattery,  could  ancceed  ;  and  therefore 
:  spared  no  pains  to  find  out  Nicholas  Grab- 
nan.  You  have  the  true  ferret's  faculty ;  you, 
oo,  are  a  lawyer,  and  anuff  evidence  in  every 
nreath.  Find  up  a  son — a  legal  son— a  son  to 
m  shown  in  a  court  of  law,  and  the  moment 
16  Steps  into  the  lands  and  the  Hall  of  Laugh- 
on,  yon  have  £5000." 

«'Can  I  have  a  bond  to  that  effect  1" 

**  My  bond  I  fear  is  worth  no  more  than  my 
rord.  Trnst  to  the  last ;  If  J  break  it  you 
CDOw  enough  of  my  secrets  to  hang  me !" 

«*  Don't  talk  of  hanging — I  hate  that  subject. 
lot  stop— if  found,  does  this  son  succeed  1  Did 
his  Mr.  Vernon  leave  no  heir — ^this  other  sis- 
er  continue  single,  or  prove  barren  V* 

^  Oh,  true !  he,  Mr.  Vernon,  who  by  will  took 
be  name  of  St.  John — he  left  issue-— but  only 
»ne  son  still  survives,  a  minor  and  unmarried. 
The  sister,  too,  left  a  daughter ;  both  are  poor 
rickiy  ereatnrea— 4heir  lives  not  worth  a  straw. 
fever  mind  them.  You  find  Vincent  Brad- 
tell,  and  he  will  not  be  long  out  of  bis  property, 
lOT  yon  out  of  your  £6000 !  Yon  see,  under 
hese  circumstances,  a  bond  might  become 
langerotts  evidence  !** 

Grabman  emitted  a  fearful  and  tremulous 
ihuokle— a  laugh,  like  the  laugh  of  a  superstt- 
ions  man  when  yon  talk  to  him  of  ghosU  and 
liorchyards.  He  chuckled — and  his  hair  bris- 
M !  But  after  a  pause,  in  which  he  seemed 
a  wrestle  with  bis  own  conscience,  he  said, 
'Well,  well — ^yott  are  a  strange  man,  Jason, 
>0Q  love  your  joke — I  have  nothing  to  do,  ex- 
lept  to  find  out  this  ultimate  remainder-man — 
Bind  that !" 

"  Perlectly ;  nothing  like  subdivision  of  la- 
w." 

*«  The  search  will  be  expensive  [" 

**  There  is  oil  for  your  wheels,"  answered 
[ason,  putting  a  note-book  into  his  confidant's 
lands.  **  But  mind,  you  waste  it  not ;  no  tricks, 
le  false  play  with  roe  ;  you  know  Jason,  or  if 
Fou  like  the  name  better,  you  know  the  Rattle- 
make!" 

**  I  will  account  for  every  penny,"  said  Grab- 
nan,  eagerly,  and  clasping  his  bands,  while  his 
Mle  face  grew  livid. 

^  I  do  not  doubt  it,  my  quill-driver.  Iiook 
ibarp,  start  to-morrow !  Get  thyself  decent 
Dlothes,  be  sober,  cleanly,  and  respectable. 
kct  as  a  man  who  sees  before  him  £5000.  And 
low  light  me  down  stairs." 

With  the  candle  in  his  band,  Grabman  stole 
Iowa  the  rugged  steps,  even  more  timorously 


than  Beck  had  ascended  them,  and  put  his  finger 
to  his  mouth  as  they  came  in  the  dread  vicinity 
of  No.  7.  Bat  Jason,  or,  rather,  Gabriel  Var- 
ney,  with  that  fearless,  reckless  bravado  of 
temper,  which,  while  causing  half  his  guilty 
threw  at  times  a  false  glitter  over  its  baseness, 
piqued  by  the  cowardice  of  his  comrade — ^gave 
a  lusty  kick  at  the  doaed  door,  and  sbonted  out 
— **Okl  Gravestealer,  come  out,  and  let  mo 
finish  your  picture.  Out,  out ! — I  say — out !" 
Grabman  left  the  candle  on  the  steps,  and  made 
but  three  bounds  to  his  own  room. 

At  the  third  shout  of  bis  disturber,  the  ree- 
urrection  man  threw  open  bis  door,  violently^ 
and  appeared  at  the  gap— the  upward  flaie  of 
the  candle  showing  the  deep  lines  ploughed  ia 
his  bideons  face,  and  the  immense  strength  of 
his  gigantic  trunk  and  limbs.  Slight,  fair,  and 
delicate  as  he  was,  Varney  eyed  him  deliberate-^ 
ly,  and  trembled  not. 

''  Wh«|t  do  you  want  with  me  1"  said  the  ter- 
rible voice,  tremulous  with  rage. 

**  Only  to  finish  you  portrait  as  Pluto.  Her 
was  the  god  of  Hell,  you  know !" 

The  next  moment,  the  vast  hand  of  the  ogre 
hung  like  a  great  cloud  over  Gabriel  Varney. 
This  last,  ever  on  bis  guard,  sprang  aside,  and 
the  light  gleamed  on  the  ateel  of  a  pistol. 
"Handsoff!— or— " 

The  click  of  the  pistol-cook  finished  the  sen- 
tence. The  ruffian  halted.  A  glare  of  disaph 
pointed  fury  gave  a  momentary  luster  to  hi» 
dull  eyes.  "  P'raps  I  shall  meet  you  agin  one 
o'  these  days,  or  nights,  and  I  shall  know  ye  in. 
ten  thousand." 

"Nothing  like  a  bird  in  the  hand.  Mas- 
ter Gravestealer!  Where  can  we  ever  meet, 
again  V* 

"  P'raps  in  the  fields — "  p'raps  on  the  road — 
p'raps  at  the  old  Bailey— p'raps  at  the  gallows> 
-— p'rapsin  the  convict-ship,— I  knows  what  ikmt 
is!  I  waa  chained  night  and  day  once  to  a 
chap  jist  like  you— didn't  I  break  his  spurit — 
didn't  I  spile  his  sleep  ?  Ho,  bo !— you  looks  a. 
bit  less  varmently  bowdacious  now — my  flash 
cove !" 

Varney  bad  not  known  one  pang  of  fear,  one* 
quicker  beat  of  the  heart  before.  But  the  im- 
age presented  to  his  irritable  fancy  (always 
prone  to  brood  over  terrors) — the  image  of  that 
companion— chained  to  bim  night  and  day — 
— suddenly  quelled  his  courage — the  image 
stood  before  him  palpably  like  the  Oulo*  Oneiroi^ 
—the  EvU  Dream  of  the  Greeks. 

He  breathed  loud.  The  body-stealer's  stupid 
sense  saw  that  he  bad  produced  the  usual  effect, 
of  terror,  which  gratified  bis  brutal  self-esteem  ; 
be  retreated  slowly,  inch  by  inch,  to  the  door, 
followed  by  Varney's  appalled  and  staring  eye- 
— and  closed  it  with  such  violence  that  the  can- 
dle was  extinguished. 

Varney,  not  daring— yes,  literally,  not  daring, 
— to  call  aloud  to  Grabman  for  another  lights 
crept  down  the  dark  stairs  with  hurried,  ghost- 
like steps — and,  after  groping  at  the  door-han- 
dle with  one  hand,  while  the  other  grasped  his^ 
pistol,  with  a  strain  of  horror  he  succeeded  at* 
last  in  winning  access  to  the  street*  and  stood 
a  moment  to  collect  himself  in  the  open  air — 
— ^the  damps  upon  his  forehead,  and  his  limbs 
trembling  like  one  who  has  escaped  by  a  hair- 
breadth the  crash  of  a  falling  house. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE   RAPE  OF  THE   MATBBS8. 


That  Mr.  Grabman  slept  ealtniy  that  nrght, 
18  probable  enough,  for  bis  gin-bottle  waa  empty 
the  next  morning ;  and  it  was  with  eyes  more 
than  usually  heavy  that  he  dosily  followed  the 
movements  of  Beck,  who,  according  to  cnstoro, 
opened  the  shatters  of  the  little  den  adjohiing 
his  sitting  room,  brushed  his  clothes,  made  his 
lire,  set  on  the  kettle  to  boil,  and  laid  his  break- 
fast things,  preparatory  to  his  own  deparlore 
to  the  duties  of  the  day.  Stretching  himself, 
however,  and  shaking  off  slumber,  as  the  re- 
membrance of  the  enterprise  he  had  undertaken 
glanced  pleasantly  across  him,  Grabman  sat  up 
in  his  bed,  and  said,  in  a  voice  that  if  not  maud- 
lin was  affectionate,  and  if  oot  affectionate  was 
mandlin : — 

"  Beck,  you  are  a  good  fellow !  You  have 
faolte^you  are  huaaan;  AKfnaitiim  e^t  errare, 
^hich  means  that  you  sometimes  scorch  my 
araffina.  But,  take  you  all  in  all,  yon  are  a  kind 
creature.  Beck,  I  am  going  into  the  country 
lor  some  days.  I  shall  leave  my  key  in  the  hole 
ia  the  wall^-you  know ;  take  care  of  it  when 
yoa  come  in.  You  were  out  late  last  night, 
my  poor  fellow.  Very  wrong !  Look  well  to 
yourself,  or  who  knows,  you  may  be  clutched 
by  that  blackguard  resuirecttun-man.  No.  7. 
Well,  well !  to  think  of  that  Jason's  fool-hardi- 
ness. But  he*s  the  worse  devil  of  the  two. 
£h !  what  was  I  saying  1  And  always  give  a 
look  into  my  room  every  night  before  yon  go  to 
Toost.  The  place  swarms  with  cracksmen,  and 
one  can't  be  too  cautious.  Luoky  dog,  you,  to 
have  nothing  to  be  robbed  of!'' 

Beck  winced  at  that  last  remark.  Grabman 
^id  not  seem  to  notice  his  confusion,  and  pro> 
oeeded,  as  he  put  on  his  stockings,  **  And  Beck, 
yoo  are  a  good  fellow,  and  have  served  me  faith- 
lully  ;  wh^n  I  oome  back,  I  will  bring  you  some- 
thing handsome — a  backey  box ;  or,  who  knows, 
&  beautiful  silver  watoh.  Meanwhile,  I  think — 
Jet  me  see — ^yes,  I  can  ^ive  you  this  elegant 

gair  of  small  clothes.     Put  out  my  best*-the 
lack  ones.    And  now.  Beck,  I'll  not  keep  you 
any  longer." 

•  The  poor  sweep,  with  many  pulls  at  his  fore- 
lock, acknowledged  the  munificent  donation, 
and  having  finished  all  his  preparations,  hast- 
ened first  to  his  room,  to  examine  at  leisure, 
and  with  great  admiration,  the  drab  small- 
clothes. Room,  indeed,  we  can  scarcely  style 
the  wretched  inclosure  which  Beck  called  his 
own.  It  was  at  the  top  of  the  house,  under  the 
Toof,  and  hot — oh,  so  hot  in  the  summer !  It 
had  one  small  begrimed  window,  through  which 
the  light  of  heaven  never  came,  for  the  parapet, 
beneath  which  ran  the  choked  gutter,  prevented 
that.  But  the  rain  and  the  wind  came  in.  So, 
aometimes,  through  four  glassless  panes,  came 
a  fugitive  tom-cat.  As  for  the  rats,  they  held 
the  place  as  their  own.  Accustomed  to  Beck, 
they  cared  nothing  for  him.  They  were  the 
mayors  of  that  palace— he  only  le  roi  faineant. 
They  ran  over  his  bed  at  night ;  he  often  felt 
them  on  his  face,  and  was  convinced  they 
would  have  eaten  him,  if  there  had  been  any- 
thing worth  eating  upon  liis  bones;  still,  per- 
haps out  of  precaution  rather  than  charity,  be 
erally  left  them  a  potato  or  two,  or  a  crust 


of  bread,  to  take  off  the  adca  <»f  tMr  i 
But  Beck  was  far  better  off  than  mosi  Wfio  oc- 
cupied the  various  settlements  in  that  Aliia<a 
^he  had  his  njom  to  himself    That  was  dccm- 
sary  to  his  sole  luxury — the  inspection  of  lai 
treasury,  the  safety  of  his  matress ;  for  it  ha 
paid,  without  grumbling,  what  he  thoogtit  waa 
a  very  high  rent     To  this  hole  in  the  roof 
there  was  no  lock,  —  for  a  rery  good  reaaoa, 
there  was  no  door  to  it.    You  went  up  a  laddv 
as  you  would  go  into  a  lofti    Now,  it  had  oflea 
been  matter  of  mnch  intense  cogitation  to  Beck; 
whether  or  not  he  should  have  a  door  to  this 
chamber ;  and  the  result  of  the  cogitation  wai 
invariably  the  same*- he  dared  not!    What 
should  he  want  wiih  a  door — a  door  wHh  a  laeft 
to  it — for  one  followed  as  a  consequence  to  tfaa 
other.    Such  a  novel  piece  of  grandeur  waaM 
be  an  ostentatious  advertisement  that  he  had 
something  to  guard.    He  could  have  no  fi^ 
tense  for  it  on  the  ground  that  be  waa  intiudri 
OB  by  neighbors ;  no  step  but  his  own  was  evtf 
caught  by  him  ascending  that  ladder ;  at  led  to 
no  other  room.    All  the  nfiSees  required  for  thi 
lodgment  he  performed  himself.    His  sopyooed 
poverty  was  a  better  safegoard  than  doors  of 
iron.    Beside  this,  a  door,  if  dangerous,  woold 
be  superfluous ;  the  moment  it  was  snspeoled 
that  Book  had  something  worth  gaardrng,  thai 
moment  all  the  picklocks  and  8keietoa*tey$  ia 
the  neighborhood  would  be  in  a  jingle.    And  a 
cracksman  of  high  repute  lodged  already  on 
the  ground-floor.    So  Beck's  treasure,  liketlii 
bird*s  nest,  was  deposited  as  much  ootof  «ght 
as  his  instinct  conkl  contrive ;  and  the  locks 
and  bolts  of  civilised  man  were  eqaatty  dia- 
pensed  with  by  bird  and  Beck. 

On  a  rusty  nail  the  sweep  auepeaded  thednfe 
sroaH-clothes,  stroked  them  down  lovingly,  sad 
murmared,  "  They  be*s  too  good  for  1-4  sboalA 
like  to  pop  *em !  But  vooldn't  that  bo  a  sbainef 
Beek,  ben't  yon  a  hungretefol  boast  to  go  ftrto 
think  of  nothin'  but  the  tin,  von  your  'aft  oagbl 
to  varm  vith  hemotion  V  I  vill  vear  *eai  ves  I 
vaits  on  him.  Ven  be  sees  his  own  sanBi 
bringing  in  the  rouflins,  he  will  say,  *  Baok«  yoa 
becomes  *em  !* " 

Fraught  with  this  noUe  resolatioB,  the  swas^ 
caught  up  his  broom,  crept  down  the  ladder, 
and,  with  a  furtive  glanoe  at  the  door  of  i6e 
room  in  which  the  cracksman  lived,  let  Inanelf 
oot,  and  shambled  his  way  to  his  ersasiBg. 
Grabman,  in  the  mean  while,  dressed  Mmsetf 
with  more  care  than  usual,  shared  his  beaid 
from  a  four  days*  crop,  and,  while  seated  at  hii 
breakfast,  read  attentively  over  the  notes  wbieh 
Varney  had  lef^  to  him,  pauaing  at  limes  ts 
make  his  own  pencil  memoranda.  He  thoa 
packed  op  auch  few  articles  as  so  moderate  a 
worshiper  of  the  Graces  might  require,  depos- 
ited them  in  an  oid  blue  brief-bag ;  and  this 
done,  he  opened  his  door,  and,  creeping  lo  the 
threshold,  listened  carefully.  Below,  a  few 
sounds  might  be  heard ;  here,  the  wail  of  a 
child — there,  the  shrill  scold  of  a  woman,  ia 
that  accent  above  all  others  adapted  to  scold— 
the  Irish.  Farther  down  stilly  the  deep  bass 
oath  of  the  choleric  resurrection-man;  hot 
above,  all  was  silent.  Only  one  floor  intervened 
between  Grabman*s  apartmeat  aud  the  ladder 
that  led  to  Beck's  loft.  And  tha  iamatea  of 
that  ToaiB  gav«  no  aoand  of  Ulb. 
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*  look  ooara^,  and,  sbufllinf  off  his  shoes,  as* 
oeaded  the  stairs  *,  he  passed  the  closed  door 
of  the  room  aboye--he  seived  the  ladder  with 
a  shaking  hand — he  moantedi  step  after  step — 
he  stood  in  Beck's  room. 

Now,  O  Nicholas  Grabman,  some  moralists 
may  be  harsh  enoogh  to  condemn  thee  for  what 
thou  art  doing :  kneeling  yonder,  in  the  dim 
light,  by  that  curtainless  pallet,  with  greedy 
fingers  feeling  here  and  there,  and  a  placid, 
self-hugging  smile  upon  tby  pale  lips.  That 
poor  Tagabond,  whom  thoa  art  abont  to  despoil, 
has  aerved  thee  well  and  faithfully,  baa  borne 
with  thine  ill  humors,  thy 'sarcasms,  thy  swear- 
fhgs,  thy  kicks  and  boffets.  Often,  when  in  the 
Mestial  sleep  of  drunkenness,  he  has  found  thee 
Aretched  helpless  on  thy  floor,  with  a  kindly 
hand  he  has  moved  away  the  aharp  fender,  too 
dMir  that  knavish  head  now  bent  on  his  ruin ; 
or  closed  the  open  window,  lest  the  keen  air, 
that  thy  breath  tainted,  should  visit  thee  with 
riieum  and  fever.  Small  has  been  his  guerdon 
fi>r  uncomplaining  sacrifice  of  the  few  hours 
Upared  to  the  weary  drudge  from  his  daily  toil 
-^mall,  but  grateAilIy  receired.  And  if  Beck 
had  been  taught  to  pray,  be  would  have  prayed 
for  thee,  as  for  a  good  man,  O  miserable  sinner ! 
And  thou  art  going  now,  Nicholas  Grabman, 
upon  an  enterprise  which  promises  thee  large 
giUiis,  and  thy  purse  is  filled ;  andibou  wantest 
nothing  for  thy  wants,  or  thy  swinish  luxuries. 
Why  should  those  shaking  fingers  itch  for  the 
poor  beggarman*s  hoards  1 

But  hadst  thou  been,  bonnd  on  an  errand  that 
would  have  given  thee  a  million,  thou  wouldst 
not  have  left  unrifled  that  aecret  store  which  thy 
prying  eye  had  discovered,  and  thy  hungry  heart 
had  coveted.  No;  since  one  night,  fatal,  alas ! 
to  the  owner  of  loft  and  treaaure,  when,  need- 
ing Beck  for  some  service,  and  fearing  to  call 
aloud  (for  the  resurrection'man  in  the  fioor 
below  thee,  whose  oaths  even  now  ascend  to 
Ibine  ear,  sleeps  ill,  and  has  threatened  to  make 
thee  mate  forever  if  thou  distarbest  him  In  the 
^bW  nights  in  which  his  dismal  calling  sufiers 
bim  to  sleep  at  all),  thou  didst  creep  up  the  lad- 
der, and  didst  aee  the  unconscious  miser  at  his 
nig^hUy  work,  and,  after  the  sight,  did  steal 
down  again,  smiling — no ;  since  that  night,  no 
ddhooi-boy  ever  more  rootedly  and  rothlessly 
I0t  his  mind  upon  the  nest  of  a  linnet,  than 
thine  was  set  npon  the  stores  in  Beck's  mat- 
ress. 

And  yet,  why,  O  lawyer,  shoold  rigid  mond- 
ists  blame  thee  more  thaa  such  of  thy  tribe  as 
live  honored  and  respectsble  upon  the  frail 
^Md  the  poor  ?  M*ho  among  them  ever  left  loft 
•or  matress  while  a  rap  could  bft  wrung  from 
either !  Matters  ft  to  Astrna,  whether  the  spo- 
hation  be  made,  thus  nakedly  and  briefly,  or  by 
all  the  acknowledged  forms  in  which  item  on 
item,  six-and-eight  pence  onsix-and-cightpence, 
the  inexorable  hand  closes,  at  length,  on  the 
Ihst  farthing  of  doped  despair  t  Not— Heaven 
forbid  .'—that  we  make  thee,  fool  Nicholas  Grab- 
#kao,  a  type  for  all  the  claas  called  attorneys- 
at-law !  Noble  hearts,  hberaJ  minds,  are  there 
amcmg  that  brotherhood,  we  know,  and  have 
experienced  ;  but  a  type  art  thou  of  those  whom 
want,  and  error,  and  need  have  proved — alas ! 
too  well, — tjie  lawyers  of  the  ptwr.    And  even 
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a  Grabman  steals  firom  helplei(h  toil  the  aaivings 
ofattfe.  * 

Ye  poor  hoards— darling  delights  of  yonr  oth- 
erwise jeyiese  owner— how  easily  has  his  rerj 
ihndnesa  made  ye  the  prey  of  the  spoiler !  How 
gleefully  when  the  pence  swelled  into  a  shilling 
have  they  been  exchanged  into  the  new  bright 
piece  of  silver,  the  newest  and  brightest  that 
could  be  got!  then  the  ahillings  into  crowns, 
then  the  crowns  into  gold — got  slyly  and  at  a 
distance,  and  contemplated  with  what  rapture ! 
— oo  that,  at  last,  the  total  lay  manageable  and 
light  in  its  radiant  compasa.  And  what  a  total 
—what  a  surprise  to  Grabman  !  Had  It  been 
but  a  sixpence,  he  would  have  taken  it ;  but  to 
grasp  sovereigns  by  the  handfhl,  it  was  too 
much  for  him ;  and,  as  he  roae,  he  poaltively 
laughed,  from  a  sense  of  fun. 

But  among  hia  booty  there  was  found  one 
thing  thst  specially  moved  hia  mirth— it  was  a 
child's  coral  with  its  IHtle  bells.  Who  ooold 
have  given  Beck  such  a  bauble — or  how  Beck 
could  have  refrained  from  turning  it  into  money, 
would  hate  been  a  fit  matter  for  speculation. 
Bot  it  waa  not  that  at  which  Grabman  chuck- 
led ;  he  laughed,  first,  because  it  was  an  em- 
blem of  the  utter  childiahneas  and  folly  of  the 
creature  he  waa  leaving  penniless ;  and,  seo- 
ondiy,  beeanae  it  furnished  his  ready  wit  with 
a  capital  contrivance  to  shift  Beck's  indignation 
from  hia  own  abouhlera  to  a  party  more  liable 
te  suapioion.  He  left  the  coral  on  the  floor 
near  the  bed,  atole  down  the  ladder,  reached 
his  own  room,  took  up  his  brief-bag,  locked  his 
door,  slipped  the  key  in  the  rat- hole,  where  the 
trusty,  pliindered  Beck  alone  could  find  it,  and 
went  boldly  down  stairs ;  passing  successively 
the  doors,  within  which  still  stormed  the  resur- 
rection-man, still  wailed  the  child,  still  shrieked 
the  Irish  shrew  ;  he  paused  at  the  ground-floor 
occupied  by  Bill  the  cracksman,  and  hia  long- 
fingered,  slender,  quick-eyed  imps,  trained  al- 
re»ly  to  pass  through  broken  window  ^anes, 
on  their  precdcioos  progress  to  the  hulks. 

The  door  was  open,  and  gave  a  pleasant  sight 
of  the  worthy  family  within.  Bill,  himself,  a 
8tout>k>okiag  fellow,  with  a  florid,  jolly  counte- 
nance, and  a  pipe  in  hia  mouth,  was  sitting  at 
his  window,  with  his  brawny  legs  lolling  oo  a 
table  covered  with  the  remains  of  a  very  toler- 
able breaktet.  Fonr  small  Billa  were  employed 
in  certain  sports,  which  no  doubt,  according  to 
the  fashionable  mode  of  edncation,  inatilled 
uaefbl  lessons  under  the  artful  guise  of  playfnl 
amusement.  Against  the  wall  at  one  comer 
of  the  room  was  affixed  a  row  of  beUs,  from 
which  were  suspended  exceedingly  tempting 
apples  by  slender  wires.  Two  of  the  boys 
were  engaged  in  the  innocent  entertainment  of 
extricating  the  apples  without  occasioning  any 
alarm  from  the  bells ;  a  third  waa  amusing  him- 
self at  a  table,  covered  with  mock  rings  and 
trinkets,  in  a  way  that  seemed  really  surpris- 
ing ;  with  the  end  of  a  finger  dipped  probably  in 
some  glutinous  matter,  he  just  touched  one  of 
the  gewgaws,  and  to,  it  vanished  ! — vanished 
so  magically,  that  the  quickest  eye  could  scarce- 
ly trace  whither;  sometimes  op  a  cuff,  some- 
times into  a  shoe — hei»,  there,  anywhere— ex- 
cept back  again  upon  the  table.  The  fourth, 
an  urchin  apparently  about  five  years  old ;  he 

nniaht  hA  miir>h  vniinapr.  iudffinir  from  his  stnat- 
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ed  size ;  somewhat  older,  judging  from  the  ti- 
cious  acoteness  of  his  face,  on  tbe  floor  under 
his  father's  chair,  was  diving  his  little  band 
into  the  paternal  pockets  in  search  for  a  marble, 
sportively  hidden  in  those  capacious  recesses. 
On  the  rising  geniuses  around  him,  Bill,  the 
cracksman,  looked,  and  his  father's  heart  was 
proud. 

Pausing  at  the  threshold,  Grabman  looked  in, 
and  said,  cheerfully,  "  Good  day  to  yon — good 
day  to  you  all,  my  little  dears." 

**  Ah,  Grabman,"  said  Bill,  rising,  and  mak- 
ing a  bow,  for  Bill  valued  himself  much  on  his 
politeness,  **  come  to  blow  a  cloud,  eb  t  Bob !" 
(this  to  tbe  eldest  born)  "manners,  sir;  wipe 
your  nose,  and  set  a  chair  for  the  gent." 

'*Many  thanks  to  you,  Bill,  but  I  can*t  stay 
aowh^I  have  a  long  journey  to  take.  But  bless 
my  soul,  how  stupid  I  am ;  I  have  forgotten  my 
dothes-brosh.  I  knew  there  was  something  on 
zny  mind  all  the  way  I  was  coming  down  stairs. 
I  was  saying  to  myself,  *  Grabman,  there  is 
something  forgotten.' " 

"  I  know  what  that  ere  feelin'  is,"  said  Bill, 
thoughtfully :  **  I  had  it  myself  tbe  night  afore 
last ;  and  sure  enough  when  I  got  to  the — but 
that's  neither  here  nor  there.  Bob,  run  up 
stairs,  and  fetch  down  Mr.  Grabman*s  clothes- 
brush.  'Tis  tbe  least  you  can  do  for  a  ^ent 
who  saved  your  father  from  tbe  fate  of  them 
ere  innocent  apples — ^your  fist,  Grabman.  I 
have  a  heart  in  my  buzzom ;  cut  roe  open,  and 
you  will  find  there,  *  Halibi  and  Grabman.'  Gtye 
Bob  your  key." 

«*  The  brush  is  not  in  my  room,"  answered 
Grabman  ;  **  it  is  at  the  top  of  the  house ;  up 
the  ladder,  in  Beck's  lofV-^Beck,  the  sweeper. 
The  stupid  dog  always  keeps  it  there,  and  for- 
got to  give  it  me.  Sorry  to  occasion  my  friend 
Bob  so  much  trouble." 

*'  Bob  has  a  soul  abore  trouble ;  his  father's 
heart  beats  in  his  buzzom.  Bob,  track  the  dan- 
cers. #  Up  like  a  lark — and  down  like  a  dump." 

Bob  grinned,  made  a  mow  at  Mr.  Grabman, 
and  scampered  up  the  stairs. 

<*  You  never  attends  our  free-and-easy,"  said 
Bill ;  '^bui  we  toasts  you,  with  three  times  three, 
and  *up  standing.'  Tis  a  hungrateful  world  ! 
But  some  men  has  a  heart ;  and,  to  those  who 
has  a  heart,  Grabman  is  a  trump !" 

"  I  am  sure,  whenever  I  can  do  you  a  service, 
you  may  reckon  on  me.  Meanwhile,  if  you 
could  get  that  cursed  bullying  fellow  who  lives 
under  me  to  be  a  little  more  civil,  you  would 
oblige  me." 

*»  Under  you  !  No.  7 1  No.  7--is  it  1  Grab- 
man,  h-am  I  a  man  1  Is  this  a  h-arm,  and  this 
a  bunch  of  fives  1  I  dares  do  all  that  does  be- 
come a  man ;  but  No.  7  is  a  body-snatcher ! 
No.  7  has  bullied  me— and  I  bore  it !  No.  7 
might  whop  me — and  this  h-arm  would  let  him 
whop!  He  lives  with  graves,  and  church- 
yards, and  stiff  'uns—that  damnable  No.  7! 
Ask  8ome*at  else,  Grabman.  I  dares  not  touch 
No.  7  any  more  than  the  ghosteses." 

Grabman  sneered  as  be  saw  that  Bill,  stout 
rogue  as  he  was,  turned  pale  while  he  spoke  ; 
but  at  that  moment  Bob  reappeared  with  the 
clothes- brush,  which  the  ex-aitornpy  thrust  into 
his  pocket ;  and  shaking  Bill  by  the  hand,  and 
^atting  Bob  on  tbe  head,  he  set  out  on  his 

ourney. 


Bill  reseated  himself,  muttering.  "  Bally  a 
body-snatcher!  'drot  that  Grabman,  does  ha 
want  to  get  rid  of  poor  Bill  1" 

Meanwhile  Bob  exhibited  slyly  to  his  second 
brother,  the  sight  of  Beckys  stolen  coral.  Tbs 
children  took  care  not  to  show  it  to  their  father. 
They  were  already  inspired  by  the  laudabto 
ambition  to  set  up  in  business  oo  their  own  sO' 
count. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

PBBCIVAL  VISITS  LUCRBTIA. 

Having  once  ascertained  tbe  house  in  which 
Helen  lived,  it  was  no  difficult  matter  for  St. 
John  to  learn  the  name  of  the  guardian  whsa 
Beck  had  supposed  to  be  her  mother.  No  < 
mon  delight  mingled  with  Percival*s 
when  in  that  name  he  recognized  one  boras  hf 
his  own  kinswoman.  Very  little,  iodeed,  of 
the  family  history  was  known  to  him.  Neither 
his  father  nor  his  mother  ever  wtllingiy  eo*- 
versed  o[  tbe  fallen  heiress — it  was  a  subject 
which  the  children  had  felt  to  be  proscribed ; 
but  in  the  neighborhood,  Percival  had,  of  conned 
heard  some  mention  of  Lucretia,  as  the  haughty 
and  accomplished  Miss  Clavering— who  bad,  to 
the  astonishment  of  all,  stooped  to  a  mhM/hnct 
with  her  uncle's  French  librarian.  That  her 
loss  of  the  St.  John  property,  the  soccessiOD  of 
Percival's  father,  were  unexpected  by  tbe  vil- 
lagers and  the  squires  around,  and  perhaps  aet 
down  to  tbe  caprice  of  Sir  Miles,  or  to  an  intel- 
lect impaired  by  apoplectic  attacks,  it  was  ast 
likely  that  he  should  have  beard.  The  rich 
have  the  polish  of  their  education,  and  the  poor 
that  instinctive  tact*  so  wonderful  among  tbs 
agricultural  peasantry,  to  prevent  such  oaniaa- 
nerly  disclosures  or  unwelcome  hints;  and, 
both  by  rich  and  poor^  the  Vernon  St.  Johas 
were  too  popular  and  respected  for  wanton  aSa- 
sions  to  subjects  caksulated  to  pain  them.  AJI, 
therefore,  that  Percival  knew  of  his  relatieo, 
was,  that  she  had  resided  from  infancy  with  Sir 
Miles ;  that  after  their  uncle's  death,  she  had 
married  an  inferior  in  rank,  of  the  name  of 
Dalibard,  and  settled  abroad ;  that  she  was  a 
person  of  peculiar  mannera  ;  and,  he  had  beari 
somewhere,  of  rare  gifts.  He  had  been  aaaUs 
to  learn  the  name  of  the  young  lady  suyiag 
with  Madame  Dalibard ;  he  had  leaned  only 
that  she  went  by  some  other  name,  and  was 
not  the  daughter  of  tbe  lady  who  rented  the 
house.  Certainly,  it  was  possible  that  tha 
last  might  not  be  his  kinswoman,  after  all.  The 
name,  though  strange  to  English  ears,  and  asl 
common  in  France,  was  no  suffioient  wairaat 
for  PerciYal's  high  spirits  at  the  thought  that 
he  had  now  won  legitimate  and  regular  aoeeas 
to  the  house — atill  it  allowed  him  to  call ;  it 
furnished  a  fair  excuse  for  a  visit. 

How  long  he  was  at  his  toilet  that  day,  potf 
boy  !  How  sedulously,  with  comb  and  bnish» 
he  sought  to  smooth  into  straight  precisioo 
that  luxuriant  labyrinth  of  jetty  curls,  whkk 
had  never  cost  him  a  thought  before !  Gil  Bias 
says  that  tbe  toilet  is  a  pleasure  to  the  young, 
though  a  labocJp  the  old  ;  Percival  St.  John's 
toilet  was  no  Measure  to  him  that  anxious 
morning. 

At  last,  he  tore  himself,  dissatisfied  and  de»- 
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'perate,  from  the  glass,  caught  his  hat  and  bis 
'w^hip,  threw  himself  on  his  horse,  and  rode,  at 
first  very  fast  and  at  last  very  slowly,  to  the 
old,  decayed,  shabby,  neglected  bouse,  tliat  lay 
bid,  like  the  poverty  of  fallen  pride,  amid  the 
trim  villas  and  smart  cottages  of  fair  and  flour- 
ishing Brompton. 

The  same  servant  who  had  opened  the  gate 
to  Ardworth  appeared  to  his  summons,  and, 
a  Aer  eying  him  for  some  moments  with  a  list- 
Ses8,  stupid  stare,  said,  "  You*Il  be  after  some 
xniatake  !*'  and  turned  away. 

••  Stop — stop  !"  cried  Percival,  trying  to  in- 
-  trade  himself  through  the  gate  ;  but  the  servant 
blocked  up  the  entrance  sturdily.  <*It  is  no 
oiistake  at  all,  my  good  lady.  I  have  come  to 
see  Madame  Dal i bard,  my — my  relation  !" 

*'  Your  relation  !"  and  again  the  woman  stared 
at  Percival  with  a  look  through  the  dull  vacancy 
of  which  some  distrust  was  dimly  perceptible. 
**  Bide  a  bit  there,  and  give  us  your  name.'* 

Percival  gave  his  card  to  the  servant,  with 
his  sweetest  and  most  persuasive  smile.  She 
.took  it  with  one  hand,  and,  with  the  other, 
turned  the  key  in  the  gate,  leaving  Percival  out- 
.side.  It  was  five  minutes  before  she  returned, 
•and  she  then,  with  the  same  prim,  smileless 
•exfvession  of  countenance,  opened  the  gate  and 
motioned  him  to  follow. 

Th&  kind-hearted  boy  sighed  as  he  cast  a 
glance  at  the  desolate  and  poverty-stricken  sp- 
pearance  of  the  house,  and  thought  within  him- 
self—*' Ah,  pray  Heaven  she  may  be  my  rela- 
tion, and  then  I  shall  have  the  right  to  find  her, 
and  that  sweet  girl,  a  very  different  home!" 
The  old  woman  threw  open  the  drawing-room 
door,  and  Percival  was  in  the  presence  of  his 
4leadliest  foe  !  The  arm-cbair  was  turned  to- 
Ward  the  entrance,  and  from  amid  the  cover> 
inga  that  hid  the  form,  the  remarkable  counte- 
nance of  Madame  Dalibard  emerged,  sharp  and 
earnest,  directly  fronting  the  intruder. 

««  So,"  she  said,  slowly,  and,  as  it  were,  de- 
vouring him  with  her  keen,  steadfast  eyes ; 
•*  so,  you  are  Percival  St.  John  !  Welcome !  I 
did  not  know  that  we  should  ever  meet.  I  have 
not  sought  you — ^yoo  seek  roe.  Strange^yes, 
strange — that  the  young  and  the  rich  should 
seek  the  suffering  and  the  poor !" 

Surprised  and  embarrassed  by  this  singular 
greeting,  Percival  halted  abruptly  in  the  middle 
of  the  room ;  and  there  was  something  inex- 
pressibly winning  in  his  shy.  yet  graceful  con- 
fusion. It  seemed,  with  silent  eloquence,  to 
apologize  and  to  deprecate.  And  when,  in  his 
silvery  voice,  scarcely  yet  tuned  to  the  fullness 
of  manhood,  be  said,  feelingly,  **  Forgive  me, 
madam,  but  my  mother  is  not  in  England,"  the 
excuse  evinced  such  delicacy  of  idea,  so  ex- 
■quisite  a  sense  of  high  breeding,  that  the  calm 
assurance  of  worldly  ease  could  not  have  more 
attested  the  chivalry  of  the  native  gentleman. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  forgive,  Mr.  St.  John," 
said  Lucretia,  with  a  softened  manner.  *'  Par- 
don me  rather,  that  my  infirmities  do  not  allow 
me  to  rise  to  receive  you.  This  seat — here — 
next  to  me.  Tou  have  a  strong  likeness  to  your 
father." 

Percival  received  this  lastjoemark  as  a  com 
pliment,  and  bowed.     The^*  he  lifted  bis 
ingenuous  brow,  he  took,  for  the  first  time,  a 
steady  view  of  his  new  found  relation.    The 


peculiarities  of  Lucreti^*s  countenance  in  youth 
had  naturally  deepened  with  middle-age.  The 
contour,  always  too  sharp  and  pronounced,  was 
now  strong  and  bony  as  a  mans  :  tbo  line  be- 
tween the  eyebrows  was  hollowed  into  a  fur- 
row. The  eye  retained  its  old  uneasy,  sinister, 
side-long  glance ;  or,  at  rare  moments  (as  when 
Percival  entered),  its  searching  penetration  and 
assured  command  ;  but  the  eyelids  themselves, 
red  and  injected,  as  with  grief  or  vigil,  gave 
something  haggard  and  wild,  whether  to  glance' 
or  gaze.  Despite  the  paralysis  of  the  frame, 
the  lace,  though  pale  and  thin,  showed  no 
bodily  decay.  A  vigor,  snrpassing  the  strength 
of  woman,  might  still  be  seen  in  the  play  of  the 
bold  muscles,  the  firmness  of  the  contracted 
lips.  What  physicians  call  "  vitality,''  and  trace 
at  once  (if  experienced)  on  the  physiognonigr,  as 
the  prognostic  of  long  life,  undulated  restlessly 
in  every  aspect  of  the  face,  every  movement  ot 
those  thin  nervous  hands,  which,  contrasting 
the  rest  of  that  motionless  form,  never  seemed 
to  be  at  rest.  The  teeth  were  still  white  and 
regular,  as  in  youth ;  and  when  they  shone  out 
itt  speaking,  gave  a  strange,  unnatural  fresh- 
ness to  a  face  otherwise  so  worn. 

As  Percival  gazed,  and,  wlHIe  gazing,  saw 
those  wandering  eyes  bent  down,  and  yet  felt 
they  watched  him,  a  thrill,  almost  of  fear,  shot 
through  his  heart.  Nevertheless,  so  much 
more  impressionable  was  he  to  charitable  and 
trustful,  than  to  suspicious  and  timid  emo- 
tions, that,  when  Madame  Dalibard,  suddenly 
looking  up,  and  shaking  her  head  gently,  said, 

»*  You  see  but  a  sad  wreck,  young  kinsman ;" 
all  those  instincts,  which  nature  itself  seemed 
to  dictate  for  self-preservation,  vanished  into 
heavenly  tenderness  and  pity. 

**  Ah  !"  he  said,  rising  and  pressing  one  of 
those  deadly  hands  in  both  his  own,  while  tears 
rose  to  his  eyes.  "  Ah !  since  you  call  me  kins- 
man, I  have  all  a  kinsman^s  privileges.  Yoa 
must  have  the  best  advice — the  must  skillful 
surgeons.  Oh,  you  will  recover ;  you  must  nq^ 
despond." 

Lucretia*s  lips  moved  uneasily.  This  kind- 
ness took  her  by  surprise.  She  turned  desper- 
ately away  from  the  human  gleam  that  shot 
across  the  sevenfold  gloom  of  her  soul.  **  Do 
not  think  of  me,"  she  said,  with  a  forced  smile; 
**  it  is  my  peculiarity  not  to  like  allusion  to  my- 
self, though,  this  time,  I  provoked  it.  Speak 
to  me  of  the  old  cedar-trees  at  Laughton--H!lo 
they  stand  still  1  You  are  the  master  of  Laugh- 
ton,  now ;  it  is  a  noble  heritage.** 

Then,  St.  John,  thinking  to  please  her,  talked 
of  the  old  manor-house,  described  the  improve- 
ments made  by  his  father,  spoke  gayly  of  those 
which  he  himself  contemplated  ;  and,  as  he  ran 
on,  Lucretia's  brow,  a  moment  ruffled,  grew 
smooth  and  smoother,  and  the  gloom  settled 
back  upon  her  soul. 

All  at  once,  she  interrupted  him.  <*  How  did 
you  discover  me — was  it  through  Mr.  Varney  1 
I  bade  him  not  mention  me — ^yet  how  else 
could  you  learn  V*  As  she  spoke,  there  was  an 
anxious  trouble  in  her  tone,  which  increased, 
while  she  observed  that  St.  John  looked  con- 
fused. 

"  Why,"  he  began,  hesitatingly,  and  bnishing 
his  bat  with  his  hand;  *•  why— perhaps  yoo 
may  have  heard  from  the— that  is — I  think 
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there  is  a  young .    Ah,  it  is  yoa— it  is  you ! 

I  see  yoQ  once  again  !''  And  springing  up,  be 
was  at  the  side  of  Helen,  who  at  that  instant 
had  entered  the  roona ;  and  now,  her  eyes 
downcast,  her  cheeks  blushing,  her  breast  gently 
heaving,  iieard,  but  answeied  not  that  passion- 
ate hurst  of  joy. 

Startled,  Madame  Dalibard  (her  hands  firmly 
grasping  the  sides  of  her  chair)  contemplated 
the  two.  She  had  heard  nothing.'guessed  noth- 
ing of  their  former  meeting.  All  that  had  pass- 
ed  before  between  them  was  unknown  to  her. 
Yet,  there,  was  OTidence  unmistakable,  con- 
clusive— ^tbe  son  of  her  despoiler  loved  the 
daughter  of  her  rival ;  and,  if  the  virgin  heart 
speaks  by  the  outward  sign,  those  nlowncast 
eyes,  those  blushing  cheeks,  that  heaving 
breast,  told  that  he  did  not  love  in  vain. 

Before  her  lurid  and  murderous  gaze,  as  if  to 
iefy  her,  the  two  inheritors  of  a  revenge  un- 
glutted  by  the  grave — stood,  united  mysteri- 
ously together.  Up,  from  the  vast  ocean  of  her 
hate,  rose  that  poor  isle  of  love  *,  there,  uncon- 
scious of  the  horror  around  them — the  victims 
found  their  footing!  How  beautiful  at  that 
hour  their  youth— their  very  ignorance  of  their 
own  emotions-^their  Innocent  gladness— -their 
sweet  trouble !  The  fell  gazer  drew  a  long 
breath  of  fiend-like  complacency  and  glee,  and 
her  hands  opened  wide,  and  then  slowly  closed, 
as  if  she  felt  them  in  her  grasp. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


TBI   K08B  BBNBATH  THB   VPAS. 

And  from  that  day,  Percival  had  his  privi- 
leged entry  into  Madame  Dalibard's  house.  The 
little  narrative  of  the  circumstances  connected 
with  his  first  meeting  with  Helen,  partly  drawn 
from  Percival,  partly  afterward  from  Helen, 
(with  blushing  and  faltered  excuses  from  the 
latter,  for  not  having  mentioned  before  an  inci- 
dent that  might,  perhaps  needlessly,  vex  or 
Harm  her  aunt  in  so  delicate  a  state  of  health), 
was  received  by  Lucretia  with  rare  gracious- 
ness.  The  connection,  not  only  between  her- 
self and  Percival,  but  between  Percival  and 
Helen,  was  allowed,  and  even  dwelt  upon  by 
Madame  Dalibard,  as  a  natural  reason  for  per- 
mitting the  artless  intimacy  which  immediately 
sprang  up  between  these  young  persons.  She 
permitted  Percival  to  call  daily,  to  remain  for 
hours,  to  share  in  their  simple  meals,  to  wan- 
der alone  with  Helen  in  the  garden,  assist  her 
to  bind  up  the  ragged  flowers,  and  sit  by  her  in 
the  old  ivy-grown  arbor,  when  their  work  was 
done.  She  affected  to  look  upon  them  both  as 
children,  and  to  le^ave  to  them  that  happy  fa- 
miliarity which  childhood  only  sanctions,  and 
compared  to  which  the  affection  of  maturer 
years  seems  at  once  coarse  and  cold. 

As  they  grew  more  familiar,  the  differences 
and  similarities  in  their  characters  came  out, 
and  nothing  more  delightful  than  the  harmony 
into  which  even  the  contrasts  blended,  ever  in- 
vited the  guardian  angel  to  pause  and  smile. 
As  flowers  in  some  trained  parterre  relieve 
each  other,  now  softening,  now  heightening 
each  several  hue,  till  all  unite  in  one  concord 
of  interwoven  beauty,  ao  these  two  blooming 
natures,  brought  together,  seemed,  where  va- 


rying still,  to  meh  and  toe  then-  affloeDccs  iMs 
one  wealth  of  ianocenoe  and  sweetoess.    Both 
had  a  native  buoyancy  and  cbeerfulaeaa  of 
spirit,  a  noble  trustfulness  in  others,  a  singular 
candor,  and  freshness  of  mind  and  fe^ii^ 
But  beneath  the  gayety  of  Helen,  there  was  a 
soft  and  holy  under-stream  of  thooghtfol  mel- 
ancholy, a  high  and  religious  sentiment  that 
vibrated  more  exquisitely  to  the  subtile  myste- 
ries of  creation — the  soiemn  unison  between 
the  bright  world  without,  and  the  grave  deau- 
nies  of  that  world  within,  (which  is  an  imfxr- 
ishable  soul),  than  the  lighter  and  mure  viv^ 
youthfulness  of  Percival  bad  yet  conceived .    la 
him,  lay  the  germs  of  the  active  mortal,  who 
might  win  distinction  in  the  bold  career  we  ma 
upon  the  surface  of  the  earth.    In  her,  ihero 
was  that  finer  and  more  spiritual  essence  vbicfa 
lifts  the  poet   to  the  golden   atmospheie  ai 
dreams,  and  reveals  in  glimpses  to  the  ssint, 
the  choral  populace  of  Heaven.     We  do  not 
say  that  Helen  would  ever  have  found  the  al- 
tera nee  of  the  poet,  that  her  reveries,  andefiaed 
and  onanalyzed,  could  have  taken  the  sbaip^ 
clear  form  of  words.    For  to  the  poet,  practi- 
cally developed  and  made  manifest  to  the  worid, 
many  other  giAs,  beside  the  mere  poetic  sense, 
are  needed ;  stern  study,  and  logical  generali- 
zation of  scattered  truths,  and  patient  observa- 
tion of  the  characters  of  men,  and  the  wiadom 
that  comes  from  sorrow  and   passion,  and  a 
sage^s  experience  of  things  actual,  embracing 
the  dark  secrets  of  human  infirmity  and  cnas. 
But,  despite  all  that  has  been  said  in  dispar- 
agement or  disbelief  of  "  mote  inglorioos  Mil- 
tons,"  we  maintain  that  there  are  natures  la 
which  the  divinest  element  of  poetry  existi^ 
the  purer  and  more  delicate  for  escaping  from 
bodily  form,  and  evaporating  from  the  cosrssr 
vessels  into  which  the  poet,  so  called,  most 
pour  the  ethereal  fluid.    Therq  is  a  eaitaia 
virtue  within  us,  comprehending  oar  aobiileit 
and  noblest  emotions,  which  is  peetty  while 
untold,  and  grows  pale  and  poor  in  proportioB, 
as  we  strain  it  into  poems.     Nay,  it  may  be 
aaid  of  this  airy  property  of  our  inmost  betag, 
that,  more  or  less  it  departa  from  us,  accordim 
as  we  give  it  forth  into  the  world,  even  as  only 
by  the  loss  of  its  panicles,  the  rose  wastes  its 
perfume  on  the  air    So  this  nwre  spihcaal 
sensibility  dwelt  in  Helen,  as  the  latent  aaes- 
merism  in  water,  as  the  invisible  laiiy  in  an 
enchanted  ring.    It  was  an  essence  or  divinity, 
shrined  and  shrouded  in  herself,  which  gave 
her  more  intimate  and  vital  anion  with  all  the 
influences  of  the  universe,  a  companion  to  her 
loneliness,  an  angel  hymning  low  to  her  own 
listening  soul.     This  made  her  enjoyment  ei 
Nature,  in  its  merest  trifles,  exquisite  and  pro- 
found ;  this  gave  to  her  tenderness  of  heart  all 
the  delicious  and  sportive  variety  love  borrows 
from  imagination ;  thia  lifled  her  piety  abovs 
the  mere  forms  of  conventional  religioo,  and 
breathed  into  her  prayera  the  eestaay  of  the 
saint. 

But  Helen  was  not  the  less  filled  with  the 
sweet  humsnities  of  her  age  and  aex ;  her  veiy 
gravity  was  tinged  with  rosy  light,  as  a  western 
cloud  with  the  uin.  She  had  sportiveness  and 
caprice,  and  e^^  whim  as  the  hutlerfly,  thoegh 
the  emblem  of  the  soul,  still  fiuttem  wamoolr 
over  overy  wild  flower,  and  expands  its  gfoiwiag 
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minffi  on  the  aides  of  the  beaten  road.  And 
with  a  sense  of  weakness  in  the  common  world 
(growing  out  of  her  very  strength  in  nohler  at- 
mospheres), she  leaned  the  more  trustfully  on 
the  strong  arm  of  her  young  adorer ;  not  fancy- 
ing that  the  difference  between  them  arose 
from  superiority  in  her— but  rather  as  a  bird, 
once  tamed,  flies  at  the  sight  of  the  hawk  to  the 
breast  of  its  owner ;  so  from  each  airy  flight 
into  the  lullier  heaven,  let  but  the  thought  of 
danger  daunt  her  wing,  and,  as  in  a  more  pow- 
erfol  nature,  she  tooH  refuge  on  that  fostering 
heart. 

The  love  between  these  children,  for  so,  if 
not  literally  in  years,  in  their  newness  to  all 
that  steals  the  freshness  and  the  dew  from  ma- 
torer  life,  they  may  be  rightly  called,  was  such 
as  befitted  those  whose  souls  have  not  forfeited 
the  Eden.  It  was  more  like  the  love  of  fairies 
than  of  human  beings.  They  showed  it  to  each 
Dtber,  innocently  and  frankly ;  yet  of  love,  as 
we  of  the  grosser  creation  call  it,  with  its  im- 
patient pains,  atid  burning  hopes,  they  never 
ipoke  nor  dreamed.  It  was  an  unutterable,  ec- 
itatic  fondness — a  clinging  to  each  other — in 
thought,  desire,  and  heart  —  a  joy  more  than 
mortal  in  each  other's  presence ;  yet,  in  parting, 
DOt  that  idle  and  empty  sorrow  which  unfits 
the  weak  for  the  homelier  demands  on  time  and 
life.  And  this,  because  of  the  wondrous  trust 
in  theroselvesi  and  in  the  future,  which  made  a 
inain  part  of  their  credulous,  happy  natures. 
Neither  felt  fear  nor  jealousy— or  if  jealousy 
eame,  it  was  the  pretty  childlike  jealousies, 
which  have  no  sting^f  the  bird,  if  Helen  lis- 
:eued  tu  its  note  too  long — of  the  flower,  if  Per- 
;ival  lefl  Helenas  side  too  quickly,  to  tie  up  its 
irooping  petals,  or  refresh  its  dusty  leaves. 
I)lose  by  the  stir  of  the  great  city,  with  all  its 
Vet,  and  chafe,' and  storm  of  life — in  the  deso- 
ate  garden  of  that  somber  house,  and  under 
he  withering  ^yes  of  relentless  Grime,  revived 
be  Arcady  of  okl — the  scene  vocal  to  the  reeds 
>f  idyllist  and  shepherd :  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
run  Tragedy,  harmlessly  and  uncooscionsly 
irose  the  strain  of  the  pastoral  music. 

It  would  be  a  vain  effort  to  describe  the  state 
»f  Lucretia*s  mind,  while  she  watched  the  pro- 
rress  of  the  affection  she  had  favored,  and 
fazed  on  the  spectacle  of  the  fearless  bap- 
liness  she  had  promoted.  The  image  of  a 
eliciij  at  onoe  so  great  and  so  holy,  wore  to 
ler  gloomy  sight  the  aspect  of  a  mocking  Fury. 
t  rose  in  contrast  to  her  own  ghastly  and 
Time-stained  life ;  it  did  not  upbraid  her  con- 
icience  with  guilt  so  loudly  as  it  scoffed  at  her 
Dtellect  for  folly.  These  children,  playing  on 
be  verge  of  life,  how  much  more  of  life's  true 
;ecret  did  they  already  know,  than  she,  with 
ill  her  vast  native  powers  and  wasted  realms 
if  blackened  and  charred  experience !  For 
vhat  had  she  studied  and  schemed,  and  calcu- 
ated,  and  toiled,  and  sinned  1  As  a  conqueror 
ftricken  unto  death  would  render  op  all  the  re- 
gions vanquished  by  his  sword  for  one  drop  of 
vater  to  his  burning  lips,  how  gladly  would  she 
tave  given  all  the  knowledge  bought  with  blood 
ind  fire«  to  feel  one  moment  as  those  children 
elt !  Then,  from  out  her  silent  and  grim^  de- 
pair,  stood  forth,  fierce  and.jirominent,'the 
[Teat  fiend.  Revenge. 

By  a  monomania,  not  uncommon  to  those 


who  have  made  t<//the  center  of  being,  Lncre- 
tia  referred  to  her  own  sullen  history  of  wftng 
and  passion,  all  that  bore  analogy  to  it,  however 
distant.  She  had  never  been  enabled,  without 
an  intolerable  pang  of  hate  and  envy,  to  con- 
template courtship  and  love  to  others.  From 
the  rudest  shape  to  the  most  refined — ^that  mas- 
ter-passion in  the  existence,  at  least,  of  woman 
— ^reminding  her  of  her  own  brief  episode  of  hu- 
man tenderness  and  devotion,  opened  every 
wound,  and  wrung  every  fiber  of  a  heart  that^ 
while  crime  had  indurated  it  to  most  emotions^ 
memory  ^till  left  morbidly  sensitive  to  one. 
But  if  tortured  by  the  sight  of  leve  in  those 
who  had  had  no  connection  with  her  fate — who 
stood  apart  from  her  lurid  orbit,  and  were  gazed 
upon  only  afar  (as  a  lost  soul,  from  the  abyss^ 
sees  the  gleam  of  angels*  wings  within  som» 
planet  it  never  has  explored),  how  inefihbly 
more  fierce  and  intolerable  was  the  wrath  that 
seized  her,  when,  in  her  haunted  imagination* 
she  saw  all  Susanna  rapture  at  the  vows  of 
Main  waring  mantling  in  Helen's  face !  All  that 
might  have  disarmed  a  heart  as  hard,  but  less 
diseased,  less  preoccupied  by  revenge,  only  ir- 
ritated more  the  consuming  hate  of  that  inexo- 
rable  spirit.  Helen's  seraphic  purity — her  ex- 
quisite, overflowing  kindness,  ever  forgetting 
self — her  airy  cheerfulness  —  even  her  very 
moods  of  melancholy,  calm  and  seemingly 
causeless  as  they  were,  perpetually  galled  and 
blistered  that  writhing  preternatural  suscepti- 
bility which  is  formed  by  the  consciousness  of 
infamy,  the  dreary  egotism  of  one  cut  off  from 
the  charities  of  the  world,  with  whom  all  mirtb 
is  sardonic  convulsion,  all  sadness,  raylesa  and 
onresigned  despair. 

Of  the  two,  Percival  inspired  her  with  feel- 
ings the  most  akin  to  humanity.  For  him, 
despite  her  bitter  memories  of  his  father,  she 
felt  something  of  compassion,  and  shrank  from 
the  touch  of  his  frank  hand  in  remorse.  She 
had  often  need  to  whisper  to  herself,  that  his 
life  was  an  obstacle  to  the  heritage  of  the  son, 
of  whom,  as  we  have  seen,  she  was  in  search*, 
and  whom,  indeed,  she  believed  she  had  already 
found  in  John  Ardworth — that  it  was  not  ia 
wrath  and  in  vengeance  that  Uus  victim  was  to 
be  swept  into  the  grave,  but  as  an  indispensable 
sacrifice  to  a  cherished  object— a  determined 
policy.  As  in  the  studies  of  her  youth  she  had 
adopted  the  Machiavelism  of  ancient  state-craft 
as  a  rule  admissible  in  private  life,  so  she  seem- 
ed scarcely  to  admit  as  a  crime  that  which  was 
but  the  removal  of  a  barrier  between  her  aiia 
and  her  end.  Before  she  had  become  person- 
ally acquainted  with  Percival,  she  had  rejected 
all  occasion  to  know  him.  She  had  suffered 
Varney  to  call  upon  him,  as  the  old  protege  of 
Sir  Miles,  and  to  wind  into  his  intimacy — mean- 
ing to  leave  to  her  accomplice,  when  the  hour 
should  arrive,  the  dreadr  task  of  destruction. 
This,  not  from  cowardice — ^for  Gabriel  had  once 
rightly  described  her  when  he  said,  that  **  if  she 
lived  with  shadows  she  conld  quell  them" — but 
simply  because,  more  intellectually  unsparing 
than  constitutionally  cruel  (save  where  the  old 
vindictive  memories  thoroughly  unsexed  her), 
this  was  a  victim  whose  pangs  she  desired  not 
to  witness,  over  whose  fate  it  was  no  luxury  to 
gloat  and  revel.  She  wished  not  to  see,  nor  to 
know  him  livingy  only  to  learn  that  he  was  uo> 
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more,  and  that  Helen  alone  stood  between 
Laughton  and  her  son.  Now  that  be  had  him- 
Belf,  as  if  with  predestined  feet,  crossed  her 
threshold— that  he,  like  Helen,  had  delivered 
himself  into  her  toils — the  hideous  guilt,  before 
Terooved  from  her  hands,  became  haunting, 
fronted  her  face  to  face,  and  filled  her  with  a 
superstitious  awe. 

Meanwhile,  her  outward  manner  to  both  her 
meditated  victims,  if  moody  and  fitful  at  times, 
was  not  such  as  would  have  provoked  suspicion 
even  in  less  credulous  hearts.  From  the  first 
entry  of  Helen  under  her  roof,  she  nad  been 
fontial  and  measured  in  her  welcome  —  kept 
ber,  as  it  were,  aloof,  and  affected  no  prodigal 
superfluity  of  dissimulation  ;  but  she  had  never 
been  positively  harsh  or  unkind  in  word  or  in 
deed,  and  had  coldly  excused  herself  for  the 
repulsiveness  of  ber  manner. 

"  I  am  irritable,*'  she  said,  **  from  long  sutTer- 
iBg ;  I  am  unsocial  from  habitual  solitude :  do 
not  expect  from  me  the  fondness  and  warmth 
that  should  belong  to  our  relationship.  Do  not 
harass  yourself  with  vain  solicitude  for  one 
whom  all  seeming  attention  but  reminds  more 
painfully  of  infirmity,  and  who,  even  thus  strick- 
en down,  would  be  independent  of  all  cares  not 
bought  and  paid  for.  Be  satisfied  to  live  here 
in  all  reasonable  liberty,  to  follow  your  own 
habits  and  caprices  uncontrolled.  Regard  me 
but  as  a  piece  of  necessary  furniture.  You  can 
never  displease  me  but  when  you  notice  that  I 
live  and  suffer." 

If  Helen  wept  bitterly  at  these  hard  words 
when  first  spoken,  it  was  not  with  anger  that 
ber  loving  heart  was  so  thrown  back  upon  her- 
self. Ou  the  contrary,  she  became  inspired 
>A'ilh  a  compassion  so  great  that  it  took  the 
character  of  reverence.  She  regarded  this  very 
coldness  as  a  mournful  dignity.  She  felt  grate- 
ful that  one  who  could  thus  dispense  with  should 
yet  have  sought  her.  She  bad  heard  her  moth- 
er say  that  "  she  had  been  under  great  obliga- 
tions to  Lucretia ;"  and  now,  when  she  was 
forbidden  to  repay  them,  even  by  a  kiss  on 
those  weary  eyelids,  a  daughter's  hand  to  that 
sleepless  pillow— when  she  saw  that  the  barrier 
:first  imposed  was  irremovable — that  no  time 
diminished  the  distance  her  aunt  set  between 
them— that  the  least  approach  to  the  tender- 
ness of  service  beyond  the  most  casual  ofl!ices 
really  seemed  but  to  fret  those  excitable  nerves, 
and  fever  the  hand  that  she  ventured  timorous- 
ly to  clasp — she  retreated  into  herself  with  a 
«ad  amaze  that  increased  her  pity  and  height- 
ened her  respect.  To  her,  love  seemed  so  ne- 
eessary  a  thing  in  the  helplessness  of  human 
iife,  even  when  blessed  with  health  and  youth, 
that  this  rejection  of  all  love  in  one  so  bowed 
and  crippled,  struck  her  imagination  as  some- 
thing sublime  in  its  dreary  grandeur  and  stoic 
pride  of  independence.  She  regarded  it  as,  of 
old,  a  tender  and  pious  nun  would  have  regard- 
ed the  asceticism  of  some  sanctified  recluse — 
«s  Teresa  (had  she  lived  in  the  same  age)  might 
bave  regarded  St.  Simon  Stylites,  existing  aloft 
from  human  sympathy  on  the  roofless  summit 
of  his  column  of  stone ;  and  with  this  feeling 
she  sought  to  inspire  Percival.  He  had  the 
lieart  to  enter  into  her  compassion,  but  not  the 
imagination  to  sympathize  with  her  reverence. 

>pn  the  repngnant  awe  that  he  had  first  con- 


ce!Ted  for  Madame  Dalibard,  so  bold  was  to  b^ 
temperament,  he  had  long  since  cast  oflf:  ho 
recognized  only  the  moroseness  and  petolanee 
of  an  habilual  invalid,  and  shook  playfully  his 
glossy  curls  when  Helen,  with  her  sweet  se- 
riousness, insisted  on  his  recognizing  more. 

To  this  house  few,  indeed,  were  the  visitors 
admitted.  The  Miverses,  whom  the  beooToleBt 
officiousness  of  Mr.  Fielden  bad  originally  sent 
thither  to  see  their  young  kinswoman,  now  and 
then  came  to  press  Helen  to  join  some  party  to 
the  theater,  or  Vauxhall,.or  a  pUknie  is  Ric^ 
mond  Park ;  but  when  they  found  their  over- 
tures, which  had  at  first  been  politelj  aooepted 
by  Madame  Dalibard,  were  rejected,  tbey  grad- 
ually ceased  their  visits,  wounded  and  indig- 
nant. 

Certain  it  was  that  Lucretia  had,  at  onetnne, 
eagerly  canght  at  their  well  meant  civilities  to 
Helen — now  she  as  abruptly  declined  the 
Why  ?  It  would  be  hard  to  plumb  into  al  i 
black  secrets  of  that  heart.  It  would  have  he 
but  natural  to  her,  who  shrank  from  doeniag 
Helen  to  no  worse  calamity  than  a  Tirgta^ 
grave,  to  have  designed  to  throw  ber,  in  sock 
uncongenial  guidance,  amid  all  the  msDilold 
temptations  of  the  corrupt  city — ^to  have  aaf- 
fered  her  to  be  seen,  and  to  be  ensnared  by 
those  gallants  ever  on  the  watch  for  de/enae- 
less  beauty,  and  to  contrast  with  their  eleganee 
of  mien  and  fatal  flatteries  the  grossness  of  tbe 
companions  selected  for  her,  and  the  Qnlovini^ 
discomfort  of  the  home  into  which  she  had  been 
thrown.  But  now  that  St.  John  had  appeared, 
that  Helen's  heart  and  fancy  were  steeled  alike 
against  more  dangerous  temptation,  the  object 
to  be  obtained  from  the  pressing  courtesy  of 
Mrs.  Mivers  existed  no  more,  llie  vengeanee 
flowed  into  other  channels. 

The  only  other  visitors  at  the  house  were 
John  Ardworth  and  Gabriel  Varpej. 

Madame  Dalibard  watched  vigilantly  the 
countenance  and  manner  of  Ardworth,  wfaeoi 
after  presenting  him  to  Percival,  she  w^hispered. 
*'I  am  glad  you  assured  roe  as  to  your  senti- 
ments for  Helen.  She  has  found  thtre  tbe 
lover  you  wished  for  her, '  gay  and  handsome  as 
herself" 

And,  in  the  sudden  paleness  that  overspread 
Ardw^orth's  face,  in  his  compressed  lips  and  con- 
vulsive start,  she  read  with  nnspei^bJe  rage 
the  untold  secret  of  his  heart— till  the  rage  gave 
way  to  complacency  at  the  thought  that  tbe 
last  insult  to  her  wrongs  was  spared  her — that 
her  son  (as  son  she  believed  he  was)  could  not 
now,  at  least,  be  the  successful  suitor  of  ber 
loathed  sister's  loathed  child.  Her  disoovei^, 
liprhaps,  confirmed  her  in  her  countenance  to 
Percival's  progressive  wooing,  and  half  recon- 
ciled her  to  the  pangs  it  inflicted  on  herself. 

At  the  first  introduction,  Ardwonh  had  scarce- 
ly glanced  at  Percival.  He  regarded  him  bat 
as  the  sleek  flutterer  in  the  sunshine  of  fortune. 
And  for  tbe  idle,  the  gay,  the  fair,  the  wdl 
dressed,  and  wealthy,  the  sturdy  workman  of 
his  own  rough  way  felt  something  of  the  unchar- 
itable disdain  which  the  laborious  hare  nois  too 
usually  entertain  for  the  prosperous  Aavet.  Bm 
the  moment  the  unwelcome  intelligeoce  ol 
Madame  Dalibard  was  conveyed  to  bina.  tbe 
smooth-faced  boy  swelled  into  dignity  and  inn 
portance.  « 
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'  Tet  it  was  not  merely  as  a  rival,  that  that 
strong,  manly  heart,  after  the  first  nataral  agony, 
regarded  Percival.  No,  he  looked  upon  him 
ess  with  anger  than  with  interest — as  the  one 
n  whom  Helen's  happiness  was  henceforth  to 
30  invested.  And  to  Madame  Dalibard's  aston- 
ishment, for  this  nature  was  wholly  new  to  her 
?xperi€nce,  she  saw  him,  even  in  that  first  in- 
lerview,  composing  his  rough  face  to  smiles, 
smoothing  his  blofl^,  imperious  accents  into  cour- 
tesy, listening  patiently,  watching  benignly, 
ind  at  last  thrusting  his  large  hand  frankly 
'orth — griping  PercivaPs  slender  fingers  in  his 
>wn ;  and  then,  with  an  indistinct  chuckle,  that 
leemed  half-laugh  and  half-groan,  as  if  he  did 
lot  dare  to  trust  himself  further,  he  made  his 
fronted  unceremonious  nod,  and  strode  hur- 
iedly  from  the  room. 

But  he  came  again  and  again,  almost  daily, 
or  about  a  fortnight ;  sometimes,  without  en- 
uring the4iouse,  be  would  join  the  young  peo* 
lie  in  the  garden,  assist  them  with  awkward 
lands  in  their  playful  work  on  the  garden,  or 
lit  with  them  in  the  ivied  bower ;  and,  warm- 
ng  more  and  more  each  time  be  came,  talk 
Lt  last  with  the  cordial  frankness  of  an  elder 
irother.  There  was  no  disguise  in  this— he 
legan  to  love  Percival — what  would  seem  more 
itrange  to  the  superficial — to  admire  him.  Ge- 
lius  has  a  quick  perception  of  the  moral  qnal- 
tfes  ;  genius  which,  differing  thus  from  mere 
alent,  is  more  allied  to  the  heart  than  to 
he  head,  sympathizes  genially  with  goodness. 
Vrdwortb  respected  that  young,  ingenuous,  un- 
>olluted  mind  :  he  himself  felt  better  and  purer 
n  Its  atmosphere.  Much  of  the  afiection  he 
cherished  for  Helen,  passed  thus  beautifully 
ind  nobly  into  his  sentiments  for  the  one  whom 
•lelen  not  unworthily  preferred.  And  they 
prew  so  fond  of  him — as  the  young  and  gentle 
;ver  will  grow  fond  of  genius,  however  rough, 
mce  admitted  to  its  companionship  ! 

•Percival,  by  this  time,  had  recalled  to  his 
nind,  where  he  had  first  seen  that  strong- 
eatured,  dark-browed  countenance,  and  he  gay- 
y  reminded  Ard  worth  of  his  discourtesy,  on 
he  brow  of  the  hill  which  commanded*  the  view 
>f  liondon.  That  reminiscence  made  his  new 
friend  writhe ;  for  then,  amid  aU  his  ambitions 
risions  of  the  future,  he  had  seen  Helen  in  the 
iistance — the  reward  of  every  labor-— the  fair- 
sat  star  in  his  horizon.  But  he  strove  stoutly 
igainst  the  regret  of  the  illusion  loet:  the 
Vivendi  eatua  were  left  him  still,  and  for  the 
nymph  that  bad  glided  from  his  clasp,  he  clung 
It  least  to  the  laurel  that  was  left  in  her  place. 
In  the  folds  of  his  robust  fortitude,  Ardworth 
thus  wrapped  his  secret.  Neither  of  his  young 
playmates  suspected  it.  He  would  have  dis- 
dained himself  if  he  had  so  poisoned  their 
pleasure.  That  he  sufl^red  when  alone,  much 
and  bitterly,  is  not  to  be  denied ;  but  in  that 
masculine' and  complete  being.  Love  took  but 
its  legitimate  rank  amid  the  passions  and  cares 
of  man.  It  soured  no  existence— it  broke  no 
heart — the  wind  swept  some  bkwsoma  from  the 
t>ough,  and  tossed  wildly  the  agitated  branches 
from  root  to  summit,  but  the  trunk  stood  firm. 

In  some  of  these  visits  to  Madame  Dalibard's, 
A.rdworth  renewed  with  her  the  moi^  private 
conversation  which  had  so  unsettled  his  past 
Bonyictitiiis  as  to  his  birth,  «Qd  so  disturbed  the 


calm,  strong  currents  of  his  mind.  He  was 
chiefly  anxious  to  learn  what  conjectures  Ma- 
dame Dalibard  had  formed  as  to  bis  parentage, 
and  what  ground  there  was  for  belief  that  he 
was  near  in  blood  to  herself,  or  that  he  was 
bom  to  a  station  less  dependent  on  continuoos 
exertion;  but  on  these  points  the  dark  sibyl 
preserved  an  obstinate  silence.  She  was  sat- 
isfied with  the  hints  she  had  already  thrown 
out,  and  absolutely  vefused  to  say  more  till  bet- 
ter authorized  by  the  inquiries  she  had  set  on 
foot.  Artfully,  she  turned  from  these  topics  of 
closer  and  more  household  interest,  to  those  on 
which  she  had  previously  insisted--connected 
with  the  general  knowledge  of  mankind,  and 
the  complicated  science  of  practical  hfe.  To 
fire  his  genius,  wing  his  energies,  inflame  hit 
ambition  above  that  slow,  laborious  drudgery  to 
which  he  had  linked  the  chances  of  his  career, 
and  which  her  fiery  and  rapid  intellect  was 
wholly  unable  to  comprehend — save  as  a  waste 
of  life  for  onoertain  and  distant  objects — be- 
came her  task.  And  she  saw  with  delight  that 
Ard  worth  listened  to  her  more  assentingly  than 
he  had  done  at  first.  In  truth,  the  pain  shut  with- 
in his  heart,  the  conflict  waged  keenly  between 
his  reason  and  his  passioiw  unfitted  him,  for 
the  time,  for  mere  mechanical  emplojrroent,  in 
which  his  genius  could  afibrd  him  no  consola- 
tion. Now,  genius  is  given  to  man,  not  only 
to  enlighten  othere,  but  to  comfort  as  well  as 
to  elevate  himself  Thus,  in  all  the  sorrows  of 
actual  existence,  the  man  is  doubly  inclined  to 
turn  to  his  genius  for  distraction.  Harassed  in 
this  world  of  action,  he  knocks  at  the  gate  of 
that  world  of  idea  or  fancy  which  he  is  privi- 
leged to  enter :  he  escapes  from  the  clay  to  the 
spirit.  And  rarely,  till  some  great  grief  comes, 
does  the  man  in  whom  the  celestial  fire  is 
lodged  know  all  the  gil^  of  which  he  is  possess- 
ed. At  last,  Ardworth's  visits  ceased  abruptly. 
He  shut  himself  up  once  more  in  his  chambers ; 
but  the  law-books  were  laid  aside. 

Varney,  who  generally  contrived  to  call  when 
Ardworth  was  not  there,  seldom  interrupted 
the  lovers  in  their  little  paradise  of  the  garden ; 
but  he  took  occasion  to  ripen  and  cement  his 
]nt\j)acy  with  Percival :  sometimes  walked,  or 
(if  St.  John  had  his  cabriolet)  drove  home  and 
dined  with  him,  tite-orteUt  in  Guraon-street ; 
and  as  be  made  Helen  his  chief  subject  of  con- 
versatiqut  Pereival  could  not  but  esteem  him 
among  the  most  agreeable  of  men.  With 
Helen,  when  Percival  was  not  there,  Varney 
held  some  secret  conferences — secret  even 
from  Percival ;  two  or  three  times,  before  the 
hour  in  which  Percival  was  accustomed  to 
come,  they  had  been  out  together :  and  Helen's 
face  looked  more  cheerful  than  usual  on  their 
return.  It  was  not  surprising  that  Gabriel 
Varney,  so  displeasing  to  a  man  like  Ardworth, 
should  have  won  little  less  favor  with  Helen 
than  with  Percival ;  for  to  say  nothing  of  an 
ease  and  suavity  of  manner  which  stole  into 
the  confidence  of  those  in  whom  to  confide 
was  a  natural  propensity,  his  various  acquisi- 
tions and  talents,  imposing,  from  the  surftoe 
over  which  they  spread,  aod  the  glitter  which 
they  made,  had  an  inevitable  efiect  upon  a 
mind  so  susceptible  as  Helen's  to  admiration 
for  art  and  respect  for  knowledge.  But  what 
chiefly  conciliated  her  to  Varney,  whom  she 
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regardea.  moreoTer,  as  Iter  aunt's  moat  inti* 
mne  (riend,  was  that  she  was  peraaadcd  he 
was  uabappy,  and  wronged  by  the  world  or 
fort  one.  Vamey  had  a  habit  of  so  represent- 
ing bhDself— of  dwelling  with  a  bitter  eloqoence 
^->which  his  natural  malignity  made  foroible-^ 
Oa  the  injustice  of  the  wiirld  to  superior  intel- 
lect. He  was  a  great  accoser  ^  Fate.  It  is 
tie  illogical  weakness  of  some  evil  natures  to 
lay  all  their  crimes,  and  the  consequences  of 
crime,  upon  DesHny.  There  was  a  heat,  a 
▼Igor,  a  rush  of  words,  and  a  readinesa  of 
atroBg,  if  trite,  imagery  in  what  Varney  said, 
that  deoeived  the  young  into  the  monstrous 
ctrror  fhat  he  was  an  enthusiast — ^roisanthropt- 
oaT,  perhaps,  but  only  so  from  enthusiasm. 
How  could  Helen,  whose  alightest  thoogbt, 
when  a  star  broke  forth  from  the  cloud,  or  a 
hird  song  suddenly  from  the  copse,  bad  more 
of  wiadom  and  of  poetry  than  all  Vamey's 
gaudy  and  painted  seemings  ever  could  even 
mimio->how  eouid  she  be  so  deceived  ?  Yet 
so  it  was.  Here  stood  a  man  whose  youth 
she  supposed  had  been  devoted  to  refined  and 
eldvating  pursuits,  giftedj  neglected,  disappoint- 
ed, solitary,  and  unhappy.  She  saw  little  be- 
yond. Tou  had  but  to  touch  her  pity  tn  win 
ber  hiterest,  and  to  excite  her  trust.  Of  any 
thing  further,  even  had  Percival  never  enlisted, 
she  could  not  have  dreamed.  It  was  because 
a  secret  and  undefinable  repugnance,  in  the 
midst  <iff  pity,  trust,  and  flriendship,  put  Varney 
attogether  out  of  the  light  of  a  possible  lover, 
that  all  those  sentiments  were  so  easily  kin- 
died.  This  repugnance  anise  not  from  the 
disparity  between  their  years  alone;  it  was 
rattler  that  nameless  uncongeniality,  which 
does  not  forbid  friendship  but  is  irreconcilable 
with  love.  To  do  Varney  justice,  be  never  of- 
fered to  reconcile  the  two.  Not  for  love  did 
he  aecretly  confer  with  Helen — not  for  love 
did  his  heart  beat  against  the  hand  which  re- 
posed so  carelessly  oa  his  fatal  arm. 


CHAPTER  X. 

THB  XATTLK  OF  TBK  SNAKI. 

I^B  progress  of  affisetion  between  natures 
like  those  of  Percival  and  Helen,  favored  t>y 
free  and  constant  intercourse,  was  naturally 
rapid.  It  was  scarcely  five  weeks  trofti  the 
(Asf  he  had  first  seen  Helen,  and  he  already 
regarded  her  as  his  plighted  bride.  During  the- 
earlier  daya  of  hia  courtship,  Percival,  enamor- 
ed and  absorbed  for  the  first  time  in  bis  life,  did 
not  hasten  to  make  his  mother  the  confidante  of 
bis  happiness.  He  had  written  but  twice ;  and 
though  he  eaid  briefly,  in  the  second  letter,  that 
he  bad  discovered  two  relations,  both  interest- 
ing, and  one  charming,  he  had  deferred  naming 
them,  or  entering  into  detail.  This,  not  alone 
from  that  indeeeribable  coyness  which  aU  have 
experienced  in  addressing  even  those  with 
whom  they  are  most  intimate,  hi  the  eariy, 
half-unrevealed,  and  mystic  emotions  of  first 
love;  but  because  Lady  Mary*s  letters  bad 
been  so  full  of  her  sister's  declining  health,  of 
ber  own  anxieties  and  fears,  that  he  had  shrunk 
>m  giving  her  a  new  subject  of  anxiety ;  and 
xmiiJeiwe,  full  of  hope  and  joy,  seemed  to 


him  onfbeliog  and  nnreaaenaUe.    Ho 
how  necteaaahiy  meeey  and  reetleaa  «•  avowal 
that  his  heart  was  seriously  engaged  to  oat 
she  had  never  seen,  would  make  that  tender 
mother ;  and  that  his  oonlession  would  ratber 
add  to  her  cares,  than  produce  ayropathy  with 
{  his  transports.    But  now,  feeling  impatient  for 
bis  mother^s  assent  to  the  formal  proposals 
which  had  become  due  to  Madame  Dalibarl 
and  Helen,  and  taking  advantage  of  the  letiar 
last  received  from  her,  which  gave  more  cheer- 
ing accounta  of  her  sister,  and  expresaed  curv 
osity  for  further  explanation  as  ta  his  balPdis- 
closiure,  he  wrote  at  length,  and  cleared  bis 
breast  of  all  ita  secrets.     It  was  the  same  day 
in  which  he  wrote  this  confeasion,  and  pleaded 
bis  cause,  that  we. accompany  him  to  ihehoose 
of  his  sweet  mistress,  and  leave  him  by  her  ode; 
in  the  accustomed  garden.    Within,  Msdaa» 
Dalibard,  whose  chair  was  set  by  the  vnainw, 
beat  over  certain  letters,  which  afae  took,  sae 
by  one,  from  her  desk,  and  read  alowly,  UAiiw 
ber  eyea  from  time  to  time,  and  glaneing  tovaii 
the  young  people,  aatbey  walk^,  hand  in  baid» 
roand  the  small  demesnes,  now  hid  by  the  fad- 
ing foliage,  new  emeigiog  into  view.    Theae 
letters  were  the  early  love-epistles  of  WiUiaai 
Mainwarittg.    She  had  not  recurred  to  them 
for  yeara.    Perhaps  she  now  felt  that  fyoi  ne- 
cessary to  the  sustatnment  of  her  fiesdisb  de- 
signs.   It  waa  a  strange  spectade,  to  see  thia 
being,  so  full  of  vital  eilergy,  mobile  and  tssI- 
less  as  a  serpent ;  condemned  to  that  Mpkea* 
decrepitude,  chained  to  the  uneasy  <eat   net 
as  in  the  resigned  and  passive  imbecility  of  ex- 
treme «ige,  but  rather  aa  one  whom,  in  thepnaie 
of  life,  the  rack  has  broken,  leaving  the  Unbs 
inert,  the  mind  active,  the  form  as  one  dead, 
the  bean  with  superabundant  ▼igor; — a  crip- 
ple*a  impotence,  and  Titan*s  will !    What,  m 
that  dreary  imprisonment,  and  amid  the  sikaes 
she  habitually  preserved,  paaaed  through  the  . 
caveraa  of  that  breast,  one  can  no  more  esa-  \ 
jecture,  than  one  can  count  the  blasts  that 
sweep  and  rage  through  the  hoUowa  of  in- 
penetrable  rock,  or  the  elements  that  eonlict 
m  the  bosom  of  the  Tok^ano,  erverlaatii^y  at 
work.    She  had  read,  and  Mplaoed  the  letierir 
and,  leaning  her  cheek  on  her  band,  was  gas- 
ing  vacantly  on  the  waH,  when  Varney  iatmded 
on  that  dismal  aoHtode. 

He  closed  the  door  after  him,  with  more  tha& 
usual  cafe ;  and,  drawing  a  aent  cluse  to  Lo- 
cretia's,  said,  "  Btlle  mtrt^  the  time  haa  anived 
for  yo»  to  act— my  part  is  welt  nigh  eloeed.*' 

"  Ay !"  eaid  Luoietia,  wearily ;  *«  what  is  the 
news  you  bring  l*' 

**  First,"  replied  Varney,  and,  as  he  spoke, 
he  shut  the  window,  as  if  his  whisper  eoold 
possibly  be  heard  without — "  first,  all  thia  bcsi- 
ness  connected  with  Helen  is  at  length  ar- 
ranged. You  know  when,  agreeably  to  yoor 
perroiasion,  I  first  auggeated  to  her,  aa  it  weie 
caaually,  that  you  yt^xt  eo  reduced  in  fortune, 
that  I  trembled  to  regard  your  futoce, — that  yoa 
bad  years  ago  sacrificed  nearly  half  your  peoon- 
iary  reeources  to  maintain  her  parents— -she  of 
herself  reminded  me  that  she  was  eotitled, 
when  of  age,  to  a  aom  fiur  exoeediag  aU  her 
wants,  an£-" 

That  I  might  be  a  pensioner  on  the  ehiid  «if 
William  MaiQwarmg  and  Sttan  Miwa^"  ~ 
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rnpted  Lacretia.    "  I  know  that,  and  thank  bei[ 
B«t.    Pass  on/' 

"  And  yoQ  know»  too,  that  rn  the  towtae  of 
my  conrersation  with  the  girl,  I  let  out  also  in- 
cidentally that,  even  so,  yon  were  dependent 
on  the  chances  of  her  life ;  that  if  ehe  died 
(and  yoatb  itself  is  mortal,  before  she  was  of 
age),  the  sum  left  her  by  her  grandfather  would 
ferert  to  her  father's  family ;  and  so,  by  hints, 
I  drew  her  on  to  ask  if  there  was  no  mode  by 
wtncfa,  in  case  of  her  death,  she  might  ineare 
subsistence  to  yon.  So  that  yoo  see  the  whole 
scheme  was  made  at  her  own  prompting.  1  did 
bnt»  as  a  man  of  business,  suggest  the  means-^- 
an  insurance  on  her  life." 

**  Vamey,  these  details  are  bateftl.  I  do  not 
doubt  that  yon  have  done  aU  to  forestall  inqnify 
tnd  elude  risk.  The  girl  has  insured  her  life 
to  the  amount  of  hor  fortune  1" 

«*  To  that  amount  only !  Pooh !  Her  death 
will  buy  more  than  that !  As  no  single  office 
^iU  insure  for  more  than  50002.,  and  as  it  was 
easy  to  persuade  her  that  such  offices  were 
liable  to  failure,  and  that  it  was  usnal  to  in- 
sure  in  several,  and  for  a  larger  amoont  than 
Hie  sum  desired,  I  got  her  te  enter  herself  at 
tbree  of  the  principal  offices.  The  aradunt  paid 
to  us  on  her  death  will  be  16,000/.  It  will  be 
paid  (and  here  I  have  followed  the  best  legal 
Eidriee),  in  trust  to  me  for  your  benefit.  Hence, 
therefore,  even  if  our  researches  fail  us,  if  no 
ion  of  yours  can  be  found,  with  snfficient  evi- 
dence to  prove,  against  the  keen  interests  and 
>onght  advocates  of  heirs-at-law,  the  right  to 
Langhton,  this  girl  will  repay  us  well,  will  re- 
place what  I  have  taken,  at  the  risk  of  my  neck, 
lerhaps — certainly  at  the  risk  of  the  hulks, 
bom  the  capital  of  my  nnele's  legacy — ^will 
■efund  what  we  have  spent  on  the  inquiry— 
ind  the  residue  will  secure  to  you  an  indepen- 
lence  sufficing  for  your  wants  almost  for  life, 
md  to  me,  what  will  purchase  with  eeonomy" 
atid  Vamey  smiled)  **  a  year  or  so  of  a  gen- 
leman's  idle  pleasures.  Are  you  satisfied  thus 
krV* 

**  She  will  die  happy  and  innocent  !'*  mutter- 
•d  Locretia,  with  the  growl  of  demoniac  disap- 
okitment. 

"Will  yoo  wait,  then,  till  my  forgery  is  de- 
eoied,  and  I  have  no  power  to  buy  the  silence 
tf  the  trustees — wait  tin  I  am  in  prison,  and  on 
i  trial  for  life  and  death?  Reflect,  every  day, 
!W«ry  hour  of  delay,  is  fVaught  with  peril.  But, 
f  any  safety  is  nothing  compared  to  the  refine- 
tient  of  your  revenge,  will  yoo  wait  till  Helen 
nanies  Percival  St.  John  1  You  start  i  But 
an  yoo  suppose  that  this  innocent  love- play 
pill  not  pass  rapidly  to  its  dhumtment?  It  is 
ut  yesterday  that  Percival  confided  to  me,  that 
Le  should  write  this  very  day  to  his  mother, 
od  communicate  all  his  feelings  and  his  hopes ; 
—that  he  waited  but  her  assent,  to  propose 
Mrmany  for  Helen.  Now  one  of  two  things 
sast  happen.  Either  this  mother,  haughty  and 
a  in  as  lady  mothers  mostly  are,  may  refuse 
ODsent  to  her  son's  marriage  with  the  daugh- 
sr  of  a  disgraced  banker,  and  the  nieoe  of  that 
rfoeretia  Dalibard,  whom  her  husband  would 
ot  admit  beneath  bis  roof—" 

^Hold,  sir !"  exclaimed  Lucretia,  haughtily, 
m^  amid  all  the  passions  that  darkened  her 


of  her  ancestral  spirit  shot  across  her  brow ; 
but  it  passed  quickly,  and  she  added,  with  fierce 
composure — '*  You  are  right ;  go  on  !" 

*^  Either— and  pardon  me  for  an  insult  that 
comes  not  from  me— either  this  will  be  the 
case ;  Lady  Mary  St.  John  will  hasten  back  ia 
alarm  to  London ;  she  exercises  extraordinary 
control  over  her  son ;  she  may  withdraw  bioA 
from  us  altogether*  from  me  as  well  as  you, 
and  the  oeeasion  now  presented  to  us  may  be 
lost  (who  knows  1)  forever:  or  she  may  be  a 
weak  and  fond  woman,— nnay  be  detained  ia 
Italy  by  her  sister's  illness,— «iay  be  anxious 
that  the  last  lineal  descendant  o(  the  St.  Johns 
should  marry  betimes;  and,  moved  by  her 
darling's  prayers,  may  consent  at  once  to  the 
anion.  Or  a  third  ooorae,  which  Pereival 
thinks  the  most  probable,  and  which,  though 
most  unwelcome  to  ns  of  all,  I  had  well  nigh 
forgotten,  may  be  adopted.  She  may  corae  to 
England,  and,  in  order  to  judge  her  son's  choice 
with  her  own  eyes,  may  withdraw  Helen  from 
your  roof  to  hers.  At  all  events,  delays  ure 
dangeroua-^angeroua,  putting  aside  my  per- 
souM  interest,  and  regarding  only  your  own 
object— <niay  bring  to  our  acts  new  and  search- 
ing eyeo— may  cut  us  off  from  the  habitual 
presence  either  of  Percival,  or  Helen,  or  both ; 
or  surroand  them,  at  the  first  breath  of  illness, 
with  prying  friends,  and  formidable  precautions. 
The  birds  now  are  in  our  bands.  Why  then 
open  the  cage  and  bid  them  fly,  in  order  to 
spread  tbe  net?  This  morning  all  the  final 
doenmenta  with  the  insurance  oompanies  are 
completed.  It  remains  for  me  but  to  pay  the 
first  quarterly  premiums.  For  that  I  think  I 
am  prepared,  without  drawing  further  on  your 
hoaitis  or  my  own  scanty  resources,  which 
Grabman  will  take  care  to  drain  last  enough." 

«'And  Percival  St.  JobnT*  said  Madame 
Daltbard.  *'We  want  no  idle  saerifioes.  If 
my  son  be  not  found,  we  need  not  that  boy's 
ghost  among  those  who  haunt  us.*' 

•* Surely  not,"  said  Vamey;  "and  for  my 
part,  he  may  be  more  useful  to  me  alive  than 
dead.  There  is  no  insurance  on  his  life,  and  a 
rich  friend  (credulous  green-born  that  he  is !)  is 
scarcely  of  that  flock  of  geese  which  it  were 
wise  to  slay  from  the  mere  hope  of  a  golden 
egg.  Percival  St.  John  is  your  viotim,  not 
mine— not  till  you  give  the  order,  would  I  lift 
a  finger  to  harm  him." 

"  Yes,  let  him  live,  aniess  my  son  be  found 
to  me,"  said  Madame  Dalibard,  almost  exult- 
ingly;  "let  him  live  to  forget  yon  fair-faced 
fool,  leaning  now,  see  yoti,  so  delightedly  on 
his  arm,  and  fancying  eternity  in  the  hollow 
vows  of  love !— let  him  live  to  wrong  and  aban- 
don her  by  forgetfolness,  though  even  in  tbe 
grave ;  to  laugh  at  his  boyish  dreama^-Ho  sully 
her  memory  in  the  arms  of  harlots !  Ob,  if  the 
dead  can  suffer,  let  him  live,  that  she  nay  feel 
beyond  tbe  grave  his  inconstancy  and  his  fall ! 
Methinks  that  that  thought  will  comfort  me,  if 
Vineent  be  no  naore,  ami  I  stand  childless  in 
the  world  I" 

"It  is  so  settled,  then,"  said  Vamey,  ever 
ready  to  clench  the  business  that  promised 
gold,  and  relieve  his  apprehensions  of  the  de- 
tection of  his  fraud.  "  Aod  now  to  your  noiae- 
less  hands,  as  soon  as  may  b^,  I  consign  the 


116 


LOVE  AND  INNOCENCE. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


LOTK    AND  INirOCXNCB. 


Whxlb  this  the  conference  between  these 
execihble  and  ravening  birds  of  night  and  prey, 
Helen  and  her  boy-lover  were  thus  conversing 
in  the  garden,  while  the  antninn  sun — for  it  was 
in  the  second  week  of  October — broke  pleas- 
'  ontly  through  the  yellowing  leaves  of  the  tran- 

3 nil  shrubs,  and  the  flowers,  which  should  have 
ied  with  the  gone  summer,  still  fresh  by  their 
tender  care,  despite  the  lateness  of  the  season, 
smiled  gratefully  as  their  light  footsteps  passed^ 

«*  Yes,  Helen,"  said  Percival,  "  yes,  you  will 
love  my  mother,  for  she  is  one  of  those  people 
who  seem  to  attract  love,  as  if  it  were  a  prop- 
erty belonging  to  them.  Even  my  dog  Beau 
(you  know  how  fond  Beau  is  of  tne  !)  always 
nestles  at  her  feet  when  we  are  at  home.  I 
own  she  has  pride,  but  it  is  a  pride  that  never 
offended  any  one.  You  know  there  are  some 
flowers  that  we  call  jtroud.  The  pride  of  the 
flower  is  not  more  harmless  than  my  mother's. 
But  perhaps  pride  is  not  the  right  word>-it  is 
rather  the  aversion  to  any  thing  low  or  mean, 
the  admiration  for  every  thing  pure  and  high. 
Ah,  how  that  very  pride,  if  pride  it  be,  wiU 
make  her  love  you,  my  Helen !" 

*'  You  need  not  tell  me,"  said  Helen,  smiling 
seriously,  **  that  I  shall  love  your  mother,  I  love 
her  already — ^nay,  from  the  first  moment  you 
said  you  had  a  mother,  my  heart  leaped  to  her. 
Your  mother !  if  ever  you  are  really  jealous,  it 
must  be  of  her !  but  that  she  should  love  me, 
that  it  is  what  I  doubt  and  fear.  For  if  you 
were  my  brother,  Percival,  I  should  be  so  am- 
bitious for  you.  A  nymph  must  rise  from  the 
stream,  a  sylphid  from  the  rose,  before  I  could 
allow  another  to  steal  you  from  my  side.  And 
if  1  think  I  should  feel  this  only  as  youf  sister, 
what  can  be  precious  enough  to  satisfy  a  moth- 
er V* 

*•  You,  and  you  only,"  answered  Percival, 
with  his  blithesome  laugh— "you,  my  sweet 
Helen,  much  better  than  nymph  or  sylphid, 
about  whom,  between  ourselves,  I  never  cared 
three  straws,  even  in  a  poem.  How  pleased 
you  will  bo  with  I^aughtoB !  Do  you  know,  I 
was  lying  awake  all  last  night,  to  consider  what 
room  you  would  like  best  for  your  own.  And 
at  last,  I  have  decided— «oroe,  listen — it  opens 
from  the  music-gallery  that  overhangs  the  hall. 
From  the  window,  yon  overlook  the  southern 
side  of  the  park,  and  catch  a  view  of  the  lake 
beyond.  There  are  two  niches  in  the  wall — 
one  for  your  piano,  one  for  your  favorite  books. 
It  is  just  large  enough  to  hold  four  persons  with 
ease — our  mother  and  myself,  your  aunt,  whom 
by  that  time  we  shall  have  petted  into  good- 
humor,  and  if  we  can  coax  Ardworth  there— 
the  best  good  fellow  that  ever  lived — I  think 
our  party  will  be  complete.  By  the  way,  I  am 
uneasy  about  Ardworth,  it  is  so  long  since  we 
have  seen  him;  I  have  called  three  times — 
nay,  five,  but  his  odd-looking  clerk  always 
swears  he  is  not  at  home.  Tell  me,  Helen, 
now,  you  who  know  him  so  well— tell  me,  how 
I  can  serve  him !  You  know,  I  am  so  terribly 
rich  (at  least,  I  shall  be  in  a  month  or  two)  ;— 
I  can  never  get  through  my  money,  unless  my 
a.    And  to  it  not  shocking 


yet  suflTer  me  to  call  him  *  friend,*  as  if,  in 
friendship,  one  man  should  want  every  thin^ 
and  the  other  nothing.  St4ll,  I  donH  know  how 
to  venture  to  propose — come,  you  understand 
me,  Helen — ^let  us  lay  our  wise  beads  to- 
gether, and  make  him  well  oflT,  in  spite  of  him- 
self." 

It  was  in  this  loose,  boyish  talk  of  PeTcivaTs, 
that  he  had  found  the  way  not  only  to  Helenas 
heart,  but  to  her  soul.  For  in  this,  she  (giaad, 
undeveloped  poetess)  recognized  a  nobler  po- 
etry than  we  chain  to  rhythm — the  poetry  of 
generous  deeds.  She  yearned  to  kiss  the  warm 
hand  she  held,  and  drew  nearer  to  his  side  as 
she  answered — **And  sometimes,  dear,  dear 
Percival,  you  wonder  why  I  would  rather  list- 
en to  you  than  to  all  Mr.  Varney^s  bitter  elo- 
quence, or  even  to  my  dear  cousin's  asiiiriqg 
ambition.  They  talk  well,  but  it  is  of  them- 
selves ;  while  you — " 

Percival  blushed,  and  checked  her. 

"  Well,"  she  said — "  well,  to  your  question. 
Alas !  you  know  little  of  my  cousin,  if  you  thiak 
all  our  arts  could  deeoy  him  out  of  his  ragged 
independence,  and,  much  as  I  love  him,  I  oeuld 
not  wish  it.  But  do  not  fear  for  him ;  he  m 
one  of  those  who  are  bom  to  succeed,  and 
without  help." 

"  How  do  you  know  that,  preUy  prophetese  ?*' 
said  Percival,  with  the  superior  air  of  mam* 
hood.  "  1  have  seen  more  of  the  world  than 
you  have,  and  I  can  not  see  why  Ardworth 
should  succeed,  as  you  call  it  ;--or,  if  so,  why  he 
should  succeed  less  if  ho  swung  bis  hammock 
in  a  better  berth  than  that  hole  in  Gray*s  Ins, 
and  would  just  let  me  keep  him  a  cab  and  a 
groom." 

Had  Percival  talked  of  keeping  John  Ard- 
worth an  elephant  and  a  palanquin,  Helea 
could  not  have  been  more  amused.  She  dap- 
ped her  little  hands  in  a  delight  that  provoked 
Percival,  and  laughed  out  loud.  Then  seeii^ 
her  boy-lover's  lip  pouted  petulantly,  aod  his 
brow  was  overcasi,  she  said  more  seriouslj— 

"  Do  you  not  know  what  it  is  to  feel  con- 
vinced of  something  which  you  can  not  explain  1 
Well,  I  feel  this  as  to  my  constats  fame  and 
fortunes.  Surely,  too,  you  must  feel  it,  yon 
scarce  know  why,  when  he  speidca  of  that  fo- 
ture,  which  seems  so  dim  and  so  far  to  nc,  as 
of  something  that  belonged  to  him." 

"*  Very  true,  Helen,"  said  Percival,'* he  lays  it 
out  like  the  map  of  his  estate.  One  caa*t  Uufk 
when  be  says  so  carelessly — *  At  such  an  age  I 
shall  lead  my  circuit — at  siy^h  an  age  I  ahall  be 
rich — at  such  an  age  1  shall  enter  paiiiaraeatr— 
and  beyond  that  I  shall  look  as  yet  no  farther.* 
And,  poor  fellow,  then  he  will  be  forty-three ! 
forty- three ! — How  very,  very  old !  And  in  tht 
mean  while  to  suflTer  such  privations  !** 

*'  There  are  no  privations  to  one  who  lives 
in  the  future,"  said  Helen,  with  that  noble  in- 
tuition into  lofty  natures,  which  at  times  fla^ 
ed  from  her  childish  simplicity,  foreshowiaf 
what,  if  heaven  spare  her  life,  her  matorer  in- 
telleot  may  develop :  "  For  Ardworth  there  if 
no  such  thing  as  poverty.  He  is  as  rich  in  his 
hopes  as  we  are  in — "  She  stopped  short, 
blushed,  and  continued,  with  downcast  looks— 
"  As  well  might  you  pity  me  in  these  vralka,  so 
dreary  without  you.    I  do  not  live  ia  tkaa;  I 
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Hm  Toioe  trembi^d  with  emotMm  in  tbote  list 
words.  She  alid  from  PercWal's  arm,  and 
timidly  sat  down  (and  he  beside  her)  on  a  little 
monnd,  under  the  single  ohestnut-tree,  that 
threw  its  shade  over  the  garden. 

Both  were  silent  for  some  minutes — Peroiral 
with  gratefnl  ecstasy — Helen  with  one  of  those 
sodden  fits  of  mysterioiis  melancholy,  to  which 
her  natare  was  so  sobjected. 

He  was  the  first  to  speak.  "  Helen,"  he  said, 
gravely,  "  since  I  have  known  you,  I  feel  as  if 
life  were  a  more  solemn  thing  than  I  ever  re- 
garded it  before.  It  aeems  to  roe  as  if  a  new 
and  more  ardaoos  doty  were  added  to  those  for 
which  I  was  prepared-— a  doty,  Helen,  to  be- 
eome  worthy  of  yoa !  Will  yoa  smile  1  No — 
yon  will  not  smile,  if  I  say  I  have  had  my  brief 
moments  of  ambition.  Sometimes  as  a  boy, 
with  Plutarch  in  my  band,  stretched  idly  nnder 
the  old  cedar-trees  at  Laughton— sometimes  as 
a  sailor,  when,  becalmed  on  the  Atlantic,  and 
my  ears  freshly  filled  with  tales  of  Colling- 
wood  and  Nelson,  I  stole  from  my  comrades, 
and  leant,  mosingly,  over  the  boundless  sea. 
Bat  when  this  ample  heritage  passed  to  me— 
when  I  had  no  more  my  own  fortunes  to  make, 
my  own  rank  to  bnikl  up—such  dreams  became 
less  and  less  freqnent.  Is  it  not  true  that 
wealth  makes  us  contented  to  be  obscure  1 
Yes ;  I  understand,  while  I  speak,  why  poverty 
itself  befriends,  not  cripples,  Ardworth*s  ener- 
gies. Pat,  sinee  I  have  known  you,  dearest 
Helen,  those  dreams  return  more  vividly  than 
ever.  He  who  claima  you  sboold  be — ^must  be 
— something  nobler  than  the  crowd,  Helen  I" 
and  he  rose  by  an  irretistible  and  restless  im- 
pulse ;  "  I  shall  not  be  contented  till  you  are  as 
proud  of  your  choice  as  I  of  mine  !" 

It  seemed,  as  Percival  spoke  snd  looked,  as' 
if  boyhood  were  cast  from  him  forever.  The 
unusual  weight  and  gravity  of  his  words,  to 
which  bis  tone  gave  even  eloquence;  the 
steady  flash  <^  his  dark  eyes ;  his  erect,  elastic 
form,  all  had  the  dignity  of  man.  Helen  gazed 
on  him  silently,  and  with  a  heart  so  full,  that 
words  woaM  not  come,  and  tears  overflowed 
instead. 

That  sight  sobered  him  at  once-^e  knelt 
down  beside  her,  threw  his  arms  ronnd  her— it 
was  his  first  embrace— and  kissed  the  tears 
away. 

*■  How  have  I  distressed  you  1  why  do  yov 
weepi" 

**  Let  me  weep  on,  Percival,  dear  Percival ! 
These  tears  are  like  prayers ;  they  speak  to 
Heaven — and  of  you  !" 

'*  Ob  !**  she  resumed,  recovering  herself  at 
length,  **if,  as  sometimes  even  when  you  are 
with  me,  a  cold  and  nameless  foreboding  seems 
to  whisper— if  I  am  not  reserved  for  so  much 
happiness — if  I  can  not  partake  your  fate*-if  we 
are  divided !" 

**  What  can  divide  usi**  exclaimed  Percival, 
in  passionate  alarm.  Helen  sighed  heavily, 
and  meekly  bowing  her  head,  munnured,  **  Does 
not  the  same  holy  ground  hold  the  altar  and  the 
grave  ?  If  I  should  go  before  you,  Percival, 
think  that  I  shall  see  you  still — ^tbink  that  the 
same  bright  destinies  still  await  you — think  that 
he  who  would  so  nobly  aspire  to  be  worthy  a 
human  love,  has  still  to  be  worthy  God !" 


touch  was  ooM,  and  the  chin  pierced  to  bis 
heart ;  the  tears  were  dry  upon  her  cheeks,  but 
tbey  still  glittered  in  the  eyes  that  were  raised 
devoutly  upward.  He  wouki  have  spoken,  bat 
his  voice  failed  bim.  Something  of  her  fore- 
bodings passed  into  his  own  heart.  And  while 
thus  silent,  a  step  came  noiselessly  over  the 
grass,  and  between  them  and  the  sunlight,  stood 
Gabriel  Varney. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

•UnnSlC  CBI.BBRXTT  INO  PATXKKT  HOFB. 

Pbbcxval  was  unusually  gloomy  and  abstract- 
ed in  his  way  to  town  that  day,  though  Varney 
was  his  companion,  and  in  the  fall  play  of  those 
animal  spirits  which  he  owed  to  his  unrivaled 
physical  organization  and  the  obtoseness  of  his 
conscience.  Seeing,  at  length,  that  his  gayety 
did  not  communicate  itself  to  Percival,  he  paus- 
etl  and  looked  at  him  suspiciously.  A  falling 
leaf  startles  the  steed,  and  a  shadow  the  guilty 
man. 

"  You  are  sad,  Percival  V*  he  said,  inquir- 
ingly.   '*  What  has  disturbed  you  V* 

**It  is  nothing — or,  at  least,  would  seem 
nothing  to  you,"  answered  Percival,  with  an 
effort  to  smile,  *'for  I  have  heard  you  laugh  at 
the  doctrine  of  presentiments.  We  sailors  are 
more  superstitious." 

*'  What  presentiment  can  you  possibly  enter- 
tain 1"  asked  Varney,  more  anxiously  than  Per- 
cival could  have  anticipated. 

"Presentiments  are  not  so  easily  defined, 
Varney.  But,  in  truth,  poor  Helen  has  infect- 
ed me.  Have  yoo  not  remarked,  that,  gay  as 
she  habitually  is,  some  shadow  comes  over  her 
so  suddenly,  that  one  can  not  trace  the  cause  t 
And  to-day  she  has  been  talking  as  I  never 
heard  but  one  talk  before,  and  that  was  a  poor 
fellow-midshipman  of  mine,  who  seemed  the 
very  picture  of  health,  and  who  was  persuaded 
he  should  die  of  consumption.  We  used  to 
laugh  at  him ;  but,  three  months  after  his  re- 
turn home,  I  saw  in  the  papers  that  he  did  die, 
and  of  that  disease." 

Varney  mused.  It  might  be  well  to  foster  the 
idea  thus  started ;  would  it  not  be  prudent,  also, 
now  to  mention  Helen's  insuranoea  on  her  life ; 
it  would  come  in  so  naturally— -it  would  prevent 
the  suspicious  appearance  of  too  close  as  secrecy 
hereafter. 

"  My  dear  "Percival,**  said  he,  after  a  short 
pause,  "  what  yon  say  does  not  surprise  me. 
Helen  herself  has  confided  to  me  those  strange 
forebodings  of  hers.  Like  you  I  see  no  cause 
for  them,  though  it  would  be  false  kindness  to 
conceal  from  you  that  I  have  heard  Madame 
Dalibard  say  that  her  mother  was,  when  about 
her  age,  threatened  with  consumptive  symp- 
toms— but  she  lived  many  years  afterward. 
Nay,  nay,  rally  yourself;  Helen's  appearance, 
despite  the  extreme  purity  of  her  complexion, 
is  not  that  of  one  threatened  by  the  terrible 
malady  of  our  climate.  The  young  are  often 
haunted  with  the  idea  of  early  death.  As  we 
grow  older,  that  thought  is  less  cherished ;  in 
yoalb  it  is  a  sort  of  luxury.  To  this  mournful 
idea  (which  you  see,  you  have  remarked  as 
weU  ae  I),  we  most  attribute  not  only  Helen's 
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foretboQglit,  which  I  can  not  deny  myself  the 
pleasure  of  ooromunioating  to  jroa^  Ihough  her 
delieacy  would  be  shocked  at  ray  iadiacreiwn. 
Yoa  know  how  helpless  her  aont  is.  Well, 
Helen,  who  is  entitled,  when  of  age^  to  a  OMider- 
ate  competence,  has  pertaadcd  me  to  inaore 
her  life,  and  aoeept  a  trust  to  hold  the  monejFs 
(if  ever  unhappily  doe)  for  the  benefit  of  my 
mother-in-law,  so  that  Madame  Dalibard  may 
not  be  left  destitute,  if  her  niece  die  before  she 
is  twenty-one.   How  like  Helen  ? — ^is  it  not  V* 

PerciTal  was  too  overcome  to  answer. 

Varncy  resumed — "I  entreat  you  not  to 
mention  this  to  Helen— it  would  ofl^fkd  her 
modesty  to  haye  the  secret  of  her  geod  deeds 
th«s  betrayed  by  one  to  whom  alone  she  con- 
fided them.  I  coald  not  resist  her  entreaties ; 
though,  etUre^nous,  it  cripples  me  not  a  little  to 
advance  for  her  the  necessary  sum  for  the  pre- 
miums. Apropos,  this  brings  me  to  a  point  on 
which  I  feel,  as  the  vulgar  idiom  goes,  '  very 
awkward,* — ^as  I  always  do  in  these  oonfonnded 
money  matters.  But  you  were  good  enough  to 
ask  me  to  paint  you  a  couple  of  pictures  for 
Laughton.  Now,  if  you  could  let  rae  have  some 
portion  of  the  sure,  whatever  it  be  (for  I  don't 
price  my  painting  to  you),  it  would  very  mtich 
oblige  me." 

Percival  turned  away  his  face  as  he  yn^ung 
Yarney's  band,  and  muttered,  with  a  choked 
voice,  "  Let  me  have  my  share  in  Helen's  divine 
forethought.  Good  heavens !  she  so  yornig,  to 
look  thus  beyond  the  grave,  always  for  others— 
lor  Dlhers!" 

Oallous  as  the  wretch  was,  Peicival's  emo- 
t'on  and  his  proposal  struck  Varney  with  s  sen- 
t  ment  like  compunction.  He  had  designed  to 
appropriste  the  lover's  gold,  as  it  was  now  of- 
fered ;  but  that  Percival  himself  should  propose 
it,  blind  to  the  grave,  to  which  that  gold  paved 
the  way,  was  a  horror  not  counted  in  those  to 
which  his  fell  cupidity  and  his  goading  appre- 
hensions had  familiarned  bis  conscieooe. 

"  No,'*  he  said,  with  one  of  those  way waixl 
aereples  to  which  the  blacdceet  criminals  are 
sometimes  susceptible — **  no.  I  have  promised 
Helen  to  regard  this  as  a  loan  to  her,  wbieh  she 
is  to  repay  me  when  of  age.  What  you  may  ad- 
vance me  is  for  the  pictures.  I  have  a  right  to 
do  as  I  please  with  what  is  bought  by  my  own 
labor.  And  the  subjects  of  the  pietsres— what 
ahaUtheybeV* 

*<  For  one  picture  try  and  rec^l  Helen's  ss- 
pect  and  attitude  when  you  came  to  us  in  the 
garden,  and  entitle  your  subject—*  The  Fore- 
boding."* 

*•  Hem !"  said  Varney,  hesitatingly.  *♦  And  the 
other  subject  V* 

"  Wait  for  that,  till  the  joy-bells  at  l4iughton 
have  welcomed  a  bride,  and  then--^nd  then, 
Varney,"  added  Percival,  with  somethit^  of  his 
natural  joyous  smile,  **  you  must  Ufce  the  ex- 
pression as  you  find  it.  Once  imder  my  care, 
and,  please  Heaven,  the  one  picture  shall  laugh- 
ingly upbraid  the  other !" 

As  this  was  said,  the  cabriolet  stopped  at 
Peroival's  door.  Varney  dined  with  him  that 
day ;  and  if  the  conversation  flagged,  it  did  not 
revert  to  the  subject  which  had  so  darkened  the 
bright  spirits  of  the  host,  and  so  tried  the  hy- 
^jscriey  of  the  guest.    When  Varney  left,  which 
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Psreiral;  siUttdgr  put  h  cheek  iato  his  hmdK,  to 
a  greater  sdKNiot  than  Varney  had  untjcipitfid 
even  fimn  his  generosity. 

**  This  is  for  four  pictufes,  not  lwo»"  hs  sail, 
shaking  his  bead ;  and  then,  with  has  •hsnet^ 
istic  csncsfC*  fas  added-— '*  WeU,  boom  ysan 
hence,  the  world  shall  not  caU  them  evespaid 
Adieu,  mj  Medici ;  a  4esen  such  omd,  asA  Ait 
would  revive  in  England.'* 

When  he  was-ief^akme^  Pstoival  sat  dsvr. 
and,  leaning-  his  face  on  both  haada,  gava  «i| 
to  the  gloom  which  his  aative  manliaess,  aad 
ths  delicacy  that  belongs  to  true  a&otios,  had 
made  him  atmggle  not  to  indulge  in  the  pieisaoo 
of  another.  Never  had  he  so  laved  Helaa  as  ia 
that  hour ;  never  had  he  so  intimately  asd  ia- 
tensely  felt  her  matchless  wstth.  The  iangB 
of  her  unselfish,  quiet,  melanoha^  oonsidenijoa 
for  that  aastare,  nncarsasing,  uaaympsdiiiav 
relation,  aoder  whose  shade  her  yoaag  kMC 
nanst  have  withered,  asenied  lo  hiai  fiUad  wilk 
a  oelee^ial  pathos.  And  he  ahnoet  baled  Var- 
ney, thai  the  cynic  painter  conid  have  talkedsfit 
with  that  bnsmess-liiEie  phlegm.  The  eveainf 
deepened ;  the  traa^il  street  grew  still ;  ihsak 
seemed  close ;  the  solitode  oppressed  him ;  he 
rose  abruptly,  seized  his  hst,  and  wesl  forth* 
slowly,  and  still  with  a  heavy  heart. 

Aa  he  entered  Piccadilly,  on  the  broad  step 
of  that  house  successively  inhabited  by  the 
Doke  of  Queensbury  and  Lord  Hertfoid,  and  sow 
divided  into  apartments  for  sooh  as  ^an  pay 
per  room  the  rent  of  a  moderate  boase,-HNi 
the  step  of  that  mansion,  up  which  so  many 
footsteps  lig^t  with  wanton  pleasure  have  gayly 
trod,  Percival's  eye  fell  opua  a  wretched, 
squalid,  ragged  object,  doubled  op  as  it  wenv 
in  that  last  despondency  which  Las  oeased  tstaj^ 
that* has  no  care  to  steal,  that  has  no  wish  to 
live.    Percival  halted,  and  touched  the  oatcaai. 

"  What  ia  the  matter,  my  poor  feltow!  Take 
eare-*-tha  policemen  will  not  safifer  yoa  is  rest 
here«  Gome*  cheer  np,  I  say !  There  tss 
thing  to  find  yoa  a  better  lodging!" 

The  silver  foB  unheeded    on  the 
The  thing. of  rags  did  not  even  raise  its  bmk, 
but  a  low,  broken  voice  muttered— 

**  It  be  too  lata  now— -let  'em  take  me  to 
prison — let  *em  send  ms  'oross  the  sea  to  Bnt^ 
tsny-^t  'em  hang  mo  if  thay  pleaas.  I  bo's 
good  for  nothin*  now— nothin' !" 

AHered  as  the  voioe  was,  it  struck  Pneival 
as  familiar.  He  looked  down  and  caught  a  view 
of  the  drooping  face. 

««Up,  maa,  upT  he  aaid,  cheert||y;  "aee, 
Providence  sends  you  an  old  ftiead  in  aeed,  to 
teach  yoa  never  to  despair  again.** 

The  hearty  accent,  more  than  the  voida. 
touched  and  aroused  the  poor  cresture  Hs 
rose  mechanically,  and  a  aickly,  grateful  amile 
passed  over  his  waated  features  as  he  recog- 
nized St.  John. 

«'  Come  I  how  is  this  1  I  have  always  under- 
stood that  to  keep  a  crossing  was  a  flouriahiog 
trade  now-a-daya." 

*«  I  'aa  no  crosain*.  I  *as  sold  her !"  groaned 
Beck.  '*!  he's  good  for  nothin'  now,  but  to 
cadge  about  the  streets,  and  steal,  sad  filch, 
and  hang  like  the  rest  on  ual  Thank  you, 
kindly,  sir,'*  (and  Beck  pulled  his  forelock), 

but,  please  your  'oner*  I  vouki  lathar  i 
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••  FM>h,  pooh !  didn't  I  tall  jwi  whon  y«i 
'asted  a  friend  to  come  to  ane  1  Why  did  ymt 
oubt  ine,  fooliah  fellow  t  Piek  up  theaa  ahiU- 
i88-**«et  a  bed  and  a  eufiper.  Genie  and  aee 
le  to-moTTow,  at  nine  o'clock,  you  knew  where 
-the  aame  bouse  in  CanKw-sUoet;  you  ahall 
bU  me  thea  your  whole  story,  and  it  shaU  go 
ard  but  Til  bay  you  another  crasaing  or  get 
oa  aomethiog  just  as  good.'* 

Poor  Beek  swayed  a  mofnent  er  two  on  his 
lender  legs,  like  a  dnrafcen  man,  and  then  aud- 
ealy  falling  on  his  kneea«  be  kissed  the  hem 
f  his  benefactor's  garment,  and  fairly  wept. 
Tboae  tears  relieved  bim — they  seemed  to  wash 
he  drought  of  despair  from  his  heart. 

"Hush,  bush!  or  we  shall  hare  a  crowd 
cmad  oa.  You  won*t  forget,  my  poor  friend, 
(o.— ,  Corzon-street-^Dine  to-morrow.  Make 
laate  notr,  and  get  food  and  reet— you  look, 
adeedv  as  if  you  wanted  them.  Ah  1  wooki  to 
leaTon  all  the  poverty  in  this  hui^e  city  stood 
lere  ia  thy  person,  and  we  could  aid  it  as  easily 
18  I  can  thee  " 

Percival  bad  moved  on  as  be  said  those  last 
voida,  and,  looking  back,  be  bad  the  satisfac- 
ion  to  aee  that  Beck  was  slowly  crawling  after 
lim,  and  had  escaped  the  grim  question  of  a 
rery  portly  poUoeman,  who  had  no  doubt  ex- 
treased  a  natural  Mdigvatk>n  at  the  audacity  of 
K»  ragged  a  skeleton  not  keeping  itaelf  respect' 
ibly  at  home  in  its  church>yard. 
Entering  one  of  the  clubs  in  St.  James's-street, 
Percival  found  a  small  knot  of  poliiioians  in 
)ager   conversation   respecting  a   new  book 
ivhich  had  been  published  but  a  day  or  two  be- 
bre,  but  which  had  already  seised  the  public 
itteotion  with  that  atrong  grasp  whidh  consti 
utes  always  an  era  in  an  author's  life,  some- 
imes  an  epoch  in  a  nation's  literature.    The 
lewapapera  were  full  of  extracts  from  the  work 
*-the  gossips  of  conjecture  as  to  the  authorship. 
iVe  need  scarcely  say  that  a  book  which  makes 
his  kind  of  sensation,  must  bit  some  popular 
eeling  of  the  boor,  aupply  some  popular  want, 
ffinety-nine  times  out  of  a  hundred,  therefore, 
ta  character  is  political :  it  waa  so  in  the  pres- 
ent instance.    It  may  be  remembered  that  that 
rear  Parliament  sat  during  great  part  of  the 
nonth  of  October,  that  it  was  the  year  in  which 
he  Reform  Bill  waa  rejected  by  the  Houae  of 
Lords,  and  that  public  feeling  in  our  time  had 
lever  been  so  keenly  excited.    This  work  sp- 
ared during  the  short  interval  between  the 
ejection  of  the  bill  and  the  prorogation  of  Par- 
iament*    And  what  made  it  more  remarkable, 
ns,  that  while  atamped  with  the  passion  of  the 
ime,  there  was  a  weight  of  calm  and  atem 
peasoning,  embodied  in  its  vigorous  periods, 
prhieh  gave  to  the  arguments  of  the  advocate 
MKnething  of  the  impartiality  of  the  judge, 
dousually  abstracted  and  unsocial,  for,  despite 
Us  youth  and  that  peculiar  basbfulness  before 
loticed,  he  was  generally  alive  enough  to  all 
that  passed  aroupd  him,  Percival  paid  little  at- 
tention to  the  comments  that  circulated  round 
ibe  easy  chairs  in  his  vicinity,  till  a  subordinate 
ft  the  administration,  with   whom    be  was 
nightly  acquainted,  pushed  a   small   volume 
mrvi  bim,  and  said : 

>  pBrHuncBt  wu  prompMd  Oelobw90lh ;  lbs  UU  is- 


**  Yon  have  aeen  this,  of  eooiae,  91.  John  1 
Ten  to  one  you  do  not  guess  the  author.  It  is 
certainly  not  B  m,  though  the  lord  charjcel 
Mr  baa  energy  enough  for  any  thing,  it— 
saya  it  haa  a  teoeh  of  8 ^r." 

«<  Gould  M y  have  written  HV*  aaked  a 

yoang  meaher  of  parliament,  timidly. 

«» M y )— very  like  hia  matchless  style,  to 

be  soas.    Yon  can  have  read  very  little  of 

M y,  I  ahoQid  think,*'  aaid  the  aobordinate, 

with  the  true  sneer  of  an  official  and  a  critio. 

The  young  member  could  bare  slunk  into  a 
nutahell. 

Pereival,  with  very  langnid  interest,  ginnoed 
over  the  volume.  But  deapite  his  mood,  and 
his  Boederate  affection  for  political  writings,  the 
passage  he  opened  upon  struck  and  seised  him 
unawarea.  Though  the  sneer  of  the  official  was 
just,  asd  tlie  style  was    not  comparable  to 

M ^y's,  (whose  is  ?)  still  the  steady  rush  of 

strong  words,  strong  with  strong  though ts— 
heaped  massively  together — showed  the  ease 
of  genius  and  the  gravity  of  thought :  -^the 
absence  of  all  effeminate  glitter  —  the  iron 
grapple  with  the  pith  and  substance  of  the  ar- 
gument opposed,  seen)6d  familiar  to  Percival. 
He  thought  be  beard  the  deep  bass  of  John 
Ard  worth's  earnest  voice,  when  some  trnth 
roused  his  advocacy,  or  some  falsehood  pro- 
voked his  wrath.  He  put  down  the  book  be- 
wildered. Could  it  be  the  obscure,  briefless  law- 
yer in  Gray's  Inn  (that  very  morning  the  object 
of  bis  young  pity),  who  was  thus  lifted  into 
fame  ?  Hs  smiled  at  his  own  credulity.  But 
he  listened  with  more  atteniion  to  the  enthnai- 
astic  praises  that  circled  round,  and  the  various 
guesses  which  accompanied  them.  Soon,  how- 
ever, hia  former  gloom  returned — the  Babel 
began  to  chafe  and  weary  him.  He  rose  and 
went  forth  again  into  the  air.  He  strolled  on 
without  purpose,  but  mechanically  into  the 
atreet  where  he  had  first  seen  Helen.  He 
paused  a  few  moments  under  the  colonnade 
which  faced  Beck*s  old  deserted  crossing.  His 
pause  attracted  the  notice  of  one  of  the  unhappy 
beings  whom  we  sufier  to  pollute  our  streets, 
and  rot  in  our  hospitals.  She  spproached  and 
spoke  to  him — to  Aim  whose  heart  was  so  foil 
of  Helen.  He  shuddered  and  strode  on.  At 
length,  he  paused  before  the  twin  towers  of 
Westminster  Abbey,  on  which  the  moon  rested 
in  solemn  splendor ;  and  in  that  space,  one  man 
only  shared  his  solitude.  A  figure  with  folded 
arms  leant  against  the  iron  rails,  near  the  statue 
of  Canning,  and  his  gaae  comprehended  in  one 
view,  the  walls  of  the  parliament,  in  which  all 
passions  wsge  their  war,  and  the  glorious  Ab- 
bey, which  gives  a  Walballa  to  the  great.  The 
utter  stillness  of  the  figure,  so  in  unison  with 
the  stillness  of  the  scene,  had  upon  Percival 
more  effect  than  would  have  been  produced  by 
the  most  clamorous  crowd.  He  looked  round 
curiously,  as  he  passed,  and  uttered  an  excla- 
mation, as  he  recognised  John  Ard  worth. 

**  You,  Percival  ?"  said  Ard  worth— "a  strange 
meeting-place  at  thia  hour !  What  can  bring 
you  hither  ?" 

"  Only  whim,  I  fear— and  you?"  as  Perolval 
linked  his  arm  into  Ard  worth's. 

"Twenty  years  hence  I  will  tell  you  what 
brought  me  here!"  answered  Ardworth,  mor- 
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"If\PB  are  aliTe  then." 

**  We  live  till  our  destinies  below  are  folfill* 
ed ;  till  qpr  uses  have  passed  from  os  in  this 
sphere,  and  rise  to  benedi  another.  For  {be 
eoul  is  as  a  sun,  but  with  this  noble  distinction, 
the  sun  is  confined  in  its  career— day  after  day, 
it  visits  the  same  lands,  gild»>the  same  planets, 
or  rather,  as  the  astronomers  bold,  stands  the 
motionless  center  of  moving  worlds.  But  the 
soul,  when  it  sinks  into  seeming  darkness  and 
the  deep,  rises  to  new  destinies,  fresh  regions 
anvisited  before.  What  we  call  eternity,  may 
be  but  an  endless  series  of  those  transitions 
which  men  caU  iealA«,  abandonments  of  home 
after  home,  even  to  fairer  scenes  and  loftier 
heights.  Age  after  age,  the  spirit,  that  glorious 
Nomad,  may  shift  its  tent,  fated  not  to  rest  in 
the  dull  £iyBium  of  the  heathen,  but  carrying 
with  it  evermore  its  elements — activity  and 
desire.  Why  should  the  soul  ever  repose  1 
God,  its  Principle,  reposes  never.  While  we 
speak,  new  worlds  are  sparkling  forth— suns 
are  throwing  off  their  nebulae — nebuls  are  hard- 
ening into  worlds.  Tbe  Almighty  proves  his 
existence  by  creating.  Think  you  that  Plato  is 
^at  rest,  and  Sbakspeare  only  basking  on  a 
son- cloud  1  Labor  is  the  very  essence  of  spirit 
as  of  divinity :  labor  is  the  purgatory  of  the  err- 
ing ;  it  may  become  the  hell  of  the  wicked,  but 
labor  is  not  less  tbe  heaven  of  the  good." 

Ardworth  spoke  with  unusual  earnestness  and 
passion ;  and  his  idea  of  the  future  was  em- 
blematic of  his  own  active  nature  *.  for  each  of 
us  is  wisely  left  to  shape  out,  amid  tbe  impene- 
trable mists,  his  own  ideal  of  the  Hereaf\er. 
The  warrior  child  of  the  biting  North  placed  his 
Hela  amid  the  snows,  and  his  Himmel  in  the 
banquets  of  victorious  war ;  the  son  of  the  East, 
parched  by  relentless  summer — his  hell  amid  fire, 
and  his  elysium  by  coohng  streams ;  the  weary 
peasant  sighs  through  lifo  for  rest,  and  rest 
awaits  his  vision  beyond  the  grave ;  the  work- 
man of  genius—ever  ardent,  ever  young— hon- 
ors toil  as  the  glorious  development  of  being — 
and  springs  refreshed  over  the  abyas  of  the 
grave — to  follow,  from  star  to  star,  the  progress 
that  seems  to  him  at  once  the  supreme  felicity 
and  the  necessary  law.  So  be  it  with  the  fan- 
tasy of  each.  Wisdom  that  is  infallible,  and 
love  that  never  sleeps,  watch  over  the  darkness 
—and  bid  darkness  be,  that  we  may  dream. 

**  Alas  !"  said  the  young  listener — "  what  re- 
proof do  you  not  convey  to  those,  like  me,  who, 
devoid  of  the  power  which  gives  results  to  every 
toil,  have  little  \e\\  to  them  in  life,  but  to  idle 
life  away.  All  have  not  tbe  gift  to  write,  or 
harangue,  or  speculate,  or — " 

••  Friend."  interrupted  Ardworth,  bluntly, 
**  do  not  belie  yourself.  There  lives  not  a  man 
on  earth— out  of  a  lunatic  asylum — who  has  not 
in  him  the  power  to  do  good.  What  can 
writers,  haranguers,  or  speculators  do  more 
than  that  1  Have  you  ever  entered  a  cottage — 
ever  traveled  in  a  coach — ever  talke^  with  a 
peasant  in  the  field,  or  loitered  wicll  a  mechan- 
ic at  the  loom,  and  not  found  that  each  of  those 
men  had  a  talent  you  had  nut,  knew  some 
things  you  knew  not  ?  The  most  useless  crea- 
ture that  ever  yawned  at  a  club,  or  counted  the 
vermin  on  his  rags,  under  the  suns  of  Calabria, 
has  no  excoae  for  want  of  intellect.  What  men 
maaS  18,  not  (alaat,  it  ia  purpose:— in  other 


words,  not  the  power  to  achieve,  bat  the  wiB 
to  labor.  Tou,  Percival  St.  John — yarn  ffl^t  to 
despond,  lest  you  should  not  have  yoor  usee— 
fou,  with  that  fresh,  warm  heart — ycm  vitk 
that  pure  enthusiasm  for  what  is  fresh  and 
good— you,  who  can  even  admire  a  thing  like 
Varney,  beeanse,  throogh  the  tawdry  man,  yoe 
recognise  art  and  skill,  even  though  wasted  m 
spoiling  canvas — ^you,  who  have  only  to  live  as 
you  feel,  in  order  to  diffuse  blessings  all  aroood 
you,  fie,  foolish  boy !  yoo  will  own  your  error 
when  I  tell  you  why  I  come  from  my  rooms  at 
Gray^s  Inn  to.  see  the  walls  in  which  Hamp- 
den, a  plain  country  squire  like  yoe,  shoek 
with  plain  words  the  tyranny  of  .eight  hosdied 
years." 

*'  Ardworth,  I  will  not  wait  your  time  to  tefl 
me  what  took  you  yonder.  I  have  penetnlai  a 
secret  that  yoo,  not  kindly»  kept  from  me.  This 
morning  yoo  rose  and  found  yourself  fiuaoas; 
this  evening  you  have  come  to  gaae  opoo  the 
soene  of  the  career  to  which  that  faaie  vdl 
the  more  rapidly  conduct  you — " 

'*And  upon  the  tomb  which  tiie  proodest 
ambition  I  can  form  on  earth  most  oooteai 
itself  to  win.  A  poor  coachisioa,  if  all  ended 
here." 

"  I  am  right,  however,"  said  Percival.  with 
boyish  plea&ure.  **  it  is  you  whose  praises  have 
just  filled  my  ears.  Yoo»  dear— dear  Ardworth. 
How  rejoiced  I  am." 

Ardworth  pressed  heartily  the  hand  extended 
to  him :  "  I  should  have  trusted  you  with  taf 
secret  to-morrow,  Percival;  as  it  is,  keep  it  for 
the  present.  A  craving  of  my  nature  has  bees 
satisfied,  a  grief  has  found  distraction ;  as  fiir 
the  rest,  any  child  who  throws  a  stone  into  the 
water  with  all  his  force  can  make  a  splash;  hot 
he  would  be  a  foo),  iij^deed.  if  he  supposed  that 
the  splash  was  a  sign  that  he  had  toned  a 
stream." 

Here  Ardworth  ceased  abruptly — and  Peid- 
val,  engrossed  by  a  bright  idea,  which  had  sod- 
denly  occurred  to  him,  exclaimed — 

"  Ardworth — ^your  desire,  your  ambitioo,  it 
to  enter  parliament ;  there  must  be  s  dissblatisa 
shortly — ^the  success  of  your  book  will  rvnder 
you  acceptable  to  many  a  popular  constitonej. 
All  you  can  want  is  a  sum  for  the  neeemfy 
expenses.  Borrow  that  sum  from  me-fqny 
me  when  you  are  in  the  cabinet,  or  attorney- 
general.    It  shall  be  so !'' 

A  look  so  bright,  that  even  by  that  don  tamp- 
light,  tbe  glow  of  the  cheek,  the  briHiancy  of 
tbe  eye  were  visible — ^flashed  over  Ardworth^ 
face.  He  felt  at  that  moment  what  ambiiiosi 
man  must  feel  when  the  object  he  has  sees 
dimly  and  afar— is  placed  within  his  grasp ;  hot 
his  reason  was  proof  even  against  that  stroag 
temptation. 

He  passed  his  arm  round  the  boy's  slender 
waist,  and  drew  him  to  his  heart,  with  gratefiil 
affection,  as  he  replied, 

"  And  what,  if  now  in  parliament,  giving  op 
my  career — with  no  regular  means  of  subsist- 
ence— what  could  I  be,  but  a  venal  adventurer! 
Place  would  become  so  vitally  necessary  to  niB^ 
that  1  should  feed  but  a  dangerous  war  betweea 
my  conscience  and  my  w^ants.  In  chasing 
Fame,  the  shadow,  I  should  lose  tbe  sobstanee, 
Independence — why,  that  very  thought  would 
paralyze  my  tongue.     No,  no-HDBy  le—eiees 
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mend.  As  labor  is  the  areh  elevator  of  man, 
so  patience  is  the  essence  of  labor.  First  let 
no  build  the  roundatioo,  I  may  then  calculate 
the  height  of  mj  tower.  First  let  bdo  be  indt' 
pendent  of  the  great — I  will  then  be  the  cham- 
pion of  the  lowly.  Hold  !  tempt  roe  no  more— 
do  not  lure  me  to  the  loss  of  self-esteem  !  And 
now,  Percival,"  resumed  Ardworth»  in  the  tone 
of  one  who  wishes  to  plunge  into  some  utterly 
new  carrent  of  thought,  *'  let  us  forget  for  a 
while  these  solemn  aspirations,  and  be  frolio- 
some  and  human.  *Nemo  marttUium  emnibms 
kmiM  t^pit.  *  *  Neque  soRper  ateum  teniit  Apalio. ' 
What  say  you,  to  a  cigar  1" 

Percival  siared.  He  was  not  yet  familiarised 
to  the  eccentric  whims  of  his  friend  I 

**  Hot  negus  and  a  cigar  !**  repeated  Ardworth, 
while  a  smile,  full  of  drollery,  played  round  the 
oomers  of  his  lips,  and  twinkled  in  bis  deep-set 
eyes. 

•*  Are  you  serious  t" 

*'  Not  serious — ^I  have  been  serious  enough'* 
(and  Ardworth  sighed)  <*ror  the  last  three 
weeks.  Who  goes  to  Corinth  to  be  sage,  or  to 
the  Cider  Cellar  to  be  serious  V* 

**  I  subscribe,  then,  to  the  negus  and  cigar,** 
•aid  Percival,  smiling ;  and  he  had  do  cause  to 
repent  his  compliance,  as  he  accompanied  Ard- 
worth to  one  of  the  resorts  favored  by  that 
strange  person  in  his  rare  houra  of  relaxation. 
For,  seated  at  his  favorite  table,  which  hap- 
pened, luckily,  to  be  vacant,  with  his  head 
.thrown  carelessly  back,  and  hia  negus  steam- 
ing before  him,  John  Ardworth  oontinued  to 
pour  forth,  till  the  clock  struck  three,  jest  upon 
jest— pun  upon  pun — Abroad  drollery  upon  broad 
drollery,  without  flagging,  without  intermisaion 
— so  varied,  so  copious,  so  ready,  so  irresistible, 
that  Percival  was  transported  oat  of  all  his 
melancholy,  in  enjoying,  for  the  first  time  in  hia 
life,  the  exuberant  gayety  of  a  grave  mind  once 
•et  free — all  its  intellect  sparkling  into  wit— all 
its  paaaion  rushing  into  humor.  And  this  waa 
tbe  man  be  had  pitied !  supposed  to  have  no 
sonny  side  to  his  life !  How  much  greater  had 
been  his  compassion  and  his  wonder,  if  he  could 
have  known  all  that  had  passed,  within  the  last 
Isw  weeks,  through  that  gloomy,  yet  silent 
breast,  which,  by  the  very  breadth  of  its  mirth, 
sbowed  what  must  be  the  depth  of  iu  sadness ! 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

ma  LOSS  OP  ths  oaossiaa^^ 

OssTiTB  the  lateness  of  the  hour  before  he 
gpt  to  rest,  Percival  had  already  breakfasted, 
f  when  his  valet  informed  him,  with  raised,  super- 
cilious eyebrows,  that  '*  an  uncommon  ragged 
sort  of  a  person  insisted  that  he  had  been  told 
to, call.**  Though  Beck  had  been  at  the  house 
before,  and  the  valet  had  admitted  him — so 
mocli  thinner,  so  much  more  ragged  was  he 
DOW,  that  the  trim  servant — ^no  close  observer 
of  auoh  folks-— did  not  recognize  him.  How- 
ever,  at  PercivaPs  order,  too  well  bred  to  show^ 
surprise,  he  ushered  Beck  up  with  much  civili- 
ty ;  and  St.  John  was  painfully  struck  with  the 
ravagea  a  few  weeks  had  made  upon  the  sweep- 
er's countenance.    The  lines  were  so  deeply 


so  sown  wfth  gray,  that  Beck  might  bave  beat 
all  Farren*s  skill  in  the  part  of  an  old  man. 

The  poor  Sweeper's  tale,  extncated  from  its 
peculiar  phraseology,  was  simple  enough,  and 
soon  told:  He  had  returned  home  at  night  to 
find  hia  hoards  stolen,  and  the  labor  of  bis  life 
overthrown.  How  he  passed  that  night  he  did 
not  very  well  remember.  We  may  well  sop- 
pose  that  the  little  reason  he  possessed  was 
well  nigb  bereft  from  htm.  No  suspicion  of  the 
exact  thief  crossed  his  perturbed  mind.  Bad 
as  Qrabman's  character  might  be,  he  held  a 
respectable  position  compared  with  the  other 
lodgers  in  the  house,  pll,  the  oraeksman, 
naturally,  and  by  vocation,  suggested  the  hand 
that  had  despoiled  him ;  how  hope  for  redress^ 
or  extort  suirender,  from  such  a  quarter! 
Meohanically,  however,  when  the  hour  arrived 
to  return  to  his  day*a  task;  he  stole  down  ths 
stairs,  and  lo,  at  the  very  door  of  the  house^ 
Bill's  ohitdren  were  at  play,  and  in  the  hand  of 
the  eldest  he  recognized  what  he  called  his 
"curril.**         * 

«*  Tour  curril,**  interrupted  St.  John. 

*'Yes,  curril— vot  the  little  uns  bite,  afore 
they  geta  their  teethin'." 

St.  John  smiled,  and  supposing  that  Beck  had 
some  time  or  other  been  puerile  enough  to  pur- 
chase such  a  bauble,  nodded  to  him  to  continue. 
To  seize  upon  the  urchin,  and,  in  spite  of  kicks^ 
bites,  shrieks,  or  scratches,  repossess  himself 
of  his  treasure,  was  the  feat  of  a  moment. 
The  brat's  clamor  drew  out  the  father — and  to 
him  Beck  (pocketing  the  coral,  that  ita  goldea 
bells  might  not  attract  the  more  experienced 
eye,  and  influence  the  more  formidable  greedi- 
ness of  the  paternal  thieOt  loudly,  and  at  first 
fearlessly,  appealed.  Him  he  charged,  and  ac- 
cused, and  threatened  with  all  vengeance,  ho- 
man  and  divine.  Then  changing  hia  tone,  he 
implored — he  wept— he  knelt.  Aa  soon  as  ths 
startled  cracksman  recovered  bis  astonishment 
alasuch  audacity,  and  comprehended  the  nature 
of  the  charge  against  himself  and  hia  family,  he 
felt  the  more  imlignant  from  a  atraoge  and  un- 
familiar conaoionsness  of  innocence.  Seising 
Beck  by  the  nape  of  the  neck,  by  a  dextroos 
application  of  hand  y  nd  foot,  he  sent  him  spin- 
ning into  the  kennel. 

**  Go  to  Jericho,  mud-sorapor  !**  cried  Bill,  in  a 
voice  of  thunder,  **  and  if  ever  thou  aayst  such 
a  vopper  agin  —  'sparsging  the  characters  of 
them  ere  motherless  babes— I  will  seal  thee  up 
in  a  'tato  sack,  and  aell  thee  for  fiv'pence  te 
No.  7,  the  great  body-snatcher.  Tske  care 
how  I  ever  sets  eyes  agin  on  thy  h-ugly  mug  !'* 

With  that  Bill  clapped  to  the  door,  and  Beck, 
frightened  out  of  hia  wiu,  crawled  from  the 
kennel,  and,  bruised  and  smarting,  crept  to  his 
crossing.  But  he  was  unable  to  discharge  his 
dutiea  that  day ;  hia  ill  fed,  miserable  frame 
was  too  weak  for  the  stroke  he  had  received. 
Long  before  dusk,  he  sneaked  away,  and,  dread- 
ing to  return  to  bis  lodging,  lest,  since  nothing 
now  was  worth  left  robbing  but  his  carcass. 
Bill  might  keep  his  word,  and  sell  that  to  the 
body-snatcher,  he  took  refuge  under  the  only 
roof  where  he  felt  he  could  sleep  in  safety. 

And  here  we  roust  pause  to  explain.  In  out 
first  introduction  of  Beck,  we  contented  our- 
selves with  implying  to  the  ingenious  and  prac* 


IS2 


THE  L088  OF  TOR  C^tOSSING. 


eROogh  lo  hold  mnithiiig  betide  Ms  «roe«iii|. 
Now,  in  one  of  the  emaii  elleys  thtt  have  their 
Tent  in  the  great  etream  of  Fieet-etrnet,  there 
dwelt  an  old  widow-womaa,  who  deed  out  her 
existence  by  chariiig*-an  industrisas,  drudging 
creature,  whose  sole  ocoopstion  siace  her  hus- 
band, the  joomeyoiafl  bricklayer,  fell  from  a 
acaflhid,  and,  fateaking  his  neek,  left  her  happily 
childless,  as  well  as  penniless — had  been  serah- 
bing  stone-floors,  and  cleaning  out  dingy  houses 
when  about  to  be  let — charing,  in  a  word. 
And  in  this  voeation  had  she  kept  body  and 
aoul  together,  till  a  bad  rheomatism  aad  oM  age 
had  pat  an  end  to  her  utilities,  and  entitled  her 
to  the  receipt  of  two  shiHings  weekly  from 
paniehtal  munificenee.  Between  this  old  wom- 
an and  Beck  there  was  a  mysterious  tie — so 
nyateriooB,  that  he  did  not  wefl  comprehend  it 
himself.  Sometimes  he  oaHed  her  "  mammy/' 
aometimea  **the  h-old  crittor:**  But  certain  it 
is,  that  to  her  he  was  indebted  for  that  name 
which  be  bore,  to  the  paaalement  of  St.  Gileses. 

Becky  Carruthers  was  the  name  of  the  oM 
woman ;  but  Becky  was  one  of  those  good 
creatures  who  are  always  called  by  their  Chris- 
tian names,  and  never  rise  into  tfaie  importance 
4>f  the  eomame,  and  the  dignity  of  **  mistress ;" 
lopping  oflT  one  syllable  of  the  familiar  appella- 
tion, the  outcast  christened  htmself  **  Beck.*'  ^ 

"  And,*'  said  St.  John,  who  in  the  oourse  of 
^eation  and  answer,  by  which  ha  had  got  thus 
iu  into  the  marrow  of  tha  sweeper's  narrative, 
**  ia  not  this  good  woman  really  your  mother  1" 

"  Mother !"  echoed  Bock,  with  disdain :  "  no, 
I  aa  a  gritter  mother  nor  ahe.  Siot  Poll'a  ie 
ny  mother.    But  the  h-oM  crittor  tuk  care  on 

*'  I  really  don't  understand  you.  Saint  Paul's 
IB  your  mother !    How  ?" 

Beck  shook  his  head  mystenaasly,  and  with- 
cot  answering  the  <|uestion,  resimied  the  tale, 
which  we  must  thus  paraphnutically  continue 
to  deliver. 

When  he  waa  a  little  more  than  six  years 
dd.  Beck  began  to  earn  hia  own  livelihood,  by 
running  errands,  hokhng  borses,  scraping  to- 
gather  pence  and  hall-penoe.  Betimes,  his 
passion  for  saving  began  ;  at  first  with  a  good 
and  unselfish  motive,  that  of  Bur|>rising  **  mam- 
my" at  the  week's  end.  But  when  **  manrniy," 
'Who  then  gained  enoagh  for  herself,  patted  his 
bead  aad  called  him  good  boy,  and  bade  him 
save  for  bis  own  uses,  and  tokf  hhn  what  a 
^eat  thing  it  would  be  if  he  could  lay  by  a 
pretty  penny  against  he  wras  a  man,  he  turned 
tniser  on  his  owii  eceoant ;  and  the  miserable 
luxury  grew  opon  biro.  At  last,  by  the  permis- 
sion of  the  police  inspector,  strengthened  by 
that  of  the  owner  of  the  contiguous  house,  he 
made  his  great  step  in  hfe,  and  succeeded  a 
deceased  negro  in  the  dignity  aiid  emoiuments 
of  the  memorable  crossing.  From  that  hoar 
be  felt  himself  fiilfiiling  his  proper  destiny  ;  but 
poor  Becky,  alas,  had  already  fellen  into  the 
aere  and  yellow  leaf!  with  her  decline,  her  good 
qualities  were  impaired.  She  took  to  drinking 
—not  to  positive  intoxication,  but  to  making 
herself  "  comfortable ;"  and,  to  satisfy  her  crav- 
ing. Beck,  waking  betimes  one  morning,  saw 
ber  emptying  his  pockets.  Then  ho  resolved, 
quietly  and  without  opbvaidiag  her,  to  remove 


imperative  neeessMy  of  hia  exiatemie.  But  Ie 
do  him  justice.  Beck  had  a  glimmering  aenae  of 
what  waa  due  to  the  *b-old  crittur.*  Eveiy 
Saturday  evening,  he  called  at  her  booae,  and 
deposited  with  her  a  oerUin  sum,  not  large 
even  in  proportion  to  his  earnings,  but  wbieh 
seamed  to  the  poor  ignorant  miser,  who  gmdgad 
e^ry  fhrthing  to  himself,  an  enormooa  dedee- 
tion  from  his  total,  and  a  aum  sufllcieiit  fbr 
every  possible  want  of  humankind  eveo  to 
satiety.  And  now,  in  returning,  despoiled  ef 
an,  save  the  few  pence  he  had  collected  that 
day,  it  ia  but  fair  to  him  to  add  that  not  Ma 
least  bitter  pang  was  in  the  remerabranoe  that 
this  was  the  only  Satmtlay  on  which,  Ibr  the 
first  time,  the  weekly  stipend  would  fail. 

But  so  ill  and  so  wretfthed  did  ha  loiric  wbea 
he  reached  her  little  room,  that  **  mamnay^lbr- 
got  all  thought  of  herself;  and  when  be  had  tsU 
his  tale,  so  kind  was  her  comforting,  so  iiineff- 
ish  her  sympathy,  that  his  heart  smote  hitti  for 
his  old  parsimony,  for  his  hard  resentofieiff  at 
her  single  act  of  peculation — had  not  sh^  the 
right  to  all  he  made  ?    But  remorse  and  grief 
alike  soon  vanished  in  the  fever  that  now  seiaad 
him ;  for  several  days  he  was  insensible ;  and 
when  he  recovered  sofiictently  to  be  aware  mi 
what  was  around  him,  he  saw  the  wMow  settC- 
ed  beside  him,  within  four  bare  wills, — avery 
thing,  except  the  bed  be  slept  on,  had  been  add 
to  aupport  him  in  his  illness.    As  soon  as  he 
could  totter  forth.  Beck  hasten^  to  hb  ciaua 
fog, — alas,  it  was  preoccupied !    His  ahaenoa 
had  led  to  amMtioos  usurpation.    A  one-legged, 
sturdy  aailor  had  mounted  his  throne,  and  wield- 
ed his  scepter.    The  decorum  of  the  street  for- 
bade altercation  to  the  contending  parties :  hoi 
the  sailor  referred  disctiaaion  to  a  meeting  at  a 
flash  house  in  the  Rookery  that  evening.  Tfesaa 
a  jury  was  appointed,  and  the  case  opened.  By 
the  conventionai  lawa  that  regulate  tbia  oseM 
commntiity.  Beck  was  still  in  his  rights:  bia 
reappearance  sufliced  to  restore  his  olatais,  aad 
an  appeal  to  the  policeman  would  no  docriii  le- 
establish  bis  authority.    But  Beck  waa  aim  ae 
ill  aad  so  feeble,  that  he  had  a  melaaehoiy  per- 
suasioa  that  he  oonjd  not  suitably  perform  dto 
duties  of  his  ofllce ;  and  when  the  sailor,  ooc  a 
bad  felfow  on  the  whale,  offered  to  pniy  down  on 
the  nail  what  really  eeemed  a  very  Nheral  turn 
for  Beck*s  peaceful  surrender  of  his  rigiits.  the 
poor  wretch  thought  of  the  bare  walls  at  his 
**  mammy's,"  of  the  long,  dreary  interval  that 
must  elapse,  even  if  ab^  to  work,  before  the 
furniture  pawned  could  be  redeemed  by  the 
daily  profits  of  bis  post,  and,  with  a  groan,  he 
held  out  hia  hand,  and  concluded  the  hai)|afai. 

Creeping  home  to  the  **  h-old  crittur/*  ba 
threw  the  purfehase  money  into  her  lap ;  tben,  * 
broken-hearted,  and  in  despair,  he  riuak  forth 
again  in  a  sort  of  vague,  dreamy  hope,  that  the 
hiw,  which  abhors  vagabonds,  would  seiae  and 
finish  hmi. 

When  this  tale  was  done,  Pereival  did  net 
neglect  the  gentle  task  of  admonition,  whieb 
the  poor  aweeper*s  softened  heart  and  doll  ra- 
morse  made  the  eaaier.  He  pointed  oat,  in  soil 
tones,  how  the  avarice  he  bad  indulged  had 
been,  perhaps,  mercifully  chastised ;  and  drew 
no  ineloi|oeat  picture  of  the  vicioiia  miseriasof 
the  cooirmed  mmr,    Bebk  liatenad  booMr 
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■Und  of<Berey»  and  jHPovideiioe,  and  vice,  that 
Ibe  diYiner  part  of  the  homily  waa  quite  laai  on 
hioi.  However,  he  coofesaed  penitently  that 
"  the  matreas  had  loade  him  voree  nor  a  beaat 
to  the  h*old  orittur ;  aod  that  he  waa  cured  of 
■aving  to  the  epd  of  his  days." 

'*  And  now,"  said  Peroival,  ^*  a»  you  reaUy 
seeiD  not  atroog  enough  to  bear  this  out-of-door 
work'  (the  winter  ooming  on,  too),  what  aay 
you  to  entering  into  my  service  1  I  wa«l  aome 
belp  io  my  atahlea.  The  work  ia  easy  eaoogh  ; 
and  yoQ  are  used  to  faoraea,  you  know,  io  a  aoit 
of  a  way." 

Beck  heaitated,  and  looked  a  moment  onde- 
sided.  M  laat,  he  said,  "  Please  your  'oner, 
if  I:beant  strong  enough  for  the  eroasin',  Tae 
afeasd  Vm  too  h-ailing  to  serve  you.  And 
vouMnH  I  be  vorse  ner  a  w4per,  to  take  your 
ragee,  and  not  vork  for  'am  h-aa  I  h-oagbt  i" 

"  Pooh,  we'll  soon  make  you  strong,  my 
nan.  Take  my  advice— don't  lei  yoox'  head 
run  oa  the  crossing.  That  kind  of  industiy  ex- 
poses you  to  bad  eompaay  and  bad  thoughts." 

<*  That's  vot  it  ia,  sir/'  said  Beck,  aaaenting- 
I J»  laying  hia  dexter  forefingiBr  on  hie  ainiacer 


Well,  you  are  in  my  service,  then.  Go 
iown  atairs  now,  and  get  your  break faat^-by- 
and-by,  you  shaU  show  me  yeur  *maminy'a' 
hooae,  and  we'll  see  what; can  be  done  for  her." 
Beok  preased  hia  hands  to  his  eyas,  trying 
lard  not  to  cry ;  but  it  waa  too  much  for  him  ; 
ind  aa  the  valet,  who  appeared  to  Percival's 
lummons,  led  him  down  the  atairs,  his  aobs 
W9^  heard  from  attio  to  baaenaat. 


CHAPTER  XIV 

Haw*  FBOM   OR  ABM  AM. 

Tbat  day,  opening  thnsauapieiottaly  to  Beek, 
aFMB  memorable  also  to  other  and  more  promi- 
lent  peraona  in  Ibia  hiatery. 

Barly  in  th«  forenoon  a  parcel  waa  bronght 
IO  Uadarae  Dalibard,  which  contained  Anl- 
vorth'a  already  famous  hook,  a  goodly  sssort* 
nent  of  extraeta  from  the  newspapers  thereon, 
md  the  foUowiag  letter  from  the  young  author : 

**  You  will  see,  by  the  aaoompanying  packet, 
list  your  oounaels  hava  had  weight  with  me. 
I  have  turned  aside  ia  my  slow,  legitimate  ca- 
nacr»  I  have,  aa  you .  desired »  made  « men  talk 
>f  roe.'  What  aohd  banefil  I  may  reap  from 
iua,  I  know  not.  I  shall  not  openly  avow  the 
look.  Such  notoriety  can  not  help  ma  at  the 
>ar.  But,  libtratfi  animam  meani — excuse  roy 
ledantry*-*!  have  let  my  aoul  free  for  a  moment 
•^i  am  now  catching  it  back,  to  put  bit  and 
laddle  on  again.  I  will  not  tell  you.  how  you 
uura  dlsUirbied  me-^ow  you  have  atung  me 
lofto  this  premature  rush  amid  the  crowd — how, 
ifter  robbing  me  of  name  and  father,  you  have 
ititan  me  to  this  experiment  with  my  own 
Qrinxl,  to.  aee  if  I  deceived  myself,  when  I 
BToaoad  to  my  apirit,  «The  public  shall  give 
Ton  a  name,  and  fame  abali  be'  your  mother.' 
I  am  aatiafied  with  the  experiment.  I  know 
baiter  now  what  is  io  me.  And  I  have  regain- 
Idi  my  peace  of  mind.  If,  in  the  success  of  this 
hasty  Work,  there  be  that  which  will  gratify  the 
iniaraat  you  ao  kindly  rake  m  me,  deem  that 


reaalatkma^^-to  your  admonitions.  I  waii  p». 
tieotly  youc  own  time  for  further  discloauiva ; 
till  then,  the  whee)  muat  vork  on^  and  thegrist 
be  groand.  Kind  and  generous  Iriend,  till  now 
I  would  not  wound  you  by  retuf  ning  tb?  sum 
you  seat  Be<-*a«y,  mwe^  I  knew  I  ahooM 
please  you  by  devoting  part  of  ii  to  the  riak  of 
giving  this  essay  to  the  world,  and  so  making 
ita  good  fortune  doubly  your  own- work.  Now, 
when  the  puUJalier  amilea^  and  the  ahopwea 
bow,  and  I  am  aoknowledged  to  have  a  bank  in 
my  hrainai — noif ,  you  CAn  not  he  oflNsnded  to  r^ 
cewe  it  hack.  Adieu.  When  my  mind  is  ia 
tisia  again  j  and  I  feel  my  aieiplfihn  on,ibe  old 
dttU  road,  I  will  coma  lo  aee  you.  Tdlthen* 
yiours-^by  what  name?  Open  the  *  Buigraplv- 
eal  Dtetieoaiy/  at  haoatd,  and  send  me  one." 
••  Gwy'a  Ian." 
Not  at  the  noble  thoughta,  and  the  dcepaym^ 
pathy  wUh  uifHikind,  that  ^wad  tbro^jh  that 
woik,  over  M^lcb  Lucretia  now  tremukaisly 
hurried,  did  she  feel  delight.  All  that  she  ree* 
ogniaed  or  deaired  to  recogniae,  were  those 
evideaees  of  that  kind  of  intellect  which  wina 
ita  way  through  the  world,  and  which,  strong 
and  unmistakable,  roae  up  in  every  page  of 
that  vigorous  togio  and  commanding  style.  The 
book  waa  soon  dropped,  thus  read  :  the  oewapa- 
per  extracts  pleased  even  more. 

**  This,"  she  said,  audibly,  in  the  freedom  o( 
her  aolitude — *'  this  is  the  son  J  asked  for— <a 
son  in  whom  I  can  rise — in  whom  I  can  ex- 
change the  aense  of  cnishiog  infamy  for  the  old 
delicious  ecstaay  of  pride !  For  this  son  can  I 
do  too  much  ?  No ;  in  what  I  may  do  for  him 
methinka  there  will  be  no  remorse.  And  ha 
calls  his  success  mine — mine !"  Her  noatrila 
dilated,  and  her  front  rose  erect. 

In  the  midst  of  this  exuiiation,  Varnay  found 
her ;  and  before  becoold  comroonicate  the  baai- 
neas  which  had  brought  him,  he  had  to  listen, 
which  he  did  with  the  secret,  gnawing  envy, 
that  every  other  man^  success  oocasiomd  him, 
to  her  haughty  self-felicitations. 

He  could  not  resist  saying,  with  a  aneer,  when 
she  paused,  as  if  to  ask  hia  sympathy : 

**  All  thia  is  very  line,  beiU  mers ;  and  yet  I 
sheukl  hardly  have  thought  that  coaraa-feataiod, 
uncouth  linyb  of  the  law,  who  seldom  moves 
without  upsetting  a  chair-^^-never  laagba  but  tha 
panes  raule  in  the  window-— I  sboukl  hardly 
have  thought  Ana  the  precise  person  to  gratify 
your  pride,  or  answer  the  family  ideal  of  a 
geotlenmn  add  a  St.  John." 

*^  Gabriel,"  aatd  Loeretia,  sternly,  "  yon  have 
a  biting  tongue,  and  it  ia  folly  in  ma  to  reseat 
those  privileges,  which  our  fearful  •connectM»a 
gives  you.    But— thia  raillery—" 

*'  Come,  come,  I  was  wrong — forgive  it?"  in- 
terrupted Varney,  who,  dreading  nothing  else, 
dreaded  much  the  rebuke  of  hia  grim  ste|>- 
mother. 

**  It  is  forgiven,"  said  Lucretia,  coldly,  and 
with  a  slight  wave  of  her  hand ;  then  aha  added, 
with  conipoaare : 

^*  Lpng  sinoe— even  while  heireaa  of  Laugh- 
ton — I  parted  with  mere  pride  in  the  hollow 
seemings  of  distinction.  Had  I  not,  should  .1 
have  stooped  to  William  Main  waring  t  Whgt 
I  then  respected,  amid  all  the  degradationa  t 
have  kaown,  I  respect  atiil:  ulent,  ambition, 
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change  tfaesa  in  a 'son  of  mine,  for  the  mere 
ffraces  which  a  danciog-master  can  sell  him  1 
Fear  not  I  Let  us  give  bat  wealth  to  that  in- 
tellect, and  the  world  wiU  see  no  clumsiness  in 
the  movements  that  march  to  its  high  places, 
and  hear  no  discord  in  the  laugh  that  triumphs 
over  fools  \  But  you  have  some  news  to  com- 
municate, or  some  proposal  to  suggest.'* 

»•!  have  both,"  said  Varney.    **In  the  first 
place,  I  have  a  letter  from  Grabman !" 

Lucretia's  eyes  sparkled,  and  she  snatched 
eagerly  at  the  letter  her  son-in-law  drew  forth. 
"LlTorpool,  October,  1831. 

*'  Jason, — ^I  think  I  am  on  the  road  to  success. 
Having  first  possessed  myself  of  the  fact,  com- 
memorated in  the  parish  register,  of  the  birth 
and  baptism  of  Alfred  BraddelPs  son,  for  we 
must  proceed  regularly  in  these  matters,  I  next 
set  my  wits  to  work,  to  trace  that  son's  exodus 
from  the  paternal  mansion.  I  have  hunted  up 
an  old  woman-servant,  Jane  Prior,  who  lived 
with  the  Braddells.  She  now  thrives  as  a 
laundress ;  she  is  a  rank  puritan,  and  starches 
for  the  godly.  She  was  at  first  very  wary  and 
reserved  in  her  communications,  but  by  siding 
with  her  prejudices  and  humors,  and  by  the  in- 
tercession of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Graves  (of  her  own 
persuasion),  I  have  got  her  to  open  her  lips.  It 
seems  that  these  Braddells  lived  very  unhappily 
— the  husband,  a  pious  dissenter,  had  married  a 
lady  who  turned  out  of  a  very  different  practice 
and  belief  Jane  Prior  pitied  her  master,  and 
detested  her  mistress.  Some  circumstances  in 
the  conduct  of  Mrs.  Braddell  made  the  husband, 
who  was  then  in  his  last  illness,  resolve,  from 
a  point  of  conscience,  to  save  his  child  from 
what  he  deemed  the  contamination  of  her  pre- 
cepts and  example.  Mrs.  Braddell  was  absent 
from  Liverpool,  on  a  visit,  which  was  thought 
very  unfeeling  by  the  husband*s  friends ;  during 
this  time  Braddell  was  visited  constantly  by  a 
gentleman  (Mr.  Ardworth),  who  differed  from 
him  greatly  in  some  things,  and  seemed  one  of 
the  carnal ;  but  with  whom,  agreement  in  poli- 
tics (for  they  were  both  great  politicians  and 
republicans)  seems  to  have  established  a  link. 
One  evening,  when  Mr.  Ardworth  was  in  the 
house,  Jane  Prior,  who  was  the  only  maid- 
servant (for  the]^  kept  but  two,  and  one  had 
been  just  discharged),  had  been  sent  out  to  the 
apothecary's.  On  her  return,  Jane  Prior,  going 
into  the  nursery,  missed  the  infant ;  she  thought 
it  was  with  her  master,  but  coming  into  his 
room,  Mr.  Braddell  told  her  to  shut  the  door, 
informed  her  that  he  had  intrusted  the  boy  to 
Mr.  Ardworth,  to  be  brought  up  in  a  righteous 
and  pious  manner,  and  implored  and  command- 
ed her  to  keep  this  a  secret  from  his  wife,  whom 
he  was  resolved,  indeed,  if  he  lived,  not  to  re- 
ceive back  into  his  house.  Braddell,  however, 
did  not  survive  more  than  two  days  this  event. 
On  his  death,  Mrs.  Braddell  returned,  but  cir- 
cumstances connected  with  the  symptoms  of 
his  malady,  and  a  strong  impression  which 
haunted  himself,  and  with  which  he  had  infect- 
ed Jane  Prior,  that  he  had  been  poisoned, .led  to 
a  posthumous  examination  of  his  remains.  No 
trace  of  poison  was,  however,  discovered,  and 
suspicions  that  had  been  directed  against  his 
wife,  could  not  be  substantiated  by  law  ;  still, 
she  was  regarded  in  so  unfavorable  a  light  by 
^aU  who  iiad  known  tbem  both,  she  met  with 


such  little  kindness  or  sympathy  in  her  widow, 
hood,  and  had  been  so  openly  denouiMsed  by 
Jane  Prior,  that  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  that 
she  leA  the  place  as  soon  as  possible.  Tlw 
house,  indeed,  was  taken  from  her,  for  Brad- 
deirs  affairs  were  found  in  such  confusion,  and 
his  embarrassments  so  great,  that  every  thing 
was  seized  and  sold  off;  nothing  lefl  for  the 
widow,  nor  for  the  child  (if  the  la&t  were  ever 
discovered). 

"  As  may  be  supposed,  Mrs.  Braddell  was  al 
first  very  clamorous  for  the  lost  child ;  bat  Jans 
Prior  kept  her  promise,  and  withheld  all  else 
to  it.  And  Mrs.  Braddell  was  forced  to  quit 
the  place,  in  ignorance  what  had  become  of  It; 
since  then  no  one  had  heard  of  her,  bat  Jaoe 
Prior  says,  that  she  is  sure  *she  had  come  t» 
no  good.*  Now,  though  much  of  this  may  be^ 
no  doubt,  famihar  to  you,  dear  Jason,  it  is  ligkt, 
when  I  put  the  evidence  before  you,  that  yoo 
should  know,  and  guard  against,  what  to  expect; 
and  in  any  trial  at  law,  to  prove  the  identity  of 
Vincent  Braddell,  Jane  Prior  must  be  a  princi- 
pal witness,  and  will  certainly  not  spare  poor 
Mrs.  Braddell.  For  the  main  point,  however, 
viz.,  the  suspicion  of  poisoning  her  hoaband, 
the  inquest  and  verdict  may  set  askle  all  alarm. 

"  My  next  researches  have  been  directed  oa 
the  track  of  Walter  Ardworth,  after  leaving 
Liverpool,  which  (I  find  by  the  books  at  the  Inn 
where  he  lodged  and  was  known)  be  did  in  debt 
to  the  inn-keeper,  the  very  night  he  received 
the  charge  of  the  child.  Here,  as  yet,  I  am  in 
fault ;  but  1  have  ascertained  that  a  woman,  one 
of  the  sect,  of  the  name  of  Joplin,  living  in  a 
village  fifteen  milea  from  the  town,  had  the  care 
of  some  infant,  to  replace  her  own,  which  she 
had  lost.  I  am  going  to  this  village  to-morrow. 
But  I  can  not  expect  much  in  that  quarter, 
since  it  would  'seem  at  variance  with  your 
more  probable  belief  that  Walter  Ardworth  took 
the  child  at  once  to  Mr.  Fidden's.  However, 
you  see  I  have  already  gone  very  far  in  the  ev- 
idence ;— the  birth  of  the  child — the  delivery 
of  the  child  to  Ardworth.  I  see  a  very  pretty 
case  already  before  ns,  and  I  do  not  now  dooht 
for  a  moment  of  ultimate  success. 

*'  Yours,  N.  GaABiua" 

Lucretia  read  steadily,  and  with  no  change 
of  countenance,  to  the  last  line  of  the  letter. 
Then,  as  she  put  it  down  on  the  table  beinre 
her,  she  repeated,  with  a  tone  of  deep  exnlta* 
tion — **  No  doubt  of  ultimate  sooeess !" 

"You  do  not  fear  to  brave  all  which  the 
spite  of  this  woman,  Jane  Prior,  may  prooipt  - 
her  to  say  against  yoo  V*  asked  Yamey. 

Locretia's  brow  fell.  *'It  is  another  tor- 
ture,*' she  said,  **even  to  own  my  marriage  with 
a  low-bom  hypocrite.  But  1  can  endure  it  for 
the  cause,"  she  added,  more  haughtily.  **  No^ 
ing  can  really  hurt  me  in  these  obsolete  asper- 
sions, and  this  vague  scandal.  The  inqoest 
acquitted  me,  and  the  world  will  he  charitable 
to  the  mother  of  him  who  has  wealth  and  rank. 
and  that  vigorous  genhis  which,  if  proved  is 
obscurity,  shall  command  opinion  in  renows*** 

**  You  are  now,  then,  disposed  at  once  to  pro- 
ceed to  action.  For  Helen,  all  is  prepared— 
the  insurancea  settled— the  trust  for  which  I 
hold  them  on  your  behalf  is  signed  and  i 
pleted.     But,  for  Percival  St.  JcAo,  1. 1 

vniir  ftiMAlioiUi.     Will  it  hm  hmmt  firmt  to  i 
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roar  8oa*8  identity,  or,  when  morally  satisfied 
;hat  that  proof  ia  forthcoming,  to  remove  be- 
limes  both  the  barriers  to  bis  inheritance  1  If 
we  tarry  fur  the  last,  the  rerooYal  of  St.  John 
lecomes  more  suspicious  than  it  does  at  a  time 
when  yon  have  no  visible  interest  in  his  death. 
Beside,  now  we  have  the  occasion,  or  can 
sake  it — can  we  tell  how  long  it  will  last! 
.^gain,  it  will  seem  more  natural  that  ihe  lover 
ihouid  break  his  heart  in  the  first  shock  of-—*' 

**  Ay,",  interrupted  Lucretia,  "  I  would  have 
ill  thought  and  contemplation  of  crime  at  an 
3nd ;  when,  clasping  my  boy  to  my  heart,  I  can 
u^r— *  Your  mothers  inheritance  is  yours.*  I 
ivould  not  have  a  murder  before  my  eyes,  when 
bey  should  look  only  on  the  fair  prospects  be- 
yond. I  would  cast  back  all  the  hideous  images 
if  horror  into  the  rear  of  memory,  so  that  hope 
nay  for  once  visit  me  again  undisturbed.  No, 
3abriel,  were  I  to  speak  forever,  you  wonki 
comprehend  not  what  I  grasp  at  in  a  son !  It 
8  at  a  future !  Rolling  a  stone  over  the  sepol 
sber  of  the  past— it  is  as  a  resurrection  into  a 
resh  world — it  is  to  know  again  one  emo- 
tion not  impure— one  scheme  not  criminal.  It 
s,  in  a  word,  to  cease  to  be  as  myself,  to  think 
n  another  soul,  to  hear  my  heart  beat  in  another 
brm.  All  this  I  cuvet  in  a  son.  And  when  all 
his  should  smile  before  me  in  bis  image,  shall 
:  be  plucked  back  again  into  my  hell,  by  the 
consciousness  that  a  new  crime  is  to  be  done  ? 
>fo ;  wade  quickly  through  the  passage  of  blood, 
hat  we  may  dry  oar  garments,  and  breathe  the 
lir,  upon  the  bank  where  sun  shines  and  flowers 
>loom !" 

*'  So  be  it,  then,'*  said  Vamey.  **  Before  the 
week  is  out,  I  must  be  under  the  same  roof  as 
St.  John.  Before  the  week  is  out,  why  not  all 
neet  in  the  old  halls  of  Laughton  V 

*'  Ay,  in  the  halls  of  Laughton ;  on  the 
leartb  uf  our  ancestors,  the  deeds  done  for  our 
tescendants  look  leas  dark." 

*'  And  first,  to  prepare  the  way,  Helen  shoold 
licken  in  these  fogs  of  London,  and  want  change 
>f  air." 

"Place  before  me  that  desk.  I  will  read 
William  Mainwaring*s  letters  again  and  again, 
ill  from  every  shadow  in  the  past  a  voice 
wmes  forth — *  The  child  of  yonr  rival,  your 
letrayer,  your  undoer,  stands  between  the  day- 
ight  and  your  son.' " 
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LaiviHo  the  guilty  pair  to  concert  their 
icheroes,  and  indulge  their  atrocious  hopes, 
we  accompany  Percival  to  the  hovel  occupied 
>y  Becky  Carruthers. 

On  following  Beck  into  the  room  she  rented, 
Percival  was  greatly  surprised  to  find,  seated 
comfortably  on  the  only  chair  to  be  seen,  no 
ess  a  person  than  the  worthy  Mrs.  Mi  vers, 
rbe  good  lady  blushed  scarlet  on  being  de- 
ected  in  her  visit  of  chanty,  and  hastened  to 
UKCQse  herself  by  the  information  that  she  be- 
onged  to  a  society  of  ladies  for  '*  the  Bettering 
he  'Condition  of  the  Poor,"  and  that  having 
net  been  informed  of  Mrs.  Becky's  destitnte 
lUte,  she  had  looked  in  to  recommend  her— a 

rentihitur ! 


''  It's  quite  shocking  to  -see  how  little  the 
poor  attends  to  the  proper  wentilating  their 
houses.  No  wonder  there's  so  much  typua 
about !"  said  Mrs.  Mivers.  *<  And  for  one-and- 
sixpence,  we  can  introduce  a  stream  of  hair 
that  goes  up  the  chimbly,  and  carries  away  aU 
that  it  finds." 

"  I  'umbly  thank  you,  marm,'*  said  the  poor 
bundle  of  rags  that  went  by  the  name  of 
**  Becky,"  as,  with  some  difficulty,  she  con- 
trived to  stand  in  the  presence  of  the  benevo- 
lent visitor ;  "  but,  I'm  much  afeard,  that  the 
hair  will  make  the  rheumatiz  worry  rumpa- 
tioua !" 

"  On  the  contrary— on  the  contrary,"  said 
Mrs.  Mivers  triumphantly,  and  she  proceeded 
philosophically  to  explain,  thai  all  the  fevers, 
aches,  pains,  and  physical  ills  that  harass  the 
poor,  arise  from  the  want  of  an  air-trap  in  the 
chimney,  and  a  perforated  net-work  in  the 
window-pane.  Beck  listened  patiently;  for 
Mrs.  Mivers  was  only  a  philosopher  in  her  talk, 
and  she  had  proved  herself  any  thing  but  a 
philosopher  in  her  actions,  by  the  spontaneous 
present  of  five  shillings,  and  the  promise  of  a 
basket  of  victuals,  and  some  good  wine  to  keep 
the  coki  wind  she  invited  to  the  apartment  out 
of  the  stomach. 

Percival  imitated  the  silence  of  Becky,  whose 
spirit  was  so  bowed  down  by  an  existence  of 
drudgery,  that  not  even  the  sight  of  her  foster 
son  could  draw  her  attention  from  the  respect 
due  to  a  superior. 

"  And  is  this  poor  cranky-looking  cretur  your 
son,  Mrs.  Becky  1"  said  the  visitor,  struck  at 
last  by  the  appearance  of  the  ex-sweeper  as  he 
stood  at  the  threshold,  hat  in  hand. 

**  No,  indeed,  marm,"  answered  Becky ;  '*  T 
often  says — says  I — *  Child,  you  be  the  son  o! 
Sint  Poll's." 

Beck  smiled  proudly. 

**  It  was  agin  the  grit  church,  marm— bat  it'a 
a  long  story.  My  poor  good  man  had  not  a 
long  been  dead — as  good  a  man  as  ever  lived, 
marm,"  and  Becky  dropped  a  courtesy ;  **  he 
fell  off  a  scaflol,  and  pitched  right  on  his  'ead — 
or  1  should  not  have  come  on  the  parish,  marm 
— and  that's  the  truth  oo*t  I" 

'*  Very  well,  I  shall  call  and  hear  all  about  it 
— *a  sad  case,  I  dare  say.  You  see,  your  hus- 
band should  have  subscribed  to  our  Loan  Soci- 
ety, and  then  they'd  have  found  him  a  'and- 
some  cofiin,  and  given  three  pounds  to  his 
widder.  But  the  poor  are  so  benighted  in  these 
parts.  I'm  sure,  sir,  I  can't  guess  what  brought 
you  herel — bot  that*s  no  business  of  mine. 
And  how  are  all  at  Old  Broropton !"— here  Mrs. 
Mivera  bridled  indignantly.  **  There  was  a 
time  when  Miss  Mainwaring  was  very  glad  to 
come  and  chat  with  Mr.  M.  and  myself;  but 
now  '  mm  has  riz,*  as  the  saying  is— not  but 
what  I  dare  say  it's  not  her  fault,  poor  thing  1 — 
that  stifiT  aunt  of  hers  1— «Ac  need  not  look  so 
high— pride  and  poverty,  forsooth !" 

While  delivering  these  conciliatory  senteq- 
ces,  Mrs.  Mivers  had  gathered  up  her  gown, 
and  was  evidently  in  the  bustle  of  departure- 
As  she  now  nodded  to  Becky,  Percival  stepped 
up,  and  with  his  irresistible  smile,  offered  hen 
his  arm.  Much  surprised,  and  much  flattered, 
Mrs.  Mivers  accepted  it.  As  she  did  so  he 
ffptiLlv  detained  her.  while  he  said  to  Beekv : 
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"  My  good  friedd,  I  have  brought  joo  the  poor 
lad«  to  whom  joo^^ve  heen  a  mother,  to  tell 
^ou  Uiat  goud  dcedB  find  their  reward  sooner 
or  later.  As  for  him,  make  yourself  easy  ;  he 
will  iDform  you  of  the  new  stap^  he  has  taken, 
and  for  you,  food,  kind-hearted  creature,  thank 
the  boy  you  brought  up,  if  your  old  age  shall  he 
made  easy  and  cheerful  Now  Beck,  silly  lad, 
go  and  tell  all  to  your  norse !  Take  care  of 
this  step^  Mrs.  Mi  vers." 

As  soon  as  he  was  in  the  street,  Percitai, 
who,  if  amused  at  the  ventilator,  had  seen  five 
sbilliogB  gleam  on  Becky's  palm,  and  felt  that 
he  had  found  under  the  puce-colored  gown  a 
good  woroan*8  heart  to  understand  him,  gave 
Mrs.  Miters  a  short  sketch  of  poor  Beck's  his- 
tory and  misfortunes,  and  so  contrif ed  to  inter- 
est her  in  behalf  of  the  nurse,  that  she  willingly 
promised  to  become  Percif  al*s  almoner,  to  ex- 
ecute his  commission,  to  improve  the  interior 
of  Becky's  abode,  and  distribute  weekly  the  lib- 
eral stipend  he  proposed  to  settle  on  the  oki 
widow.  They  had  grown,  indeed,  qoite  friend- 
ly and  intimate,  by  the  time  he  reached  the 
smart,  plate-glazed,  mahogany-colored  fofode^ 
within  which  the  flourishing  business  of  Mr. 
Mivers  was  carried  on ;  and  when  knocking  at 
the  private  door,  promptly  opened  by  a  lemon- 
colored  page,  she  invited  him  up  stairs,  it  so 
chanced  tluit  the  conversation  had  slid  oflT  to 
Helen,  and  Percival  was  sufficiently  interested 
to  bow  assent,  and  to  enter. 

Though  all  the  way  up  the  stairs,  Mrs.  Miv- 
ers, turning  back  at  every  other  step,  did  her 
best  to  impress  upon  her  young  visitor's  mind 
the  importam  feet,  that  they  kept  their  house- 
hold establishment  at  Uieir  **  wiUer,"  and  that 
their  apartments  in  Fleet-street  were  only  a 
"  conwenience" — the  store  set  by  the  worthy 
housewife  upon  her  goods  and  chattels  was 
sufficiently  visible  in  the  drugget  that  threaded 
its  narrow  way  up  the  gay  Brussels  stair-car- 
pet, and  in  certain  layers  of  paper,  which  pro- 
tected from  the  profanation  of  immediate  touch, 
tM  mahsfany  hand-rail.  And  nothing  could 
exceed  the  fostering  care  exhibited  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, when  the  door,  thrown  open,  admit- 
ted a  view  of  its  damask  moreen  curtains, 
pinned  back  from  such  impertinent  sunbeams 
as  could  force  their  way  through  the  foggy  air 
of  the  east  into  the  windows,  and  the  ells  ol* 
yellow  moslin  that  guarded  the  frames,  at  least, 
of  a  collection  of  colored  prints,  and  two  kit- 
cat  portraitunes  of  Mr.  Mivers  and  his  lady,  from 
the  perambolations  of  the  flies. 

But  Percival's  view  of  this  interior  was  some- 
what impeded  by  his  portly  guide,  who,  uttering 
a  little  exclamation  of  surprise,  stood,  motion- 
less on  the  threshold,  as  she  perceived  Mr. 
Mivers  seated  by  the  hearth  in  close  conference 
with  a  gentleman  whom  slie  had  never  seen 
before.  At  that  hour,  it  was  so  rare  an  event 
in  the  life  of  Mr.  Mivers  to  be  found  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  that  he  shonM  have  an  aoquaint- 
aqce  unknown  to  bis  helpmate,  was  a  circom- 
Btanoe  so  much  rarer  still,  that  Mrs.  Mivers 
may  well  be  forgiven  for  keeping  St.  John 
standing  at  t|ie  door  till  she  had  recovered  her 
amaze. 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Mivers  rose  in  some  confu- 
^n,  and  was  apparently  about  to  introduce  bis 

is^  when  that  gentleman  coughed  and  pinch- 


ed the  host's  arm  significantly.  Mr.  iCrvei* 
coughed  also,  and  stammered  out — **  A  gentle- 
man, Mis.  M. — a  friend  ;-^stay  with  as  a  day 
or  two.    Much  honored---%um  !** 

Mrs.  Mivers  stared  and  eourtesied,  and  stared 
again.  But  there  was  an  open,  good-faimiored 
smile  in  the  iace  of  the  risitor,  as  he  advaneed 
and  took  her  hand,  that  attracted  a  heart  iroy 
easily  conoiliated.  Beetng  that  that  was  as 
moment  for  fiirther  explanation,  she  phnnped 
herself  into  a  Seat,  and  said — 

'*  But  bless  us  and  save  as,  I  am  keeping  yea 
standing,  Mr.  St.  John." 

"  St.  John  !"  repealed  the  visitor  with  a  ve- 
hemence that  startled  Mrs.  Mivers. 

*'  Your  name  is  St.  John,  sir— related  to  tbe 
St.  Johns  ofLaughton  r^ 

"  Yes,  indeed,"  answered  Percival,  with  bit 
shy,  arch  smile,  **  Laughton  at  present  has  no 
worthier  owner  than  myself." 

The  gentleman  made  two  strides  to  Percivai^ 
and  shook  him  heartily  by  the  hand. 

**Thi8  is  pleasant,  indeed,"  he  ezelkiaied. 
**  You  must  excuse  my  freedom ;  hot  I  knew 
well  poor  oki  Sir  Mileis,  and  my  heart  waraa 
at  the  sight  of  his  representative" 

Percival  glanced  at  his  new  aeqoaintaace, 
and  on  the  whole  was  prepossessed  in  his  fa- 
vor. He  seemed  somewhere  on  the  side  ofSfij^ 
with  that  superb  yellow  bronce  of  oompiexioo, 
which  betokens  long  residence  onder  eastern 
skies.  Deep  wrinkles  near  tbe  eyes,  aod  a 
dark  circle  round  them,  spoke  of  cares  and  fa- 
tigue, and  perhaps  dissipation.  Bat  he  had  evi- 
idently  a  vigor  of  constitution  that-  had  botao 
him  passably  through  all ;  his  frame  was  wtiy 
and  nervous ;  his  eye  bright  aod  Ml  of  life; 
and  there  was  that  abrupt,  unsteady,  i 
restlessness  in  bis  movements  and 
which  usually  accompanies  the 
sanguine  temperament  prompts  bun  to  ooaoede 
to  the  impulse,  and  who  is  blessed  or  eoned 
with  a  superabundance  of  energy,  aeemifeugas 
ciroomstanees  may  favor  or  jodynent  eorreei, 
that  equivocal  gift  of  constitution. 

Percival  said  something  appropriate  in  rep(y 
to  so  much  cordiality  paid  to  tbeaoeoaat  of  the 
Sir  Miles  whom  he  had  never  seen,  and  seated 
himself,— edoring  slightly  under  the  inltaeaee 
of  tbe  fixed,  pleased,  and  earnest  look  stJSkent 
upon  him. 

Searching  for  something  else  to  say,  Percival 
asked  Mrs.  Mivers  if  she  had  lately  seen  Jeba 
Ard  worth. 

The  guest,  who  had  just  reseated  himself, 
turned  his  chair  louad  at  that  question  with  sadi 
vivacity,  tiiat  Mrs.  Mivers  heard  it  craok.  Her 
chaira  were  not  meant  for  sueh  usage.  A 
shade  fell  over  her  rosy  eountenanee  as  sbe  re> 
plied — 

•*  No,  indeed,  (please,  sir,  them  chairs  is  brit- 
tle !)  No,  he  is  like  madson  at  Brorapten,  ad 
seldom  condescends  to  fitvor  us  now.  It  was 
but  last  Sunday  we  asked  hiOA  to  dinner.  I  am 
sore  he  need  not  turn  ap  his  nose  at  oar  roast 
beef  and  padding!" 

Here  Mr.  Mivers  was  uken  with  a  violeot  it 
of  coughing,  which  drew  off  his  wife's  attentioo. 
She  was  atirakl  he  had  taken  coM. 

The  stranger  took  cot  a  large  sauffbos, 
inhaled  a  long  piooh  of  saafli;  and  said  to  0i. 
John: 
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^Tbli  Mr.  John  Ardworth,  a  pert  enoiigii 
inkanapet,  I  8oppo0e--«  limb  of  the  tew,  eh  V* 

«*8tr,"  aeid  Perotva),  graTely;  *'John  Ard- 
wortfa  is  my  particular  frieod.  It  la  elear  that 
yim  know  very  Mitie  of  bim." 

«*That*a  troe,"  said  the  stranger—"  'pon  my 
UHb,  that's  very  true.  Bat  I  auppoae  he*6  like 
all  lawyera^-^onning  and  tricky,  conceited  and 
•opereiliooa,  faU  of  prejudice  and  cant,  and  a 
rod-hot  Tory  into  the  bargain.  I  know  them, 
■ir-'I  know  them.?' 

•*  Well,"  anewered  St.  John,  hatf-gayly,  half* 
aofrily,  *<  yuar  general  experience  serves  yon 
very  little  here ;  for  Ardworth  is  exactly  the 
afipeaite  of  all  you  have  deeoribed." 

"•Even  in  politics V» 

<*  Why,  I  fear  he  is  half  a  Radical— eertainly 
DOM  than  a  Whig,"  answered  St.  John,  rather 
noomfally ;  for  his  own  theories  were  all  the 
ether  way,  notwithstanding  his  onpatriotic  for- 
getftilneas  of  them,  in  his  offer  to  assist  Ard* 
worth's  entrance  into  parliament. 

**  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  cried  the  atran- 
|or,  again  taking  snaff.  "And  this  roadame  at 
Brompion— -perhaps  I  know  her  a  little  better 
tlMB  I  do  yonng  Mr.  Ardworth— -Mrs.  Brad*-^l 
nean  Madame  Dalibard !"  and  the  stranger 
gloneed  at  Mr.  Mivera,  who  was  slowly  recov- 
Bring  from  some  vigorous  slaps  on  the  hack, 
■dtninisiered  to  him  by  his  wife,  as  a  eoonter- 
tarritant  to  the  eongh.  **  Is  it  true  that  sho  has 
loot  tbc  ose  of  her  limbs  V 

POrcival  shook  his  head. 

**  And  takes  care  of  poor  Helen  Mainwaring, 
tho  orphan  t  Well,  well !  that  looks  amiable 
Booiigh.    I  must  aee-— I  must  see  !*' 

*•  Who  shall  [  say  inquired  after  her,  when  I 
see  Madame  Daliberdi"  asked  Percival,  with 
tone  eoriosity. 

''Who!  Oh,  Mr.  Tomktns.  She  will  not  rec- 
sHect  him,  though," — ^and  the  stranger  laughed, 
•ad  Mr.  Mivers  laughed,  too;  and  Mrs.  Mtvers, 
•Pbo,  indeed,  always  laughed  when  other  people 
[aoghed,  laughed  alao.  So  Percival  thought  be 
BO^t  to  Iaugki4br  the  sake  of  good  company,  and 
all  laughed  together,  as  he  rose  and  took  leave. 

He  bad  not,  however,  got  Hr  ftQm  the  house, 
»■  his  way  to  hie  cabriolet,  which  he  had  left 
1^  Temple  Bar,  when,  somewhat  to  hia  sur- 
prise, he  found  Mr.  Tomkins  at  bis  elbow. 

«*  1  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  St.  John,  hot  I  have 
Dnly  juat  returned  to  England,  and  on  such  oe- 
casions  a  man  is  apt  to  seem  curioos.  This 
young  lawyer ;  you  aee,  old  Ardworth---(good 
for-n6thing  scamp  !>--wa8  a  sort  of  Iriend  of 
miae-^not  exactly  friend,  indeed,  for,  by  Jove, 
[  think  he  waa  a  worse  friend  to  me  than  he 
was  to  any  body  else.^-etill  I  bad  a  fooliah  in- 
terest for  him,  and  should  be  glad  to  hear 
something  ittore  aboot  any  one  bearing  bis 
Dttme,  than  I  can  coax  out  of  that  droll  little 
lineadraper.  You  are  really  intimate  with 
young  Ardworth,  eb  1" 

**  Intimate  !  poor  fellow,  he  will  not  let  any 
one  be  that !  He  works  too  hard  to  be  social. 
But  I  love  him  sincerely;  and  I  admire  him 
beyond  measure." 

**Tfae  dog  has  iodostry,  then— that's  good. 
And  does  he  make  debts,  like  that  rascal  Ard- 
worth, senior!" 

**llaally,  sir,  I  moat  say,  thia  tone  with  re- 
opect  to  Mr.  Ardworth'a  father—" 


**  What  the  devil,  atr !  Do  you  take  the  U^^ 
ther's  part,  as  well  as  Hte  son'e  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  any  thing  about  Mr.  Ardworth, 
senior,"  seid  Percival,  pouting ;  "  but  I  do  know 
that  my  friend  would  not  allow  any  one  to  speak 
ill  ef  his  father  in  his  presence ;  and  I  beg  you, 
sir,  to  consider  that  whatever  would  ofihnd  him, 
must  offend  me." 

**  Gad's  my  life !  He  is  the  luckiest  youngf 
rogue  to  have  such  a  friend.  Sir,  I  wish  you  a 
very  good  day." 

Mr.  Tonkins  took  off  his  hat^-bowed — and 
paasing  St.  John  with  a  rapid  step,  was  soon 
lost  to  his  eye  among  the  crowd  hurrying  west- 
ward. 

But  onr  business  being  now  rather  with  hini 
than  with  Percival,  we  leave  the  latter  to  mount 
his  cabriolet,  and  we  proceed  with  Mr.  Mivers's 
mercurial  gnest  on  his  eeoentric  way  through 
the  throng. 

Ttiere  was  an  odd  mixtere  of  thoughtful  ab- 
straction and  quick  obaervatioa  in  the  soliloquy 
in  which  this  gentleman  indulged,  as  he  walked 
briskly  on. 

"  A  pretty  young  spark,  that  St.  John  !  A 
look  of  his  father,  but  handsomer,  and  less  af« 
fected.  I  like  him.  Fine  ehop  that — veryf 
London  wondeiliiUy  improved.  A  hookah  in 
that  window  !-»God  blesiB  me  !~a  real  hookah ! 
This  is  all  very  good  newa  aboot  that  poor  hoy 
— very.  After  all,  he  is  not  to  blame  if  hie 
mother  waa  such  a  damnable*— I  must  con- 
trive to  see  and  judge  of  him  myself  as  soon  as 
possible.  Can*t  trust  to  others— too  sharp  for 
that !  What  an  ugly  dog  that  is,  looking  after 
me !  It  is  certainly  a  bailiff.  Hang  it ! — ^what 
do  J  care  for  bailiffs  1  •  Hem — hem !"  And  the 
gentleman  thrust  his  hands  into  hia  pockets, 
and  laughed,  as  the  jingle  of  coin  reached  his 
ear  through  the  din  without.  "  Well,  I  moat 
make  haste  to  decide;  ft>r,  really  there  is  a 
very  troobleaome  piece  of  business  before  me. 
Plague  take  her  !-*what  can  have  become  of 
the  woman  t  I  shall  have  to  hunt  out  a  abarp 
lawyer.  But  Jobn'a  a  lawyer  himaelf.  No — 
aUorneys,  I  suppose,  are  the  men.  Gad !  they 
were  sharp  enough  when  they  had  to  hunt  me  ? 
What's  that  great  bill  on  the  wail  about  ?  '  Down 
with  the  Lords.'  Pooh,  pooh  f  Master  John 
Bull,  you  love  lords  a  ffreat  deal  too  moch  for 
that.  A  prettyiah  giri  English  women  are 
very  good-looking,  certainly.  That  Lucretia — 
what  shall  I  do,  t/-— ^Ah,  time  enough  to  think 
of  her,  when  I  have  got  over  that  mighty  stiff  i/r» 

In  such  cogitations  and  mental  remarks  our 
traveler  whited  away  the  time,  till  he  found 
himself  in  Piccadilly.  There,  a  publisher's  shop 
(and  he  had  that  keen  eye  for  shops  which  be- 
trays the  stranger  in  liondon),  with  its  new  pub- 
licationa  expeaed  at  the  window  attracted  bis 
notice.  Conapiououa  among  the  rent,  was  tho 
open  title-page  of  a  book,  at  the  foot  of  whioh 
was  placed  a  placard,  with  the  enticing  words 
-«**  PovBTS  Edivion  ;  JUST  OUT,"  in  red  eapi- 
tals.  The  title  of  the  work  struck  his  irritable^ 
curioos  fancy ;  he  walked  into  the  shop— asked 
for  the  volume — and  while  looking  over  tho 
contents,  with  muttered  ejaculations,  "  Good  ! 
capital !  why  thia  reminds  one  of  Horne  Tooke  E 
What's  the  price  1  very  dear— must  have  it 
thongh-^moat.  Ha !  ha  f  homethrost  there  !*' 
vrhile  thus  torning  over  the  leaves,  and  reoding- 
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thera  asunder  with  his  fdrefin^jer,  regardless  of 
the  paper-cutter  extended  to  hhn  by  the  shop- 
man, a  gentleman,  pushing  hy  him,  asked  if  the 
publisher  was  at  home :  and  as  the  shopmao, 
bowing  very  low,  answered,  "  yes,"  the  new- 
comer darted  into  a  little  recess  behind  the 
shop.  Mr.  Tomkins,  who  had  looked  up  very 
angrily  on  being  jostled  so  unceremoniously, 
started  and  changed  color,  when  he  saw  the 
face  of  the  offender.  "  Saints  in  heaven  !"  he 
murmured  almost  audibly ;  "  what  a  look  of 
that  woman  !  and  yet— no — ^it  is  gone  !" 

*' Who  is  that  gentleman  1"  he  asked,  ab- 
ruptly, as  be  paid  for  his  book. 

The  shopman  smiled,  but  answered,  *'  I  don*t 
kiiow,  sir." 

"  That's  a  lie !  yon  would  never  bow  so  low 
to  a  man  you  did  not  know !" 

The  shopman  smiled  again.  <*Why,  sir, 
there  are  many  who  come  to  this  house  who 
don't  wish  us  to  know  them." 

**Ah,  I  understand!  yon  are  political  pub- 
lishers—afraid of  libels,  I  dare  say.  Always 
the  same  thing  in  this  cursed  country,  and  then 
they  tell  us  that  we  are  **  free !"  So  I  suppose 
that  gentleman  has  written  something  William 
Pitt  does  not  like.  But  William  Pitt  I— ba- 
be's dead  !  very  true,  so  he  is.  Sir,  this  little 
book  seems  most  excellent ;  but,  in  my  time,  a 
man  would  have  been  sent  to  Newgate  for 
printing  it." 

While  thus  running  on,  Mr.  Tomkins  bad 
edged  himself  pretty  close  to  the  recess,  within 
which  the  last  comer  had  disappeared ;  and 
there,  seated  on  a  high  stool,  he  contrived  to 
read  and  to  talk  at  the  same  time,  but  his  eye 
and  his^car  were  both  turned  every  instant  to- 
ward the  recess. 

The  shopman,  little  suspecting  that  in  so 
very  eccentric,  garrulous  a  person  he  was  per- 
mitting a  spy  to  encroach  upon  the  secrets  of 
the  house,  continued  to  make  up  sundry  parcels 
of  the  new  publication  which  had  so  enchanted 
his  customer,  while  he  expatiated  on  the  pro- 
digious sensation  ttie  book  had  created ;  and 
while  the  customer  himself  had  already  caught 
enough  of  the  low  conversation,  within  the  re- 
cess, to  be  aware  that  the  author  of  the  book 
was  the  very  pereon  who  had  so  roused  his 
curiosity.  ^ 

Not  till  that  gentleman,  followed  to  the  door 
by  the  polite  publisher,  had  quitted  the  shop, 
did  Mr.  Tomkins  put  his  volume  in  his  pocket, 
and,  with  a  familiar  nod  at  the  shopman,  take 
himself  off. 

He  was  scarcely  in  the  street,  when  he  saw 
Percival  St.  John  leaning  out  of  his  cabriolet, 
and  conversing  with  the  author  be  had  dis- 
covered. He  halted  a  moment  irresolute,  but 
the  young  man,  in  whom  our  reader  recognizes 
John  Ardworth,  declining  St.  John's  invitation 
to  accompany  him  to  Brompton,  resumed  his 
way  through  the  throng ;  the  cabriolet  drove 
on,  and  Mr.  Tomkins,  though  with  a  graver 
mien,  and  a  steadier  step^  continued  his  des- 
ultory rambles.  Meanwhile,  John  Ardworth 
strode  gloomily  back  to  his  lonely  chamber. 

There,  throwing  himself  on  the  well  worn 
chair  before  the  crowded  desk,  he  buried  his 
face  in  his  hands,  and  for  sopne  minutes  be  felt 
all  that  profound  despondency,  peculiar  to  those 
who  have  won  fame,  to  add  to  the  dark  volume 


of  experience  the  conviction  of  fanne's  mMhiag^ 
ness.    For  some  minutes  he  felt  an  iUibenl 
and  ungrateful  envy  of  St.  John — so  fair,  so 
light-hearted,  so  favored  by  fortune,  so  rich  m 
friends — in  a  mother's  love,  and  in  Helen's  faatf- 
plighted  troth.  And  be,  from  his  very  birth,  cut 
off  from  the  social  ties  of  blood — no  mother's 
kiss  to  reward  the  toils,  or  gladden  the  sports 
of  childhood — no  father's  cheering  word  up  the 
steep  hill  of  man  !    And  Helen,  for  whose  sahs 
he  had  so  oAen,  when  his  heart  grew  weaiy, 
nerved  himself  again  to  labor,  saying,  "  Let  ms 
be  rich,  let  me  be  great,  and  then  I  will  dsro  te 
tell  Helen  that  I  love  her !"— Helen  amili^ 
upon  another,  uoeonscioos  of  his  pangs !  Wkatt 
could  fame  bestow  in  compensation!  ^What 
matter  that  strangers  praised,  and  the  habhle  of 
the  world's  running  stream  lingered  its  brief 
moment  round  the  pebble  in  its  way.    fu  the 
bitterness  of  his  mood,  he  was  unjust  ts  his 
rival    All  that  exquisite,  but  half-coneealed 
treasure  of  imagination  and  thought,  whieh  lay 
beneath  the  surface  of  Helen's  childlike  smile, 
he  believed  that  he  alone — he,  soul  of  power 
and  son  of  genius,  was  worthy  to  disootrer  aad 
to  prize.    In  the  pride  not  unfrequent  with  that 
kittgliest  of  all  aristocracies,  the  Chieft  of  !»> 
teilect,  he  forgot  the  grandeur  which  invests 
the  attributes  of  the  heart — ^forgot  that,  in  the 
lists  of  love,  the  heart  is  at  least  the  eqoai  of 
the  mind.    In  the  reaction  that  feUows  great 
excitement,  Ardworth  had  morbidly  felt,  that 
day,  his  utter  solitude — felt  it  in  the  streets 
through  which  he  had  passed — in  the  home  to 
which  he  had  returned — ^the  burning  tears,  shed 
for  the  first  time  since  childhood,  foroed  Uum- 
selves  through  his  clasped  fingers.    At  length, 
he  rose,  with  a  strong  effort  at  self-mastery- 
some  contempt  of  his  weakness,  and  much  re- 
morse at  his  ungrateful  envy.    He  gathered 
together  the  soiled  manuscript  and  dingy  proa6 
of  his  book,  and  thrust  them  an  the  grimy  bars 
of  his  grate  ;  then,  opening  his  desk,  he  drew 
out  a  small  packet,  and  with  tremnloos  fingers, 
unfolding  paper  after  paper,  gated  with  eyes 
still  moistened  on  the  relics  kept  till  then,  with 
the  devotion  of  the  only  Mtntiment  inspired  by 
Eros,  that  had  ever,  perhaps,  softened  his  iran 
nature ;   these  were  two  notes  from  Heies' 
some  violets  she  had  once  given  him,  aad  a 
little  purse  she  had  knitted  for  him' (with  a  ^y- 
fol  prophecy  of  future  fortunes),  when  be  had 
last  left  the  vicarage.    Nor  blame  him,  ye  who, 
with  more  habitual  romance  of  temper,  and 
richer  fertility  of  imagination,  can  reccneile  the 
tenderest  memories  with  the  sternest  duties,  if 
he,  with  all  his  strength,  felt  that  the  associa- 
tions, connected  with  those  tokens,  would  bet 
enervate  bis  resolves,  and  imbitter  his  lesifBa- 
tion.    You  can  gueas  not  the  eKtent  of  the 
sacrifice,  the  bitterness  of  the  pai^,  whes. 
averting  his  head,  he  dropped  those  relics  on 
the  hearth .    The  evidence  of  the  desultory  am- 
bition, the  tokens  of  the  visionary  love— the 
same  flame  leaped  up  to  devour  both !     It  was 
as  the  funeral  pyre  of  his  youth ! 

"  So  !"  he  said  to  himself,  •*  let  all  that  can 
divert  me  from  the  true  ends  of  my  hfe— con- 
sume !    Labor,  take  back  your  son." 

An  hour  afterward,  and  his  clerk,  returaiBf 
home,  found  Ardworth  emptoyed  as  caUalT  m 
U81K.1  <m  his  Law  Reports. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THB   XWVITATION   TO   LAUOHTON. 

That  day,  when  he  called  at  Broropton,  Per- 
)iTal  reported  to  Madame  Dalibard  his  inter- 
ne w  with  the  eccentric  Mr.  Tomkins.  Lucre- 
ia  seemed  chafed  and  disconcerted  by  the  in- 
joiries  with  which  that  gentleman  had  honored 
ler,  and  as  soon  as  Percival  had  gone,  she  sent 
[or  Vamey.  He  did  not  come  till  late — ^she 
epeated  to  him  what  St.  John  bad  said  of  the 
jtranger.  Varney  participated  in  her  uneasy 
darm.  The  name,  indeed,  was  unknown  to 
hem,  nor  could  they  conjecture  the  bearer  of 
(o  ordinary  a  patronymic,  but  there  had  been 
tecrets  enow  in  Lucretia*s  life,  to  render  her 
ipprehensive  of  encountering  those  who  had 
cnown  her  in  earlier  years ;  and  Varney  feared 
est  any  rumor  reported  to  St.  John  might  cre- 
ate his  mistrust,  or  lessen  the  hold  obtained 
ipon  a  Tictim  heretofore  so  unsuspicious.  They 
K>th  agreed  in  the  expediency  of  withdrawing 
hemselves  and  St.  John,  as  soon  as  possible, 
rom  London^  and  frustrating  Perclvars  chance 
>f  closer  intercourse  with  the  stranger,  who 
lad  evidently  aroused  his  curiosity. 

The  next  day  Helen  was  much  indisposed, 
ind  the  symptoms  grew  so  grave  toward  the 
ivening,  that  Madame  Dalibard  expressed 
ilarm,  and  willingly  suffered  Percival  (who 
lad  only  been  permitted  to  see  Helen  for  a  few 
ninutes,  when  her  lassitude  was  so  extreme 
hat  she  was  obliged  to  retire  to  her  room)  to 
lo  in  search  of  a  physician  :  he  returned  with 
>ne  of  the  most  eminent  of  the  faculty.  On 
he  way  to  Brompton,  in  reply  to  the  questions 

>f  Dr. ,  Percival  spoke  of  the  dejection  to 

vhich  Helen  was  occasionally  subject,  and  this 

tircumstance  confirmed  Dr. ,  after  he  had 

icen  his  patient,  in  his  view  of  the  case.  In 
iddition  to  some  feverish  and  inflammatory 
;ymptoms,  which  be  trusted  his  prescriptions 
vould  speedily  remove,  he  found  great  nervous 
iebility,  and  jdllingly  fell  in  with  the  casual 
uggestion  oivarney,  who  was  present,  that 
ihange  of  air  .would  greatly  improve  Miss  Main- 
varing^s  general  health,  as  soon  as  the  tempo- 
ary  acute  attack  had  subsided.  He  did  not 
egard  the  present  complaint  very  seriously, 
ind  reassured  poor  Percival  by  his  cheerful 
Dien  and  sanguine  predictions.  Percival  re- 
nained.at  the  house  the  whole  day,  and  had  the 
latisfaction,  before  he  left,  of  hearing  that  the 
emedies  had  already  abated  the  fever,  and  that 
ilelen  had  fallen  into  a  profound  sleep.  Walk- 
ng  back  to  town  with  Varney,  the  last  said, 
lesitatingly,  "You  were  saying  to  me  the  other 
lay  that  you  feared  you  should  have  to  go,  for 
i  few  dajs,  both  to  Vernon  Qrange  and  to 
[iEughton,  as  your  steward  wished  to  point  out 
o  you  some  extensive  alterations  in  the  man- 
igement  of  your  woods,  to  commence  this  au- 
umn.  As  you  were  so  soon  coming  of  age, 
Lady  Mary  desired  that  her  directiois  should 
low  yield  to  your  own.  Now,  since  Helen  is 
'ecommended  change  of  air,  why  not  invite 
Vf  adame  Dalibard  to  visit  you  at  one  of  these 
>laces1  I  would  suggest  Laughton.  My  poor 
nother-in-law,  I  know,  longs  to  revisit  the 
icene  of  her  youth,  and  you  could  not  compli- 
nent  or  conciliate  her  more  than  by  such  an 
invitation.' 


"  Oh,"  said  Percival,  joyfully,  "  it  would  re- 
alize the  fondest  dream  of  my  heart  to  eee 
Helen  under  the  old  roof-tree  of  Laughton ;  but 
as  my  mother  is  abroad,  and  there  is  therefore 
no  lady  to  receive  them,  perhaps—" 

"  Why,"  interrupted  Vamey,  *'  Madame  Dali- 
bard herself  is  almost  the  very  person  whom 
Us  bierudances  might  induce  you  to  select  to  do 
the  honors  of  your  house  in  Lady  Mary^s  ab- 
sence ;  not  only  as  kinswomaif  to  yourself,  but 
as  the  nearest  surviving  relative  of  Sir  Mileif 
— ^the  most  immediate  descendant  of  the  St. 
Johns  ;  her  mature  years  and  decorum  of  life, 
her  joint  kindred  to  Helen  and  yourself,  surely 
remove  every  appearance  of  impropriety." 

"  If  she  thinks  so,  certainly — I  am  no  aeon- 
rate  judge  of  such  formalities.  You  could  not 
oblige  me  more,  Varney,  than  in  pre-obtaining 
her  consent  to  the  proposal.  Helen  at  Laugh- 
ton !     Oh,  blissful  thought !" 

<*  And  in  what  air  would  she  be  so  likely  to 
revive  1"  said  Varney,  but  his  voice  was  thick 
and  husky. 

The  ideas  thus  presented  to  him,  almost  ban- 
ished its  anxiety  from  Percival's  breast.  In  a 
thousand  delightful  shapes  they  haunted  him 
during  the  sleepless  night.  And  when,  the 
next  morning,  he  found  that  Helen  was  surpris- 
ingly better,  he  pressed  his  invitation  upon  Ma- 
dame Dalibard,  with  a  warmth  that  made  her 
cheek  yet  more  pale,  and  the  hand,  which  the 
boy  grasped  as  he  pleaded,  as  cold  as  the  dead. 
But  she  briefly  consented,  and  Percival,  allow- 
ed a  brief  interview  with  Helen,  had  the  rap- 
ture to  see  her  smile  in  a  delight  as  childlike  as 
his  own  at  the  news  he  communicated,  and 
listen,  with  swimming  eyes,  when  he  dwelt  on 
the  walks  they  should  take  together,  amid 
haunts  to  become  henceforth  dear  to  her  as  to 
himself.    Fairy-land  dawned  before  them. 

The  visit  of  the4)bysician  justified  Percival's 
heightened  spirits.  All  the  acuter  symptoms 
had  vanished  already.  He  sanctioned  his  pa- 
tient's departure  from  town  as  soon  as  Madame 
Dalibard's  convenience  would  permit,  and  rec- 
ommended only  a  course  of  restorative  medi- 
cines to  strengthen  the  nervous  system,  which 
was  to  commence  with  the  following  morning, 
and  be  persisted  in  for  some  weeks.  He  dwelt 
much  on  the  eflfect  to  be  derived  from  taking 
these  medicines,  the  first  thing  in  the  day,  as 
soon  as  Helen  woke.  VaAey  and  Madame 
Dalibard  exchanged  a  rapid  glance.  Charmed 
with  the  success  that  in  this  instance  had  at- 
tended the  skin  of  the  gr«at  physician,  Percival, 
in  his  usual  zealous  benevolence,  now  eagerly 
pressed  upon  Madame  Dalibard  the  wisdom  of 

consulting  Dr. for  her  own  malady  ;  and 

the  doctor,  putting  on  his  spectacles,  and  draw- 
ing his  chair  nearer  to  the  frowning  cripple, 
began  to  quftstion  her  of  her  state ;  but  Madame 
Dalibard  abruptly  and  discourteously  put  a  stop 
to  all  interrogatories — she  had  already  exhaust- 
ed all  remedies  art  could  suggest — she  had  be- 
come reconciled  to  her  deplorable  state,  and 
lost  all  faith  in  physicians— some  day  or  other 
she  might  try  the  baths  at  Egra,  but,  till  then, 
she  must  be  permitted  to  suflfer  undisturbed. 

The  doctor,  by  no  means  w^isbing  to  under- 
take a  case  of  chronic  paralysis,  rose  smilingly, 
and  with  a  liberal  coniession  that  the  German 
baths  w*ere  sometimes  extremely  efficacious  in 
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8ucb  complaints,  pressed  PerciTal's  oatstretch- 
ed  band,  then  slipped  bis  own  into  bis  pocket, 
and  bowed  his  way  oat  of  the  room. 

Relieved  from  all  apprehensions,  Percival 
very  good-bumoredly  received  the  hint  of  Ma- 
dame Dalibard,  that  the  excitement  through 
which  she  had  gone  for  the  last  twenty-four 
hours,  rendered  her  unfit  for  his  society  ;  and 
went  home  to  write  to  Laughton,  and  prepare 
all  things  for  the  reception  of  his  guests.  Var- 
ney  accompanied  him.  Percival  found  Beck 
in  the  hall,  already  much  altered,  and  embel- 
lished, by  a  new  suit  of  liveiy.  The  ex-sweeper 
stared  bard  at  Varney,  who,  without  recogni- 
zing, in  so  smart  a  shape,  the  squalid  tatter- 
demalion who  bad  lighted  him  up  the  stairs  to 
Mr.  Grabroan*s  apartments,  passed  him  by  into 
Percivars  little  study,  on  the  ground-floor. 

"  Well,  Beck,"  said  Percival,  ever  mindful 
of  others,  and  attributing  his  groom*s  astonish- 
ed gaze  at  Varney  to  his  admiration  of  that 
gentleman's  showy  exterior,  "  I  shall  send  you 
down  to  the  country  to-morrow  with  two  of 
the  horses — so  you  may  have  to-day  to  your- 
self, to  take  leave  of  your  nurse.  I  flatter  my- 
self you  will  find  her  rooms  a  little  more  com- 
fortable than  they  were  yesterday." 

Beck  heard  with  a  bursting  heart ;  and  his 
master,  giving  him  a  cheering  tap  on  the  shoul- 
der, left  him  to  find  his  way  into  the  streets, 
and  to  Becky*s  abode. 

He  found,  indeed,  that  the  last  had  already 
undergone  the  magic  transformation  which  is 
ever  at  the  command  of  godlike  wealth.  Mrs. 
Mivers,  who  was  naturally  prompt  and  active, 
bad  had  pleasure  in  executing  PercivaVs  com- 
mission. Early  in  the  morning,  floors  had  been 
scrubbed — the  windows  cleaned — the  ventila- 
tor fixed ; — then  followed  porters  with  chairs 
and  tables,  and  a  wonderful  Dutch  clock,  and 
aew  bedding,  and  a  bright  piece  of  carpet ;  and 
then  came  two  servants  belonging  to  Mrs. 
Mivers  to  arrange  the  chattels ;  and  finally, 
when  all  was  nearly  completed,  the  Avatar  of 
Mrs.  Mivers  herself,  to  give  the  last  finish  with 
her  own  mittened  hands,  and  in  her  own  house- 
wifely apron. 

The  good  lady  wms  still  employed  in  ranging 
a  set  of  tea-cups  on  the  shelves  of  the  dresser, 
when  Beck  entered ;  and  his  old  nurse,  in 
the  overflow  of  her  gratitude,  hobbled  up  to 
ber  foundling,  and  tfrrew  her  arms  round  bis 
neck. 

"  That's  right !"  said  Mrs.  Mivers,  good-bu- 
moredly, turning  round,  and  wiping  the  tear 
from  her  eye.  "  Ton  ought  to  make  much  of 
him,  poor  lad ;  he  has  turned  out  a  God-send, 
indeed ;  and,  upon  my  word,  he  looks  very  re- 
fipectable  in  his  new  clothes.  But  what  is  this 
«-a  child's  coral !"  as,  opening  a  drawer  in  the 
dresser,  she  discovered  Beck's  treasure.  '*  Dear 
me,  it  is  a  very  handsome  one — why,  these 
bells  look  like  gold  !" — and,  suspicion  of  ber 
protegees  honesty,  for  a  moment,  contracted  her 
thoughtful  brow— "how  ever  on  earth  did  you 
come  by  this,  Mrs.  Becky  V 

"  Sure  and  sartin,"  answered  BecKy,  drop- 
ping her  mutilated  courtesy,  "  I  be's  glad  it  be 
jiliiod  DOW,  instead  of  sum  days  afore,  or  I  might 
■ive  been  vicked  enough  to  let  it  go  with  the 
Ipwt  to  the  pop-shop ;  and  Pm  sure  the  time's 
if  mind,  Ten  that  'ere  boy  was  a  h-urchin, 


that  Pve  risted  the  timptashnng,  and  aaid^ 
'  No,  Becky  Carrathers,  that  maunH  go  to  my 
h-uncle-sJ' " 

«♦  And  why  not,  my  good  woman  V* 

"  Lor*  love  you,  marm,  if  that  curril  coald 
speak,  who  knows  vot  it  might  say — eh,  lad, 
who  knows  ?  You  sees,  marm,  my  good  man 
had  not  a  long  been  dead — I  could  not  a  get  no 
vork,  no  vays — •  Becky  Carruthers,'  says  I, 
*  you  must  go  out  in  the  streets  a-begging  !*  I 
niver  thought  I  should  a  come  to  that.  But 
my  poor  husband,  you  sees,  marm,  fell  from  a 
scaffol, — as  good  a  man  as  b-ever — " 

"  Yes.  yes,  you  told  me  all  that  before,"  said 
Mrs.  Mivers,  growing  impatient,  and  already 
diverted  from  ber  interest  in  the  coral,  by  a  new 
cargo,  all  bright  from  the  tinman,  which,  indeed, 
no  less  instantaneously,  absorbed  the  admiraitoa 
both  of  Beck  and  his  nurse.  And  what  with  the 
inspection  of  these  articles,  and  the  comments 
each  provoked,  the  coral  rested  in  peace  ootto 
dresser,  till  Mrs.  Mivers,  when  just  about  lo  re- 
new her  inquiries,  was  startled  by  the  sooad 
of  the  Dutch  clock  striking  four, — a  voice  which 
reminded  her  of  the  lapse  of  time,  and  her  owa 
dinner-hour.  So,  with  many  promises  to  call 
again,  and  have  a  good  chat  with  ber  bumble 
friend,  she  took  her  departure,  amid  the  bless- 
ings of  Becky,  and  the  less  noisy,  but  not  less 
grateful  salutations  of  Beck. 

Very  happy  was  the  evening  these  foor  crea- 
tures passed  together  over  their  first  cap  of  tea* 
from  the  new  bright  copper  kettle,  and  the  al- 
most forgotten  luxury  of  crumpets,  in  which 
their  altered  circumstances  permitted  tbeai, 
without  extravagance,  to  indulge.  In  the  course 
of  conversation*  Beck  communicated  how  modi 
he  had  been  astonished  by  recognizing  the  vis- 
itor of  Grabman,  the  provoker  of  the  irritable 
grave-stealer,  in  the  familiar  companioa  of  his 
master ;  and  when  Becky  told  him  how  oftea  in 
the  domestic  experience  her  avocation  of  char- 
ing had  accumulated,  she  bad  heard  of  the  rain 
brought  on  rich  young  men,  by  gamblers  and 
sharpers.  Beck  promised  to  himsilf  to  keep  a 
sharp  eye  on  Grabman's  showy  acquaintaooe. 
"  For  master  is  but  a  babe  like,*'  said  be,  majes- 
tically ;  "  and  Pd  be  cut  into  mincemeat  aW 
I'd  let  an  'air  on  his  'ead  come  to  *Bnn,  if » 
be's  h-as  I  could  perwent  it." 

We  need  not  say  that  his  nurae  confinned 
him  in  these  good  resolutions. 

"And  now,"  said  Beck,  when  tfae^efune 
for  parting,  "  you'll  keep  from  the  gin->aDop,  old 
'oman,  and  not  sUame  the  young  roaster  1" 

"  Sartin  sure,"  answered  Becky ;  "  it  is  only 
ven  vun  is  doirn  in  the  vorld  that  vun  goes  to 
the  licker«6h^«  Now,  h-indeed/* — and  she 
looked  round  ^^|^  proudly—"  I  'as  a  'speetable 
stashion,  and  I^luildn't  go  for  to  lower  it,  and 
let  *em  say  that^ecky  Carruthers  does  not 
know  how  to  conduct  herself  The  cnrril  will 
be  safe  enuffnow — but  praps  you  had  best  take 
it  yourself,  lad." 

"  Vot  should  I  do  vith  it  1  I've  had  eouff  of 
the  'sponsibility.  Put  it  up  in  a  'ankerebifC 
and  praps  ven  master  get's  married,  and  *as  a 
babby  vot's  teethin*,  he  vill  say,  •  Thank  ye, 
Beck,  for  your  curril.*  Vonid  not  that  make 
us  proud,  mammy  t" 

Chuckling  heartily  at  that  vision,  Beck  kissed 
his  nuiae,  and  trying  bard  to  keep  lumatf  «#- 
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Igbt,  and  do  credit  to  the  dignity  of  hie  clothe 
eturoed  to  bis  new  room  over  the  stablca. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THB   WAKING  OW  THB  SCBPBITT. 

Akd  how,  0  Poet  of  the  sad  belief,  and  elo- 
uenoe,  *MJke  ebony,  at  once  dark  and  splen- 
id,'**  how  couldst  thou,  augost  Lacretias, 
eem  it  but  sweet  to  behold  from  the  steep  the 
Irife  of  the  great  sea,  or,  safe  from  the  poril* 
aze  on  the  wrath  of  the  battle,  or  serene  In  the 
emplee  of  the  wise,  look  afar  on  the  wander 
[If  8  of  human  error  1  Is  it  so  sweet  to  sanrey 
he  ills  from  which  thou  art  delivered  1  Shall 
lOt  the  atrong  law  of  Sviipatrt  find  thee  out, 
nd  thy  heart  rebuke  thy  philosophy  1  Not 
waet,  indeed,  can  bo  man's  shelter  in  self, 
^eo  he  says  to  the  storm,  *'  I  have  no  bark  6n 
he  aea  ;'*  or  to  the  gods  of  the  battle,  "  I  have 
\o  son  in  the  slaughter  ;*'-^when  he  smiles  un- 
noTed  upon  Woe,  and  murmurs,  "  Weep  on, 
or  these  eyes  know  no  tears  ;'*— -when  unap- 
plied, he  beholdeth  the  black  deeds  of  crime, 
nd  cries  to  his  oonsoience,  **  Thou  art  calm  :*' 
—Yet  solemn  is  the  aight  to  him,  who  lives  in 
B  life;  searches  Nature  in  the  storm,  and 
Vovidence  in  the  battle ;  loses  self  in  the  woe ; 
robes  hia  heart  in  the  crime ;  and  owns  no 
ibtloBophy  that  sets  him  free  from  the  fetters 
f  man.  Not  in  vain  do  we  acan  all  the  con- 
rasta  in  the  large  framework  of  civilized  earth, 
f  we  note,  **  when  the  dust  groweth  into  hard- 
leea,  and  the  clods deaye  fast  together.**  Range, 

>  Art,  through  all  space,  clasp  tdgetber  all  ez- 
remes,  shake  idle  Wealth  from  ita  lethargy,  and 
lid  States  look  in  hoveia,  where  the  teacher  is 
lunib,  and  Reason  anweeded  runs  to  rot !  Bid 
laoghty  Intellect  pauae  in  its  triumph,  and  doubt 
r  intellect  alone  can  deliver  the  aoul  from  its 
anpters !  Only  that  livea  uncorrupt,  which 
freaervea  in  all  aeaaons  the  human  affectiona 
B  which  the  breath  of  God  breathes,  and  is ! 
»o  forth  to  the  world,  O  Art  !•— go  forth  to  the 
inooent,  the  guilty ;— the  wise,  and  the  dull ! 
-go  forth  aa  the  atill  voice  of  Fate !— epeak  of 
lie  inaeourityeven  of  Goodness  below !— carry 
»D  the  rapt  viaion  of  aoflering  Virtue  through 

>  the  doors  of  the  shadows  of  death !"— show 
be  dim  revelation  symbojed  forth  in  the  Tra- 
:edy  of  old ! — how  incomplete  ia  man'a  deatiny, 
tow  undeveloped  ia  the  justice  divine,  if  An- 
igone  sleeps  eternally  in  the  ribs  of  the  rock, 
iDd  OGdipus  vanish  forever  in  the  Grove  of  the 
Juries!  Here,  below,  *<the  waters  are  hid 
nth  a  stone,  and  the  lace  of  the  deep  ia  froxen  !*' 
)at  above  liveth  He  "  who  can  bind  the  sweet 
nfluencea  of  the  Pleiades,  and  loose  the  bands 
ii  Orion.*'  Go  with  ^ate  over  the  bridge,  and 
ibejranishea  in  the  land  beyond  the  gulf!  Re- 
told where  the  Eternal  demands  Eternity  for 
he  proffress  of  his  creatures,  and  the  vindica- 
ioo  of  Ris  justice  ! 

It  was  past  midnight,  and  Lucretia  sat  alone 
a  her  dreary  room ;  her  head  buried  on  her 
iosom»  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground,  her  hands 
eating  on  her  knees  :^t  waa  an  image  of  in- 
inimate  prostration  and  decrepitude  that  might 
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hare  moved  compassion  to  its  depth.  The 
door  opened,  and  Martha  entered,  to  aaaiat 
Madame  Dalibard,  as  usual,  to  retire  to  reat. 
Her  mistress  slowly  raised  her  eyes  at  the 
noiae  of  the  opening  door,  and  those  eyes  took 
their  searching,  penetrating  acuteness,  as  they 
fixed  upon  the  florid,  nor  uncomely  countenance 
of  the  waiting- woman. 

In  her  atarched  cap,  her  aober-colored  atuff 
gown— in  her  prim,  quiet  manner,  and  a  cer- 
tain sanctified  demureness  of  aspect,  there  waa 
something  in  the  first  appearance  of  this  wom- 
an, that  impressed  you  with  the  notion  of  re- 
spectability, and  inspired  confidence  in  those 
steady,  good  qaalitiea  which  we  aeek  in  a 
trusty  servant.  But,  more  closely  exs  mined, 
an  habitual  observer  might  have  found  much 
to  qualify,  perhaps  to  disturb,  his  first  prepos- 
sessions. The  exceeding  lowness  of  the  fore- 
bead,  over  which  that  atiff,  harsh  hair  waa  ao 
puritanically  parted^-the  severe  hardness  of 
those  thin,  small  lips,  so  pursed  up  and  con- 
strained—even a  certain  dull  cruelty  in  those 
light,  cold,  blue  eyes,  might  have  inspired  an 
uneasy  sentiment,  almost  approaching  to  fear. 
The  fat  grocer*s  spoiled  child  instinctively  re- 
coiled from  her,  when  she  entered  the  shop  to 
make  her  household  purchaaes — the  old,  gray- 
whiskered  terrier  dog  at  the  public  bouse, 
slunk  into  the  tap  when  she  crossed  the  thresh- 
old. 

Madame  Dalibard  ailently  suflTered  herself  to 
be  wheeled  into  the  adjoining  bedroom,  and 
the  proceas  of  disrobing  was  nearly  completed, 
before  she  said,  abruptly, 

•*  So  you  attended  Mr.  Vamey's  uncle  in  hra 
last  illness.    Did  he  sofl^er  much  T* 

**  He  was  a  poor  creature,  at  best,*'  answered 
Martha ;  '*  but  be  gave  me  a  deal  of  trouble  a- 
fore  he  went.  He  waa  a  scranny  corpse  when 
1  atrecked  him  out.'* 

Madame  Dalibard  shrank  from  the  hands 
at  that  moment  employed  upon  herself,  and 
said, 

**  It  was  not,  then,  the  first  corpse  you  have 
laid  out  for  the  grave  V* 

"  Not  by  a  many.*' 

*'  And  did  any  of  those  you  so  prepared,  die 
of  the  same  complaint  1" 

*♦  I  can't  say,  Tm  aure,"  returned  Martha. 
"  I  never  inquires  how  folks  die ;  my  biznese 
was  to  nurse  'em  till  all  was  over,  and  then  to 
sit  up.  As  they  say  in  my  countiy — *  Riving 
Pike  wears  a  hood,  when  the  weather  bodes 
ill.'  "  * 

**And  when  you  sat  up  with  Mr.  Vamey'a 
uncle,  did  you  feel  no  fear  in  the  dead  of  the 
night  1 — ^that  corpse  before  you — no  fearl" 

**  Young  Mr.  Varney  said  I  ahould  come  to  no 
harm.  Ob,  he*s  a  clever  man.  What  should  I 
fear,  ma'am  ?"  answered  Martha,  with  a  horrid 
simplicity. 

*«  You  have  belonged  to  a  very  religious  sect, 
I  think  I  have  beard  you  say — a  sect  not  un- 
familiar to  me  —  a  aect  to  which  great  crime  ia 
very  rarely  known." 

*•  Yes,  ma'am,  some  of  'em  be  tame  enough, 
hot  othera  be  weel  t  deep !" 


•  If  B&vinf  Pike  do  wear  s  hood, 
The  day,  be  mie,  will  ne'er  be  food. 

A  liAHCAiuai  DisTxoa. 
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"  You  do  not  believe  what  they  taught  youl" 
"  I  did,  when  I  was  yoang  and  silly.'* 
«  And  what  disturbed  your  belief?" 
**  Ma'am,  the  man  what  taught  me,  and  my 
mother  alore  me,  was  the  first  I  ever  kep  com- 
pany with/'  answered  Martha,  without  a  change 
in  her  florid  hue,  which  seemed  fixed  in  her 
cheek,  as  the  red  in  an  autumn  leaf.    **  After 
he  had  ruined  me,  as  the  girls  say,  he  told  me 
as  how  it  was  all  sham !" 
"  Yoa  loved  him,  then  V* 
**  The 'man  was  well  enough,  ma'am,  and  be 
behaved  handsome,  and  got  me  a  bosband.   I've 
known  better  days." 
**  You  sleep  well  at  night  1" 
"  Yes,  ma'am,  thank  you,  I  loves  my  |>ed." 
'*  I  have  done  with  you,"  said  Madame  Dali- 
bard,  stifling  a  groan,  as  now,  plaoed  in  her 
bed,  she  turned  to  the  wall.    Martha  extin- 
guished the  candle,  leaving  it  on  the  table  by  the 
bed,  with  a  book  and  a  box  of  matches,  for  Ma- 
dame Dalibard  was  a  bad  sleeper,  and  often  read 
in  the  night.    She  then  drew  the  curtains,  and 
went  her  way. 

It  migbt  be  an  hour  after  Martha  had  retired 
to  rest,  that  a  hand  was  stretched  from  the  bed, 
that  the  candle  was  lighted,  and  Lucretia  Dali- 
bard rose ;  with  a  sudden  movement  she  threw 
aside  the  coverings,  and  stood  in  her  long  night- 
gear  on  the  floor.  Yes,  the  helpless,  paralyzed 
cripple  rose' —  was  on  her  feet  —  tall,  elastic, 
erect !  It  was  as  a  resuscitation  from  the 
grave.  Never  was  change  more  startling  than 
that  simple  action  eflected~not  in  the  form 
alone,  but  the  whole  character  of  the  face. 
The  solitary  light  streamed  upward  on  a  coun- 
tenance, on  every  line  of  which  spoke  sinister 
power  and  strong  resolve.  If  you  had  ever 
seen  her  before,  in  her  false  crippled  state, 
prostrate  and  helpless,  and  could  have  seen  her 
then— those  eyes,  if  haggard  still,  now  full  of 
life  and  vigor — that  frame,  if  spare,  towering 
aloft  in  commanding  stature,  perfect  in  its  pro- 
portions as  a  Grecian  image  of  Nemesis — your 
amaze  would  have  merged  into  terror,  so  pre- 
ternatural did  the  transformation  appear ! — so 
did  aspect  and  bearing  contradict  the  very  char- 
acter of  her  sex ;  uniting  the  two  elements, 
most  formidable  in  man  or  in  fiend — wicked- 
ness and  power ! 

She  stood  a  moment  motionless,  breathing 
loud,  as  if  it  were  a  joy  to  breathe  free  from 
restraint,  and  then  lifting  the  light  and  gliding 
to  the  adjoining  room,  she  unlocked  a  bureau  in 
the  corner  and  bent  over  a  small  casket,  which 
she  opened  with  a  secret  spring. 

Keader,  cast  back  your  eye  to  that  passage 
in  this  history,  when  Lucretia  Clavering  took 
down  the  volume  from  the  niche  in. the  tapes- 
tried chamber  at  Laughton,  and  numbered  in 
thought,  the  hours  left  to  a  human  life.  Look 
back  on  the  guilty  thought^behold  how  it  has 
swelled  and  ripened  into  the  guilty  deed ! 
There,  in  that  box.  Death  guards  his  treasure- 
crypt.  There,  all  the  science  of  Hades  num- 
bers its  murderous  inventions.  As  she  search- 
ed for  the  ingredients  her  design  had  pre-se- 
lected,  something  heavier  than  those  small 
packets  she  deranged,  fell  to  the  bottom  of  the 
box  with  a  low  and  hollow  sound.  She  started 
at  the  noise,  and  then  smiled,  in  scorn  of  her 

mOnriAntnrv   fAOf     oa    aha    ««w«l«    m%^  *U^    ^  — _    <.L_A 


had  occasioned  the  soand — a  nog  pbdn  aid 
solid,  like  those  used  as  signets  in  the  Middle 
Ages,  with  a  large  dull  opal  in  the  center.    What 
secret  could  that  bauble  have  in  commoa  with 
its  ghastly  companions  in  Death's  crypt  1    This 
had  been  found  among  Olivier's  papers  ;  a  note 
in  that  precious  manuscript,  which  had  given 
to  the  hands  of  hia  successors  the  keys  of  the 
grave,  had  discovered  the  mystery  of  its  uses. 
By  the  pressure  of  the  hand,  at  the  touch  of  a 
concealed  spring,  a  barbed  point  flew  fQftb» 
steeped  in  venom,  more  dtadly  than  the  Indias 
extracts  from  the  bag  of  the  cobra-oafMUa— a 
venom  to  v^ich  no  antidote  is  known,  which 
no  test  can  detect.    It  corrupts  the  whole  osif 
of  the  blood — it  mounts  in  frenzy  and  firs  to 
the  brain — it  rends  the  soul  from  the  body  in 
spasm  and  convulsion.    But  examine  the  deMi* 
and  how  divine  the  ofiect  of  the  caoset— how 
go  back  to  the  records  of  the  Borgiaa,  and  ami, 
all  the  skepticism  of  times  in  which,  bappiiy* 
such  arts  are  unknown,  onsuspeoted,  learn  fna 
the  hero  of  Macbiavel  how  a  clasp  of  the  hand 
can  get  rid  of  a  foe  1    Easier  and  more  oatonL 
to  point  to  the  livid  panctare  in  the  akiii,  aai 
the  swollen  flesh  round  it,  and  dilate  oo  tha 
danger  a  rnsty  nail-i-nay,  a  pin  can  eageodec 
— ^when  the  humors  are  peccant,  and  the  blood 
is  impure !    The  fabrication  of  that  banhle,  the 
discovery  of  Borgia^s  device,  was  the  nuister- 
piece  in  the  science  of  Dalibard ;  aeanoos  and 
philosophical  triumph  of  research,  IdttieTta  on- 
used  by  its  inventor  and  his  heirs;  for  itaMt 
casket  is  rich  in  the  choice  of  more  gentle  ma- 
teriais ;  but  the  use  yet  may  eomeL    As  she 
gazed  on  the  ring,  there  was  a  eomplaceat  and 
proud  expression  on  Lueretia*s  face. 

"  Dumb  token  of  Caesar  Borgia  !**  she  mnr- 
mured,  **  him  of  the  wisest  hei^  and  the  1 
est  hand  that  ever  grasped  at  empire ; 
Machiavel  the  virtuous,  rightly  praised  as  tba 
model  of  accomplished  ambition !  Why  shooM 
I  falter  in  the  paths  which  he  trod  with  his  roy- 
al step,  only  because  my  goal  is  not  a  throne  1 
Every  circle  is  as  complete  in  itself,  whether 
rounding  a  globule  or  a  star.  Why  groan  m  die 
belief  that  the  mind  defiles  itself  fy  the  dait- 
ness  through  which  it  glides  on  its  ohfeec,  or 
the  mire  through  which  it  ascends  to  die  hifl! 
Murderer  as  he  was,  poisoner,  and  fratrieido— 
did  blood  clog  his  intellect  1  or  erhne  impover* 
ish  the  luxury  of  his  genius?  Was  his  r^n» 
less  melodious,*  or  his  love  of  art  less  intense, 
or  his  eloquence  less  persuasive,  becaoss  he 
sought  to  remove  e^ery  barrier,  revenge  eveiy 
wrong,  crush  every  foel" 

In  the  wondrous  corruption  to  which  her 
mind  had  descended,  thus  mununred  Loeretia. 
Intellect  had  been  so  long  made  her  sole  god, 
that  the  very  monster  of  history  was  lifted  to 
her  reverence  by  his  ruthless  intellect  alone ; 
lifted,  in  that  mood  of  feverish  excitement*  when 
conscience,  often  less  sHenoed,  lay  crashed  an- 
der  the  load  of  the  deed  to  come,  into  an  exam- 
ple and  a  guide. 

Though,  at  times,  when  looking  ba^,  op- 
pressed by  the  blackest  despair,  no  remorse  of 


*  It  ii  well  known  that  Ottsu  Boifis  wit  both  a  nra- 
niAcent  patron  and  exquisite  nppreSator  of  ait -^  watt 
known  aJeo  are  his  powers  of  penoaston ;  bat  (hafssenl 
reader  may  not  perhaps  bo  acqaalntad  with  the  fhe^  that 
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fb»  put  ever  weaifcened  thoee  nenres,  when 
the  hour  called  up  its  demoiii  and  the  Will 
ruled  the  reetof  the  human  being  as  a  machine. 

She  replaced  the  ring,  she  reclosed  the  cas- 
Icet,  and  relocked  its  depository,  then  passed 
again  into  the  adjoining  chamber. 

A  few  minutes  afterward,  and  the  dim  light 
ttiat  stole  from  the  beaTens  (in  which  the  moon 
-was  partially  overcast),  throogh  the  casement 
on  the  staircase,  rested  on  a  shapeless  figure, 
robed  in  black  from  head  to  foot — a  figure  so 
obscure  and  indefinable  in  outline,  so  suited  to 
the  gloom  in  its  hue,  so  stealthy  Jbd  rapid  in  its 
movements,  that,  had  you  started  from  sleep, 
and  seen  it  on  your  floor,  you  would,  perforce, 
have  deemed  that  your  fancy  had  befooled  you ! 

Thus  darkly,  through  the  darkness,  went  the 
Poisoner  to  her  prey. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


BBTBOSPECT. 


Wb  have  now  arrived  at  that^tage  in  this 
history  when  it  is  necessary  to  look  back  on 
the  interval  in  Locretia*s  life  between  the  death 
of  Dalihard  and  her  reintroduction  in  the  sec- 
ond portion  of  our  tale. 

One  day,  without  prcTious  notice  or  warn- 
ing, Locretia  arrived  at  William  Mainwaring*s 
house  ;  she  was  in  the  deep  weeds  of  widow- 
hood, and  that  garb  of  mourning  sufficed  to  add 
Susan's  tenderest  commiseration  to  the  warmth 
of  her  affectionate  welcome.  Lucretia  appeared 
to  have  forgiven  the  past,  and  to  have  conquer- 
ed its  more  painful  recolteclions ;  she  was  gen- 
tle to  Susan,  though  she  rather  sufl^ered  than 
returned  her  caresses ;  she  was  open  and  frank 
to  William.  Both  felt  inexpressibly  grateful 
for  her  visit,  the  forgiveness  it  betokened,  and 
the  confidence  it  implied.  At  this  time,  no 
condition  could  be  more  promising  and  prosper- 
ous than  that  of  the  young  banker.  From  the 
first  the  most  active  partner  in  the  bank,  he 
had  now  virtually  almost  monopolized  the  busi- 
ness. The  senior  partner  was  old  and  infirm  ; 
the  second  had  a  bucolic  turn,  and  was  much 
taken  up  by  the  care  of  a  large  farm  he  had 
recently  purchased ;  so  that  Mainwaring,  more 
and  more  trusted  and  honored,  became  me  sole 
managing  administrator  of  the  firm.  Business 
throve  in  his  able  hands ;  and  with  patient  and 
steady  perseverance  there  was  little  doubt  but 
what,  biefore  middle  age  was  attained,  his  com- 
petence would  have  swelled  into  a  fortune  suf- 
ficient to  justify  him  in  realizing  the  secret 
dream  of  his  heart— the  parliamentary  repre- 
sentation of  the  town  in  which  he  had  already 
secured  the  afi^ection  and  esteem  of  the  inhabi- 
tants. 

It  was  not  long  before  Lucretia  detected  the 
ambition  William's  industry  but  partially  con- 
cealed ;  it  was  not  long  before,  with  the  ascend- 
ency natural  to  her  will  and  her  talents,  she 
began  to  exercise  considerable,  though  uncon- 
scious, influence  over  a  man  in  whom  a  thou- 
sand good  qualities  and  some  great  talents  were 
unhappily  accompanied  by  infirm  purpose  and 
weak  resolutions.  The  ordinary  conversation 
of  Lucretia  unsettled  his  mind  and  inflamed  bis 


of  knowledge  drawn  from  books,  and  of  that 
experience  of  public  men  which  her  residence 
in  Paris  (whereon,  with  its  new  and  greater 
Charlemagne,  the  eyes  of  the  world  were  turn- 
ed) had  added  to  her  acquisitions  in%ie  lore  of 
human  life.  Nothing  more  disturbs  a  mind  like 
William  Mainwaring's  than  that  species  of  elo- 
quence which  rebukes  its  patience  in  the  pres- 
ent by  inflaming  ail  its  hopes  in  the  future 
Lucretia  had  none  of  the  charming  babble  of 
women — none  of  that  tender  interest  in  house- 
hold details,  in  the  minutis  of  domestic  life, 
which  relaxes  the  intellect  while  softening  the 
heart.  Hard  and  vigorous,  her  sentences  came 
forth  in'  eternal  appeal  to  the  reason,  or  address 
to  the  sterner  passions  in  which  love  has  no 
share.  Beside  this  strong  thinker,  pour  Susan's 
sweet  talk  seemed  frivolous  and  inane.  Her 
soft  hold  upon  Mainwaring  loosened — he  ceased 
to  consult  her  upou  business — he  began  to  re- 
pine that  the  partner  of  bis  lot  could  have  little 
sympathy  with  his  dreams — more  oflen  and 
more  bitterly  now  did  his  discontented  glance, 
in  his  way  homeward,  rove  to  the  roof-tops  of 
the  rural  member  for  the  town — more  eagerly 
did  he  read  the  parliamentary  debates — more 
heavily  did  he  sigh  at  the  thought  of  eloquence 
denied  a  vent,  and  ambition  delayed  in  its  ca- 
reer. 

When  arrived  at  this  state  of  mind,  Lucretia's  . 
conversation  took  a  more  worldly,  a  more  prac- 
tical turn.  Her  knowledge  of  the  speculators 
of  Paris  instructed  her  pictures  of  bold  ingenuity 
creating  sudden  wealth  ;  she  spoke  of  fortunes 
made  in  a  day — of  parveniu  bursting  into  mil- 
lionaire*— of  wealth  as  the  necessary  instrument 
or  ambition,  as  the  arch  ruler  of  the  civilized 
worki.  Never  once,  be  it  observed,  in  these 
temptations,  did  Lucretia  address  herself  to  the 
heart-^the  ordinary  channels  of  vulgar  seduc- 
tion were  disdained  by  her ;  she  would  not  have 
stooped  so  low  as  Mainwaring*s  love,  could  she 
have  commanded  or  allured  it ;  she  was  willing 
to  leave  to  Susan  the  husband  rell  from  her 
own  passionate  youth,  but  leave  him  with  the 
brand  on  his  tnrow  and  the  worm  at  his  heart — 
a  sooflT  and  a  wreck. 

At  this  time  there  was  in  that  market-town 
one  of  those  adventurous  speculative  men,  who 
are  the  more  dangerous  impostors,  because  im- 
posed upon  by  their  own  sanguine  chimeras — 
who  have  a  plausibility  in  their  calculations,  an 
earnestness  in  their  arguments,  which  account 
for  the  dupes  they  daily  make  in  our  most  sober 
and  wary  of  civihzed  communities.  Unscrupu- 
lous in  their  means,  yet  really  honest  in  the 
belief  that  their  objects  can  be  attained,  they 
are  at  once  the  rogues  and  fanatics  of  Mam- 
mon !  This  person  was  hekl  to  have  been  for- 
tunate in  some  adroit  speculations  in  the  corn 
trade,  and  he  was  brought  too  frequently  into 
business  with  Mainwaring  not  to  be  a  frequent 
visitor  at  the  house.  In  him  Lucretia  saw  the 
very  instrument  of  her  design  ;  she  led  him  on 
to  talk  of  business  as  a  game — of  money  as  a 
realizer  of  cent,  per  cent. ;  she  drew  him  into 
details— she  praised  him,  she  admired.  In  hit 
presence  she  seemed  only  to  hear  him — in  hia 
absence,  musingly  she  started  from  silence  to 
exclaim  on  the  acute nesa  of  his  genius  and  the 
accuracy  of  his  figures.    Soon  the  tempter  at 
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praiies — Boon  this  adfientarer  became  bis  roost 
intimate  friend.  Scarcely  knowing  wby,  never 
ascribing  the  change  to  her  sister,  poor  Susan 
wept,  amazed  at  Mainwaring's  transformation 
— no  cflii  now  for  the  new  books  from  London, 
or  the  roses  in  the  garden  ! — the  music  on  the 
instrument  was  nnheeded  !  Books,  roses,  mu- 
sic ! — what  are  those  trifles  to  a  man  thinking 
upon  cent,  per  cent.  ?  Mainwaring's  very  coun- 
tenance altered — it  lost  its  frank,  affectionate 
beauty ;  sullen,  abstracted,  morose — it  showed 
that  some  great  care  was  at  the  core.  Then 
Lucretia  herself  began,  grievingly,  to  notice  the 
change  to  Susan ;  gradually  she  altered  her  tone 
with  regard  to  the  speculator,  and  hinted  vague 
fears,  and  urged  Suaan  to  remonstrance  and 
warning.  As  she  anticipated,  warning  and 
remonstrance  came  in  vain  to  the  man  who, 
comparing  Lucretia's  mental  power  to  Susan's, 
bad  learned  to  despise  the  unlearned,  timid 
sense  of  the  last. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  trace  this  change  in 
Main  waring,  step  by  step,  or  to  measure  the 
time  which  sufficed  to  dazzle  his  reason  and 
blind  his  honor.  In  the  midst  of  schemes  and 
hopes,  which  the  lust  of  gold  now  pervaded, 
came  a  thunderbolt.  An  anonymous  letter  to  the 
head  partner  of  the  bank,  provoked  suspicions 
that  led  to  minute  examination  of  t}ie  accounts. 
It  seemed  that  sums  had  been  irregularly  ad- 
vanced (upon  bills  drawn  upon  men  of  straw) 
to  the  speculator  by  Mainwaring ;  and  the  des- 
tination of  these  sums  could  be  traced  to  gam- 
bling operations  in  trade,  in  which  Mainwaring 
had  a  private  interest  and  partnership.  So 
great,  as  we  have  said,  had  been  the  ccnfidence 
placed  in  William's  abilities  and  honor,  that, 
the  facilities  afforded  him,  in  the  disposal  of  the 
joint  stock,  far  exceeded  those  usually  granted 
to  the  partner  of  a  firm,  and  the  breach  of  trust 
appeared  the  more  flagrant  from  the  extent  of 
the  Confidence  misplaced.  Meanwhile,  William 
Mainwaring,  though  as  yet  unconscious  of  the 
proceedings  of  his  partners,  was  gnawed  by 
anxiety  and  remorse,  not  unmixed  with  hope. 
He  depended  upon  the  result  of  a  bold  specula- 
tion in  the  purchase  of  shares  in  a  Canal  Com- 
pany, a  bill  for  which  was  then  before  Parlia- 
ment, with  (as  he  was  led  to  believe)  a  certainty 
of  success.  The  sums  he  had,  on  his  own^ 
responsibility,  abstracted  from  the  joint  ac- 
count were  devoted  to  this  adventure.  But, 
to  do  him  justice,  he  never  dreamed  of  appro- 
priating the  profits  anticipate^  to  himself. 
Though  knowing  that  the  bills,  on  which  the 
moneys  had  been  advanced,  were  merely  nom- 
inal deposits,  be  had  confidently  calculated  on 
the  certainty  of  success  for  the  speculations,  to 
which  the  proceeds  so  obtained  were  devoted, 
and  he  looked  forward  to  the  moment  when  he 
might  avow  what  he  had  done,  and  justify  it  by 
doubling  the  capital  withdrawn.  But  to  his  in- 
conceivable horror,  the  bill  of  the  Canal  Com- 
pany was  rejected  in  the  Lords — the  shares 
bought  at  a  premium  went  down  to  zero ;  and, 
to  add  to  bis  perplexity,  the  speculator  abruptly 
disappeared  from  the  town.  In  this  crisis,  he 
was  summoned  to  meet  his  indignant  asso- 
ciates. 

The  evidence  against  him  was  morally  dam- 
ning, if  not  legally  conclusive.  The  unhappy 
man  heard  all  in  the  silence  of  desnair.   Crush- 


ed and  bewildered,  he  attempted  no  defeoK. 

He  asked  but  an  hour  to  sum  up  the  loesesof 
the  bank,  and  his  own ;  they  amounted  witbiai 
few  hundreds  to  the  ten  thousand  pounds  be  had 
brought  to  the  firm,  and  which,  in  the  abeeocs 
of  marriage  settlements,  was  entirely  at  his  ova 
disposal.  This  sum  be  at  once  resigned  to  ha 
associates,  on  condition  that  they  should  deftaf 
from  it  his  personal  liabilities.  The  money  thus 
repaid,  his  partners  naturally  relinqaished  ill 
further  inquiry.  They  were  moved  by  pity  for 
one  so  gified  and  so  fallen — they  eveo  oflered 
him  a  subordinate,  but  lucrative  siioalion,  is 
the  firm  in  which  he  had  been  partner;  bat 
Mainwaring  wanted  the  patience  and  moia- 
tion  to  work  back  the  redemption  of  his  oaae 
— ^perhaps,  ultimately,  of  his  fortanea.  In  ike 
fatal  anguish  of  his  shame  and  despair,  be  dsd 
from  the  town,  his  flight  confirmed  forever  the 
rumors  against  him — rumors  worse  thaa  the 
reality.  It  was  long  before  he  even  adaiiued 
Susan  to  the  knowledge  of  the  obscure  reibge 
he  had  sought ;  there,  at  length,  she  joined  hioL 
Meanwhile,  what  did  Lucretia  ?  She  sold  nearly 
half  of  her  own  fortune,  constituted  priocipallj 
of  the  moiety  of  her  portion,  which,  at  Dali- 
bard's  death,  had  passed  to  herself  as  survivor, 
and  partly  of  the  share  in  her  deceased  hus- 
band's effects,  which  the  French  law  awarded 
to  her ;  and  with  the  proceeds  of  this  som  afae 
purchased  an  annuity  for  her  vicliais!  Waa 
this  strange  generosity  the  act  of  mercy— the 
result  of  repentance  1  No ;  it  was  one  of  the 
not  least  subtile  and  delicious  refinements  of  her 
revenge.  To  know  him  who  had  rejected  her 
— the  rival  who  had  supplanted — the  miserahto 
pensioners  of  her  bounty,  was  dear  to  ber 
haughty  and  disdainful  hate.  The  Inst  of  pow- 
er, even  stronger  in  her  than  avarice,  moie 
than  reconciled  her  to  the  sacrifice  of  goM  \ — 
yes,  here,  she — the  despised,  the  degraded- 
had  power  still ;— her  wrath  had  ruined  lbs 
fortonea  of  her  victim,  blasted  the  repote,  m- 
bittered  and  desolated  evermore  the  futoie.— 
now  her  contemptuous  charily  fed  the  wrsicb- 
ed  lives  that  she  spared  in  scorn.  She  had  ao 
small  difficulty,  it  is  true,  in  persuading  Sssaa 
to  accept  this  aacrifice ;  and  she  did  so  ooljr  by 
sustaining  her  sister's  belief,  that  the  past  yet 
could  be  retrieved — that  Mainwaring^seaerfies 
could  yet  rebuild  their  fortunes,— 4uul  that  as 
the  annuity  was  at  any  time  redeemable,  the 
aid  therefore  was  only  temporary.  With  this 
understanding.  Susan,  overwhelmed  with  grat- 
itude, weeping,  and  broken-hearted,  departed 
to  join  the  choice  of  her  youth.  As  the  omo, 
deputed  by  the  auctioneer  to  arrange  and  ticket 
the  furniture  for  aale,  entered  the  desolats 
house,  Lucretia  then,  with  the  step  of  a  opa- 
que ror,  passed  from  the  threshold. 

**  Ah,"  she  murmured,  as  she  paused,  aod 
gazed  on  the  walls — "ah,  they  were  bappT 
when  I  first  entered  those  doors! — happy  ia 
each  other's  tranquil  love—happier  still,  when 
they  deemed  I  bad  forgiven  the  wrong,  aad 
abjured  the  past!  How  honored  was  theo 
their  home !  How  knew  I  then,  for  the  first 
time,  what  the  home  of  love  can  be  1  And  who 
had  destroyed  for  me,  upon  all  the  earth,  a 
home  like  theirs ! — ^they  on  whom  that  home 
smiled  with  its  serene  and  taunting  peace  I—I 
—I.  the  ffueat !— I— I.  the  abandoned  !--«iie  ki- 
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trayed ! -^  wbat  dark  memories  were  on  my 
soul ! — what  a  hell  boiled  within  my  bosom  f — 
Well  might  those  memories  take  each  a  voice 
to  accuse  them ! — well,  from  that  hell,  might 
rise  the  Alecto !  Their  lives  were  in  my  pow- 
«r1 — my  fatal  dowry  at  my  command — rapid 
^death,  or  sJow  consuming  torture  ; — but  to  have 
.  aeen  each  cheer  the  other  to  the  grave,  light- 
ing every  downward  step  with  the  eyes  of  love 
— vengeance,  so  urged,  woul^  have  fallen  only 
on  myself !  Ha!  deceiver,  didst  thou' plume 
thyself,  forsooth,  on  spotless  reputation?  didst 
thou  stand,  me  by  thy  side,  among  thy  perjured 
household  gods,  and  talk  of  honor  ?  Thy  home 
— it  is  reft  from  thee ! — thy  reputation,  it  is 
a  scoff—thine  honor,  it  is  a  ghost  that  shall 
haunt  thee !  Thy  love— can  it  linger  yet  T — 
49hall  the  soft  eyes  of  thy  wife  not  burn  into 
thy  heart,  and  shame  turn  love  into  loathing  1 
wrecks  of  my  vengeance  —  minions  of  my 
bounty — I  did  well  to  let  ye  live !  I  shake  the 
4ust  from  my  feet  on  your  threshold ; — ^live  on 
—  homeless,  hopeless,  and  childless  !  The 
curse  is  fulfilled  !'* 

From  that  hour,  Lucretia  never  paused  from 
her  career  to  inquire  further  of  her  victims ; 
she  never  entered  into  communication  with 
either.  They  knew  not  her  address,  nor  her 
fate,  nor  she  theirs.  As  she  had  reckoned, 
Mainwaring  made  no  effort  to  recover  himself 
from  his  fall.  All  the  high  objects  that  had 
lured  his  ambition,  were  gone  from  him  ever- 
more. No  place  in  the  state,  no  authority  in 
the  senate,  awaits  in  England  the  man  with  a 
blighted  name.  For  the  lesser  objects  of  life, 
he  had  no  heart,  and  no  care.  They  lived  in 
obscurity  in  a  small  village  in  Cornwall,  till  the 
peace  allowed  them  to  remove  to  France.  The 
rest  of  their  fate  is  known. 

Meanwhile,  Lucretia  removed  to  one  of  those 
amaller  Londons — resorts  of  pleasure  and  idle- 
ness, with  which  rich  England  abounds,  and  in 
which  widows  of  limited  income  can  make  pov- 
erty seem  least  plebeian.  And  now,  to  all  those 
passions  that  had  hitherto  raged  within  her,  a 
dismal  apathy  succeeded.  It  was  the  great 
calm  in  her  sea  of  life.  The  winds  fell,  and  the 
sails  drooped.  Her  vengeance  satisfied,  that, 
ivhich  she  had  made  so  preternaturally  the  main 
object  of  existence,  once  fulfilled,  left  her  io 
jouth  objectless. 

She  strove  at  first  to  take  pleasure  in  the  so- 
ciety of  the  place,  but  its  frivolities  and  petti- 
ness of  purpose  soon  wearied  that  masculine 
and  grasping  mind,  already  made  insensible  to 
the  often  healthful,  often  innocent  excitement  tf 
trifles,  by  the  terrible  ordeal  it  had  passed.  Can 
the  touch  of  the  hand,  scorched  by  the  burning 
iron,  feel  pleasure  in  the  softness  of  silk,  or  the 
light  down  of  the  cygnet's  plume  1  She  next 
4Bought  such  relief  as  study  could  afford ;  and 
faer  natural  bent  of  thought,  and  her  desire  to 
Tindicate  her  deeds  to  herself,  plunged  her  into 
the  fathomless  abyss  of  metaphysical  inquiry, 
^vith  the  hope  to  confirm  into  positive  assurance 
her  earlier  skepticism — with  the  atheist's  hope 
to  annihilate  the  soul,  and  banish  the  presiding 
God.  But  no  voice  that  could  satisfy  her  rea- 
son came  from  those  dreary  deeps :  contradic- 
tion on  contradiction  met  her  in  the  maze.  Only 
when,  wearied  with  book-lore,  she  turned  her 


where  harmony,  order,  system,  contrivance,  art, 
did  she  start  with  the  amaze  and  awe  of  in- 
stinctive conviction  ;  and  the  natural  /eligion 
revolted  from  her  cheerless  ethics,  ^hen  came 
one  of  those  sudden  reactions  common  with 
strong  passions  and  exploring  minds — but  more 
common  with  women,  however  manlike,  than 
with  men.  Had  she  lived  in  Italy  then,  she 
had  become  a  nun.  For  in  this  woman,  unlike 
Varney  and  Dalibard,  the  conscience  could 
never  be  utterly  silenced.  In  her  choice  of 
evil,  she  found  only  torture  to  her  spirit  in  all 
the  respites  afforded  to  the  occupations  it  in- 
dulged. When  employed  upon  ill,  remorse  gave 
way  to  the  zest  of  scheming :  when  the  ill  was 
done,  remorse  came  with  the  repose. 

It  was  in  this  peculiar  period  of  her  life  that 
Lucretia,  turning  everywhere,  and  desperately, 
for  escape  from  the  past,  became  acquainted 
with  some  members  of  one  of  the  most  rigid  of 
the  sects  of  dissent.  At  first,  she  permitted 
herself  to  know  and  commune  with  these  per- 
sons from  a  kind  of  contemptuous  curiosity ; 
she  desired  to  encourage,  in  contemplating 
them,  her  experience  of  the  follies  of  human 
nature :  but  in  that  crisis  of  her  mind,  in  those 
struggles  of  her  reason,  whatever  showed  that 
which  she  yearned  most  to  discover ;  viz.,  earn- 
est faith,  rooted  and  genuine  conviction,  wheth- 
er of  annihilation  or  of  immortality — a  philoso- 
phy that  might  reconcile  her  to  crime  by 
destroyinff  the  providence  of  good,  or  a  creed 
that  could  hold  out  the  hope  of  redeeming  the 
past,  and  exorcising  sin  by  the  mystery  of  a 
divine  sacrifice— had  over  her  a  power  which 
she  had  not  imagined  or  divined.  Gradually 
the  intense  convictions  of  her  new  associates 
disturbed  and  infected  her.  Their  affirmations, 
that  as  we  are  bom  in  wrath,  so  sin  is  our  sec- 
ond nature,  our  mysterious  heritage,  seemed, 
to  her  understanding,  willing  to  be  blinded,  to 
imply  excuses  for  her  past  misdeeds.  Their 
a.ssurances  that  the  worst  sinner  may  become 
the  most  earnest  saint — that  through  bi;|t  one' 
act  of  the  will,  resolute  faith,  all  redemption  is 
to  be  found — these  affirmations  and  these  assu- 
rances, which  have  so  often  restored  the  guilty, 
and  remodeled  the  human  heart,  made  a  salu- 
tary, if  brief,  impression  upon  her.  N^r  were 
the  lives  of  these  dissenters,  for  the  most  part, 
austerely  moral,  nor  the  peace  and  self-com- 
placency which  they  evidently  found  in  the  sat- 
isfaction of  conscience  and  fulfillment  of  duty, 
without  an  influence  over  her,  that,  for  a  while, 
both  chastened  and  soothed. 

Hopeful  of  such  a  convert,  the  good  teachers 
strove  hard  to  confirm  the  seeds  springing  up 
from  the  granite  and  amid  the  weeds  ;  and 
among  them  came  one  man  more  eloquent, 
more  seductive  than  the  rest,  Alfred  Braddell. 
This  person,  a  trader  at  Liverpool,  was  one  of 
those  strange  livffkg  paradoxes  that  can  rarely 
be  tbund  out  of  a  commercial  community.  He 
himself  had  been  a  convert  to  the  sect,  and  liko 
most  converts,  he  poshed  his  enthusiasm  into 
the  bigotry  of  the  zealot.  He  saw  no  salvation 
out  of  the  pale  into  which  he  had  entered;  but, 
though  his  belief  was  sincere,  it  did  not  gen- 
ially operate  on  his  practical  life ;  with  the 
most  scrupnlous  attention  to  forms,  be  had  the 
worldliness  and  cunning  of  the  carnal.    He  bad 
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that  which  so  seldom  wars  on  the  decorums  of 
enter  lif%.  He  was  essentially  a  money-maker — 
dose,  acute,' keen,  over-reaching.  Good  works 
with  him  were  indeed  as  nothing — ^(aith  the  all 
in  all.  tte  was  one  of  the  elect,  and  could  not 
fall.  Still,  in  this  man  there  was  all  the  inten- 
sity which  often  characterizes  a  mind  in  pro- 
portion to  the  narrowness  of  its  compass  ;  that 
intensity  gave  fire  to  his  gloomy  eloquence,  and 
strength  to  bis  obstinate  will.  He  saw  Lucre- 
tia,  and  his  zeal  for  her  conversion  soon  ex- 
panded mto  love  for  her  person,  yet  that  love 
was  secondary  to  his  covetousness.  Though 
ostensibly  in  a  flourishing  business,  he  was 
greatly  distressed  for  money  to  carry  on  oper- 
ations which  swelled  beyond  the  reach  of  his 
capital ;  his  fingers  itched  for  the  -sum  which 
Lncretia  had  still  at  her  disposal.  But  the 
seeming  sincerity  of  the  man,  the  persuasion  of 
bis  go'odness,  his  reputation  for  sanctity  de- 
ceived her ;  she  believed  herself  honestly  and 
ardently  beloved,  and  by  one  who  could  guide 
her  back,  if  not  to  happiness,  at  least  to  repose. 
She  herself  loved  him  not,  she  could  love  no 
more.  But  it  seemed  to  her  a  luxury  to  find 
some  one  she  could  trust,  she  could  honor.  If 
you  had  probed  into  the  recesses  of  her  mind 
at  that  time,  you  would  have  found  that  no  re- 
ligious belief  was  there  settled — only  the  des- 
perate wish  to  believe — only  the  disturbance  of 
all  previous  infidelity — only  a  restless,  gnawing 
desire  to  escape  from  memory,  to  emerge  from 
the  golf.  In  this  troubled,  impatient  disorder 
of  mind  and  feeling,  she  hurried  into  a  second 
marriage  as  fatal  as  the  first. 

For  a  while  she  bore  patiently  all  the  priva- 
tions of  that  ascetic  household  ;  assisted  in  all 
those  external  formalities,  centered  all  her  in- 
tellect within  that  iron  range  of  existence.  But 
no  grace  descended  on  her  soul — no  warm  ray 
unlocked  the  ice  of  the  well.  Then,  gradually 
becoming  aware  of  the  niggardly  meannesses, 
of  the  l^rsb,  unchariuble  judgme/its,  of  the 
decorous  frauds,  that,  with  unconscious  hypoc- 
risy,* her  husband  concealed  beneath  the  robes 
of  sanctity,  a  weary  disgust  stole  ever  her ; 
it  stole,  it  deepened,  it  increased,  it  becajue  in- 
tolerable, when  she  discovered  that  BraddcU 
had  knowingly  deceived  her  as  to  his  worldly 
snbsttfnce.  In  that  mood  into  which  she  had 
rushed  into  these  ominous  nuptials,  she  had 
had  no  thought  for  vulgar  advantages ;  had 
Braddell  been  a  beggar,  she  had  married  him  as 
rashly.  But  be,  with  the  inability  to  compre- 
hend a  nature  like  hers— dim  not  more  to  her 
terrible  vices  than  to  the  sinister  grandeur 
whiqh  made  their  ordinary  atmosphere — had 
descended  cunningly  to  address  the  avarice  be 
thought  as  potent  in  others  as  himself,  to  en- 
large on  the  worldly  prosperity  with  which 
Providence  had  blessed  him  ;  and  now  she  saw 
that  her  dowry  alone  had  Slaved  jthe  crippled 
trader  from  the  bankrupt  list.  With  this  revolt- 
ing discovery,  with  the  scorn  it  produced,  van- 
ished all  Lucretia's  unstable  visions  of  reform. 
She  saw  this  man  a  saint  among  his  tribe,  and 
would  nut  believe  in  the  virtues  of  his  brethren, 
great  and  unquestionable  as  they  might  have 
been  proved  to  a  more  dispassionate  and  hura- 
^  Me  inquirer.  The  imposture  she  detected  she 
teemed  universal  in  the  circle  in  which  she 
Iwelt ;  and  Satan  once  more  smiled  uoon  the 


subject  be  regained.  Lucretia  became  a  mother 
— ^but  their  child  formed  no  endearing  tie  be- 
tween the  ill-assorted  pair ;  it  rather  imbittered 
their  discord.    Dimly,  even  then,  as  she  bent 
over  the  cradle,  that  vision  which  now,  in  the 
old  house  at  Brompton,  haunted  her  dreams, 
and  beckoned  her  over  seas  of  blood  into  the 
fancied  future,  was  foreshadowed  in  the  faee 
of  her  infant  son.    To  be  born  again  in  that 
birth — to  live  only  in  that  life— to  aspire,  as  roan 
may  aspire,  in  that  future  man  whom  she  would 
train  to  knowledge  and  lead  to  power ;  these 
were   the  feelings  with  which   that  somber 
mother  gazed  upon  her  babe.    The  idea  that 
the  low-born,  groveling   father  had   the  sole 
right  over  that  son's  destiny — ^had  the  author- 
ity to  cabin  his  mind  in  the  walls  of  form — bind 
him  down  to  the  sordid  apprenticeship,  debased, 
not  dignified,  by  the  solemn  mien,  roused  her 
indignant  wrath — she  sickened  when  Braddell 
touched  her  child.     MI  her  pride  of  intelkctt 
that  had  never  slept — all  her  pride  of  brrth,IoBg 
dormant,  woke  up  to  protect  the  heir  of  her 
ambition,  the  descendant  of  her  race,  from  the 
defilement  of  the  father's  nurture.    Not  loos 
aAer  her  confinement,  she  formed  a  plan  for 
escape — she  disappeared  from  the  bouse  with 
her  child.    Taking  refuge  in  a  cottage,  liviog 
on  the  sale  of  the  few  jewels  she  possessed, 
she  was  for  some  weeks  almost  happy.    Bnt 
Braddell,  less  grieved  by  the  loss  than  shocked 
by  the  scandal,  was  indefatigable  in  his  re- 
searches—  he  discovered  h^  retreat.    The 
scene  between  them  was  terme.    There  was 
no  resisting  the  power  which^I  civilized  laws 
give  to  the  rights  of  husband  and  father.    Be- 
fore this  man,  whom  she  scorned  so  unuttera- 
bly, Lucretia  was  impotent.      Then,  all  the 
boiling  passions  long  suppressed  beneath  that 
command  of  temper,  which  she  owed  both  to 
habitual  simulation  and  intense  disdain,  rushed 
forth.    Then,  she  appalled  the  impostor  wiih 
her  indignant  denunciations  of  his  hypocn^r. 
his  meanness,  and  his  guile.    Then,  thruwirtg 
off  the  mask  she  bad  worn,  she.  hurled  her 
anathema  on  his  sect,  on  his  faith,  with  ihe 
same  breath  that  smote  his  conscience,  and  left 
it  wordless.    She  shocked  all  the  notions  he 
sincerely  entertained,  and  he  stood  awed  by 
accusations  from  a  blasphemer  whom  he  dared 
not  rebuke.    iHis  rage  broke  at  length  from  his 
awe.    Stung,  maddened  by  the  scorn  of  him- 
self, his  blood  fired  into  juster  indignation  by 
her  scoff  at  bis  creed,  he  lost  all  self-posses- 
sion, and  struck  her  to  the  ground.    In  the 
midst  of  shame  and  dread  at  disclosure  of  his 
violence,  which  succeeded  the  act  so  provoked, 
he  was  not  more  relieved  than  annoyed  when 
Lucretia,  rising  slowly,  laid  her  hand  gently  on 
his  arm,  and  said,  ** Repent  not,  it  is  past; 
fear  not,  I  will  be  silent !     Come,  you  are  the 
stronger — ^you  prevail.    I  will  follow  my  child 
to  your  home.'* 

In  this  unexpected  submission  in  one  so  im- 
perious, Braddell's  imperfect  comprehension  of 
character  saw  but  fear,  and  bis  stupidity  exulted 
in  his  triumph.  Lucretia  returned  wiih  him. 
A  few  days  afterward,  Braddell  became  ill ;  the 
illness  increased,  slow,  gradual,  wearing.  It 
broke  his  spirit  with  his  health  ;  and  then  the 
steadfast  imperiousness  of  Lucretia*s  stern  will« 
ruled  and  subiuirated  him.    He  cowered  be* 
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neath  her  haughty,  aeaTching  gaxe,  he  abivensd 
at  her  sidelong,  malignant  glance ;  but  with 
this  fear,  came  necessarily  hate ;  and  this  hate, 
aometimes  su£5cing  to  vaoquish  the  fhar,  spite* 
fully  evinced  itself  in  thwarting  her  legitimate 
control  over  her  infant.  He  would  have  it, 
though  he  had  little  real  love  for  children,  con- 
stantly with  him,  and  affected  to  contradict  all 
her  ovni  orders  to  the  servants,  in  the  sphere 
in  which  mothers  arrogate  most  the  right.  Only 
on  these  occasions  sometimes  would  Lncretia 
lose  her  grim  self-control,  and  threaten  that  her 
duld  yet  should  be  emancipated  from  bis  hands 
— shonld  yet  be  taught  the  scorn  for  hypocrites, 
which  he  had  taught  herself  These  words 
sank  deep  not  only  in  the  resentment,  but  in  the 
conscience  of  the  husband.  Meanwhile,  Lucretia 
scrupled  not  to  evince  her  disdain  of  Braddell, 
by  markedly  abstaining  from  all  the  ceremonies 
she  had  before  so  rigidly  observed.  The  sect 
grew  scandalised.  Braddell  did  not  abstain 
from  making  known  his  causes  of  complaint. 
The  haughty,  imperious  woman  was  condemned 
in  the  community,  and  hated  in  the  household. 
It  was  at  this  time  that  Walter  Ard worth 
who  was  then  striving  to  eke  out  his  means  by 
political  lectures  (which  at  the  earlier  part  of 
the  century  found  ready  audience)  in  our  great 
towns,  came  to  Liverpool.  Braddell  and  Ard- 
worth  had  been  schoolfellows,  and  even  at 
school,  embryo  politicians  of  congenial  notions ; 
and  the  conversion  of  the  former  to  one  of  the 
sects  which  bad  grown  out  of  the  old  creed, 
that,  under  Cromwell,  had  broken  the  scepter 
of  the  son  of  Belial,  and  established  the  Com- 
monwealth of  Saints,  had  only  strengthened  the 
republican  tenets  of  the  sour  fanatic.  Ard  worth 
called  on  Braddell,  and  was  startled  to  find  in 
his  schoolfellow's  wife,  the  niece  of  his  bene- 
factor. Sir  Miles  St.  John.  Now,  Lucretia  had 
never  divulged  her  true  parentage  to  her  hus- 
band. In  an  union  so  much  beneath  her  birth, 
she  had  desired  to  conceal  from  all  her  connec- 
tioBS^— the  fall  of  the  once  honored  heiress. 
She  had  descended,  in  search  of  peace,  to  ob- 
scurity ;  but  her  pride  revolted  from  the  thought, 
that  her  low-born  husband  might  boast  of  her 
connections,  and  parade  her  descent  to  his  level. 
Fortunately,  as  she  thought,  she  received  Ard- 
wortb  before  he  was  admitted  to  her  husband, 
who  now,  growing  feebler  and  feebler,  usually 
kept  his  room.  She  stooped  to  beseech  Ard- 
worth  not  to  reveal  her  secret,  and  he,  compre- 
hending her  pride,  as  a  man  well-bom  himself, 
and  pitying  her  pain,  readily  gave  his  promise. 
At  the  first  interview,  Braddell  evinoed  no 
pleasure  in  the  sight  of  bis  old  schoolfellow.  It 
was  natural  enough  that  one  so  precise  should 
be  somewhat  revolted  by  one  so  careless  of  all 
form.  But  when  Lucretia  imprudently  evinced 
satisfaction  at  his  surly  remarks  on  his  visitor 
—when  he  perceived  that  it  would  please  her, 
that  he  should  not  cultivate  the  acquaintance 
ofl'ered  him,  he  was  moved  by  the  spirit  of  con- 
tradiction, and  the  spiteful  delight  even  in  friv- 
olous annoyance,  to  conciliate  and  court  the  in- 
timacy he  had  at  first  disdained  ;  and  then,  by 
degrees,  sympathy  in  pohtical  matters,  and  old 
recollections  of  sportive,  careless  boyhood,  ce- 
mented tbe  intimacy  into  a  more  familiar  bond 
than  tbe  sectarian  had  contracted  really  with 


Lucretia  regarded  this  growing  friendship 
with  great  uneasiness— the  uneasiness  increas- 
ed to  alarm,  when  one  day,  in  the  presence 
of  Ardwurth,  Braddell,  writhing  with  a  sudden 
spasm,  said — **  I  can  not  account  for  these 
strange  seicures — I  think  verily  I  am  poisoned  !'* 
— and  his  dull  eye  rested  on  Lucretia*s  pallid 
brow.  She  was  unusually  thoughtful  for  some 
days  after  this  remark,  and  one  morning  she 
informed  her  husband,  that  she  had  received 
the  intelligence  that  a  relation  from  whom  she 
had  pecuniary  expectations,  was  dangerously 
ill;  and  requested  his  permission  to  visit  this 
sick  kinsman,  who  dwelt  in  a  distant  county. 
Braddeirs  eyes  brightened  at  the  thought  of  her 
absence ;  with  little  further  questioning  he  con- 
sented ;  and  Lucretia,  sure  perhaps  that  the 
barb  was  in  the  side  of  her  victim,  and  reckon- 
ing, it  may  be,  on  greater  freedom  from  suspi- 
cion, if  her  husband  died  in  her  absence,  lell 
the  house.  It  was,  indeed  to  the  neighborhood 
of  her  kindred  that  she  went.  In  a  private 
conversation  with  Ard  worth,  when  questioning 
him  of  his  news  of  tbe  present  possessor  of 
Langhton,  he  had  informed  her,  that  he  had 
heard  accidentally,  that  Vernon's  two  sons 
(Pereival  was  not  then  born)  were  sickly ;  and 
she  went  into  Hampshire,  secretly  and  unknown, 
to  see  what  were  really  the  chances  that  her 
son  might  yet  become  tbe  lord  of  her  lost  in- 
heritance. 

During  this  absence,  Braddell,  bow. gloomily 
aware  that  his  days  were  numbered,  resolved 
to  put  into  practice  the  idea  long  contemplated, 
and  even  less  favored  by  his  spite  than  justified 
by  the  genuine  convictions  of  his  conscience. 
Whatever  his  faults,  sincere  at  least  in  his  re- 
ligious belief,  he  might  well  look  with  dread  to^ 
the  prospect  of  the  training  and  education  his 
son  would  receive  from  the  hands  of  a  mother, 
who  had  blasphemed  his  sect,  and  openly  pro- 
claimed her  infidelity.  By  will,  it  is  true,  ho 
might  create  a  trust,  and  appoint  guardians  I& 
his  child.  But  to  have  lived  under  the  same 
roof  with  his  wife — nay,  to  have  carried  her 
back  to  that  roof,  when  she  had  left  it,  afforded 
tacit  evidence  that  whatever  tbe  disagreement 
between  them,  her  conduct  could  hardly  have 
merited  her  exclusion  from  the  privileges  of  a 
mother.  The  guaidiacship  might,  therefore, 
avail  little  to  frustrate  Lucretia's  indirect  con- 
tamination, if  not  her  positive  control.  Be- 
side, where  guardians  are  appointed,  money 
must  be  left ;  and  Braddell  knew  that  at  bis 
death  his  assets  would  be  found  insu/fioient  for 
his  debts.  Who  would  be  guardian  to  a  penni- 
less infant  1  He  resolved,  therefore,  to  send 
his  child  from  his  roof,  to  some  place  where,  if 
reared  humbly,  it  might  at  least  be  brooght  up 
in  tbe  right  faith — ^some  place  which  might  defy 
the  search,  and  be  beyond  the  perversion  of 
the  unbelieving  mother.  He  looked  round,  and 
discovered  no  instrument  for  his  purpose  that 
seemed  so  ready  as  Walter  Ard  worth.  For 
by  this  time  he  had  thoroughly  excited  the  pfly 
and  touched  the  heart  of  that  goodnatured» 
easy  man.  His  representations  of  the  miscon- 
duct of  Lucretia  were  the  more  implicitly  be- 
lieved by  one  who  had  always  been  secretly 
prepossessed  against  her — who,  admitted  to 
household  intimacy,  was  an  eye-witness  to  her 
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who  saw  in  her  very  request  not  to  betray  her 
noble  birth,  the  shanne  she  felt  in  her  election 
— ^who  regarded  with  indignation  her  unfeeling 
desertion  of  Braddel!  in  his  last  moments,  and 
who,  beside  all  this,  had  some  private  misfor- 
innes  of  his  own,  which  made  him  the  more 
ready  listener  to  themes  on  the  faults  of  worn- 
€0,  and  bad  already,  by  mntual  confidences, 
opened  the  hearts  of  the  two  ancient  school- 
fellows, to  each  other's  complaints  and  wrongs. 
The  only  other  confidant  in  the  refuge  selected 
for  the  child,  was  a  member  of  the  same  com- 
monity  as  Braddell,  who  kindly  undertook  to 
search  for  a  pious,  godly  woman,  who,  upon 
«och  pecuniary  considerations  as  Braddell,  by 
robbing  his  creditors,  could  afford  to  bestow, 
would  permanently  offer  to  the  poor  infant  a 
mother's  home  and  a  mother's  care.  When 
this  woman  was  found,  Braddell  confided  his 
child  to  Ardwortb,  with  such  a  sum  as  be  could 
«crape  together  for  i^  future  maintenance. 
And  to  Ardwortb,  rather  than  to  his  fellow- 
sectarian,  this  double  trust  was  given,  because 
the  latter  feared  scandal  and  misrepresentation, 
if  he  should  be  ostensibly  mixed  up  in  so  equiv- 
ocal  a  charge.  Poor  and  embarrassed  as  Wal- 
ter Ardwortb  was,  Braddell  did  not  for  once 
misinterpret  his  character  when  he  placed  the 
money  in  bis  bands,  and  this  becanss  the  char- 
acters we  have  known  in  transparent  boyhood 
we  have  known  forever.  Ardwortb  was  reck- 
less, and  his  whcrie  life  had  been  wrecked— his 
whole  nature  materially  degraded — by  the  want 
of  common  thrift  and  prudence.  His  own 
money  slipped  through  his  fingers,  and  left  him 
surrounded  by  creditors,  whom,  rigidily  speak- 
ing, he  thus  defrauded ;  but  direct  dishonesVy 
was  as  wholly  out  of  the  chapter  of  his  vices, 
as  if  he  had  been  a  man  of  the  strictest  princi- 
ples and  the  steadiest  honor. 

The  child  was  gone — the  father  died— Lu- 
-cretia  returned,  as  we  have  seen  in  Grabman's 
letter,  to  the  house  of  death,  to  meet  suspicion, 
and  cold  looks,  and  menial  accusations,  and  an 
inquest  on  the  dead.  But  through  ail  this  the 
reh  tigress  mourned  her  stolen  whelp.  As 
soon  as  all  evidence  against  her  was  proved 
legally  groundless,  and  she  had  leave  to  de- 
part, she  searched  blindly  and  frantically  for 
her  lost  child ;  but  in  vain.  The  utter  and 
penniless  destitution  in  which  she  was  left  by 
her  husband's  decease,  did  not  suflSce  to  ter- 
minate her  maddening  chase.  On  foot  she 
wandered  from  village  to  village,  and  begged 
lier  way,  wherever  a  false  clue  misled  her 
steps. 

At  last,  in  reluctant  despair,  she  resigned 
the  pursuit,  and  found  herself  one  day  in  the 
midst  of  the  streets  of  London,  half-famished, 
and  in  rags ;  and  before  her  suddenly,  now 
grown  into  vigorous  youth  —  blooming,  sleek, 
and  seemingly  prosperous — ^slood  Gabriel  /ar- 
ney.  By  her  voice,  as  she  approached  and 
spoke,  he  recognized  his  step-mother;  and, 
after  a  short  pause  of  hesitation,  he  led  her  to 
his  home.  It  is  not  our  purpose  (fur  it  is  not 
necessary  to  those  passages  of  their  lives  from 
which  we  have  selected  the  thread  of  our  tale) 
to  follow  these  two,  thus  united,  through  their 
general  liareer  of  spoliation  and  crime.     Birds 

^  prey,  they  searched  in  human  follies  and 


ered,  sometimes  together,  their  ioteresu  n- 
mafned  one.  Varney  profited  by  the  roightie? 
and  subtiler  genius  of  evil  to  which  be  hat 
leashed  himself;  for,  caring  little  for  loxurin, 
and  dead  to  the  softer  senses,  she  abandonei 
to  him  readily  the  larger  share  of  their  plunder. 
Under  a  variety  of  names  and  disguises,  thrsa^ 
a  succession  of  frauds,  some  vast  and  aocas 
mean,  but  chiefly  on  the  Continent,  they  had 
pursued  their  course,  eluding  all  danger,  aai 
baffling  all  law. 

Between  three  and  four  years  t>efore  thk 
period,  Varney's  uncle,  the  painter,  by  oae  of 
those  unexpected  caprices  of  fortune  which 
sometimes  find  heirs  to  a  miiUonmire  at  tke 
weaver's  loom  or  the  laborer's  plough,  had 
suddenly,  by  the  death  of  a  very  distant  kins- 
man, whom  be  had  never  seen,  come  into  pos- 
session of  a  small  estate,  which  he  sold  fiir 
£6000.  Retiring  froi|i  his  profession,  he  lived, 
as  comfortably  as  hfs  shattered  constittttioa 
permitted,  upon  the  interest  of  this  sum ;  aad 
he  wrote  to  his  nephew,  then  at  Paris,  to  com- 
municate the  good  news,  and  vfTer  the  hos^ 
talily  of  his  hearth.  Varney  hastened  to  Lon- 
don. Shortly  afterward  a  nurse,  recommended 
as  an  experienced,  useful  person  in  her  profes- 
sion, by  Nicholas  Grabman,  who,  in  manr  a 
tortuous  scheme,  had  been  Gabriers  confed- 
erate,  was  installed  in  the  poor  painter's  house. 
From  that  time,  his  infirmities  increased.  He 
died,  as  his  doctor  said,  "  by  abstaining  from 
the  stimulants  to  which  his  constitution  had 
been  so  long  accustomed  ;'*  and  Gabriel  Varney 
was  summoned  to  the  reading  of  the  will.  To 
his  inconceivable  disappointment,  instead  of 
bequeathing  to  his  nephew  the  free  disposal  of 
his  £6000,  that  sum  was  assigned  to  trustees 
for  the  benefit  of  Gabriel  and  bis  children  yet 
unborn  :  "  An  inducement,**  said  the  poor  tes- 
tator, tenderly,  "  for  the  boy  to  marry  and  re- 
form !*'  So  that  the  nephew  could  only  enjoy 
the  interest,  and  had  no  control  over  the  capi- 
tal. The  interest  of  £6000  invested  ia  tlM 
Bank  of  England,  was  jlocci,  naud  to  the  volnp- 
tuoos  spendthrift,  Gabriel  Varney  ! 

Now,  these  trustees  were  selected  froai  th» 
painter's  earlier  and  more  respectable  associ- 
ates, who  had  dropped  him,  it  is  tnie,  ia  bis 
days  of  beggary  and  disrepute,  but  whom,  the 
fortune  that  made  him  respectable,  had  again 
conciliated.  One  of  these  trustees  had  lately 
retired  to  pass  the  remainder  of  his  daya  at 
Boulogne  : — the  other  was  a  hypochondriacal 
valetudinarian.  Neither  of  them,  in  short,  a 
man  of  business.  Gabriel  was  left  to  draw  oat 
the  interest  of  the  money,  as  it  became  peri- 
odically due,  at  the  Bank  of  England.  In  a 
few  months,  the  trustee  settled  at  Booldgoe 
died — the  trust,  of  course,  lapsed  to  Mr.  Stub- 
more,  the  valetudinarian  survivor.  Soon  pinch- 
ed by  extravagances,  and  emboldened  by  ths 
character  and  helpless  stale  of  the  surviving 
trustee,  Varney  forged  Mr.  Smbmore's  signa- 
ture to  an  order  on  the  bank,  to  sell  out  such 
portion  of  the  capital  as  his  wants  required. 
The  impunity  of  one  oflTense  begot  courage  for 
others,  till  the  whole  was  well  nigh  expended. 
Upon  these  sums  Varney  had  lived  vefy  pleas- 
antly, and  he  saw,  with  a  deep  sigh,  the  ap- 
proaching failure  of  so  facile  a  resoorev. ^ 
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^  this  reltoetion»  Ywmey  happened  to  be  in 
tiie  very  town  in  France,  in  which  the  Main- 
warings,  in  their  later  jears,  had  taken  refuge, 
and  from  which  Helen  bad  been  removed  to 
the  roof  of  Mr.  Fielden.  By  accident  he  beard 
the  name,  and  his  curiosity  leading  to  further 
inqoiriee,  learned  that  Helen  was  made  an 
heiress  by  the  will  of  her  grandfather.  With 
4hi8  knowledge  came  a  thought  of  the  most 
treacheroas,  the  most  miscreant,  and  the  vilest 
mme,  that  even  he  yet  had  perpetrated ;  so 
black  was  it,  that,  for  a  while,  he  absolutely 
struggled  against  it.  But  in  guilt  there  seems 
ever  a  necessity,  that  urges  on — step  after  step 
—to  the  last  consummation.  Varney  received 
a  letter  to  inform  him  that  the  last  surviving 
trustee  was  no  more,  that  the  trust  was,  there- 
lore,  now  centered  in  his  son  and  heir,  that  that 
gentleman  was,  at  present.  Very  busy  in  settling 
his  own  affairs,  and  examining  into  a  very  mis- 
managed property  in  Devonshire,  which  had 
devolved  upon  him ;  but  that  he  hoped  in  a  few 
months  to  discharge,  more  efficiently  than  his 
father  had  done,  the  duties  of  trustee,  and  that 
BQme  more  profitable  investment  than  the  Bank 
uf  England  would  probably  occur. 

This  new  trustee  was  known  personally  to 
barney — a  cotemporary  of  his  own,  and,  in  eer- 
ier youth,  a  pupil  to  his  uncle.  But,  since 
hen,  he  had  made  way  in  life,  and  retired  from 
he  Profession  of  Art.  This  younger  Stubmore, 
le  knew  to  be  a  bustling,  officious  man  of  busi- 
less  —  somewhat  gre^y  and  covetous,  but 
ritfaal  somewhat  weak  of  purpose,  good-natured 
a  the  main,  and  with  a  little  lukewarm  kind- 
088  for  Gabriel,  as  a  quondam  fellow-pupil, 
liat  Stubmore  would  discover  the  fraud  was 
vident — that  he  would  declare  it,  for  his  own 
ake,  wae  evident  also — ^that  the  bank  would 
rosecute— that  Varney  would  be  convicted, 
'B9  no  less  -surely  to  be  apprehended.  There 
'aa  only  one  chance  left  to  the  forger — if  he 
)uld  get  into  his  hands,  and  in  time,  before 
tubmore*8  bustling  interference,  a  sum  suffi- 
ent  to  refriace  what  bad  been  fraudulently 
ken — he  might  easily  manage,  he  thought,  tu 
event  the  forgery  ever  becoming  known. 
ay,  if  Stubmore,  roused  into  strict  personal 
veetigation,  by  the  new  power  of  attorney, 
hich  a  new  investment  on  the  bank  would 
ader  necessary,  should  ascertain  what  had 
isurred,  his  liabilities  being  now  indemnified, 
td  the  money  replaced,  Varney  thought  he 
uld  confidently  rely  on  his  ci-dipani  fellow- 
pirs  assent  to  wink  at  the  forgery,  and  hush 
•  the  matter.  But  this  was  his  only  chance. 
)w  was  the  money  to  be  gained  1  He  thought 
Helen's  fortune,  and  the  last  scruple  gave 
I J  to  the  imminence  of  his  peril,  and  the  m- 
ncy  of  his  fears. 

With  this  decision,  he  repaired  to  Lucretia, 
lose  concurrence  was  necessary  to  bis  de- 
:ns.  Long  habiu  of  crime  had  now  deepened 
II  more  the  dark  and  stern  color  of  that  dread 
»inan'8  somber  nature.  But  through  all  that 
d  ground  the  humanity  from  her  soul,  one 
man  sentiment,  fearfully  tainted  and  adulter- 
d  as  it  was,  still  struggled  for  life— the  mem- 
'  of  the  mother.  It  was  by  this,  her  leae^ 
minal  emotion,  that  Varney  led  her  to  the 
rst  of  her  crimes.    He  offered  to  sell  out  the 


foigery— 40  devote  such  proceeds  entirely  to 
the  search  for  her  lost  Vincent ;  he  revived  the 
hopes  she  had  long  since  gloomily  relinquished, 
till  she  began  to  eonceive  the  discovery  easy 
and  .certain.  He  then  brought  before  her  the 
prospect  of  that  8oo*s  succession  to  Laughton — 
but  two  lives  now  between  him  and  those  broad 
landa — ^those  two  lives  associated  with  just 
cause  of  revenge ! — two  lives  !  Lucretia,  till 
then,  did  not  know  that  Susan  had  left  a  child 
— that  a  pledge  of  those  nuptials,  to  which  she 
imputed  all  her  infamy,  existed  to  revives  jeal- 
ousy never  extinguished,  appeal  to  the  hate  that 
had  grown  out  of  her  Inve.  More  readily  than 
Varney  bad  anticipated,  and  with  fierce  exulta- 
tion, she  fell  into  his  horrible  schemes. 

Thus  had  she  returned  to  England,  and 
claimed  the  guardianship  of  her  niece.  Var- 
ney engaged  a  dull  house  in  the  suburb,  and 
looking  out  for  a  servant,  not  likely  to  suspect 
and  betray,  found  the  nurse  who  had  watohed 
over  his  uncle's  last  illness ;  but  Lucretia,  ac- 
cording to  her  invariable  practice,  rejected  all 
menial  accomplices — ^reposed  no  confidence  in 
the  tools  of  her  black  deeds.  Feigning  an  in- 
firmity that  would  mock  all  suspicion  of  the 
hand  that  mixed  the  draught,  and  the  step  that 
stole  to  the  slumber,  she  defied  the  justice  of 
earth,  and  stood  alone  under  the  omniscience 
of  Heaven. 

Various  considerations  bad  delayed  the  exe- 
cution of  the  atrocious  deed  so  coldly  contem- 
plated. Lucretia  herself  drew  back ;  perhaps 
more  daunted  by  conscience  than  she  herself 
was  distinctly  aware, — and  disguising  her  scru- 
ples in  those  yet  fouler  refinements  of  hoped 
revenge  which  her  conversations  with  Varney 
have  betrayed  to  the  reader.  The  failure  of 
the  earlier  researches  for  the  lost  Vincent,  the 
suspended  activity  of  Stubmore,  left  the  more 
impatient  murderer  leisure  to  make  the  ac- 
quaintance of  St.  John,  steal  into  the  confidence 
of  Helen,  and  render  the  insurances  on  the  life 
of  the  latter  less  open  to  sospicion  than  if  ef- 
fected immediately  on  her  entrance  into  that 
shamble-house,  and  before  she  could  be  sup- 
posed to  form  that  affection  for  her  aunt  which 
made  probable  so  tender  a  forethought.  These 
causes  of  delay  now  vanished,  the  Parce  closed 
the  abrupt  woof,  and  lifted  the  iropendiogshears. 

Loeretia  had  long  since  dropped  the  name  of 
Braddell.  She  shrank  from  proclaiming  those 
second  spousals,  sullied  by  the  degradation  to 
which  they  had  ex]K»sed  her,  and  the  suspicions 
implied  in  the  inquest  on  her  husband,  nntil 
the  hour  for  acknowledging  her  son  should  ar- 
rive. She  resumed,  therefore,  the  name  of 
Dalibard,  and  by  that  we  will  continue  to  call 
her.  Nor  was  Varney  uninfluential  in  dissuad- 
ing her  from  proclaiming  her  second  marriage 
till  occasion  necessitated.  If  the  son  were  dis- 
covered, and  the  proofs  of  bis  birth  in  the  keep- 
ing of  himself  and  his  accomplice,  his  avarice 
naturally  suggested  the  expediency  of  wringing 
from  that  son  some  pledge  of  adequate  reward  on 
succession  to  an  inheritance  which  they  alone 
could  secure  to  him :  out  of  this  fancied  fund, 
not  only  Grabman,  but  his  employer,  was  to  be 
paid.  The  concealment  of  the  identity  be- 
tween Mrs.  Braddell  and  Madame  Dalibard 
might  facilitate  such  an  arrangement.    This 
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He  did  not  dare  to  speak  to  Licretia  of  the 
bargain  be  nltimately  meditated  witb  ber  son. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

MB.    OBABMAN's  ADYBNTDIBS. 

Thb  lackeys  io  their  dress-hveries  stood  at 
the  poreh  of  Laughton,  as  the  postilions  drove 
rapidly  along  tbe  road,  sweeping  through  ven- 
erable groves  tinged  with  the  hues  of  aatamn, 
up  to  that  stately  pile.  From  tbe  window  of 
the  large,  cumbrous  vehicle,  which  Percival, 
mindful  of  Madame  Dalibard's  infirmity,  had 
hired  for  her  special  accommodation,  Lucretia 
looked  keenly  forth.  On  the  slope  of  the  bill 
grouped  tbe  deer,  and  below,  where  the  la  lie 
gleamed,  the  swan  rested  on  the  wave.  Far- 
ther on  to  the  left,  gaunt  and  stag-headed,  rose, 
living  still,  from  the  depth  of  the  glen,  6ny*8 
memorable  oak.  Coming  now  in  sight,  though 
at  distance,  tbe  gray  church-tower  emerged 
from  the  surrounding  masses  of  solemn  foliage. 
Suddenly,  the  road  curves  round,  and  straight 
•  before  her  (the  rooks  cawing  above  the  turrets, 
the  sun  reflected  from  the  vanes)  Lucretia  gazes 
OR  the  halls  of  Laughton.  And  didst  thou  not, 
oh  Guy's  Oak,  murmur  warning  from  thine 
oracular  hollows !  And  thou,  who  sleepest  be- 
low the  church-tower,  didst  thou  not  turn.  Miles 
St.  John,  in  thy  grave,  when,  with  such  tender 
care,  the  young  I^rd  of  Laughton  bore  that  si- 
lent guest  across  his  threshold,  and  with  credu- 
lous, moistened  eyes,  welcomed  treason  and 
murder  to  bis  heart h  1 

There,  at  the  porch,  paused  Helen,  ganne 
with  the  rapt  eye  of  tbe  poetess  on  the  broad 
landscape,  checkered  by  the  vast  shadows  cast 
from  tbe  setting  son.  There,  too,  by  her  side, 
lingered  Varney,  with  an  artist's  eye  for  tbe 
stately  scene,  till  a  thought,  not  of  art,  changed 
the  face  of  the  earth,  and  the  view  without  mir- 
rored back  the  Golgotha  of  his  soul. 

Leave  them  thus — ^we  most  hurry  on. 

One  day  a  traveler  stopped  his  gig  at  a  pub- 
lic-house in  a  village  in  Lancashire.  He  chock- 
ed the  rein  to  tbe  ostler,  and  in  reply  to  a  ques- 
tion what  oats  should  be  given  to  tbe  horse, 
said — **  Hay  and  water-— tbe  beast  is  on  job." 
Then  sauntering  to  the  bar,  he  called  for  a  glass 
of  raw  brandy  for  himself;  and  while  the  host 
drew  the  spirit  forth  from  the  tap,  he  asked, 
carelessly,  if,  some  years  ago,  a  woman  of 
the  name  of  Joplin  had  not  resided  in  the  vil- 
lage. 

"  It  is  strange,"  said  the  host,  musingly. 

"What  is  strange  1" 

'*  Why,  we  have  just  had  a  gent,  asking  tbe 
same  question.  I  have  only  been  here  nine 
year  come  December,  hot  my  old  ostler  waq 
bom  in  the  village,  and  never  left  it.  So  the 
gent,  had  in  the  ostler,  and  he  is  now  gone 
into  tbe  village  to  pick  up  what  else  he  can 
learn," 

This  intelligence  seemed  to  surprise  and  dis- 
please the  traveler.  "What  the  deusp,"  he 
muttered,  **  does  Jason  mistrust  mel  Has  he 
set  another  dog  on  the  scent  1  Humph !"  He 
drained  off  his  brandy,  and  sallied  forth  to  con- 
fer with  the  ostler. 

"Well,  my  friend,"  said  Mr.  Grabman,  for 

L     the  traveler  wa*  no  ntb«r  Ihnn   th»t  wnrthv 


*'  wen,  80  yoa  remember  Mrs.  Joplin,  more  tbaa 
twenty  years  ago — eh  1" 

*'  Teep,  I  guess ;  more  than  twenty  yean 
since  she  left  the  Pleck."* 

**  Ah,  ^he  seems  to  have  been  a  restless  body 
— she  had  a  child  with  her  1" 

"Yecs,  Imoindthat." 

*^  And  I  dare  say  you  heard  her  say  the  dtM 
was  not  her  own,  that  she  was  paid  well  for  it, 
eht" 

"  Noa ;  my  missus  did  not  loike  me  to  dia^ 
fer  much  with  neighbor  Joplin,  for  she  was  bat 
a  bad  'un— pretty  fease,  too.  She  lived  agia 
the  tDogkf  yonder,  where  yon  see  that  gent 
coming  out." 

"  Oho !  that  is  the  gent,  who  was  asking  af- 
ter Mrs.  Joplin  V* 

"  Yees ;  and  he  ffiV  me  half-a-eroon,**  said 
the  clever  ostler,' holding  out  bis  hand. 

Mr.  Grabman,  too  thoughtful,  too  jealeosaf 
his  rival,  to  take  the  bint  at  that  moment,  dat- 
ed off,  as  fast  as  his  thin  legs  oonld  carry  bis, 
toward  the  unwelcome  interferer  in  bis  owi 
business. 

Approaching  the  gentleman — a  tall,  poweHU- 
looking  young  man — he  somewhat  softened  hit 
tone,  and  mechanically  touched  bis  bat,  as  be 
said — 

"  What,  sir,  are  you,  too,  in  search  of  Mrs. 
Joplin  1" 

**Sir,  I  am,"  answered*  tbe  young  mam,  ey- 
ing Grabman  deliberately;  "and  you,  Isuppoae, 
are  the  person  I  have  found  before  me  on  the 
same  search  —  first,  at  Liverpool ;   next,  at 

G y  about  fifteen  miles  from  that  town; 

thirdly,  at  L ;  and  now  we  meet  here. 

You  have  had  the  start  of  me.    What  have  yoa 
learned  1" 

Mr.  Grabman  smiled:  « Softly,  sir,  softly. 
May  I  first  ask  (since  open  qoestioning  socms 
the  order  of  the  day),  whether  I  have  the  beasr 
to  address  a  brother  practitioBer— -one  of  te 
law,  sir— one  of  the  lawl" 

"  I  am  one  of  the  law." 

Mr.  Grabman  bowed  and  scowled. 

"  And  may  I  make  bold  to  ask  the  nana  of 
your  client  1" 

"  Certainly,  you  may  ask.  Every  man  kis  a 
right  to  ask  what  he  pleases,  in  a  civil  vi^." 

*'  But  you'll  not  answer  t  Deep !  Qi>,  f  as- 
derstand !  Very  good.  But  I  am  deep,  loo,  air. 
You  know  Mr.  Varney,  I  suppose  1" 

The  gentleman  looked  surprised.  Hisbeshy 
brows  met  over  his  steady,  sagacioos  eyes ;  bat 
after  a  moment's  pause,  the  ezpreaeion  of  tbe 
face  cleared  up. 

«'  It  is  as  I  thought,"  he  said  half  to  bimseK 
"  Who  else  could  have  had  an  interest  ia  simi- 
lar inquiries  1  Sir,"  be  added  with  a  quidi  and 
decided  tone,  <•  you  are,  doubtless,  employed  ty 
Mr.  Varney  on  behalf  of  Madame  Dalibard,  and 
in  search  of  evidence  connected  witb  tbe  loss 
of  an  unhappy  infant.  I  am  on  the  same  quest, 
and  for  the  same  end.  The  interests  of  yoer 
client  are  mine.  Two  beads  are  better  than 
one ;  let  us  unite  our  ingenuity  and  endeavom** 

*'  And  share  the  pec,  1  suppose  ?"  said  Grab- 
man,  dryly  buttoning  up  fats  pockets. 

**  Whatever  fee  you  may  expect,  yoa  wifi 
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hare,  anyhow,  whether  I  awist  you  or  DOt.  I 
expect  no  fee — for  mine  is  a  personal  interest, 
which  I  serve  gratuitously ;  bat  I  can  undertake 
to  promise  you,  on  my  own  part,  more  than  the 
ordinary  professional  reward  for  your  coopera- 
tion." 

'•  Well,  sir/*  said  Grabman,  mollified,  "  you 
speak  very  much  like  a  gentle  man.  My  feelings 
were  hurt  at  first,  I  own.  I  am  hasty,  but  I 
can  listen  to  reason.  Will  you  walk  back  with 
me  to  the  house  you  have  just  left  ?  and  sup- 
posing we  then  turn  in  and  have  a  chop  together, 
and  compare  notes." 

**  Wittingly  !"  answered  the  tall  stranger,  and 
the  two  inquisitors  amicably  joined  company. 
The  result  of  their  inquiries  was  not,  however, 
very  satisfactory.  No  one  knew  whither  Mrs. 
JofHin  had  gone,  though  all  agreed  it  was  in 
company  with  a  man  of  bad  character  and  va- 
gmnt  habits — all  agreed,  too,  in  the  vague  rec- 
oUection  of  the  child,  and  some  remembered 
that  it  was  dressed  in  clothes  finer  than  would 
have  been  natural  to  an  infant  legally  and  filially 
appertaining  to  Mrs.  Joplin.  One  old  woman 
remembered,  that  on  her  reproaching  Mrs.  Jop- 
lin for  some  act  of  great  cruelty  to  the  poor 
babe,  she  replied  that  it  was  not  her  flesh  and 
blood,  and  that  if  she  had  not  expeeted  more 
than  she  bad  got,  she  would  never  have  under- 
taken the  charge.  On  comparing  the  informa- 
tioQ  gleaned  at  the  previous  places  of  their 
research,  they  found  an  entire  agreement  as  to 
the  character  personally  borne  by  Mrs.  Joplin. 
At  the  village  to  which  their  inquiry  bad  been 
first  directed,  she  was  known  as  a  respectable, 
precise  young  woman,  one  of  a  small  congrega- 
tion of  rigid  dissenters.  She  had  married  a 
member  of  the  sect,  and  borne  him  a  child, 
which  died  two  weeks  afler  birth.  She  was 
then  seen  nursing  another  infant — though  how 
she  came  by  it,  none  knew.  Shortly  after  this, 
her  husband,  a  juurneymaa  carpenter  of  good 
repute,  died  ;  but  to  the  surprise  of  the  neigh- 
bors, Mrs.  Joplin  continued  to  live  as  comforta- 
bly as  before,  and  seemed  not  to  miss  the  wages 
of  her  husband;  nay,  she  rather  now,  as  if 
before  kept  back  by  the  prudence  of  the  de- 
ceased, lanched  into  a  less  tbriAy  mode  of  life, 
and  a  gayeiy  of  dress  at  variance  both  with  the 
mourning  her  recent  loss  should  have  imposed, 
and  the  austere  tenets  of  her  sect.  This  in- 
decorum excited  angry  curiosity,  and  drew  down 
stern  remonstrance.  Mrs.  Joplin,  in  apparent 
disgust  at  this  intermeddling  with  her  afi^airs, 
withdrew  from  the  village  to  a  small  town, 
about  twenty  miles  distant,  and  there  set  up  a 
shop.  But'  her  moral  lapse  became  now  con- 
firmed ;  her  life  was  notoriously  abandoned, 
and  her  house  the  resort  of  all  the  reprobates  of 
the  place.  Whether  her  means  began  to  be 
exhausted,  or  the  scandal  she  provoked  attracted 
the  notice  of  the  magistrates,  and  imposed  a 
check  on  her  course,  was  not  very  certain,  but 
she  sold  off  her  goods  suddenly,  and  was  next 
tracked  to  the  village  in  which  Mr.  Grabman 
met  his  new  coadjutor ;  and  there,  though  her 
conduct  was  less  flagrant  and  her  expenses 
less  reckless,  she  made  but  a  very  unfavorable 
impression,  which,  was  confirmed  by  her  flight 
with  an  itinerant  hawker  of  the  lowest  possible 
character.    Seated  over  their  port  wine,  the 
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and  eonsolted  on  the  best  mode  of  re-mending 
the  broken  thread  of  their  research ;  when  Mr. 
Grabman  said,  coolly,  «*  But,  after  all,  I  think  it 
most  likely  that  we  are  not  on  the  right  scent. 
This  bantling  may  not  be  the  one  we  search, 
for." 

"  Be  not  misled  by  that  doubt.  To  arrive  at 
the  evidence  we  desure,  we  must  stiU  track  this 
wretched  woman." 

"  You  are  certain  of  that  1" 

"  Certain." 

*'  Hem  !  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  Mr.  Walter 
Ardworth  V* 

"Yes;  what  of  him!"     ^ 

"  Why,  he  can  best  tell  as  where  to  look  fiir 
the  child." 

"  I  am  sure  he  would  counsel  as  I  do.*' 

"  You  know  him,  theni" 

"  I  do." 

"What!  he  lives  StiU!" 

"  1  hope  BO." 

"  Can  you  bring  me  across  himi" 

**  If  necessary." 

"And  that  young  man,  who  gees  by  hi« 
name,  brought  up  by  Mr.  Flelden  1—" 

"Well,  sir  1"  .    , 

^*  Is  he  not  the  son  of  Mr.  Braddell  t"       '    ^ 

The  stranger  was  silent,  an?,"  shading  his 
face  with  his  hand,  seyemed  buried  in  thouglu. 
He  then  rose,  took  up  his  candle,  and  said 
quietly — 

"  Sir,  I  wish  you  good  evening.  I  have  let-, 
ters  to  write  in  my  own  room.  I  will  consider 
by  to-morrow,  if  you  stay  till  then,  whether  we 
can  really  aid  each  other  further,  or  whether 
we  should  pursue  our  researches  separately." 
With  these  words,  he  closed  the  door^  and 
Mr.  Grabman  remained,  baffled  and  bewildered. 

However,  he  too  had  a  letter  to  write;  so, 
calling  for  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  a  pint  of 
brandy,  he  indited  bis  complaints  and  his  news 
to  Varney : 

"  Jason"  (he  began),  "  are  you  playing  me 
false  ?  Have  you  set  another  man  on  the  track 
with  a  view  to  bilk  me  of  my  promised  feet 
Explain,  or  I  throw  up  the  business." 

Herewith,  Mr.  Grabman  gave  a  minute  de- 
scription of  the  stranger,  and  related  pretty 
accurately  what  had  passed  between  that  gen- 
tleman and  himself.  He  then  added  the  pro- 
gress of  his  own  inquiries,  and  renewed,  as 
peremptorily  as  he  dared,  his  demand  for  oan- 
dor  and  plain  dealing.  Now,  it  so  happened, 
that  in  stumbling  up  stairs  to  bed,  Mr.  Grabman 
passed  the  room  in  which  his  mysterious  fellow- 
seeker  was  lodged,  and,  as  is  the  usage  in 
hostels,  a  pair  of  boots  stood  outside  the  door, 
to  be  cleaned  betimes  in  the  morning.  Though 
somewhat  drunk,  Grabman  still  preserved  the 
rays  of  his  habitual  astuteness.  A  clever  and 
a  natural  idea  shot  across  his  brain,  illomioa- 
ting  the  fumes  of  the  brandy;  he  stooped,  and 
while  one  hand  on  the  wall  steadied  his  footing, 
with  the  other  he  fished  up  a  boot,  and  peering 
within,  saw  legibly  written,  "  John  Ardworth» 
Esq.,  Gray's  Inn."  At  that  sight,  be  felt  what 
a  philosopher  feels  at  the  sudden  elucidation  of 
a  troublesome  problem.  Down  stairs  again 
tottered  Grabman,  reopened  his  letter,  and 
wrote,  "  P.S.— I  have  wronged  you,  Jason,  by 
my  suspicions ;  never  mind — Jubilate !    This 
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yoQ,  it  is  1  Why,  yoang  Ai^worth  bimMlf— 
that  is,  the  lad  who  goes  by  such  name.  Now, 
is  it  clear  1  of  course,  no  one  else  has  such 
interest  in  learning  his  birth  as  the  lost  child 
himself— Here  he  is !  If  old  Ard worth  lives  (as 
he  says),  old  Ard  worth  has  set  him  to  work  on 
his  own  business.  But  then,  that  Fielden — 
rather  a  puzzler  that !  Yet,  no-<-no ;  I  under- 
stand—old Ardworth  gave  the  boy  to  Mrs.  Jop- 
lin,  and  took  it  away  from  her  again  when  he 
went  to  the  parson's.  Now,  certainly,  it  may 
be  quite  necessary  to  prove— first,  that  the  boy 
ho  took  from  Mr.  Braddeirs  he  gave  to  Mrs. 
Joplin  ;  secondly,  that  the  boy  he  left  with  Mr. 
Fielden,  was  the  same  that  he  took  again  from 
that  woman — ^therefore,  the  necessity  of  finding 
out  Mother  Joplin,  an  essential  witness :  Q.  £.  D., 
Master  Jason !'' 

It  was  not  till  the  son  had  been  some  hours 
risen  that  Mr.  Grabman  imitated  that  luminary*s 
example.  When  he  did  so,  he  found,  some- 
what to  his  chagrin,  that  John  Ardworth  had 
long  been  gone.  In  fact,  whatever  the  motive 
tint  had  led  the  latter  on  the  search,  he  had 
succeeded  in  gleaning  from  Grabman  all  that 
that  person  could  communicate,  and  their  in- 
terview had  inspired  him  with  such  disgust  of 
the  attorney,  and  so  small  an  opinion  of  the 
value  of  his  oodperation  (in  which  last  belief, 
perhaps,  he  was  mistaken),  that  he  had  resolved 
to  continue  his  inquiries  alone,  and  had  already, 
in  his  early  morning's  walk  through  the  village, 
ascertained  that  the  man  with  whom  Mrs.  Joplin 
had  quitted  the  place,  had  sometime  after  been 
sentenced  to  six  months'  imprisonment  in  the 
county  jail.  Possibly  the  prison  authorities 
might  know  something  to  lead  to  his  discovery ; 
and  through  him  the  news  of  his  paramour 
might  be  gained. 


CHAPTER  XX. 
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Umbvi  the  cedar-trees,  at  Laughton,  sat  that 
accursed  and  abhorrent  being,  who  sat  there 
young,  impassioned,  hopeful,  as  Lucretia  Claver- 
ing — under  the  old  cedar-trees,  which,  save 
that  their  vast  branches  cast  an  imperceptibly 
broader  shade  over  the  mossy  sward,  the  irre- 
vocable winters  had  left  the  same.  Where, 
through  the  nether  boughs,  the  autumn  sun- 
beams came  aslant,  the  windows,  enriched  by 
many  a  haughty  scutcheon,  shone  brightly 
against  the  western  rays.  From  the  flower- 
beds  in  the  quaint  garden  near  at  hand,  the 
fresh  yet  tranquil  air  wafted  faint  perfumes 
from  the  lingering  heliotrope  and  fading  rose. 
The  peacock  perched  dozingly  on  the  heavy 
balustrade;  the  blithe  robin  hopped  busily 
along  the  sun-track  on  the  lawn ;  in  the  dis- 
tance the  tinkling  bells  of  the  flock,  the  plain- 
ing low  of  some  wandering  heifer,  while,  break- 
ing the  silence,  seemed  still  to  blend  with  the 
repose.  All  images  around  lent  themselves  to 
complete  that  picture  of  stately,  calm,  which  is 
the  character  of  th9se  old  mansion  houses, 
which  owner  after  owner  has  loved  and  heeded 
—leaving  to  them  the  graces  of  antiquity, 
^rding  them  from  the  desolation  of  decay, 
done  sat  Lucretia,  under  the  cedar-trees. 


u..^..*     — ^A..    j:_ 


noble  tranquillity  that  breathed  around.    From 
whatever   softening   or    repentant    emotioas 
which  the  scene  of  her  youth  might  first  have 
awakened — ^from  whatever  of  less  unholy  an- 
guish which  memory  might  have  caused,  wfaea 
she  first,  once  more,  sat  under  those  reoneiii- 
bered  boughs,  and,  as  a  voice  from  a  former 
world,  some  faint  whisper  of  youthftil    love 
sighed  across  the  waste  and  ashes  of  her  dev»- 
tated  soul — from  all  such  rekindled  hamaniiie* 
in  the  past,  she  had  now,  with  gloonay  power, 
wrenched  herself  away.    Crime,  such  as  hen, 
admits  not  long  the  »entiment  that  softens  the 
remorse  of  gentler  error.    If  there  wakes  one 
moment  from  the  past  the  warning  and  melan- 
chdfy  ghost,  soon  from  that  abyss  rises  the 
Fury  with  the  lifted  scourge,  and  hunts  on  the 
frantic  footsteps  toward  the  future.    In  the 
future,  the  haggard  intellect  of  crime  most 
Five  ;  must  involve  itself  mechanically  in  wels 
and  meshes,  and  lose  past  and  present  in  the 
welcome  atmosphere  of  darkness. 

Thus,  while  Lucretia  aat,  and  her  eyes  rested 
upon  the  halls  of  her  youth,  her  mind  overleaped 
the  gulf  that  yet  yawned  between  her  and  the 
object  on  which  she  was  bent.  Already,  in  fiio- 
cy,  that  home  was  hers  again ;  its  present  pos- 
sessor swept  away,  the  interloping  race  of  Ver- 
non, ending  In  one  of  those  abrupt  lines  familiar 
to  genealogists,  which  branch  out  bosily  from 
the  main  tree,  as  if  all  the  pith  and  sap  wane 
monopolized  by  them,  continue  for  a  singlefeii- 
eration,  and  then  shrink  into  a  printer's  brack- 
et, with  the  formal  laconism,  "  Died  without 
issue."  Back,  then,  in  the  pedigree  would  tnni 
the  eye  of  some  curious  descendant,  and  aee  the 
race  continue  in  the  posterity  of  Lucretia  Clav- 
erine. 

With  all  her  inefl!able  Tices,  mere  cupidity  had 
not,  as  we  have  often  seen,  been  a  main  char- 
acteristic of  this  fearful  woman ;  and  in  her 
design  to  endow,  by  the  most  determined  goilir 
her  son  with  the  heritage  of  her  ancestors,  she 
had  hitherto  looked  but  little  to  mere  mercenary 
adyantages  for  herself;  hut  now,  in  the  sight  of 
that  venerable  and  broad  domain,  acovetonsneK» 
absolute  in  itself,  broke  forth.  Could  she  hi*e 
gained  it  for  her  own  use  rather  than  her  wod% 
she  would  have  felt  a  greater  zest  in  her  nith- 
less  purpose.  She  looked  upon  the  scene  m  a 
deposed  monarch  upon  his  usurped  reaka;  it 
was  her  right.  The  early  aense  of  possession 
in  that  inheritance  returned  to  her.  Rdoeunt- 
ly  would  she  even  yield  her  claims  to  her  child. 
Here,  too,  in  this  atmosphere,  she  ta«ted  once 
more  what  had  long  been  lost  to  her — the  lox- 
ury  of  that  dignified  respect  which  surrounds 
the  well-born.  Here,  she  ceased  to  be  the  sus- 
pected adventuress,  the  friendless  outcast,  the 
needy  wrestler  with  hostile  fortune,  the  skulk- 
ing enemy  of  the  law.  She  roae  at  once  aod 
without  effort,  to  her  original  state — ^the  hon- 
ored daughter  of  an  illustrious  house.  The 
homeliest  welcome  that  greeted  her  from  some 
aged  bnt  unforgotten  villager,  the  salutation  of 
homage,  the  bate4  voice  of  humble  revenenc(<~ 
even  trifles  like  these  were  dear  to  her,  and 
made  her  the  more  resolute  to  retain  them.  In 
her  calm,  relentless,  onward  vision,  she  saw 
herself  enshrined  in  those  halls,  ruling  in  the 
delegated  authority  of  her  son,  safe  evenaors^ 
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liMraMe  gnat  for  mi$erab1e  objects.  Here, 
Dt  one  great  crime,  and  8he  resumed  the  ma- 
»ty  or  her  youth.  While  thus  dwelling  on  the 
iture,  her  eye  did  not  even  turn  from  those 
tn-lit  towers  to  the  forms  below,  and  more  im- 
ediately  inviting  its  survey.  On  the  very  spot 
here,  at  the  opening  of  this  tale,  sat  Sir  Miles 
.  John,  sharing  his  attention  between  his  dogs 
id  his  guest — sat  now  Helea  Mainwaring ; 
sinst  the  balustrade,  where  had  lounged 
larles  Vernon,  leant  Percival  St.  John ;  and 
tke  same  place  where  he  had  stationed  him- 
f  that  eventful  evening,  to  distort.  In  his  ma- 
oant  sketch,  the  features  of  his  father,  Gabriel 
mey,  with  almost  the  same  smile  of  irony  on 

lips,  was  engaged  in  transferring  to  bis  can- 
}  a  more  faitbtul  likeness  of  the  heir's  intend- 
bride.  Alas !  Helen  Mainwaring  was  sadly 
nred  from  the  evening  in  which  she  first  fas- 
Bted  the  heart  of  her  youthful  lover.    And 

how  immeasurably  deeper  was  the  love 
ich  he  now  felt.  How  more  and  more,  as  the 
re  sensual  beauty  faded,  did  he  grow  enamor- 
md  inebriate  of  the  diviner  beauty  of  thought 

soul.  Helen's  countenance,  indeed,  ex- 
ted  comparatively  hut  little  of  the  ravages 
ch  the  deadly  aliment,  administered  so 
lelessly,  made  upon  the  frame.  The  eye,  it 
ue,  had  sunk,  and  there  was  a  languid  beav- 
8  in  its  look ;  but  the  contour  of  the  cheek 

so  naturally  rounded,  and  the  features  so 
>ately  fine,  that  the  fall  of  the  muscles  was 
evident ;  aad  the  bright,  warm  hue  of  the 
plexion,  and  the  pearly  sparkle  of  the  teeth 
gave  a  fallacious  freshness  to  the  aspect 

the  form  was  territfly  wasted,  and  the 
a,  now  lightly  crossed  on  each  other,  seem- 
sarly  transparent.    Out  of  the  infernal  va- 

of  the  materials  at  their  command,  the 
•ners  bad  selected  a  mixture  which  works 
jstaining  a  perpetual  fever ;  which  gives 
pain,  little  suffering,  beyond  that  of  lassi- 
BDd  thirst;  which  wastes  like  consumption, 
'et  puzzles  the  physician  by  betraying  few 
ne  of  its  ordinary  symptoms.  Many  of  the 
est  discoveries  of  Dalihard  were  not  known 
I  terrible  inheritors — more  especially  some 

marveloos  application  of  noxious  gases 

art  of  death,  which,  inhaled  only  at  night 
I  sleep,  kills  rapidly  (yet  not  too  suddenly) 
ctim,  and  dispenses  with  all  aid  from  drug 
lineral — a  secret,  it  is  true,  subject  to  one 
*ance,  viz.,  that  it  is  only  in  the  most  inti- 
household  confidence  that  it  can  be  prac- 
and  that,  till  within  the  last  three  or  four 
tions,  the  continuance  has  only  to  be  sos- 
I  for  the  suflferer  still  to  hope  recovery. 
less,  it  was  some  such  preparation  of  the 
hemistry  that  Lucretia  had  braved,  and 
d  by  her  husband's  death, 
in  the  Tolurae  which  had  fallen  into  Lu- 
I  hands,  there  was  enough  for  temptation, 
ire  seductive  to  a  spirit  so  atrocious,  in- 
I  aa  the  recipes  given  were  for  the  coun- 

of  natural  disease ;  they  aimed  at  cre- 
by  artificial  means,  the  maladies  that 
seem  the  most  commonly  incidental  to 
nan  infirmities.  Fever,  in  especial,  in 
gradations,  from  the  slow  and  wasting  to 
»id  and  devouring ;  here,  too,  for  more 
ate  purposes,  were  the  ingredients  which 
be  heart,  nrodnce  the  aruuriMm.   or  lia. 


stroy  at  once,  by  the  sudden  spasms  of  the  an- 
gina  peelorit ;  here  were  the  prescriptions  which 
teach  to  siniulate  the  efl'ects  of  passion  and 
emotion,  which  send  the  blood  to  the  brain,  call 
the  laugh  from  delirium,  hid  the  surgeon  moral-  - 
ize  on  the  connection  between  mind  and  mat* 
ter,  and  warn  his  listeners  of  the  peril  of  aU 
abrupt  shocks  upon  the  nerves.  How  probable 
that  the  death  of  that  girl  should  so  aflectthe 
young  blood  of  that  adoring  luver !  Eschewing 
the  revealing  minerals,  and  concocted  only  from 
vegetable  venoms  which  defy  all  posthumous 
examination,  and  prove  the  impotence  of 
tests,  the  science  of  Murder  promised  impunity 
from  law.  From  this  arsenal  had  been  drawu 
the  means  by  which  Helen's  death  might  seem 
the  least  suspicious,  from  its  slowness,  yet  not 
so  slow  as  to  tax  too  long  the  ingenious  study 
of  the  iEsculapian,  and  with  sufficient  variety^ 
pause,  and  freedom  from  symptoms  the  most 
usually  fatal,  to  sustain  hope  till  the  close,  when 
some  sudden  chill,  some  indiscreet  exposure^ 
might  be  supposed  to  hurry  off  the  debilitated 
victim.*  And  there,  in  that  arsenal,  already 
selected  and  prepared,  was  tne  single  potion^ 
which  should  give  to  the  boy-mourner's  pangs^ 
the  natural  paroxysms  of  despair,  and  so  sweep 
into  one  unsuspected  grave  the  two  obstacles 
between  the  lands  of  I^nghton  and  the  son  in 
whom  Lucretia  Clavering's  lost  rights  revived. 

Although  October  was  far  advanced,  the  day 
was  as  mild  and  warm  as  August.  But  Per- 
cival, who  had  been  watching  Helen's  counte- 
nance, with  the  anxiety  of  love  and  fear,  now- 
proposed  that  the  sitting  should  be  adjourned. 
The  sun  was  declining,  and  it  was  certainly  no 
longer  safe  for  Helen  to  be  exposed  to  the  air 
without  exercise.  He  proposed  that  they 
should  walk  through  the  garden,  and  Helen* 
rising  cheerfully,  placed  her  hand  on  his  arm. 
But  she  had  scarcely  descended  the  steps  of 
the  terrace,  when  she  stopped  short,  and 
breathed  hard  and  painfully.  The  spasm-  was 
soon  over,  and,  walking  slowly  on,  they  passed 
Lucretia  with  a  brief  word  or  two,  and  were 
soon  out  of  sight  among  the  cedars. 

**  Lean  more  on  my  arm,  Helen,"  said  Perci- 
val. '*  How  strange  it  is,  that  the  change  of 
air  has  done  so  little  fof  you,  and  our  country 
doctor  still  less.  I  should  feel  miserable,  in- 
deed, if  Simmons,  whom  my  mother  always  con- 
sidered very  clever,  did  not  assure  me  that 
there  was  no  ground  for  alarm — that  these 
symptoms  were  only  nervous.  Cheer  op, 
Helen — sweet  love,  cheer  up !" 

Helen  raised  her  face,  and  strove  to  smile, 
but  the  tears  stood  in  her  eyes :  **  It  would  be 
bard  •to  die  now,  Percival,"  she  said,  falteringly. 

**  To  die — oh,  Helen !  No ;  we  must  not 
stay  here  longer— the  air  is  certainly  too  keen 
for  yon.  Perhaps  your  aunt  will  go  to  Italy — 
why  not  all  go  there,  and  seek  my  mother? 
And  she  will  nurse  you,  Helen, — and — and — ** 
He  could  not  trust  his  voice  further. 

Helen  pressed  his  arm  tenderly :  "  Forgive 
me,  dear  Percival — it  is  but  at  moments  that  I 
frel  so  despondent — now,  again,  it  is  past.   Ah, 


*  Tbuf  Archenbols:  quoted  by  Beckman.  Hiitory  of 
TnventioDs,  Art.  •*  Secret  Poison :"— "  In  a  word,  the  nobler 
ports  lose  tboir  tone,  beeome  relaxed  and  aflecled,  and 
Uie  laogt  partkttlariy,  aa  tiie  moat  delicate  of  all,  and  one 
of  UKMe  moat  employed  in  the  fuacUona  of  the  animal 
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I  so  long  to  see  your  mother !  when  will  you 
hear  from  her  t  Are  you  not  loo  sanguine  1 — 
do  you  really  feel  sure  she  will  consent  to  so 
lowly  a  choice  ?" 

"  Never  doubt  her  affection— her  appreciation 
of  you,'*  answered  Percival,  gladly,  and  hoping 
that  Helenas  natural  anxiety  might  be  the  lat- 
ent cause  of  her  dejected  spirits :  "  often  when 
talking  of  the  future,  under  these  very  cedars, 
my  mother  has  said — •  You  have  no  cause  to 
marry  for  ambition — marry  only  for  your  hap- 
piness.' She  never  had  a  daughter — in  return 
for  all  her  love,  I  shall  give  her  that  blessing." 

Thus  talking  the  lovers  rambled  on  till  the 
son  set,  and  then,  returning  to  the  house,  they 
found  that  Varney  and  Madame  Dalibard  had 
preceded  them.  That  evening  Helen's  spirits 
rase  to  their  natural  buoyancy.  And  Percivars 
heart  was  once  more  set  at  ease  by  her  silvery 
laugh. 

When,  at  their  nsnal  early  hour,  the  rest  of 
the  family  retired  to  sleep,  Percival  adjourned 
to  his  study,  to  write  again,  and  at  length,  to 
Lady  Mary  and  Captain  Greville.  While  thus 
engaged  his  valet  entered,  to  say  that  Beck, 
who  had  been  out  since  the  early  morning,  in 
search  of  a  horse  that  had  strayed  from  one  of 
the  pastures,  had  just  returned  with  the  animal, 
who  had  ^'andered  nearly  as  fhr  as  Southamp- 
ton. 

**  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  Percival,  ab- 
stractedly, and  continuing  his  letter. 

The  valet  still  lingered — Percival  looked  up 
in  surprise. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  you  said  you  particularly 
wished  to  see  Beck,  when  he  came  back." 

"I— oh,  true!  Tell  him  to  wait.  I  will 
speak  to  him  by-and-by — ^you  need  not  sit  up 
for  rae — let  Beck  attend  to  the  bell." 

The  valet  withdrew.  Percival  continued  his 
Iett«^  and  filled  page  after  page,  and  sheet  after 
sheet ;  and  when  at  length  the  letters,  not  con- 
taining^ a  tithe  «f  what  he  wished  to  eonvey, 
were  brought  to  a  close,  he  fell  into  a  reverie 
that  lasted  till  the  candles  burnt  low,  and  the 
clock  from  the  turret  tolled  one.  Starting  up 
in  surprise  at  the  lapse  of  time,  Percival,  then, 
for  the  first  time,  remembered  Beok,  and  rung 
the  bell. 

The  ci-devaTit  sweeper,  in  bis  smart  livery,  ap- 
peared at  the  door. 

"*  Beck,  my  poor  fellow,  J  am  ashamed  to 
have  kept  you  waiting  so  long ;  but  I  received 
a  letter  this  morning  which  relates  to  you. 
Let  rae  see — I  left  it  in  my  sleeping-room. 
Follow  me  up  stairs — ^I  have  some  questions  to 
put  to  you." 

"  Nuthin*  agin  my  carakter,  I  hopes,  your 
'oner,"  said  Beck,  timidly. 

"  Oh,  no !" 

"  Noos  of  the  matriss,  then!"  exclaimed 
Beck,  joyfully. 

•'  Nor  that  either,"  answered  Percival, 
laughing,  as  he  lighted  the  chamber  candle- 
stick, and  ascended  the  stairs,  followed  by 
Beck. 

Percival  had,  indeed,  received  that  morning 
a  letter  which  occasioned  him  much  surprise ; 
it  was  from  John  Ardwortb,  and  ran  thus : 

"  My  DBAS  TEtioiTAL — It  scems  that  you  have 
taken  into  your  service  a  young  man  known 
only  by  the  name  of  Beck.    Is  he  now  with  you 


at  I^aoghtonT  If  so,  pray  retain  him,  and  suf- 
fer him  to  be  in  readiness  to  come  to  me  at  a 
day*s  notice,  if  wanted,  though  it  is  probable 
enough  that  I  may  rather  come  to  you.  At 
present,  strange  as  it  may  seem  to  you.  I  am 
detained  in  London  by  business  connected  with 
that  important  personage.  Will  you  ask  bim 
carelessly  as  it  were,  in  the  mean  while,  the  fol- 
lowing questions : 

"  First :  How  did  he  become  possessed  of  a 
certain  child's  coral,  which  he  left  at  the  house 
of  one  Becky  Carruthers,  in  Cole's- buildings? 

'^*  Secondly :  Is  he  aware  of  any  mark  on  hia 
arm — if  so,  will  he  describe  it ! 

**  Thirdly :  How  long  has  he  known  the  said 
Becky  Carmthers  1 

"  Fourthly :  Does  he  believe  her  to  be  honest, 
and  truth-spoken  1 

'*Take  a  memorandum  of  his  answen,  antf 
send  it  to  me.  I  am  pretty  well  aware  of  wbit 
they  are  likely  to  be ;  but  I  desire  yon  to  pot 
the  questions  that  I  may  judge  if  there  be  any 
discrepancy  between  his  statement  and  that  i 
Mrs.  Carruthers.  I  have  ma(4i  to  tell  ydu,  aad 
am  eager  to  receive  your  kind  eongratulatiooa 
upon  an  event  that  has  given  me  more  hiq>pi- 
ness  than  the  fugitive  success  of  my  b'tcJe  bdok 
Tend^est  regains  to  Helen ;  and,  bopiog  sooa 
to  see  you,  ever  atTeetionately  yoora 

"  P.  S.  Sav  not  a  wo»^  of  the  eoofeolB  of 
this  letter  lo  Aiaoaiue  i/diioard,  Helen,  or  any 
one  except  Beck.  Caution  him  to  the  same 
discretion.  If  you  oan't  trust  to  his  siiaiee, 
send  him  to  town." 

When  the  post  brought  this  letter,  Beck  was 
already  gone  on  his  errand,  and  after  posing 
himself  with  vague  conjectures,  Pereival'smiiMi 
had  been  naturally  too  absorbed  with  his  anx* 
ietles  for  Helen,  to  recur  much  to  the  sobjeet. 

Now,  refreshing  his  memory  with  the  eon> 
tents  of  the  letter,  he  drew  pen  and  ink  before 
him,  put  the  questions  seriatim,  noted  down  the 
answers  as  desired,  and  smiling  at  Beek's  fright- 
ened curiosity  to  know  who  could  possibly  care 
about  such  matters,  and  feeling  confident  (fnoi 
that  very  fright)  of  his  diecretion  dismissed  tbe 
groom  to  his  repose. 

Now  Beck  had  never  been  ha  that  part  of  tbe 
house  before ;  and  when  he  got  into  the  ooni- 
dor,  be  became  bewildered,  aad  knew  not  which 
turn  to  take^the  right  or  the  left.  He  bad  no 
candle  with  him;  bat  the  moon  came  dear 
through  a  high  and  wide  skylight ;  the  tight, 
however,  gave  him  no  guide.  While  panstog, 
much  perplexed,  aad  not  sure  that  he  ahoold 
even  know  again  the  door  of  the  room  he  bad 
just  quitted,  if  venturing  to  apply  to  his  yooog 
master  for  a  clue  through  such  a  labyrinth,  be 
was  inexpressibly  startled  and  appalled  by  a  sod- 
den apparition .  A  door  at  one  end  of  the  corridor 
opened  noiselessly,  and  a  figure,  at  first  scarctiy 
distinguishable,  for  it  was  robed  from  head  to 
foot  in  a  black,  shapeless  garb,  scarcely  giving 
even  the  outline  of  the  human  form,  stole  foith. 
Beck  rubbed  bis  eyes,  and  crept,  mechanically, 
close  within  the  recess  of  one  of  the  doors  that 
communicated  with  the  passage.  The  figure 
advanced  a  few  steps  toward  him  ;  and  what 
words  can  describe  bis  astonishment,  when  he 
saw  thus  erect,  and  in  full  possession  of  physi- 
cal power  and  motion,  the  palsied  cripple  whoaa 
chair  he  had  often  seen  wheeled  into  tbe  garfa^ 


THE  TAPESTRY  CHAMBER. 


146 


nd  wboee  mlhap]py  etttd  was  the  common 
opio  of  eommeflit  m  the  servants'  ball.  Yes, 
be  moon  from  above  sbone  faU  upon  that  face 
irhich  never,  once  seen,  ooald  be  forgotten. 
Ind  it  seemed  more  than  mortally  stern  and 
«le,  eontrasted  with  the  sable  of  the  strange 
larb,  and  beheld  by  that  mournful  light.  Had 
I  ghost,  indeed,  risen  from  the  dead,  it  could 
icarcely  have  appalled  bim  mora.  Madame 
Mibard  did  not  see  tbe  iovaluntary  spy  ;  for 
he  recess  in  which  he  had  crept,  was  on  that 
ide  of  the  wall  on  which  the  moon's  shadow 
MS  oast.  Witli  a  i|Qtck  step,  she  turned  into 
mother  room,  opposite  that-  which  she  had 
patted^  the  door  of  which  stood  qar,  and 
«nished  noiselessly  as  she  bad  appeared. 

It  was  several  minntes,  however,  before 
leek  bad  sufficiently  recovered  his  surprise 
lad  dismay  to  emerge  from  his  bidlng-plaoe. 
I^ben  he  did  so,  he  made  one  rush  in  despair 
lack  tbe  way  he  bad  come.  Luckily,  this 
iroogbt  bim  at  once  to  tbe  great  stair-case,  and, 
bme,  tbe  blood-red  stains  refleoted  on  the  stone 
loors  from  the  blasoned  caeenenu,  daunted 
MB  little  less  than  the  sight  at  which  bis  bair 
(till  bristled.  He  scareeiy  drew  breath  till  he 
lad  got  into  his  own  little  crib,  in  the  wing  set 
tpart  for  the  staUemeii,  and  thea,  as  by  degrees 
m  recovered  bis  self-possession,  he  continued 
•  brood  and  ponder  over  what  he  bad  witnessed, 
vith  that  disposition  to  interpret  appearances 
or  the  worst,  which  bis  long  aoquaintaooe 
vith  the  impositions  of  the  fraudulent  and  tbe 
lisguises  of  the  criminal  made  natural  enough. 

From  tbe  irst,  we  have  seen  that  Beck  bad 
)een  greatly  surpriaed  to  recognize  as  a  gues^ 
n  his  masler*s  house,  that  smart-dressed, 
nastacbed  visitor  to  Qrabman,  who  had  dared 
tf>  beard  the  lesarrection-man  in  his  den, 
ind  who  seemed  so  fearlessly  at  home  in 
m  abode,  where  Beck  was  acate  enough  to 
know  the  honest  never  catered,  unless  they 
vers  protected  by  their  poverty.  He  knew  the 
isuai  clients  of  Grabman  were  drawn  from  that 
Iquivoeal  class,  who  do  not  seek  to  go  to  law, 
^ttt  to  get  from  law ;  and  as  one  of  these  be 
bd  naturally  set  down  in  his  mind  the  visitor, 
)f  mien  and  garb  so  unusually  trim  and  gallant, 
ivbom  be  had  lighted  up  the  stairs.  Honest  as 
Beck  himself  was,  be  bad  a  bsggarmao*s  com- 
piebensive  charity  for  less  scmpaknis  outcnsu, 
sad  would  not  have  thooght  the  worse  of  Var* 
Day  lor  his  aoqnaiatance  with  Ormhmaa,  had  he 
not  sees  hiai  now  in  the  guise  of  a  icapeetable 
teatleman.  The  gratafol  creatare*8  love  for 
^  yoong  benefactor  woks  bis  very  ooosoienee 
Cnuh  iu  letbargy,  and  made  him  abodder,  lest 
Ibe  guilt,  which  before  he  had  regarded  with 
ipatby,  shoofci  wia  eotranoe  to  a  home  so  inno- 
Mnt.  St.  John's  yoeth,  too,  and  conseqaent 
hMKpertencei,  inspired  him  with  aoonpasrionate 
distrust;  so  easy  to  dupe  such  goodness!  Beck 
bid  been  exeeedingly  ctriOQs  to  learn  all  be 
aoald  in  the  servants'  hall  abont  Vamey^s  pro- 
tssdings.  Mindful  of  his  ntoRse's  sage  notions, 
as  to  the  eeay  prey  which  sharpera  ind  in  rich 
yonng  meq.  he  was  strooi^  persuaded  that 
Varney  was  one  of  that  ptanisible  fraternity ; 
bat  his  penetration  was  in  ftmlt  wheh  he  foond 
that  cards  and  dice  were  never  introduced; 
and  his  fear  had  been  allayed  by  learning  that 
Vaney  aeened  the  paitiOQlar  oonfidattl  and 


friend  of  St.  John's  own  kinswoman,  Madame 
Bali  bard.  But  now  that  very  intimacy  filled 
him  with  terror  and  suspicion.  Coupling  to- 
gether the  image  of  Varney  as  visitor  to  Grab- 
man,  and  the  detection  of  Madame  Dalibard  as 
an  impostor  of  tblit  kind  roost  familiar  to  his' 
experience,  a  pretended  cripple,  he  could  not 
but  think  that  some  scheme  hurtful  to  his  mas- 
ter was  in  operation  ;  and  he  remained  irreso- 
lute whether  to  confide  ^is  suspicions  and  bis 
discoveries  to  St.  John,  or  to  exert  alt  his  vigi- 
lance for  the  confirmation  of  bis  surmises. 
That  kind  of  astute  cunning  which  the  abject 
poor,  almost  in  self-defense,  acquire,  and  which 
is  rather  heightened  than  leasened  by  the  doU- 
neaa  of  the  nobler  faculties,  made  Beck  feel 
some  confidence  in  tbe  success  of  tbe  watcb 
which  he  resolved  to  institute,  while  it  led  him 
to  fear  that  any  premature  disclosure  to  so 
yoong  a  master  might  only  end  in  his  own  de- 
feat— perhaps  procure  his  expulsion.  He  re- 
solved, therefore,  to  bide  his  time.  So  did  tbe 
grateful  affection  that  adorned  this  poor  crea- 
ture's nature,  lift  him  for  the  moment  out  of 
himself,  that  he  had  clean  forgotten  what  other- 
wise might  well  have  puazled  his  conjectures — 
the  letter  St.  John  had  received,  and  the  strange 
questions  put  to  him  by  his  master ;  but  when, 
at  length,  befell  into* broken  and  agitated  aleep, 
the  visions  of  aU  that  had  successively  dis- 
turbed him  waking,  united  confusedly,  as  in 
one  picture  of  gloom  and  terror.  He  thought 
that  be  was  in  his  old  loft  in  St.  Giles's ;  that 
the  grave-stealer  was  wrestling  with  Varney 
for  his  body,  while  he  himself,  lying  powerless 
on  his  pallet,  fancied  he  should  be  safe  so  long 
as  he  could  retain,  as  a  talisman,  bis  child's 
coral,  which  he  clasped  to  his  hesrt.  Suddenly, 
in  that  black,  shapeless  garb  in  which  he  had 
beheld  her,  Madame  Dalibard  bent  over  him, 
with  her  stem,  colorless  face,  and  wrenched 
from  bim  his  charm.  Then  ceasing  his  strug- 
gle with  his  horrible  antagonist.  Varney  laughed 
aloud,  and  the  grave-etealer  seized  him  in  his 
deadly  arms. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

TSl  TAPSSTET  OHAMDIE. 

Thb  next  day»  taking  advantage  of  an  hour 
when  be  knew  4he  family  were  ont  of  doors, 
Beck  contrived  to  coax  the  good-natoivd  valet, 
who  liad  taken  bias  under  his  special  protection, 
to  ahciw  him  ovor  tbe  bouse.  He  had  heard  the 
otber  serrants  say  there  was  such  a  power  of 
fine  things,  that  a  peep  into  the  rooms  was  at 
good  as  a  ahoW|  and  the  valet  felt  pride  in  being 
eiurmu  even  to  Beck.  After  having  stared  suf- 
ficiently at  the  banquet-hall  and  the  dining- 
room,  the  annor,  the  baate-apd  the  pictorea,  and 
listened,  open-mouthed,  to  his  guide's  critioal 
observations;  Beck  was  led  up  the  great  stairs, 
into  the  old  family  picture-gallery,  and  into  Sir 
MUes's  anc^m  room  at  the  end,  which  had  been 
leA  undistarbed,  with  the  bed  still  in  tbe  angle ; 
on  returning  thence.  Beck  (ound  himself  is  the 
corridor  which  communicsted  with  the  principal 
bedrooms,  in  whioU  be  had  luet  himself  on  the 
night  before. 

*'  And  vot  room  be  that  vith  the  litlnl  vite 
'end  h-over  the  door  V  asked  Beck,  pointiog  t» 
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tlie  ckanber  from  wbich  Madame  Dalibard  bad 
emerged. 

"  That  white  head,  Master  Beck,  is  Floorer 
the  goddess;  but  a  heathen  like  you  knows 
nothing  aboat  goddesses.  Floorer  has  a  half- 
moon  in  her  hair,  you  sec,  wbicb  shows  that 
the  idolatrous  Turks  worship  her,  for  the  Turk- 
ish flag  is  a  half' moon,  as  I  have  seen  at  Con- 
stantinople !  I  have  traveled,  Master  Beck." 
"  And  vot  room  be  it  V*  persisted  Beck. 
"  Why,  the  pretty  young  lady,  Miss  Mainwar- 
log,  has  it  at  present.  There  is  nothing  to  see 
in  it.  But  that  one  opposite,**  and  the  valet 
advanced  to  the  door  through  which  Madame 
Dalibard  had  disappeared — 'Uhat  is  curious; 
and  as  madame  is  out,  we  may  just  take  a  peep.'* 
He  opened  the  door  gently,  and  Beck  looked  in. 
'*  This,  vrbich  is  called  the  turret-chamber,  was 
madam e*8  when  she  was  a  girl,  I  have  heard 
Old  Bessy  say ;  so  master  pops  ber  there  now. 
For  my  part,  I'd  rather  sleep  in  your  little  crib, 
than  have  those  great,  gruff-looking  figures 
staring  at  me  by  the  fire-light,  and  shaking  their 
heads  with  every  wind  oo  a  winter's  night." 
And  the  valet  took  a  pinch  of  snuff*,  as  he  drew 
Beck's  attention  to  the  faded  tapestry  on  the 
walls.  As  they  spoke,  4be  draught  between  the 
door  and  the  window  caused  the  gloomy  arras 
to  wave  with  a  life-like  m6tion :  and  to  those 
more  superstitions  than  romantic,  the  chamber 
had  certainly  no  inviting  aspect. 

**  I  never  sees  these  old  tapestry'TOoros,"  said 
the  valet,  "  without  thinking  of  the  story  of  the 
lady  who,  coming  from  a  ball  and  taking  off  her 
jewels,  happened  to  look  up,  and  saw  an  eye  in 
one  of  the  figures  which  she  felt  sure  was  no 
peeper  in  worsted.*' 

**  Vot  vas  it,  thin  1"  asked  Beck,  timidly  lifling^ 
up  the  hangings,  and  noiiciog  that  there  was  a 
considerable  space  between  them  and  the  wall, 
which  was  (illed  up  in  part  by  closets  and  ward- 
robes set  into  the  wall,  with  intervals  more 
than  deep  enough  for  the  hiding-place  of  a  man. 
**  Why,"  answered  the  valet,  *'  it  was  a  thief. 
He  had  come  for  the  jewels ;  but  the  lady  bad 
the  presence  of  mind  to  say  aloud,  as  if  to  her- 
self, that  she  had  forgotten  something,  slipped 
out  of  the  room,  locked  the  door,  called  up  the 
servants,  and  the  thief— who  was  no  less  a 
person  than  the  under-butler— was  nabbed." 

''And  the  French  'oman  sleeps  'erel"  said 
Beck,  musingly. 

"  French  'omae !  Master  Beck,  nolbing*s  so 
vulgar  as  these  nickoames,  m  a  first-rate  sitiva- 
tioD.  U  is  all  very  well  wnen  one  lives  with 
skinflints;  but  with  such  a  master  as  oar'n, 
respect  's  the  go.  Beside,  madame  is  not 
French  'oman ;  she  is  one  of  the  family-^and 
as  oki  a  family  it  is,  too,  as  e'er  a  lord's  in  the 
three  kingdoms.  But  oome,  your  curiosity  is 
satisfied  now,  and  yon  most  troi  back  to  your 
horses." 

As  Beok  returned  to  the  stables,  bis  mind  yet 
mor^lnisgave  him  aa  to  the  criminal  designs  of 
lua  master's  visitors.  It  was  from  Heleo'a 
room  that  the  false  cripple  had  walked.  Helen, 
therefore,  most  be  aware  of  the  imposture. 
Kow,  the  state  of  Percival's  heart  could  be  no 
secret  in  the  servants*  hall ;  and  while  the  men 
united  in  praise  of  his  supposed  selection,  the 
women  thuoght  it  wouU  be  a  great  catch,  in- 
deed, for  the  young  lady.    That  St.  John»  in 


some  way  or  ether,  waa  doeed  and  deceived  fay 
the  whole  party,  was  now  deck's  natural  com^ 
viction.  But  how  could  be,  as  be  had  hoped* 
frustrate  their  designs!— the  poor  stable-mas* 
who  only  by  chance  ever  gained  access  lo  tliQ 
part  of  the  house  inhabited  by  its  heada.  and 
who,  rarely  even,  unleas  expressly  sent  lbr« 
came  in  sight  of  Percival  himself  1 

The  day  passed  without  any  other  noticeable 
occurrence.  The  doctor  eailed,  saw  Heieo, 
slightly  altered  his  medksines  (which  in  ito 
main  were  in  conformity  with  the  prescription* 
of  the  London  physician),  and  waa  still  t 
of  success. 

At  the  dead  of  night,  when  the  bouse  i 
buried  in  sleep.  Beck  stole  bare-shod  from  hie 
dormitory,  and  having  now  well  impressed  on 
his  memory  the  way  he  should  take,  crept  iDto- 
the  cwner  of  the  bed-chamber  paaaage,  and. 
opening  the  cloth-door  at  the  end,  alunk  bduad 
it,  and.  there  watched. .  About  the  same  hour  a» 
before,  he  saw  the  daric,  undietinguiabahle  fiiim 
come,  this  time  from  Madame  Dalibard*s  own 
room,  enter  Helen**,  stay  there  little  more  thm 
a  moment,  reappear,  and  again,  dark  and  aitaat 
as  a  moving  cloud,  vaniah  into  the  aame  chaafc- 
ber  from  which  it  had  come. 

The  brevity  of  this  visit  surprised  the  watcber. 
What  could  the  auat  have  to  ssy,  that  oonhl  to 
said  in  so  short  a  time  1  Satiafied,  howevec;  at 
the  result  of  his  vigil,  Beck  retreated,  and  ie> 
gained  his  own  bed  in  safety. 


CHAPTER  XXII, 

ILLUSTRATIVE   KPISTLBS. 

Helen  Mainwaiing  to  the  Eev.  Mr.  Ftdiat. 

Dbae  and  HonoexD  raiaiiD: — Your  last 
letter  reached  me  on  the  morning  I  left  Lon- 
don ;  and  I  kissed  with  gratefiil  reverence 
those  aflfecting  and  holy  passages  in  which 
you  soothe  my  wayward  and  childish  melan- 
choly, and  encourage  my  heart  in  its  stmggle 
toward  sereni^  and  hope.  Yes,  indeedTl 
have  many  causes  for  thankfulness  to  Heaven; 
not  the  least,  that  in  my  giddier  youth,  Heave» 
gave  me  its  guide  in  you.  How  often,  wbeA 
my  wild  fancy  has  built  up  a  future,  and  said^ 
*  Such  shall  be  my  home,*— how  often,  tfaeagh 
I  told  not  even  to  yon  my  dreams,  have  yoo*. 
by  soft,  unexpected  words,  led  me  ioto  snrer 
paths,  and  given  my  eonl  a  loftier  impnlaek. 
'Not  on  earth,  canst  thou  lay  out  the  faiora— 
not  in  time,  canst  thou  eiect  a  hoaM  !*  eo» 
lietenmg  to  you,  my  heart  would  whisper,  and, 
calming  back  from  its  visions,  it  became  still. 
Then,  that  which  I  had  called  poetry,  aad 
vainly  sought  to  vent  in  idle  fiinciea,  and 
worthless  rhymes,  chanaed  its  natare  and 
melted  into  religioa.  1^  know,  how  the 
merest  forma  of  our  &ith  adhet  me— the  bett 
tolling  your  little  flock  iato  the  viUage  ohuieii 
->*the  chihlren*8  voioes  joining  in  the  simple 
hymn— those  homely  groups,  scattered  amoeg 
the  graves  after  service,  till  your  step  came 
forth,  and  yoar  smile,  fresh  from  the  solemn 
rite,  rested  on  your  bumble  childfvn.  Those 
Sabbaths,  how  profoaadly  they  impressed  mei 
How  seesibly  in  those  days*  I  felt  beneath  my 

ushed  footstep,  the  bridge  between  earth  and 
leavcD.    Sueh  Sabbaths  I  have  never  kiidvn 
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ssiiQ.  Vnaen  io  the  great  oity  from  which  I 
have  now  escaped,  I  went  alone  to  the  neigh- 
b<nring  church,  I  looked  ia  vain  for  that  endear- 
,  iBg  tie  between  the  pastor  and  the  flock.  That 
cold,  unfamiliar  audience,  that  studied,  labored 
preaehtog.*— Ah !  here  was  the  form  of  religion, 
with  you,  soul !  That  crowd,  so  vast,  so  list- 
less in  its  worship,  impressed  me  with  strange 
pity  How  little  each  knew  of  the  other.  To 
yoo  come  at  once  aU  the  cares,  and  hopes,  and 
griefs,  of  your  flock ;  in  that  little  circle  each 
life  opens  its  chronicle  to  all.  How  often  you 
shape  your  discourse  to  soothe  some  peculiar 
sorrow,  remove  some  solitary  doubt.  But  in 
that  unconnected  mass,  the  words  fall  as  snows 

00  the  surface  of  the  water,  melting  as  they 
fait  In  that  chorus  of  common  prayer,  no 
concord  of  beans  swells  under  the  lifeless  har- 
mony of  words.  How  many,  the  next  Sab- 
hsth,  might  be  absent,  yet  not  be  missed  ;— >to 
strangers  as  well  would  the  cold  homily  be 
delivered^  Every  week,  in  those  careless  num- 
bers, adversity  or  death  would  have  found  a 
Tiotim.  Beholding  that  assembly,  the  congre- 
gation within  the  building  seemed  to  me  as  an 
imago  of  all  life  in  the  Temple  of  Creation ; 
death  amidst  them,  and  around,  yet  hearing, 
with  indifferent  ears,  the  assurances  of  immor- 
tality above. 

Why  do  these  thoogfats  return  to  me  now  so 
solemnly  and  sadly?  Because  I  myselP— oh, 
second  father ! — have,  like  the  rest,  forgotten 
too  mueh  the  insecurity  of  earthly  blessings — 
hecaiise  your  voice  has  not  been  near  to  awake 
my  heart,  when,  more  willfully  than  in  child- 
hood, it  planned  an  earthly  Aiture,  and  built  a 
mortal  home.  Ah,  sir !  you  have  read  the 
secrot  of  my  heart,  though  I  showed  you  boi 
the  surface ;  you  have  guessed  what  Percival 
has  become  to  me — how  bis  happiness  has 
grown  a  part  of  every  thought — how,  in  his 
affection,  I  have  smiled  on  a  phantom  that 
flits  afar,  and  murmured — *  There  is  happiness 
on  earth.' 

How  you  would  love  him — not  for  my  sake 
only — for  his  own  !  How  yoo  would  smile  at 
your  own  fears,  lest  I  am  deceived.  Do  you 
know  what  I  love  in  bim  ?  It  ia  the  absence 
of  deceit — it  is  the  impossibility  to  deceive. 
No,  it  *  is  no  ideal  of  my  own  imagination  that 

1  behold,'  if,  indeed,  scarce  consciously  to  my- 
self, such  an  ideal  was  formed  before  I  knew 
him.  From  my  imagination  he  stands  apart 
Id  the  visions  that  dreaming  faculty  bestows 
OQ  me  I  muse  alone.  Not  to  him  can  I  ex- 
plain why  I  smile  the  one  moment,  and  could 
weep  the  next.  It  is  my  heart  that  moves 
homhly  to  his  heart,  penetrated  by  its  exqui- 
site goodness,  honored  by  its  noble  trust.  I 
cao  not  reveal  to  him  my  dim  and  idle  thoughts ; 
hut  when  some  thought  climbs  the  highest,  I 
stand  abashed  to  see  it  dwarfed,  beside  some 
gaoerooa  deed  which  springs,  as  if  wUhout  a 
thought,  from  his  instinctive  simple  tendency 
to  beautiful  charities,  and  kindly  truths.  Then, 
it  seems  as  if  imagination,  yearning  after  good, 
before  but  a  shadow,  had  found  in  his  heart  a 
sobetance— as  if  in  his  power  to  act  nobly  I  had 
realiiad  my  visionary  worship  for  what  is 
noble ;  for  even  the  highest  poetry  is  but  the 
hymn  of  high  deeds,  and  all  the  brightest 
ouaiaga  of  car  tocy  are  hot  imperfect  reflec- 


tions of  good  human  actions.  Tet  there  hsTo 
been  moments  when  I  have  sighed,  seeinff  his 
loyal  nature  spread  clear  before  me,  that  f  can 
not  render  mine  as  transparent — that  little  as  I 
have  to  bestow,  there  is  a  something  in  my 
mind  or  heart  which  I  am  condemned  to  with- 
hold. Lately  I  have  felt  less  remorseful  in 
this  thought— felt  that  in  that  something,  never 
to  be  revealed  or  understood  below,  there  ia 
an  omen  that  my  fate  here  must  rest  incom- 
plete. In  solitude,  at  night— in  the  rays  of  the 
setting  sun — in  the  light  of  the  rising  moon,  all 
this  untold  part  of  me  comes  forth — it  prevails. 
Earth  fades — ^the  undefined  emotion  unites  me 
with  the  infinite — I  seem  to  myself  to  have 
shaken  off  the  chains  of  clay,  and  my  soul 
blends  aloft  with  spirits.  Bo  you  remember 
once  the  book  that  you  took  from  me  with  a 
gentle  chiding  that  I  had  selected  it  from  your 
shelves  without  your  sanction — The  Lives  of 
the  Elder  Saints  1  In  (hose  descriptions  of 
reveries  and  trances,  you  saw  but  diseased 
enthusiasm.  Alas,  perhaps  so !  otherwise 
why  do  they  come,  at  bright  hours,  to  one  so 
humble,  so  erriug  as  your  Helen  t  See,  from 
what  I  have  thus  written,  my  state  of  mind — 
curb  it  where  wandering,  strengthen  it  where 
weak,  admonish  it  where  repining^  beloved 
monitor ! 

You  question  me  of  my  aunt,  of  her  manner* 
her  habits.  What  can  I  say  to  you  1  To  me 
she  is  always  the  same — ^I  can  win  no  way  in 
her  affections.  But  do  not  think  she  is  unkind, 
much  tess  harsh — she  is  only  distant.  I  con- 
template her  with  a  certain  compassionate 
awe.  She  seems  to  me  like  some  solitary  ex- 
ile on  a  desert  island.  The  sails  uf  life  pass  to 
and  fro  along  the  sea,  but  they  provoke  the 
exile  to  no  desire  of  escape. — She  seems  rooted 
in  her  desolation,  and  to  sway  it  like  a  realm. 
Yet,  when  I  hear  her  converse  with  others 
(with  me  she  never  converses),  it  is  as  if  the 
world,  and  the  world  only,  filled  up  those 
somber  reveries.  A  knowledge,  immense  but 
dreary,  drawn  both  from  books  and  life,  informs 
her  chilling  sentences  with  what  would  seem 
wisdom,  if  it  were  not  scorn.  Pier  experience* 
so  vented,  crushes  me  as  a  load ;  never  from 
its  iron  stores  breaks  forth  a  hope  or  a  belief. 
How,  with  such  sufferings  and  such  stern  de- 
spondency in  the  presence  of  good  below,  she 
can  be  thus  austerely  patient'  and  resigned^- 
bow  she  never  flies  to  faith  in  joy  and  virtue—* 
faith  in  some  being  or  principle  without  her 
own  dismal  existence,  amazes  me,  as  at  a 
strength  not  given  to  mortals ;  for  are  we  not 
left  weak  in  the  presence  of  pain  and  griei^ 
purposely  that  we  may  know,  in  the  sense  of 
our  own  mortality,  that  grief  and  pain,  with 
ourselves,  are  perishable;  and  so  draw  from 
our  veriest  infirmities  our  surest  comfort! 
But  while  awed  before  her — ^I  love,  oh,  so  ten- 
derly, this  poor,  haughty,  lonely  one  ! — I  havo 
lately  felt  a  caln;)  but  sad  pleasure  in  the  thought, 
that  if  life  is  not  long  spared  to  me,  she  will 
know  how  I  loved  and  pitied  her,  when  I  am 
no  more.  I  have  sought  to  repay  to  her.  even 
by  my  death,  the  kindness  she  showed  my  pa- 
rents. And  then,  perhaps,  her  heart  will  soften 
to  the  orphan  she  protected  without  lovin" 
and  she  will  own  that  gratitude  still  dwells 
earth ! 
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The  only  teing  to  whom  my  aunt  ever  seem^ 
to  warm,  is  my  coasin.  I  see  her  eyes  sparkle 
when  he  enters.  Her  voice  grows  subdued 
wlien  she  welcomes  him ;  and  she  is  so  proud  of 
his  genius !  He  has,  no  doubt,  told  you  of  his 
late  brilliant  success.  His  book  is  always  in 
reach  of  my  aunt's  hand  ;  yet  it  seems  to  me 
strange  that,  considering  her  scorn  of  the 
world's  opinion,  she  exults  more  in  the  fame 
the  work  has  won,  than  in  the  merits  of  the 
work  itself  Of  those  I  am  no  judge — ^what 
know  I  of  the  anxious  questions  which  men 
debate  ?  AH  that  I  can  comprehend  are  peace, 
and  love,  and  beauty.  But  when  amid  pages 
that  appeal  in 'vain  to  my  feeble  reason — some 
thought,  warm  with  lofty  hope  and  benevolent 
aspiration  glows  forth,  oh !  then  my  eyes  are 
safTnsed  with  sweet  tears — ^and  I,  too,  grow 
proud  in  my  dear  consin*s  fame.  In  him,  I  am 
sometimes  startled  to  think — ^in  him,  my  imagi> 
nation  lives  more  than  in  my  noble  Percival. 
He  attracts  toward  himself  that  mystic  part  of 
my  being— I  unite  my  fancies,  poor  visionary 
that  I  am,  with  his  genius — his  career.  How  I 
wish  I  were  his  sister,  or  that  I  had  a  sister, 
i^hose  fete  was  bound  up  in  his— to  smile  on 
him  through  his  rough  ordeal,  bear  with  him 
bid  hard  privations ;  listen  to  his  hopes-^and 
share  in  the  triumph — ^that  I  know  (as  by  an 
tmmistakable  intuition)  his  destinies  must  com- 
mand !  So  sometimes,  as  if  there  were  two 
separate  beings  within  me—while  my  heart  is 
at  home  with  Peroival,  calm,  faithful,  and  con- 
tent, my  unquiet  thought  wanders  abroad  with 
Ardworth ;  and  only  in  prayer— I  unite  them 
both !  But  I  am  at  Laughton,  which  you  re- 
ittember,  and  have  often  described  to  me^  by 
our  fireside,  or  in  our  village  rambles !  Ah,  if 
ever  indeed  this  be  my  honie,  how  I  shall  long 
to  welcome  yon  here,  and  learn  fVom  your  own 
lips  how  sweet  duties  may  be  best  fulfilled !  It 
ih  natural  that  this  place  sliould  have  grown 
into  my  love,  as  if  it  were  a  living  thing.  If 
Percival's  home  were  the  rudest  cottage,  it 
would  be  the  same.  It  is  not,  you  well  know, 
that  the  old  mansion  is  grander  than  your  little 
Helen,  ever  found  before,  ont  of  her  fairy  tales 
— ^but  that  here  there  is  a  link  itself,  between 
the  mansion  and  tlie  cottage.  Percival's  whole 
thought  seems  to  make  those  around  him  happy 
^to  relieve  the  sharpness  of  the  contrast  be- 
tween poverty  and  wealth,  toil  and  ease.  It 
seems  as  if,  could  you  destroy  the  mansion, 
you  would  invade  the  cottage.  No  penury  is 
visible  here ;  one  home  is  humbler  than  an- 
other, but  each  owner  seems  equally  to  have 
what  he  has  been  bred  and  nurtured  to  value 
most.  And  there  is  an  intimacy  far  b^ond 
mere  condescension  and  respect,  which  unites 
all  that  dwell  in  this  happy  place.  We  enter 
some  cottage  and  talk  with  its  owners,  as  if  at 
home.  Every  want  is  tokl  as  to  a  friend. 
Percivars  wealth  seems  but  a  trust  held  for 
the  common  use.  Hence  a  kind  of  religion 
breathes  around  me — and  good  is  the  atmos- 
phere of  the  place.  His  mother— they  so  love 
her!  Ah,  will  that  mother  be  ever  mine? 
What  have  I  done  to  merit  such  a  loti  That 
thought  alone  would  disquiet  roe  with  humble 
doebt  in  so  blest  a  future.    My  beloved  guardi- 

I  an,  do  not  ohtde  me,  if  I  own,  that,  struggle  as 
^  wUl  to  obey  you,  aod  chase  those  forebodings 


which  yon  rebuke,  from  my  mind^— they  wriB 
return — ^they  vnll  haunt  me !    If  under  yoor 
roof,  when  my  health  was  so  unbroken — ^whea 
the  cold  never  seemed  to  chill,  nor  the  best  to 
fever — ^my  eyes  in  the  burst  of  spring  would 
wander  from  the  budding  leaves,  and  the  dawn- 
ing flowers — ^to  rest  upon  that  spot  on  the  land- 
scape, where,  amid  the  gkM»my  evergreens,  torn 
the  distant  graves — if,  even  then,  no  talk,  as 
book,  no  theme  was  so  cherished,  as  those 
which  transported  the  idea  beyond  the  tomb— 
and  my  heart  fled  to  the  dark  bourne  as  a  bird 
toSits  nest ; — ^if  even  then  thus  were  the  im- 
pulses that  I  could  not  control,  is  it  so  8traBp» 
that  they  should  move  me  nowl    For  truly  it 
is  a  strange  disease  that  has  fastened  npoa 
me.    I  sofller  little  pain.    I  can  detail  no  pve- 
eise  complaint,  but  strength  and  life  are  ebbing 
from  me,  day  by  day.    Well,  if  it  must  be  so— 
if  the  foreboding  I  can  not  check,  be  bat  ths 
heavenly  summons — ^kindly  meant  to  detaab 
the  chains  that  bind  me  too  much  to  thb  earth, 
I  am  doomed  to  leave— let  me  die  at  least,  wUh 
all  my  life  of  life  undestroyed ;  before  my  errors 
have  made  me  one  foe,  before  one  gnef  has 
weakened  my  trust  in  God,  or  one  deceit  my 
belief  in  human  hearts  !— loving  all  tbiags,  let 
n»  fade  into  the  soufoe  of  love !    Abofe,  per- 
haps, what  here  dwells  within  me  incomplete^ 
may  find  development  and  scope— asd  my  own 
soul,  now  dim  and  troubled,  grow  dear  to  me, 
in  the  smile  of  God.    To  our  reunion— If  I  go 
before  you,  to  your  reunion,  O  my  earthly  fUhor. 

Hblss. 

Letter  from  John  Ardworth  to  tJu  Rcb. 
M.Fieldgn, 


When,  dear  friend  and  tutor — ^in  my  i 
and  fretful  boyhood— ^you  bade  me,  letoeustly, 
lay  aside  Newton  and  Thucydides,  and  walk 
out  with  you — ^when,  making  me  observe,  ia 
the  great  system  of  nature,  how  all  things  wail- 
ed their. allotted  time — ^how  the  withered  heib- 
age  tarried  for  the  spring,  and  the  blade  of  eora* 
for  the  autumn  harvest,  you  impressed  oa  me 
the  law  of  Patibnck — ^you  little  knew,  perhaps, 
the  ungraoions  soil  on  which  the  lesson  was 
imprinted,  or  how  rouoh  the  impetaoiis  lelnft- 
ion  within  me  resisted  the  cm^b  imposed.  Wkco, 
growing  older  and  moTe  eensible  of  those  £3fia- 
sinia  that  lurk  under  the  plain  dootriaes  ef 
Christian  faith,  you  explained  to  me  how  won- 
derfully harmonious  to  the  systenis  wfcidi  per* 
vade  the  universe  are  the  injonotioasof  ttattte* 
ligion  so  unspeakably  wise-— how  in  what  seem 
at  first  but  duties  to  God,  in  obedience  to  diract 
commands,  dwells  a  philosophy  best  adapted  la 
educate  mind  to  the  utmost,  and  nsaturs  iB  the 
nobler  faculties ;  how  in  fttithj  as  an  essentiil 
habit  of  the  reverent  iotellecf,  we  keep  afivs^ 
through  all  the  deoeiis  and  disappointmefita  af ' 
life,  belief  not  only  in  a  divioe  Andia,  bat  in  tfaa 
inherent  g(M»d  and  improvabQlty'oranen,  who 
with  us  are  destined  to  that  Umo^  t  and  so,  atil 
linking  us  with  our  fellows,  make  ear  efihns 
ciieerful,  give  impetus  to  our  powers,  and  ptae- 
tical  goals  to  our  ambition ;   how,  in  patienea 
under  trial  andsnflhring,  we  pui^gsottr  paaajspa' 
of  their  delusions,  and  aileoUyoompl(iiiiMftll||Bi 
hood  within  us  by  iu  handy  and  faopeflil  wan    ' 
adverse  fortune ;  even  tben  you'iittie  | 
how  reloctaatly  I  admitted  yoor  i 
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yielded  to  Uieir  troth.  But,  Heaven  be  praiaed, 
the  lesBons  took  loot  at  last.  If  my  dreama  of 
the  foture  ever  are  fuifiJled,  I  owe  it  to  those 
precepts  whieh  wanned  stoicism  into  Christi- 
anity,  and  gave  more  than  the  authority  of 
Epictetoa  to  the  twofold  aphorism—"  Bear  and 
Xorbear.*' 

Since  I  wrote  last,  I  have  known  two  great 
txiala— a  suooess  for  the  intellect,  a  woe  for  the 
heart.  I  have  api^ied  to  earthly  practice  the 
two  divine  tenets,  and  I  bavo  come  at  laat  calm 
through  both.  More  strong,  if  aoore  aad,  I  go 
on,  op  the  bill  of  my  career.  And  at  the  mo- 
ment when  perhaps  my  fbotatep  waa  least 
steady,  a  great  good  haa  be^len  me.  Mists 
that  for  an  instant  bewildered  me,  have  van- 
ished from  the  past.  Knowing  now  what  and 
who  I  am,  i  can  measure  better  the  path  to 
what  I  would  be. 

Among  my  late  trials,  one  thought  that  per- 
hape  excited  me  to  that  convulsive  and  erratic 
elfort  which  has  given  an  episode  of  crude  ce- 
lebrity to  the  sterner  epic,  which  the  life  of  a 
man,  seeking  true  distinction  and  utility,  should 
be — one  thou^  that  most  excited  anid  unset- 
tled, rose  from  the  doubt  which  your  written 
■arrative  respecting  my  birth  naturally  instilled. 
Was  I  at  once  fatherless  and  nameUsfJ  one  of 
thoae  outcasts  from  the  pale  of  Law  whom  I, 
n^aelf  a  lawyer,  was  taught  by  all  artifice  to 
exclude  1  That  doubt  has  vanished.  Long 
and  painful  is  the  history  you  will  hear  from 
my  lips,  or  another*8,  from  whom  the  tale  more 
appropriately  may  come.  As  soon  as  I  have 
completed  a  certain  mission  that  I  have  under- 
taken, I  will  come  to  your  quiet  roof,  and,  as 
in  the  old  days,  when  alter  bewildering  my  con- 
victions by  the  jargon  of  metaphysical  specula- 
tions, I  burst  rudely  into  your  liiUe  study  and 
cried — *'  Lay  aside  your  Greek  poets,  shut  up 
your  Beausobre — Tell  me  whence  idea  comes, 
and  what  life  isV  so,  now  again,  I  will  pour 
out  all  the  late  troubles  of  my  breast,  happy  to 
be  a  child  at  your  knees  once  more. 

You  ask  me  meaningly,  if  I  know  Percival 
.  St.  John,  and  what  I  think  of  him  1  Those 
questions  are  so  interwoven  with  your  theme 
of  Helen,  that  you  betray  at  once  the  secret  of 
your  interest.  Let  your  fears  cease ;  Heler 
has  obtained  one  worthy  of  her.  .  You  know 
how  bard  I  find  it  to  admire  my  cotempora- 
Tiea.  This  Percival,  a  mere  boy,  unlearned  as 
he  is,  I  do  more  than  admire — I  reverence  him. 
Out  of  his  frank  youth  shines,  like  a  visible  be- 
ing, manly  honor.  I  strive— I,  hard,  laborions 
workman — after  some  distant  good.  He  stands 
before  me  like  good  itself.  You  will  know, 
when  we  meet,  what  trust  to  give  to  these 
.  words  from  my  lips.  Yes,  he,  and  he  only,  is 
worthy  that  angel  child.  How  youth  becomes 
them  both  !  What  pity  that  they  should  ever 
.  grow  old !  She,,  with  her  poet«soul — he,  with 
ois  human  heart — ^the  Psyche  and  the  Eros ! 
No ;  ambition,  and  care,  smd  age  are  not  meant 
for  them !    Adieu,       Ever  your  grateful  pupil, 

Ony's.IoB,  October,  1831.      John  Asowobth. 

Letter  from  Gabriil  Varnty  to  ^^-  .— — .* 

Dull  living  in  the  country,  dear ;  sad 

waste  of  the  hours  which  never  return !    I  am 


*  Thlt  letter  ta  ftddKMcd  to  one  of  Veraey*s  funiliar 
■BSselatattOit,  an  Meoetete  in  htt  more  venial  vices,  but 


qvile  of  yomg  Rapid's  philosophy^*  Push  on, 
keep  moving!' — the  better  fit  for  our  steam- 
carriage,  railway,  company  bubble-times !  Life, 
old  fellow,  is  a  shuttlecock,  brisk  and  soaring 
enough  when  in  the  full  excitement  of  a  brace 
of  battledorea,  but  only  a  cork  and  a  few  rag- 
ged feathers  when  it  takes  a  fit  of  repose !  K 
fine  place  this,  of  my  friend  Percival  St.  John's  I 
I  spent  my  boyhood  here ;  and  dull  as  it  is  now, 
I  should  not  dislike  it  for  a  pkdrde-terre,  with 
batf-a-doaen  friends  like  yourself,  half-a-doaea 
Ifsses  like  CtUMU^  aad  wine  and  dice  as  our 
fi9'tiUr.  But  yoQ  never  saw  wealth  so  thrown 
away  aa  on  this  young  gentleman!  Ah!  if 
that  wealth  were  mine  for  »  year,  how  the 
goasipa  should  talk,  and  the  grave  bigots  shrug 
up  their  shoulders !  Do  you  know,  -*<—  ;^I 
have  always  been  gnawed  with  the  longing  to 
be  rich  enimgK  though  only  for  a  year-^-to  let 
my  deairea  kKise  in  the  space  of  one  of  thoae 
coloasal  fortunes,  whieh  humble,  by  contrast, 
the  pakry  eztravaganoes  of  us  poor  Mvrtcfia  to 
the  dust.  Somehow  or  other,  I  am  always  a 
mttfttmarw  in  iancy.  I  run  riot  in  laxnriea, 
when  I  w$  alone  smoking  my  cigar-*4hen  eooses 
a  d— —  dun,  and  all  my  wita  are  set  to  work  to 
pay  for  a  miserable  pahr  of  vaniahed  boots! 
How  een  a  man^a  genioa  grew  up  luatily  in  ancb 
a  cribbed  liule  flowerpot!  Yoo  must  give 
room  to  the  roots  of  a  aicfcly  orange-tree :  but 
fate  never  widena  the  tub  in  which  man's 
genius  is  once  set !  A^opog,  that  cursed  wine 
merchant  is  insdent-^pressing !  call  and  tell 
him  accidently  that  I  am  hand  in  glove  with 
young  St.  John,  just  cdmiog  of  age,  and  with 
cellars  as  vast  as  the  catacombs !  What  the 
devil  are  these  rich  friends  good  for,  if  not  to 
prop  up  one's  credit  1  Don't  you  miss  me  at 
our  reiuUzvous  .'^Who  consoles  little  Julie ! — 
By  the  way,  Sophy  writes  me  a  sermon.  Tell 
her  that  I  am  very  much  flattered  if  I  have 
really  ^broken  her  heart  and  ruined  her  peaee.* 
When  a  man  is  past  forty,  such  reproaches  are 
very  complimentary!  You  set  my  teeth  on 
edge  by  your  stupid  praise  of  M 's  last  ar- 
ticle. I  am  not  jealous-^not  I.  But  when  I 
know  what  is  in  me,  and  hear  boobies  like  you 
prate  of  a  sublime  picture  by  Martin,  or  a  bril- 
liant composition  by  Donizetti,  or  ^t-— -'s 
wonderful  essay  in  ihe  Edinburgh,  my  gorge 
rises:  What  a  hard  lot  is  miae,  — !  At 
Rome,  C— — i  would  stand  for  hours  before 

my  easel.    At  Berlin,  S g  would  seleot  me 

from  all  the  voMn^  to  disease  metapbyaics. 
Rossini  haa  called  me  his  future  sucoeasor. 
And  with  all  these  gifts,  I  stand  barren  and  ob- 
scure in  this  damnable  atmosphere  of  chance 
and  cant.  Oh,  but  they  say,  *  He  wants  appli- 
cation !'  Yea,  heoaase  I  have  a  gentleoian'a 
spirit,  and  most  enjoy  hfe.  Application  !  merit 
of  blockheads !  No.  my  star  |d)all  shine  out 
yet !  Mine  be  the  bold,  the  rapid,  the  startling 
inspirations  of  wit  or  fortune,  no  matter  which ! 
*  The  world's  mine  oyster,  which  I  with  sword 
will  open.'  There's  a  long  letter  for  yon  !  It 
-has  done  me  good,  for  I  was  horribly  hipped 
when  i  sat  down  to  write.  Now  I  have  coa:b| 
ed.  myself  into  thinking  of  the  lost  time  I  shaB 
have  to  regain  when  I  see  y((u  all  once  moreJ 
What  toasts,  andwbat  soogs,  and  what  dark-eyed^ 
glances !    Oh,  yes !  all  this  is  ii€<«tMry  to  roe ; 

aaul     flrvr    all    «Ki«     a   a«ill     «mnll    vniAA     ttrkianAva 
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« Money,    moner,   money,   Gabriel   Varney!* 
B— o  it,  — f  money  we  most  have,  that's  poz ! 

Tout  i  vouSf 
And  a  fig  for  the  commander's  statue  of  stone ! 

D.  Juan. 


CHAPTER  XXiri. 


I  HOSB  or  MRS.  JOPUir. 

Onb  day,  at  the  hour  of  noon,  the  eourt  boast- 
ing the  tall  residence  of  Mr.  Qrabman,  was  start- 
led from  the  qaiet  usually  reigning  there  at  broad 
daylight,' by  the  appearance  of  two  men,  evident- 
ly no  inhabitants  of  the  place.  The  squalid, 
ill-favored  denizens,  lounging  before  the  doors, 
stared  bard ;  and,  at  the  fuller  view  of  one  of 
the  men,  most  of  them  retreated  hastily  within. 
Then,  in  those  houses,  you  might  have  heard 
a  murmur  of  consternation  and  alarm.  The 
ferret  was  in  the  burrow — a  Bow-street  officer 
in  the  court !  The  two  men  paused,  looked 
round,  and,  stopping  before  the  dingy  tower-like 
house,  selected  the  bell  which  appealed  to  the 
inmates  of  the  ground  floor,  to  the  left.  At 
that  summons.  Bill  the  cracksman  imprudently 
presented  a  full  view  of  his  countenance  through 
his  barred  window ;  he  drew  it  back  with  as- 
tonishing celerity;  but  not  in  time  to  escape 
the  eye  of  the  Bow-street  runner. 

**Open  the  door,  Bill — there's  nothing  to 
fear — I  have  no  summons  against  you,  *pon 
honor.  You  know  I  never  deceive.  Why 
should  I  ?    Open  the  door,  I  say !" 

No  answer. 

The  officer  tapped  with  his  cane  at  the  foul 
window. 

**  Bill !  there*s  a  gentleman  who  comes  to 
you  for  information,  and  he  will  pay  for  it  hand- 
aomely." 

Bill  again  appeared  at  the  casement,  and 
peeped  forth,  very  cautiously  through  the  bars. 

"  Bless  my  vitals,  Mr.  R !  and  it  is  you, 

isitt  What  were  you  saying  about  Spaying 
handsomely  V  ^ 

"  l^t  your  evidence  is  wanted^not  against 
a  pal,  man.  It  will  hurt  no  one,  and  put  at 
least  five  guineas  in  your  pocket.'* 

<*  Ten  guineas !"  said  the  Bow-street  officer's 
eompanion. 

"You  he's  a  man  of  *onor, Mr.  R 1"  said 

Bill,  emphatically ;  *'  and  I  scorns  to  doubt  you 
— so  here  goes." 

With  that,  he  unclosed  the  windows,  and  in 
another  minute  or  so  the  door  was  opened,  and 
Bill,  with  a  superb  bow,  asked  his  visitors  into 
his  room. 

In  the  interval,  leisure  had  been  given  to  the 
cracksman  to  remove  all  trace  of  the  wonted 
educational  employment  of  his  hopeful  children. 
The  urchins  ^'ere  seated  on  the  floor,  playing 
at  push-pin ;  and  the  Bow-street  officer  be- 
nignly patted  a  pair  of  curly  heads  as  he  passed 
them,  drew  a  chair  to  the  table,  and,  wiping 
his  forehead,'  sat  down,  quite  at  home.  Bill 
then  deliberately  seated  himself,  and,  unbutton- 
ing his  waistcoat,  permitted  the  butt-ends  of  a 
brace  of  pistols  to  be  seen  by  his  guests.  Mr. 
R.'s  companion  seemed  very  unmoved  by  this 
significant  action.  He  bent  one  inquiring, 
steady  look  on  the  cracksman,  which,  as  Bill 
I, afterward  said,  went  tbroueh  him  « like  a  irim. 


let  through  a  panny,*  and,  taking  oat  a  pme; 
through  the  net-work  of  which  the  sovereigns 
gleaoied  pleasantly,  placed  it  on  the  table,  and 
said: 

**  This  purse  is  yours,  if  you  will  tell  me  what 
has  become  of  a  woman  named  Joplin,  whk 

whom  you  left  the  village  of ,  in  Lanoa- 

shire,  in  the  year  18—." 

"And,"  put  in  Mr.  R ,  "the  genOemaa 

wants  to  know,  with  no  view  of  harming  the 
woman.  It  will  be  to  her  own  advantatge  to 
let  us  know  where  she  is." 

**  Ton  onor,  agio  1"  said  Bin. 

"Ton  honor!" 

*♦  Well,  then,  I  has  a  heart  in  my 
and  if  so  be  I  can  do  a  good  torn  to  the  'o 
wot  I  has  loved — and  kep  company  with, — m^ 
noti" 

"  Why  not,  indeed  1"  said  Mr.  R .    «  Aad 

as  we  want  to  know,  not  only  what  has  beooaa 
of  Mrs.  Joplin,  but  what  she  did  with  the  chiU 

she  carried  oflT  from ,  begin  at  the  begin* 

ning,  and  tell  us  all  yon  know.*' 

Bill  mused. 

••  How  much  is  there  in  the  pus  I"* 

•*  Eighteen  sovereigns." 

"  Make  it  twenty— you  nod— twenty  then*- 
a  bargain !  Now,  I'll  go  on  right  a-head.  Yea 
sees  as  how,  some  months  arter  we— that  jb, 

Peggy  Joplin  and  self,  left ,  I  was  put  la 

quod  in  liSncaster  jail — so  I  lost  sight  of  the 
blowen.  When  T  got  out,  and  came  to  Lumioa 
— it  was  a  matter  of  seven  years,  afore,  all  of 
a  sudding,  I  come  bang  up  agin  her — at  the  cor- 
ner of  Common  Garden.  *  Why,  Bill  !*  sa^ 
she.  *  Why,  Peggy !'  says  I — and  we  bossed 
each  other  like  winky.  '  ShaD  us  come  togeth- 
er agin  V  says  she.  *  Why,  no,'  says  I — *1  has 
a  wife  wots  a  good  un — and  gets  her  bread  by 
setting  up  as  a  widder  with  seven  small  ^i- 
dren !  By-the-by,  Peg,  what's  a  come  of  year 
bratV — for,  as  you  says,  sir.  Peg  had  a  child 
pot  out  to  her  to  nurse.  Lor !  how  she  caliMi 
it !  *  The  brat !'  says  she,  laughing  like  mad^ 
'  Oh,  I  got  rid  o'  that,  when  yoa  were  in  jai. 
Bill.'  « As  how  V  says  I.  '  Why,  there  was  a 
woman  begging  agin  St.  Poll's  charchyard— Si 
I  portended  to  see  a  firind  at  a  distance — *  loU 
the  babby  a  moment,*  says  I,  puffing  and  pant- 
ing— *  while  I  ketches  my  friend  yonder*  So 
she  'olds  the  brat,  and  I  never  sees  it  agia  :— 
and  there's  an  ind  of  the  bother  I'  *  But  wont 
they  ever  ax  for  the  chiM — ^them  as  giv*  it  yoa  V 
*Oh,  no,'  says  Peg,  *tbey  left  it  too  long  fof 
that,  and  all  the  tin  was  a-gone ;  and  one  moaih 
is  bard  enough  to  feed  in  these  days !— lei  bj 
other  folks'  bantlings.'  <  Well,'  says  I, « wbeie 
do  you  hang  out  t  I'll  pop  in,  in  a  friendly  way.' 
So  she  tells  me— som*are  in  Lambeth,  I  forgets 
now — and  many's  the  good  piece  of  work  we 
ha'  done  togither." 

«  And  where  is  she  now  ?*'  asked  Mr.  R 's 

companion. 

"  I  doesn't  know  hexactly,  but'I  can  com'  at 
her :  you  see,  when  my  poor  wife  died,  foor 
year  com*  Chris'mas,  and  left  me  with  as  fiae 
a  famuly,  tho'  I  says  it,  as  hold  King  Georgy 
himself  walked  afore,  with  his  gold-'eaded  cane, 
on  the  terrisat  Vindsor,aIl  hetghtsand  allb-agesb 
to  the  babby  in  arms  (for  the  littel  on  then 
warn't  above  a  year  old,  and  had  been  a-hroagbt 
on  iiDon  anoon-meatV  with  a  dash  o'  " 
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to  make  him  sVra  and  ginteel ;  a«  for  the  big- 
^r  uns  wflit  yoa  don't  bob,  thej  be  doin'  well 
in  forinT)artti,  Mr.  R— .' 
Mr.  R~*~  smiled,  significantly. 
AndiBiH  resomed.  *< Where  was  It  Ob, 
when  my  wife  died,  I  wanted  sum  nn  to  take 
care  of  the  childern,  so  I  takes  Peg  into  the 
'ous.  But  lor!  how  she  larrupped  'em — she 
has  a  croel  heart — basn*t  she,  Bobi    Bob  is  a 

•ote  child,  Mr.  R .    Just  as  I  was  a-think- 

ing  of  taming  her  ont  neck  an'  crop,  a  gemman 
what  lodges  aloft,  what  tie  a  laryer,  and  what 

harl  just  saved  my  nick,  Mr.  R ,  by  proving 

a  h-aMbI,  said, « That's  a  tidy  body,  your  Peg  !' 
{(br  you  see  he  was  oAen  a-wisiting  here,  an' 
h-indeed,  sin'  thin,  he  has  taken  our  third  floor. 
No.  9).  *  Tve  bin  a  speakin'  to  her,  and  I  find 
•he  has  been  a  nnss  to  the  sick.  I  has  a  frind 
iroVs  a  h-anole  that's  iH ;  can  yon  spare  her. 
Bill,  to  attind  himt'  That  I  can,  says  T,  any 
thing  to  obleege.  So  Peg  packs  off  liag  and 
l>aggidge." 

**And  what  vras  the  sick  gentleonan's  name  1" 
Isked  Mr.  R— — 's  compattion. 

"  It  was  one  Mr.  "Warney,  a  painter,  wot  lived 
it  G]ap*am.  Since  thin  I've  lost  sight  of  Peg ; 
■"or  we' bad  'igh  words  about  the  childern— and 
ibe's  a  spiteful  'oman.  But  you  can  larn  where 
ihe  be  at  Mr.  Warney's — if  so  be  he's  still 
tbove  grocmd." 

'*  And  did  this  woman  stHl  go  by  the  name 
►fJopliol" 

BUI  grinned.  "  She  warn't  such  a  spooney 
18  that — that  name  was  in  your  black  books  too 
Duch,  Mr.  R— ,  for  a  'spectable  nnss  for  sick 
todies ;  no,  she  was  then  called  Martha  Skeggs, 
vhat  was  her  own  mother's  name  afore  mar- 
idge.    Any  thing  more,  gemmen  1" 

*'  I  am  satisfied.**  said  the  younger  visitor, 

ising ;  *<  there  is  the  purse,  and  Mr.  R will 

ring  yoa  ten  sovereigns  in  addition.  Good-day 
o  you." 

Bill,  with  superabnndant  bows  and  flourishes, 
bowed  his  visitors  out,  and  then,  in  high  glee, 
le  began  to  romp  with  his  children ;  and  the 
rhde  family  circle  was  in  a  state  of  nproarioaa 
ajoyment,  when  his  door  flew  open,  and  in  en- 
ered  Grabman,  his  brief-bag  in  hand,  dust-soil- 
d,  and  unshaven. 

"A-ha,  neighbor!  your  servant— your  ser- 
ant— just  oome  back  I  always  so  merry — for 
be  life  of  me,  I  couldn't  help  looking  in !  Dear 
le.  Bill !  why  yoa  are  in  lade !"  and  Mr.  Orab- 
lan  pointed  to  a  pile  of  sovereigns  which  Bill 
ad  emptied  from  the  purse  to  count  over,  and 
r«igh  on  the  tip  of  his  forefinger. 

'*  Yes,"  said  Bill,  sweeping  the  gold  into  his 
ordaroy  pocket;  *<and  who  do  yon  think 
ronght  me  these  shiners  t  Why,  who  but 
W  Peggy,  the  'oman  wot  you  put  out  at 
Hap'am." 

••  Well,  never  mind  Peggy,  now,  Bill ;  I  want 
>  ask  you  what  you  have  done  with  Margaret 
oplin — ^whom,  sly  seducer  that  you  are,  you 
arried  oflTfrom — " 

"  Why,  man,  Peggy  be  Joplin,  and  Joplio  be 
"eggy  !  and  it's  for  that  piece  of  noos,  that  I 
ot  all  them  pretty  new  picters  of  his  miu^tTi 
iill,  my  namesake.  God  bliss  'im  !" 

"  D — n,"  exclaimed  Grabman,  aghast ;  "  the 
oung  chap's  spoiling  my  game  again !"    And 


honse,  in  the  hope  to  arrive,  at  least,  at  Otep- 
ham  before  his  competitors. 


CHAPTER  xxnr. 

TUB   SHADBS    ON  THB    DI4L. 

Thb  following  morning  was,  indeed,  eventful 
to  the  family  at  Laughton ;  ^and,  as  if  conscious 
of  what  it  brought  forth,  it  rose  dreary  and 
sunless ;  one  heavy  mist  covered  all  the  land- 
scape, and  a  raw  drtszling  rain  fell  pattering 
through  the  yellow  leaves. 

•  Madame  Mibard,  pleading  her  infirmities, 
rarely  left  her  room  before  noon,  and  Varney 
professed  himself  very  irregular  in  his  hours  of 
rising ;  4be  breakfast,  therefore,  afforded  no 
social  assembly  to  the  family,  but  each  took  that 
oieal  in  the  solitude  of  his  or  her  own  chamber. 
Percival,  in  whom  all  habits  partook  of  the 
healthfulness  and  simplicity  of  his  character, 
rose  habitaally  eariy ;  and  that  day,  in  spite  of 
the  weather,  walked  forth  betimes  to  meet  the 
person  charged  with  the  letters  from  the  post. 
He  had  done  so  for  the  last  three  or  four  days* 
impatient  to  hear  from  his  mother,  and  calcu- 
lating that  it  was  full  tune  to  receive  the  ex- 
pected answer  to  his  confession  and  his  prayer. 
He  met  ths  messenger  at  the  bottom  of  the 
park,  not  far  from  Guy's  Oak.  This  day  he 
was  not  disappointed.  The  letter-bag  contain- 
ed three  letters  for  himself,  two  with  the  foreigi| 
post^mark-^he  third  in  Ardworth's  hand.  It 
contained  also  a  letter  for  Madame  Dalibard, 
and  two  for  Varney. 

T^eaving  the  messenger  to  take  these  last  to 
the  hall,  Percival,  with  his  ewn  prizes,  plunged 
into  the  hollow  of  the  glen  before  him,  and, 
seating  himself  at  the  foot  of  Guy's  Oak,  through 
the  vast  branches  of  which  the  rain  scarcely 
came,  and  only  in  single,  mournful  drops,  he 
opened  first  the  letter  in  his  mother's  hand, 
and  read  as  follows  : — 

'*  My  dear,  dear  son, — How  can  I  express  to 
you  the  alarm  your  letter  has  given  tome!  So 
these  then,  are  the  new  relations  you  have  dis- 
covered !    I  fondly  imagined  that  yoa  were  al- 
luding to  some  of  my  own  family,  and  conjec- 
turing who  among  my  many  cousins  could  have 
so  captivated  your  attention.    These  the  new 
relations  I  Lucretia  Dallbard—Helen  Mainwar- 
ing ;  Percival,  do  you  not  know—    No,  you 
can  not  know— that  Helen  Main  waring  is  the 
daughter  of  a  disgraced  man — of  one  who  (mora 
than  suspected  of  fraud  in  the  bank  in  which 
he  was  a  partner)  left  his  country,  condemned 
even  by  his  own  father.    If  you  doubt  this,  yoa 
have  but  to  inquire  at  •  *  *  ♦,  not  ten  miles 
from  I^augliton,  where  the  elder  Mainwaring 
resided.    Ask  there,  what  became  of  William 
Mainwaring !    And  Lucretia,  you  do  not  know 
that  the  dying  prayer  of  her  uncle.  Sir  Miles 
St.  John,  was  that  she  might  never  enter  the  d 
faouso  he  bequeathed  to  your  father.    Not  tilLj 
after  my  poor  Charies's  death  did  I  know  theJ 
exact  cause  of  Sir  Miles's  displeasure,  thougfal 
confident  it  was  just ;  but  then  among  his  pa-1 
pars  I  found  the  ungrateful  letter  which  betray-J 
ed  thoughts  so  dark,  and  passions  so  un-1 
womanly,  that  I  blushed  for  my  sex  to  read  it.  J 
Could  it  be  possible  that  that  poor  old  man's  a 
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the  orphan  of  my  t>#or  cousin  Susan,  my  old 
friend  Mainwaring.  Aifred  Braddell  himself,  if 
it  be  permitied  to  him  to  look  down  and  read 
my  motives,  will  pardon  me,  I  venture  to  feel 
assured,  this  departure  from  his  injunctions. 
"Whatever  the  faults  which  displeased  him.  they 
Jiave  been  amply  chastised ;  and  your  son,  grown 
to  man,  can  no  longer  be  endangered  by  exam- 
ple, in  tending  the  couch  or  soothing  the  repent- 
ance, of  his  mother. 

"  These  words  are  severe ;  but  you  will  par- 
don them  in  him  who  gives  you  hack  your  child. 
I  shall  venture  to  wail  on  you  in  person,  with 
'such  proofs  as  may  satisfy  you  as  to  the  iden- 
tity of  your  son.  I  count  on  arriving  at  Laugh- 
ton  to-morrow.  Meanwhile,  I  simply  sign  my- 
self by  a  name  in  which  you  will  recognize  the 
kinsman  to  one  branch  of  your  family,  and  the 
friend  of  your  dead  husband, 

«*  J.  Walter  Abowosth. 

•«Cniveii  fi0tel,  October,  1831." 

"  Well !  and  you  are  not  rejoiced  !**  said  Lu- 
cretia,  gazing  surprised  on  Yarney^s  sullen  and 
nnsyropathizing  face. 

,  "  No  I  because  time  presses — because,  even 
ivhile  discovering  your  son  you  may  fail  in  se- 
curing his  heritage — because,  in  the  midst  of 
jrour  triumph,  I  see  Newgate  opening  to  my- 
self! Look  you  !  I,  too,  have  had  my  news — 
less  pleasing  than  yours.  This  Stubmore  (curse 
*bim !)  writes  me  word  that  he  shall  certainly 
be  in  town  next  month  at  farthest,  and  that  he 
meditates,  immeolately  on  his  arrival,  transfer- 
ring the  legacy  from  the  Bank  of  England  to  an 
excellent  mortgage  of  which  he  has  beard. 
Were  it  not  for  this  scheme  of  ours,  nothing 
would  be  leA  for  me  but  flight  and  exile  !** 

"  A  month ! — ^that  is  a  long  time.  Do  you 
think,  now  that  my  son  is  found,  and  that  son 
one  like  John  Ardworth  (for  there  can  be  no 
doubt  that  my  surmise  was  right),  with  genius 
to  make  station  the  pedestal  to  the  power  I 
dreamed  of  in  my  youth,  but  which  my  sex  for- 
bade me  to  attain— do  you  think  I  will  keep 
bim  a  month  from  his  inheritance  1  Before  the 
month  is  out  you  shall  replace  what  yon  have 
taken,  and  bay  your  trustee's  silence,  if  needs 
be,  either  from  the  sums  you  have  insured  or 
from  the  rents  of  Laughton.'' 

*<  Lucretia !"  said  Varney,  whose  firesh  color 
bad  grown  livid,  <*  what  is  to  be  done  must  be 
done  at  once !  Percival  St.  John  has  beard 
from  his  mother.  Attend !"  And  Vamey  rap- 
idly related  the  questions  St.  John  had  pat  to 
.bim,  the  dreaded  arrival  of  Captain  OreviUe, 
the  danger  of  so  keen  an  observer — ^the  neces- 
sity, at  all  events,  of  abridging  their  visit — ^the 
.urgency  of  hastening  the  catastrophe  to  its 
dose. 

Lucretia  listened  in  ominous  and  steadfast 
silence. 

"  But,"  she  said,  at  last,  "  you  have  persuad- 
ed St.  John  to  give  this  man  the  meeting  in 
London — to  put  off  his  visit  for  the  time !  St. 
John  will  return  to  us  to-morrow.  Well !  and 
if  he  finds  his  Helen  is  no  more — grief  some- 
times kills  the  mourner  suddenly !" 

"  Yet,  yet,  this  rapidity,  if  necessary,  is  peril- 
ous. Nothing  in  Helen's  state  forebodes  tudden 
death  by  natural  means.  The  strangeness  of 
two  deaths — both  so  young — Greville  in  Eng- 


land, if  not  here — hastening  down  to  examiMt 
to  inquire,  with  su^h  prepossessions  aigaisst 
you :  there  must  be  an  inquest !" 

*'  Well,  and  what  can  be  discovered  t  It  wm 
I  who  shrunk  before — it  is  I  who  ur^e  now  dis- 
patch. I  feel  as  in  my  proper  home  in  these 
halls.  I  would  not  leave  them  again  bat  to  nqr 
grave !  I  stand  on  the  hearth  of  my  youth.  I 
fight  for  my  rights,  and  my  son's.  Perish  those 
who  oppose  me  !'* 

A  fell  energy  and  power  were  iif  the  aspect 
of  the  murderess  as  she  thus  spoke ;  and  while 
her  determination  awed  the  inferior  villainy  of 
Vamey,  it  served  somewhat  to  mitigate  his 
fears. 

As  in  more  detail  they  began  to  arrange  their 
execrable  plans,  Percival,  while  the  horses 
were  being  harnessed  to  take  him  to  the  near- 
est post-town,  sought  Helen,  and  found  her  is 
the  little  chamber  which  he  bad  described  and 
appropriated  as  her  own,  when  his  fond  Uasj 
had  sketched  the  fair  outline  ofthe  fotore. 

This  room  had  been  originally  fitted  op  for 
the  private  devotions  of  the  Roman  Catbidis 
wife  of  an  ancestor,  in  the  reign  of  (Carles  H; 
and  in  a  recess,  half-veiled  by  a  curtain,  there 
still  stood  that  holy  symbol,  which,  whether 
Protestant  or  Roman  Catholic,  no  one  sincerely 
penetrated  with  the  solemn  pathos  of  sacred 
history  can  behold  unmoved— the  Cross  of  thm 
Divine  agony.  Before  this  bolr  symbol,  Heles 
stood  in  earnest  reverence.  She  did  not  kneel 
(for  the  forms  of  the  religion  in  which  she  bad 
been  reared  were  opposed  to  that  posture  of 
worship  before  the  graven  image),  but  yoe 
could  see  in  that  countenance,  eloquent  at  once 
with  the  enthusiasm  and  the  meekness  of  pie^, 
that  the  soul  was  filled  with  the  memories  woA 
the  hopes,  which,  age  after  age,  have  oooscded 
the  sufferer,  and  inspired  the  martyr.  Tlis 
soul  knelt  to  the  idea,  if  the  knee  bowed  not  ts 
the  image,  embracing  the  tender  grandeor  of 
the  sacrifice,  and  the  vast  inheritance  opened 
to  faith  in  the  Redemption. 

The  young  man  held  his  breath  vrhOe  he 
gaaed.  He  was  moved,  and  he -was -aval 
Slowly  Helen  turned  toward  him,  and,  smiii^g 
sweetly,  held  out  to  him  her  hand.  They  aestad 
themselves  in  silence  in  the  depth  of  the  over* 
hanging  casement,  and  the  moamfnl  cbarscter 
of  the  scene  without,  where,  dimly  thioqgb  the 
misty  rains,  gloomed  the  dark  foliage  of  the 
cedars,  made  them  insensibly  draw  doaer  to 
each  other.  In  that  instinct  of  love  when  the 
world  frowns  around  it.  Percival  wanted  the 
courage  to  say  that  he  had  come  to  take  fine- 
well,  though  but  for  a  day,  and  Helen  spoke 
first. ' 

"  I  can  not  guess  why  it  is,  Percival,  hot  I 
am  startled  at  the  change  I  feel  in  myself— m^ 
not  in  health,  dear  Percival,  I  mean  in  mind— 
during  the  last  few  months ;  since,  indeed,  we 
have  known  each  other.  I  remember  so  well 
the  morning  in  which  my  aunt*s  letter  arrived 
at  the  dear  vicarage.  We  were  returning  from 
the  village  fair,  and  my  good  gnardian  was 
smiling  at  my  notions  of  the  world.  I  was  then 
so  giddy,  and  light,  and  thoughtless — eveiy 
thing  presented  itself  to  me  in  such  gay  cok»% 
I  scarcely  believed  in  sorrow — I  forgot  that  to 
all  life  there  is  a  grave.  And  now  I  feel  ts  if 
I  were  awakened  to  a  truer  sense  i 
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le  ends  of  our  being  here ;  I  seem  to  know 
lat  life  is  a  grave  end  solemn  thing.  Tet  I 
en  not  less  happy,  PerciTsl.  No,  I  think, 
ither,  that  I  knew  not  trne  happiness  till  I 
[lew  yoa.  I  have  read  somewhere  that  the 
ave  is  gay  in  his  holyday  from  toil ;  if  yon  free 
im,  if  you  educate  hhn,  the  gayety  vanishes, 
id  he  cares  no  more  for  the  dance  under  the 
ilm-tree.  But  is  he  less  happy  1  So  it  is 
itti  me !" 

**  My  sweet  Helen,  I  would  rather  hare  one 
ly  smile  of  old — the  arch,  careless  laogh  which 
ime  so  naturally  from  those  rosy  hps,  than 
Bar  you  talk  of  happiness  with  that  quiver  in 
Mir  voice — ^those  tears  in  yonr  eyes." 

^*  Yet  gayety,**  said  Helen,  thoughtfully,  and 
I  the  strain  of  her  pure,  truthful  poetry  of 
»ul,  **  is  only  the  light  impression  of  the  pres- 
it  moment — the  play  of  the  mere  spirits  '^  and 
ippiness  seems  a  forethought  of  the  future, 
Mreading  on,  far  and  broad,  over  all  time  and 
wee." 

**Aiid  you  live,  then,  in  the  future,  at  last — 
[>a  have  no  misgivings  now,  my  Helen.  •  Well, 
lat  comforts  me !  Say  it,  Helen ;  say  the 
itnre  will  be  ours  !'* 

••  It  will— it  will— forever  and  forever,"  said 
[elen,  earnestly,  and  her  eyes  involuntarily 
»med  on  the  cross. 

In  bis  younger  spirit  and  less  imaginative 
iture,  Perctval  did  not  comprehend  the  depth 
r  sadness  implied  in  Helen's  answer ;  taking 

literally,  he  felt  as  if  a  load  were  lifted  from 
is  heart,  and  kissing  with  rapture  the  hand  he 
Bid,  he  exclaimed,  **  Yes,  this  ^hall  soon— oh, 
>on  be  mine !  I  fear  nothing  while  you  hope. 
'ou  cannot  guess  bow  those  words  have  cheer- 
d  roe,  for  I  am  leaving  you,  though  but  for  a 
^w  hours,  and  I  shall  repeat  those  words — 
ley  will  ring  in  my  ear,  in  my  heart,  till  we 
leet  again." 

"  Leaving  me  !'*  said  Helen,  turning  pale,  and 
er  clasp  on  his  hand  tightened.  Poor  child, 
lie  felt,  mysteriously,  a  sentiment  of  protec- 
on  in  his  presence. 

'*  But  at  most  for  a  day.  My  old  tutor,  of 
rbom  we  have  so  often  convened,  is  on  his 
ray  to  England— perhaps,  even  now  in  London, 
[e  has  some  wrong  impressions  against  your 
unt—his  manner  is  blunt  and  rough.  It  is 
eoessary  that  I  should  see  him  before  he  comes 
ilhei^-you  know  how  susceptible  is  your  aunt*8 
ride— just  to  prepare  him  for  nriteting  her — 
'ou  understand  V 

**What  impressions  against  my  aunti  Does 
e  even  know  her?"  asked  Helen ;  and  if  such 

affoiixneai  as  suspicion  could  cross  that  can- 
id  innocence  of  mind — ^tbat  sentiment  toward 
)iis  stern  relation  whose  arms  had  never  em- 
raced  her — whose  lips  had  never  spoken  of 
tie  past^-whose  history  was  as  a  sealed  vol- 
me,  disturbed  and  disquieted  her. 

<*  It  is  because  he  has  never  known  her  that 
e  does  her  wrong.  Some  old  story  of  her  in- 
iseretion  as  a  girl— of  her  uncle's  displeasure 
-whatroattera  nowl"  said  Percival,  shrinking 
ensitively  from  one  disclosure  that  might 
round  Helen  in  her  kinswoman.  "Mcan- 
rhile,  dearrst,  you  will  be  prudent — ^yoo  will 
voi«l  this  damp  air,  and  keep  quietly  at  home, 
nA  nmnuR  vnnroAlf.  AWeet  fancier  of  the  futurp. 


When  they  and  their  unworthy  master  are  your 
own.  God  Mess  you !  God  guard  you,  Helen !" 

He  rose,  and  with  that  loyal  chivalry  of  love 
which  felt  respect  the  more  for  the  careless 
guardianship  to  which  his  Helen  was  intrust- 
ed, he  refrained  from  that  parting  kiss  which 
their  pure  courtship  w^arranted — t'oi  which  his 
lip  yearned.  But  as  he  lingered,  an  irresist- 
ible impulse  moved  Helenas  heart.  Mechanical- 
ly she  opened  her  arms,  and  her  head  sunk  upon 
his  shoulder.  In  that  embrace,  they  remained 
some  moments,  silent,  and  an  angel  might  un- 
reprovingly  have  heard  their  hearts  beat  through 
the  stillness. 

At  length,  Percival  tore  himself  from  those 
arms  which  relaxed  their^mploring  hold  re- 
luctantly—as the  drowning  wretch  from  the 
one-  plank  on  the  merciless  sea :  she  heard  his 
hurried  step  descend  the  stairs,  and,  in  a  mo- 
ment more,  the  roll  of  the  wheels  in  the  oouct 
without :  a  dizzy  sense  as  of  some  utter  deser- 
tion, some  everlasting  bereavement,  chilled  and 
appalled  her.  She  stood  motionless,  as  if  turned 
to  stone,  oji  the  floor ;  suddenly  the  touch  of 
something  warm  on  her  hand — a  plaining  whtne, 
awoke  her  attention ;  Percivars  favorite  dog 
missed  his  master,  and  had  slunk  for  refuge  to 
her.  The  dread  sentiment  of  loneliness  vanish- 
ed ip  that  humble  companionship ;  and,  seating 
herself  on  the  ground,  she  took  the  dog  in  her 
arms,  and  bending  over  it,  wept  in  silence. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

MUKDEE,   TOWARD   BIS    DBBICrr,   HOVSS   LIKK 
A   GHOST. 

The  reader  will,  doubtless,  have  observed 
the  consummate  art  with  which  the  poisoner 
had  hitherto  advanced  upon  her  prey.  The 
design  conceived  from  afar,  and  executed  with 
elaborate  stealth,  defied  every  chance  of  detec- 
tion, against  which  the  ingenuity  of  practiced 
villany  could  guard.  Grant  even  that  the  dead- 
ly drugs  should  betray  the  nature  of  the  death 
they  inflicted,  that  by  some  unconjectured  se- 
cret in  the  science  of  chemistry,  the  presence 
of  those  vegetable  compounds,  which  had  hith- 
erto baflied  every  known  and  positive  test,  ia 
the  posthumous  examination  of  the  most  expe- 
rienced surgeons,  should  be  clearly  ascertained, 
not  one  sQspicion  seemed  likely  to  fall  upoa 
the  ministraut  of  death.  The  medicines  were 
never  bronght  to  Madame  Dalibard,  were  never 
given  by  her  hand ;  nothing  ever  tasted  by  the 
victim  could  be  tracked  to  her  aunt.  The 
helpless  condition  of  the  cripple,  which  Lucre- 
tia  had  assumed,  forbade  all  motion  even  of  her 
power  of  movement.  Only  in  the  dead  of  night, 
when,  as  she  believed,  every  human  eye  that 
could  watch  her  was  sealed  in  sleep,  and  then 
in  those  dark  habiliments,  which  seemed  but  a 
part  of  darkness,  which  a  chance  ray  of  light 
struggling  through  chink  or  shutter  could  scarce- 
ly distinguish  from  the  general  gloom,  did  she 
steal  to  the  chamber,  and  infuse  the  colorless 
and  tasteless  liquid^  in  the  morning  draught, 
meant  to  bring  strength  and  healing.  Grant 
that  the  draught  was  untouched — that  it  was 
examined  by  the  surgeon — that  the  fell  adoyx- 
ture  could  be  detected— suspicion  would  wan- 
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^r  anywhere  rather  than  to  that  crippled  and 
bel{de8s  kinswomaa,  who  could  not  ri^e  from 

,  her  bed  without  aid. 

And,  hitherto,  so  gradually  had  the  poiaon 
been  administered— -so  well  had  it  feigned  the 
fluctuating  progress  of  some  natural  malady, 
that  suspicion  could  scarcely  enter  into  the 
mind  of  the  most  suspicious  professional  at- 
tendant; all  moral  evidence  would  have  re- 
pelled it.  She,  Helen  Mainvvaring,  surrounded 
only  by  kindred  and  love,  she  marked  out  for 
revenge,  seemingly  without  cause,  the  victim 
of  schemes  traceable  to  no  object,  who  could 
Jharbor  so  monstrous  an  idea  1 

But  now  this  patience  was  to  be  abandoned, 
the  folds  of  the  serpent  were  to  coil  in  one 
fell  clasp  npon  its  prey.  It  became  difficult,  as 
Vamey  had  observed,  to  give  to  a  sudden  death, 
for  which  no  previous  symptoms  had  prepared 
the  way,  the  likeness  of  natural  disease.  Yet 
that  difficulty  had  been  foreseen ;  in  the  chances 
of  this  desperate  game  the  probable  expediency 
of  some  stroke  more  prompt  and  abrupt  than  at 
first  contemplated,  had  not  been  overlooked  by 
calculators  so  cold-blooded  and  resolved.  Of 
our  mortal  diseases  that  which  assails  us, 
young  and  old,  with  the  least  forewarning,  is 
the  terrible  agina  pectoris.  Its  causes  are  often 
nnseen,  its  approach  uodivined  by  the  leach  who 

.  attends  us  daily.  The  simulation,  or  artificai 
production,  of  this  disease,  was  among  those 
we  have  cited  as  the  masterpieces  of  Dalibard*s 
devilish  art.  And  the  ingredients  from  which 
to  obtain  it  were  now  prepared.  Even  in  case 
of  8ui;gica]  examination,  the  fatal  seizure  would 
seem  accounted  for,  by  the  appearance  of  the 
hearths  muscular  substance,  which  the  previous 
poisons  had  enected,  paling  its  hues  and  soft- 
ening its  fibers.  And  though  that  mortal  mal- 
ady isi[xiore  common  in  middle  age  than  youth 
— more  common  still  in  men  than  in  females — 
still,  instances  enow  of  its  occurrence  in  per- 
sons of  nervous  temperament,  and  afiopted 
easily  by  mental  emotions  (no  matter  what 
the  age  or  sex),  could  be  found  in  medical  ex- 
perience, to  authorize  the  verdict  of  *'Natufal 
Death." 

Fiend  as  Lucrctiahad  become,  and  hardened 
as  were  all  her  resolves  by  the  discovery  of  her 
son,  and  her  impatience  to  endow  him  with  her 
forfeited  inheritance,  she  yet  shrank  from  the 
face  of  Helen  that  day ;  on  the  excuse  of  ill- 
ness, she  kept  her  room,  and  admitted  only 
Varney,  who  stole  in  from  time  to  time,  with 
creeping  step  and  haggard  countenance,  to  sus- 
tain her  courage  or  his  own.  And  every  time 
he  entered,  he  found  Lucrctia  sitting  with  Wal- 
ter Ardworth*s  open  letter  in  her  hand,  and 
turning  with  a  preternatural  excitement,  that 
seemed  almost  like  aberration  of  mind,  from 
the  grim  and  horrid  topic  which  he  invited,  to 
thoughts  of  wealth,  and  power,  and  triumph, 
and  exulting  prophecies  of  the  fame  her  son 
should  achieve ; — he  looked  butyon  the  black- 
ness of  the  gulf,  and  shuddered ;  her  vision 
overleaped  it,  and  smiled  on  the  misty  palaces 
lier  fancy  built  beyond. 

Not  displeased  to  be  so  left  alone,  that  day, 
to  her  own  thoughts,  Helen  passed  the  hours 
till  night.  And  what  were  those  thoughul 
.Perhaps,  as  in  some  natural  diseases,  the  im- 


aoqnires.  a  more  locid  deameM,  00  Urn  < 
tion  of  the  deadly  drags  might  have  had  nm  c^ 
feet  upon  the  loftier  organs  of  the  braia;  biK, 
in  the  complete  solitude  io  which  the  , 
part  of  that  day  was  passed,  Heleo'a  ; 
took  a  snblimer  character  than  had  ever  I 
imparted  to  them  before.  Even  her  I 
for  Peroival  arose  far  and  far  above  the  i 
ment,  pore  and  noble  as  it  had  ever  been,  wilh 
which  his  image  had  heretofore  beea 
ed ;  it  became  unspeakably  solemB ;  it  < 
wholly  and  abruptly,  to  mingle  with  the  \ 
poets  of  earth.  In  a  kind  of  ocata^,  or  ^ ' 
she  seemed  to  see  his  Future  ainead  I 
her,  in  its  various  revolutiona  of  thought  aal 
action;  saw  him  in  hia  active  maiihoodl-4a  his 
declining  age ;  stooped  over  his  bed  of  dea^ 
and  heard  the  knell  tolling  ior  hia  grave.  Yet 
even  in  these  darker  visions,  there  aeencd  aa 
sorrow.  She  saw  herself,  aa  it  were,  Mng 
with  him»  yet  detached  Irom  life ;  not  at  oae 
dead,  but  one  whom  no  death  could  i 
hovering  over  him,  whispering,  aoothiac;  f 
bling,  elevating,  as  waiting  for 
union.  Then,  at  momenta,  that  gi 
her,  which  had  never  found  aadjble  Taioe  er 
fitting  sphere,  aeemed  to  commnne  with  her  m 
a  separate  being  from  herself.  It  became  a  di^ 
tinct  and  living  thing ;  it  penetrated  ber  amd 
with  a  language,  not  of  words,  bat  of  windlese 
melodies.  And  on  that  music,  as  on  what  the 
Germans  so  beautifully  call  the  "  toae-Mder,** 
or  scale  of  sound,  she  seemed  bone  aloft,  Sfaqp 
after  step,  till,  like  some  mighty  landscaiie  fieai 
a  hill-top.  Creation  lay  stretched  below,  and  aha 
recognized  the  sphere  which  that  genius  hid 
not  found  before.  It  was,  indeed,  as  if  ssaia 
sort  of  spiritual  magnetism  was  in  the  atoMr 
phere,  calling  up  that  hidden  life  within  life,  an- 
imating that  world  of  coherent  sleep,  which  thi 
disciples  of  Mesmer  bid  us  mark  in  soioe  giilai 
somnambule.  A  wondrous  poetry  floated  ever 
the  universe,  round,  below,  and  aloft ;  and  ef 
this  poetry  she  felt  as  if  she  were  not  a  veioe, 
but  a  part.  It  was,  that  day,  as  if  those  siaga- 
lar  powers,  that,  in  her  immaturity  of  yoalh«Dd 
experience,  bad  but  fluttered  yaguuely,  weie  cad- 
den  ly  released ;  as  if,  for  one  day,  she  aught 
know  and  feel,  upon  earth,  what  those  pewera, 
iHe  inheritors  of  heaven, .  symbolize  and  fore- 
tell ; — their  combination  of  intelligeoee  and  af- 
fection, tender  with  the  love  of  the  oheral^ 
mighty  with  ^he  knowledge  of  the  seraph-;-*^ 
serene,  yet^o  exquisite  in  their  ineffable  eajoy- 
ment — so  iuU  of  hope,  that  all  sorrow  is  defied 
— so  strong  in  the  sense  of  vitality,  that  ihe 
falsehood  of  that  non-existent  thing  called  dttiA, 
became  clear,  as  by  a  revelation  ! 

Gradually,  as  night  settled  oTer  the  worii 
this  trance,  if  so  it  may  he  called,  ceased  an* 
was  succeeded  first  by  a  sense  of  exhanstioB-* 
next  by  an  indescribable  melanchoiy.  Aa  she 
turned  from  the  chanober  in  which  Percival  had 
left  her  (and  in  which  she  had  passed  the  chief 
part  of  the  day),  to  retire  to  rest,  she  stopfpel 
involuntarily ;  scarcely  knowing  what  she  did^ 
she  drew  aside  the  curtain  from  the  caaemeo^ 
and  looked  long  and  fondly  on  the  scene  belov. 
The  rain  had  ceased^^hecloods  vanished  firon 
the  sky.  The  ^den,  the  groves  beyood».w«a 
seen  inle  and  dm^y  distinct  in  the  ^aBfwftiti^ 
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pfaerd  she  "hnA  so  often  'sat  with  her  young 
rver,*-sadl7,  but  she  knoiW  not  why.  Then; 
inringf  within,  her  gaze  dwelt  lingeringly  on 
le  little  room,  noting,  as  if  to  remember  it  for- 
mer, each  ftmiliar  household  thing.  Slowly, 
I  length,  she  moved  away,  and  lingering  stiU 
»  she  went,  seemed  to  treasure  in  her  memory 
very  spot  which  her  footstep  passed.  80, 
leog  the  corridor  she  gtided-^atid,  ^musing  at 
n  aaDt*s  door,  knocked  gently :  a  Toice,  quick 
(id  startled,  bade  her  enter :  she  came  hi,  wfth 
er  sweet,  caressing  look,  and  took  Luoretia*B 
ind,  which  straggled  from  the  dasp.  Bending 
rer  that  haggard  brow,  she  said,  simply,  yet 
>  Locretia's  ear  the  voice  seemed  that  of  eom- 
land :  **  Let  me  kiss  you,  this  night  !*'  and  her 
ps  pressed  that  brow.  The  murderess  shod- 
ered,  and  closed  her  eyes ;  when  she  opened 
lem,  the  angel  visitor  was  gone. 
Night  deepened  and  deepened  into  those 
bars  from  the  first  of  which  we  number  the 
lom,  thoogh  night  still  is  at  her  full.  Moon- 
tarn  and  star-beam  eame  throdgh  the  case- 
lent,  sbsiy  and  fairy-like,  as  on  that  night, 
lien  the  mmileress  was  young  and  crimeless 
-in  deed,  if  not  in  thoaght — that  night,  when 
I  the  book  of  I..eeehcraA,  she  meted  out  the 
ours,  in  which  a  human  lifh  might  stiir  inter- 
ose  between  her  passion  and  its  end.  Along 
le  stairs,  through  the  hail,  marched  the  armies 
r  light — noiseless,  and  still  and  dear,  as  the 
idgments  of  God,  amid  the  darkness  and  sha- 
ow  of  mortal  destinies.  In  one  chamber  alone, 
le  folds,  cortained  close,  forbade  all  but  a  sin- 
le  ray — ^that  ray  eame  direct,  as  the  stream 
"om  a  lantern,  as  the  beam  reflected  back  from 
D  eye — as  an  eye  it  seemed  watchful,  and 
teadfast,  through  the  dark — ^it  shot  along  the 
oor ;  it  fell  at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 
Suddenly,  in  the  exceeding  hush,  there  was 
strange  and  ghastly  sound — ^it  was  the  howl 
r  a  dog !  Helen  started  from  her  sleep.  Per- 
ival's  dog  had  followed  her  into  her  room ;  it 
ad  coiled  itself,  grateful  for  the  kindoess,  at 
16  foot  of  the  tftid.  Now,  it  was  on  the  pillow ; 
ie  felt  its  heart  beat  against  her  hand  ;  it  was 
-embling ;  its  hairs  bristled  up,  and  the  howl 
hanged  into  a  shrill  bark  of  torror  and  wrath. 
Janned,  she  looked  round ;  quickly  between 
nr  and  that  ray  flrom  the  crevice,  a  shapeless 
arknesa  passed,  and  was  gone!  80  undls- 
ngnishable,  so  without  outline,  that  it  had  no 
keness  of  any  living  form — like  a  dond,  like  a 
HHieht,  like  an  omen,  it  gloomed  and  it  van- 
ihea.  The  girl  murmured  a  prayer ;  and  the 
ly,  DO  longer  obscured,  seemed  to  rest  npon 
er  with  a  melancholy  smile.  The  dog  licked 
or  face,  and  heaving  a  deep  sigh  as  of  relief, 
estled  itself  again  to  sleep.  She  listened,  bat 
H  was  stilt— she  gaied,  hot  nothing  save  the 
ly,  narrow  and  aslant,  and  steadfast,  was  visi- 
le ;  her  fears  eeased--«he  thoaght  wliat  she 
ad  seen  was  bat  the  delasion  of  the  sense  be- 
ween  sleep  and  waking ;  and,  in  the  eourage 
nd  tnisl  of  innocenee,  her  eyes  closed  In 
feams — perhaps  of  happiness  and  love. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

TBB  HBSSBNflia  BPCBPS-^THB  SFT  FUBS. 

TowABD  the  afternoon  of  the  foltowjng  day, 
B.eideriT  centleman  waa  seated  in  the  ooAhe- 


room  of  an  hotel  at  Southampton,  engaged  in 
writmg  a  letter,  while  the  waiter  in  attendance 
was  employed  00  the  wires  that  fettered  the  pet- 
ulant spirit  contained  in  a  bottle  of  Schweppe*» 
soda  water.  There  was  something  in  the  as- 
pect of  the  old  gentleman,  and  in  the  very  tone 
of  his  voice,  that  inspired  respect,  and  the 
waiter  had  cleared  the  other  tables  of  their  la- 
test newspapers  to  place  be(bre  him.  He  had 
only  just  arrived  by  the  packet  from  Havre,  and 
even  the  newapapers  had  not  been  to  him  that 
prtmary  attraction  which  they  generally  afford 
to  the  Englishman  returning  to  his  bustling  na- 
tive land,  which,  somewhat  to  his  surprise,  has 
contrived  to  go  on  tolerably  weU  during  his  at>- 


We  use  our  privilege  of  looking  over  hie 
shoulder  while  be  writes. 

'<Here  I  am,  then,  dear  liady  Mary,  at 
Southampton,  and  within  an  easy  drive  of  the 
old  Hall !  A  file  of  Galignani*s  Journals,  which 
I  found  on  the  road  between  Marseilles  and  Pa- 
ris, Informed  me,  under  the  head  of  "fashiona- 
ble movements,*'  that  **  Pereival  St.  John,  Esq., 
was  gone  to  his  seat  at  Laughton.'*  According 
to  my  customary  tactics  of  marching  at  onee  to 
the  seat  of  action,  I  therefore  made  direct  for 
Havre,  instead  of  erossing  from  Calais,  and  I 
suppose  I  shall  find  our  young  gentleman  en- 
gaged in  the  slaughter  of  hares  and  partridges. 
You  see,  it  is  a  good  sign  that  he  ean  leave 
London.  Keep  up  your  spirits,  my  dear  friend. 
If  Perce  has  been  really  duped  and  taken  in — as 
all  ybu  mothers  are  so  apt  to  fancy — ^rely  upon 
an  old  soldier  to  defeat  the  enemy,  and  expose 
the  rute.  But  if,  after  all,  the  giri  is  such  as 
he  describes  and  believes — ^innoeent,  artless, 
and  worthy  his  afllisotion— oh,  then  I  range  my- 
self, with  your  own  good  heart,  upon  his  side. 
Never  will  I  run  the  risk  of  unsettling  a  man*s 
whole  character  for  life  by  wantonly  interfering 
with  his  aflfections.    But  there  we  are  agreed. 

"  In  a  few  hours  I  shall  be  with  our  dear  boy, 
and  his  whole  heart  will  come  out  dear  and 
candid  as  when  it  beat  under  his  midshipman^a 
true  blue.  In  a  day  or  two,  I  shall  make  him 
take  me  to  town,  to  introduce  me  to  the  whole 
nest  of  them.  Then  I  shall  report  progress. 
Adieu,  till  then !  Kind  regards  to  your  poor 
sister.  I  think  we  shall  have  a  mild  winter. 
'Not  one  warning  twinge,  as  yet,  of  the  old 
rheumatism. 

*'  Ever  year  devoted  old  fKend 

*'  and  preux  chevalier, 

«H.  Gbbvillb.** 

The  captaih  had  completed  his  letter,  sipped 
his  soda  water,  and  was  afllxing  to  his  com- 
munication his  seal,  when  he  heard  the  rattle 
of  a  post-chafse  withoat.    Fancying  it  was- the 
one  he  had  ordered,  he  went  to  the  open  win- 
dow which  looked  on  the  street ;  bat  the  chaise' 
contained  travelers,  only  halting  to  change 
horses.    Somewhat  to  his  surprise,  and  a  little       ^ 
to  his  chagrin — ^for  the  captain  did  not  count 
on  finding  company  at  the  Hall — he  beard  one 
of  the  traveleiiB  in  the  chaise  ask  the  distanc 
to  Laughton.    The  countenance  of  the  que« 
tioner  was  not  familiar  to  him.    But,  leavifij^ 
the  worthy  captain  to  question  the  landlord, 
without  any  satisfactory  information,  and  to 
hasten  the  chaise  for  himself,  we  accompany 
the  trsvfllerB  on  their  wav  to  Laoshton.    The^ 
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were  trot  two*-the  proper  emoplement  of  a  puet- 
ehaiee— and  they  were  botb  of  the  rader  sex. 
The  elder  of  the  two  was  a  man  of  middle  age, 
bat  whom  the  wear  and  tear  of  active  life  had 
evidently  advanced  toward  the  state  called  el' 
itrly.  But  there  was  still  abundant  lile  in  his 
quick,  dark  eye  i  and  that  mercurial  youtfa^u!- 
aess  of  character,  whtcb,  in  some  happy  con* 
stttutions,  seems  to  defy  years  and  sorrows, 
evinced  itself  in  a  rapid  play  of  countenance, 
and  as  much  gc»ticuIation  as  the  narrow  con- 
fines of  the  vehicle,  and  the  position  of  a  trav- 
eler, will  permit.  The  younger  man,  far  more 
grave  in  aspect  and  quiet  in  manner,  leaned 
back  in  the  corner  with  folded  arms,  end 
listened  with  respectful  attention  to  his  com- 
panion. 

**  Certainly,  Dr.  Johnson  is  right — great  hap- 
IHness  in  an  English  post-chaise  properly  driv- 
en ! — more  exhilarating  than  a  palanquin :  **Po9t 
efuUem  tedeiatra  curs"— true  only  of  such  scrub, 
by  hacks  as  old  Horace  could  have  known. 
Black  Care  does  not  sit  behind  English  posters 
— eh,  my  boyi"  As  he  spoke  this,  the  gentle- 
man had  twice  let  down  the  glass  of  the  vehi- 
cle, tmd  twice  put  it  up  again. 

''Yett**  he  resumed,  withoot  noticing  the 
brief,  good-humored  reply  ef  his  companion — 
«*yet  this  is  an  anxious  business  enough  that 
we  are  about.  I  don't  feel  <^uite  easy  in  my 
conscience.  Poor  BraddeU*s  mjunetions  were 
very  strict,  and  I  disobey  them.  It  is  on  your 
responsibility,  John  !*' 

*'  I  take  it  without  hesitation.  All  the  mo- 
tives for  so  stern  a  severance  must  have  ceased, 
and  is  it  not  a  sufficient  punishment  to  find  in 
that  hoped-for  son,  a — ** 

'*  Poor  woman !"  interrupted  the  elder  gen- 
tleman, in  whom  we  begin  to  recognize  the  sou 
duani  Mr.  Tomkins — "  true,  indeed— 4oo  true. 
How  well  I  remember  the  impression  Lucretia 
Clavering  first  produced  on  me ;  and  to  think 
of  her  now  as  a  miserable  cripple !  By  Jove, 
you  are  right,  sir !  Drive  on,  postboy — quick, 
quick !" 
^  There  was  a  short  silence. 

The  elder  gentleman,  abruptly,  put  his  hand 
vpon  his  companion's  arm. 

"  What  consummate  acuteness — ^what  patient 
research  you  have  shown !  What  could  I  have 
done  in  this  business  without  you  1  How  often 
had  that  garrulous  Mrs.  Mivers  bored  me  with 
Becky  Carmthers,  and  the  coral,  and  St.  PauFs, 
and  not  a  sosptcion  came  across  me ;  a  word 
w«s  sufficient  for  you ;  and  then  to  track  this 
wfeeling  old  Joplin,  ftom  place  to  place,  till 
yon  find  her  absolutely  a  servant  under  the  very 
roof  of  Mrs.  BraddeU  herself!  Wonderful ! 
Ab,  boy,  yen  will  be  an  honor  to  the  law,  and 
to  your  country.  And,  what  a  hard-hearted 
rasoal  yon  must  think  me,  to  have  deserted  you 
so  long !" 

•'My  dear  father,"  said  John  Aidworth,  ten- 
derly,  **your  love  now  recompenses  me  for  all. 
And  ought  I  not  rather  to  rejoice  not  to  have 
known  the  tale  of  a  mother's  shame,  until  I 
eould  half-forget  it  on  a  father's  heart  1" 

*'  John,*' said  the  elder  Ardworth,  with  a  chok- 
ing voice,  **  I  ought  to  wear  sackctoth  all  my 
life,  for  having  given  you  such  a  mother.  When 
I  think  what  I  have  suffered  from  the  habit  of 
oarelessDOss  in  these  confounded  money.  rea(* 


ters— <<  imritamtnia  flidoricm,'  indeed !}  I  haw 
only  one  consolation,  that  my  patient,  nobis 
son,  is  free  from  my  viee.    Yon  would  not 
believe,  what  a  well>principled,  honorable  fel- 
low I  was  at  your  age,  and  yet,  how  truly  I 
said  to  my  poor  friend,  William  Mainwariogi 
one  day  at  Langhton  (I  remember  it  now)— 
<  Trust  me  with   any  thing  ^se  bnt  hali^ 
guinea  V    Why,  sir,  it  was  that  fault  that  threw 
me  into  low  company^that  brought  me  in  eon- 
tact  with  my  innkeeper's  daughter  at  Limeriofc. 
I  fell  in  love,  and  I  married  (for,  with  afl  my 
faults,  I  was  never  a  seducer,  John).     I  did  not 
own  my  marriage,  why  shoald  I  ?  my  relatives 
had  cut  me  already.     You  were  bom,  and, 
hunted  poor  devil  as  I  was,  I  forgot  all  by  year 
cradle.    Then,  in  the  midst  of  my  troubles,  that 
ungrateful  woman  deserted  me— then,  I  vas 
led  to  believe,  that  it  was  not  my  own  son, 
whom  I  had  kissed  and  blessed.    Ab,  bat  fer 
that  thengfat  should  I  have  left  yon  as  I  did! ' 
And  even  in  infancy,  you  had  the  features  oidy 
of  your  mother,    liien  when  the  death  of  the 
adulteress  set  me  free,  and  years  afterward,  ia 
India,  I  married  again,  and  had  new  ttea-^iay 
heart  grew  still  harder  to  you.    I  excused  ny* 
self  by  knowing  that  at  least  you  were  cared 
for,  and  trained  to  good  by  a  better  guide  than 
I.    But  when,  by  so  strange  a  hasanf,  the  very 
priest  who  had  confessed  your  mother  (bow 
lucky  that  she  was  a  Catholic !)  oa  her  death- 
bed, came  to  India,  and  (for  he  bad  known  me 
at  Limerick)  recognized  my  altered  person,  and 
obeying  his  penitent's  last  injunctions,  assured 
me  that  you  were  my  son— ^b,  John,  then,  be- 
lieve me,  I  hastened  back  to  England,  on  the 
wings  of  remorse !    Love  you,  boy !    I  have 
left  at  Madras,  three  children,  young  and  fair,  by 
a  woman,  now  in  heaven,  who  never  wronged 
me,  and,  by  my  soul,  John  Ardworth,  you  ars 
dearer  to  me  than  all !" 

The  father's  head  drooped  on  his  son's  breast 
as  he  spoke  ;  then,  dashing  away  his  tears,  be 
resumed : 

'*  Ah,  why  would  not  BraddeR  permit  me,  sa 
I  proposed,  to  find  for  his  son  the  same  gosrd- 
ianship  as  that  to  which  I  intrusted  my  owa ; 
but  his  bigotry  besotted  him ;  a  dergymaa  oi 
the  high  church,  that  was  worse  than  an  atheiat ! 
I  had  no  choice  left  to  me  but  the  roof  of  that 
she-hypocrite.  Yet  I  ought  to  have  oome  to 
England  when  I  heard  of  the  child's  kM,  braved 
duns  and  all ;  but  I  was  money-makingi  mwiey- 
making — retribution  for  money-wasting;  and 
— well,  it's  no  use  repenting !  and — and — then 
is  the  lodge,  the  park,  the  M  trees  !  Poorer 
Miles!" 

Meanwhile,  at  Langhton,  all  was  in  the  great- 
est confusion  and  alarm.  At  the  early  Bson- 
ing,  Helen  was  found  by  the  maid  in  a  sUie  of 
insensibility.  From  this,  she  was  awakened 
by  sharp  spasms  in  the  regions  of  the  lean. 
Madame  Dalibard,  on  being  apprised  of  her 
niece'a  seisure,  evinced  great  anxiety  ami  ap^ 
prehension.  Vamey,  himself,  rode  in  aeareb 
of  Dr.  Simmona,  the  usual  medieal  attendant. 
When  the  doctor  arrived,  he  made  no  secret  of 
his  serious  alarm — the  symptoms  were  unques- 
tionably those  of  angina  pectoris.  The  aoeaa- 
tomed  remedies  were  p  romptly  applied,  and 
procured  a  respite  from  pain,  wfaieh  «flbidei 
brief  hopes ;  but  before  noon,  the  i 
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on  witk  resewed  Tiolenoe.  Madame  Dalibard 
aiiSrst  abstained  from  entering  the  sick  room ; 
iHit  aAer  a  short,  private  interview  with  Yar- 
oey,  who  was  sapposed  to  report  the  increasing 
gravity  of  the  case,  she  was  wheeled  in  her 
^bair  to  her  niece*s  bedside ;  and  her  colorless 
countenance,  more  like  that  of  one  dead  than 
alive,  with  her  intense  silence,  broken  only  by 
hurried  questions,  gasped  forth  as  her  anxious 
eye  followed  the  physician,  at  times  almost 
aliared  the  sympathy  of  the  spectators  with  the 
fast-sinking  niece. 

Varney  waited  without,  pacing  to  and  fro  the 
eorridor,  sometimes  entering  the  sick  chamber 
for  a  moment,  then  returning  to  his  sentry-like 
pace  and  post.  The  servants  passed  through 
gallery,  hall,  and  chamber,  lingering  and  wliis- 
pering  in  groups — the  whole  stately  economy 
of  the  household  was  disorganized.  The  pity 
for  Helen — the  terrible  sympathy  felt  for  Per- 
eival,  reached  even  the  lowest  menials.  The 
very  scullions  gathered  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs,  or  crept  to  the  entrance  of  the  corridor. 
Horses  were  saddled,  grooms  in  waiting,  lest 
fresh  advice  should  be  needed,  or  fresh  medi- 
cines sent  for.  In  the  midst  of  this  confusion, 
Beck,  who  had  been  dispatched  in  the  earlier 
part  of  the  day,  in  search  of  another  physician 
(unluckily  from  home),  wandered  through  the 
•orridor,  or  stood  near  the  bedchamber  door, 
unnoticed  even  by  Varney.  At  length,  a  little 
after  noon,  Varney  stopped  one  of  the  women 
hurrying  into  the  chamber,  and  said,  "Tell 
poor  Madame  Balibard  to  come  out  for  a  minute. 
The  scene  will  be  too  much  for  her.  I  have 
just  thought  of  a  new  remedy ;  pray  have  her 
wheeled  back  into  her  own  room ;  I  will  speak 
to  her  there.*'  Tho  woman  nodded,  and  en- 
tered. Varney  turning  round  then,  for  the  first 
time,  noticed  Beck,  and  said,  roughly — 

"  What  do  you  do  here  T  Wait  below  till 
you  are  sent  for." 

Beck  pulled  his  forelock,  and  retreated  back, 
not  in  the  direction  of  the  principal  stair-case, 
but  toward  that  used  by  the  servants,  and 
which  his  explorations  into  the  topography  of 
the  mansion  had  now  made  known  to  him.  To 
gain  these  back  stairs  he  had  to  pass  Lucretia's 
room ;  the  door  stood  ajar ;  Varney*s  face  was 
turned  from  him.  Beck  breathed  hard,  looked 
round,  then  crept  within,  and,  in  a  moment, 
was  behind  the  folds  of  the  tapestry. 

Soon  the  chair  in  which  sat  Madame  Dali- 
bard— (her  posture  unusually  erect — ^the  ex- 
pression of  her  countenance  pretematurally 
locked  and  rigid) — was  drawn  by  Varney  him- 
self into  the  room. 

Shutting  the  door  with  care,  and  turning  the 
key,  Gabriel  said,  with  low,  suppressed  pas- 
sion— 

**  Is  your  courage  gone !  Does  your  mind 
wander  1  I  have  seen  you  in  trials  as  dread 
as  this,  and  where  less  was  to  be  gained  ;  and 
never  be  fore  have  I  seen  you  thus !" 

Lucretia^s  lips  moTed,  and  she  raised  her 
hand  to  her  brow,  with  wandering  fingers,  as  if 
to  wipe  from  it  a  stain.  "  It  is  the  kiss  here  !** 
she  muttered— ** the  kiss  burns!''  then,  with 
sn  effort,  recovering  some  of  her  wonted  self- 
possession,  she  said,  **  What  do  you  complain 
of  1  the  Work  is  done !  She  kissed  me  last 
night ;  but  I  read  ag«in  her  fatheT*s  protesta- 


tions of  faith  and  love— I  read  again  the  letter 
announcing  the  discovery  of  my  son ;  and  I 
mixed  the  poison  with  an  untrembling  band ! 
I  stole  in !  The  light  came  from  God*8  heaven 
— it  was  God's  eye !  And  the  dog  howled  as 
at  a  visitor  from  the  grave--a  fiend  from  an- 
other world !  And  she  started  from  sleep— 
and-— what  matter!  to-night  the  slumber  will 
be  more  sound !" 

** Rouse  yourself,  rouse!"  exclaimed  Var- 
ney, almost  rudely  grasping  her  arm.  "Re- 
member how  much  we  have  yet  to  prepare  for 
— how  much  to  do!  Percival's  return — ^per- 
haps, this  Greville*s!  Percival!  Give  me 
the  drug  for  him  !    The  key !  the  key !" 

**  Enough  of  murder  for  one  day — " 

*'And  that  murder,  then,  has  teen  com- 
mitted in  vain  for  you,  if  not  for  mj^self.  If  wa , 
lose  the  first  occasion  of  the  boy's  shock  and 
grief,  what  other,  to  make  sudden  death  proha- 
ble,  will  occur  ?  Your  son,  soon  you  will  dasp 
him  in  your  arms— as  a  beggar,  or  as  the  Lord 
of  Laughton  !'^ 

Lucretia  rose  abruptly  from  her  seat  at  those 
words ;  she  went  at  once  to  her  secretary,  un- 
locked it— drew  forth  the  fatal  casket,  opened 
it,  returned  to  the  table,  and  sat  down  quietly 
before  it,  motioning  to  Varney  to  seat  himself 
also.  This  done,  for  a  few  moments  they  bent 
in  silence  over  the  oontents. 

When  the  selection  was  made,  aod  Varney 
had  secreted  it  on  his  person,  he  approached 
the  fire  in  the  grate,  and  blew  the  wood  embers 
to  a  blaze. 

•'  And  now,"  he  said,  with  his  icy  irony  of 
smile,  '*we  may  dismiss  these  useful  instru- 
ments, perhaps  forever.  Though  Walter  Ard- 
worth,  in  restoring,  himself,  your  son,  leaves 
us  dependent  on  that  son's  filial  affection,  and 
I  may  have  therefore  little  to  hope  for  from  the 
succession,  to  secure  which  I  have  risked,  and 
am  again  to  risk  my  life,  I  yet  trust  to  thaw  in- 
fluence which  you  never  fail  to  obtain  over 
others.  I  take  it  for  granted,  that,  when  these 
halls  are  Vincent  Braddell's,  we  shall  have  na 
need  of  gold,  nor  of  these  pale  alchemies. 
Perish,  then,  the  mute  witnesses  of  our  acts ! 
the  elements  we  have  bowed  to  our  will !  No 
poison  shall  be  found  in  our  hoards!  Fire^ 
consume  your  consuming  children !' 

As  he  spoke,  he  threw  upon  the  hearth  the 
contents  of  the  casket,  and  set  his  heel  upon 
the  logs.  A  bluish  flame  shot  up,  breaking 
into  countless  sparks,  and  then  died.  ,  i 

Lucretia  watched  him,  without  speaking. 

In  coming  back  toward  the  table,  Varney  felt 
something  hard  beneath  bis  tread ;  he  stooped*, 
and  picked  up  the  ring  which  has  before  been 
described  as  among  ue  ghastly  treasures  of 
the  casket,  and  which  had  rolidd  on  the  floor* 
almost  to  Lucretia's  feet,  as  he  had  emptied  the 
contents  on  the  hearth. 

"  This,  at  least,  need  tell  no  tales,**  said  he*. 
"  a  pity  to  destroy  so  rare  a  piece  of  workman- 
ship—one,  too,  which  we  never  can  replace !" 

"Ay,"  said  Lucretia,  abstractedly,  "and,  if 
detection  comes,  it  may  be  a  refuge  from  the 
gibbet :  give  me  the  ring !" 

••  A  refuge  more  terrible  than  the  detection, 
said  Varney,  "  beware  of  such  a  thought !"  \ 
Lucretia,  taking  it  from  his  hand,  placed  the 
ring  on  her  finger. 
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"  And  now,  I  leave  yon  for  a  whUe  to  recol- 
lect yourseif— to  compose  jour  conntenance, 
and  your  thoughts.  I  will  go  back  into  Helen's 
room,  and  urge  fresh  advice  from  Southamp- 
ton.»» 

Lucretta,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  floor, 
<hd  not  heed  him,  and  he  withdrew. 

So  motionless  was  her  attitude — so  still  her 
▼ery  breathing — that  the  unseen  witness  behind 
the  tapestry,  who,  while  struck  with  horror  at 
what  he  had  overheard  (the  general  purport  of 
which  it  was  impossible  that  he  could  misun- 
derstand), was  parched  with  impatience  to  es- 
cape— ^to  rescue  his  beloved  master  from  his 
impending  fate — ventured  to  creep  along  the 
wall  to  the  threshold — ^to  peer  forth  from  the 
arras,  and  seeing  her  eyes  still  downcast,  to 
emerge,  and  place  his  hand  on  the  door. 
'  At  that  vei7  moment  Lucretia  looked  up,  and 
aaw  him  gliding  from  the  tapestry — their  eyes 
met— his  were  fascinated  as  the  bird's  by  the 
Bnake's.  At  the  sight,  all  her  craft— her  intel- 
lect returned.  With  a  glance  she  comprehend- 
ed the  terrible  danger  that  awaited  her.  Be- 
fore he  was  aware  of  her  movement,  she  was 
at  his  side — ^her  hand  on  his  own — her  voice 
io  his  ear. 

"  Stir  not  a  step— utter  not  a  sound— or  you 


Beck  did  not  suflhr  her  to  proceed.  With 
the  violence  rather  of  fear  than  of  courage,  he 
struck  her  to  the  ground — but  she  clung  to  him 
still — and,  though  rendered  for  the  moment 
speechless  by  the  suddenness  of  the  blow,  her 
eyes  took  an  expression  of  unspeakable  cruel- 
ty, and  fierceness.  He  struggled  with  all  bis 
might  to  shake  her  ofiT;  as  he  did  so,  she  placed 
feebly  her  other  hand  upon  the  virrist  of  the  lift- 
ed arm  that  had  smote  her,  and  he  felt  a  sharp 
pain  as  if  the  nails  had  fastened  into  the  flesh. 
This  but  exasperated  him  into  new  efibrts.  He 
extricated  himself  from  her  grasp,  which  relax- 
ed, as  her  lips  writhed  into  a  smile  of  scorn 
and  triumph,  and,  spuming  her  while  she  lay 
before  the  threshold,  he  opened  the  door,  sprang 
forward,  and  escaped.  No  thought  had  he  of 
tarrying  in  that  house  of  Pelops,  those  human 
shambles,  of  denouncing  murder  in  its  lair ; — 
to  fly,  to  reach  his  master,  warn  and  shield  him 
— that  was  the  sole  thought  which  crossed  his 
oonAised,  bewildered  brain. 

It  might  be  from  four  to  five  minutes,  that 
Lucretia,  half-stunned,  half-senseless,  lay  upon 
those  floors,  for,  beside  the  violence  of  her  fall, 
the  shock  of  the  struggle,  upon  nerves  weak- 
ened by  crime  so  recent,  and  the  agony  of  ap- 
prehension, occasioned  by  the  imminent  and 
unforeseen  chance  of  detection,  paralyzed  her 
wondrous  vigor  of  mind  and  frame,  when  Var- 
iiey  entered. 

t  "The  spasms  have  ceased,**  he  said,  in  hol- 
low accents,  before  be  saw  the  prostrate  form 
at  his  very  feet.  But  Vamey's  step,  Varney's 
Toice,  had  awakened  Lucretia*8  reason  to  con- 
sciousness and  the  sense  of  peril.  Rising, 
though  with  eflbrt,  she  related,  hurriedly,  what 
had  passed. 

*'  Fly— fly  !**  she  gasped,  as  she  concluded. 
"Fly — to  detain,  to  secrete  him  somewhere, 
for  the  next  few  hours.  Silence  him  but  till 
then — 1  have  done  the  rest?**  and  her  finger 
pointed  to  the  fatal  ring. 


Varney  waited  for  no  further  words ;  he  hur- 
ried out,  and  made  at  once  to  the  stables :  bis 
shrewdness  conjectured  at  once  that  Beck 
would  carry  his  tale  elsewhere.  The  groooi' 
was  already  gone  (his  fellows  said)  without  a 
word,  but  toward  the  lodge  that  led  to  the* 
Southampton  road.  Varney  sprang  upon  one 
of  the  horses  that  had  been  kept  saddled  since 
^morning. 

**  I,  too,  must  go  toward  Southampton — the 
poor  young  lady  !-^T  must  prepare  your  master 
— be  is  on  hia>  road  back  to  us  ;**  and  the  last 
word  was^ scarce  out  of  his  lips,  as  the  sparks 
flew  from'  the  flints  under  his  horse^a  hoofs, 
and  he  spurred  from  the  yard. 

As  he  rode  at  full  speed  through  the  park,  the 
villain*s  mind  sped  more  rapidly  than  the  ani- 
mal he  bestrode— sped  from  fear  to  hope— hope 
to  assurance.    Grant  that  the  spy  lived  to  teO 
his  tale  —  incoherent,  improbable  as  the  tale 
would  be — who  would  believe  it  1    How  easy 
to  meet  tale  by  tale !    The  man  must  own  thit 
he  was  secreted  behind  the  tapestry — ^where- 
fore, but,   in   the    confusion    that    preTaiM 
throughout  the  house,  to  rob!     Detected  by 
Madame  Balibard,  he  had  coined  this  wretched 
fable.  Examination  of  the  dead  would  be  oooit- 
ed ;  that  examination  betraying  no  signs  of 
poison,  would  contradict,  of  itself,  the  cbar^e. 
And  the  spy,  too,  could  not  live  tbro^gh  the 
day— he  bore  death  with  him  as  he  rode — he 
fed  its  force  by  his  speed-^and  the  efleds  of 
the  venom  itself  would  be  those  of  bensj. 
Tush !  his  tale,  at  best,  would  seem  hut  the 
ravings  of  delirium.    Still,  it  was  well  to  track 
him  where  he  went,  delay  him,  if  possible ;  and 
Varney 's  spurs  plunged  deep  and  deeper  into    - 
the  bleeding  flanks ;  on  desperately  scoured  the 
horse.    He  passed  the  lodge — ^he  was  on  the 
road — a  chaise  and  pair  dashed  by  him — be 
heard ^ot  a  voice  exclaim  "Varney !" — be  saw 
not  the  wondering  face  of  John  Ardworth — 
bending  over  the  tossing  mane — ^he  was  deaC 
be  was  blind,  to  all  without  and  around.    A 
milestone  glides  by,  another,  and  a  third.    Ha ! 
his  eyes  can  see  now.    The  object  of  his  chase 
is  before  him— he  views  distinctly,  on  the  brsw 
of  yon  hill,  the  horse  and  the  rider,  spurriag 
fast,  like  himself.    They  descend  the  hill,  borae 
and  horseman,  and  are  snatched  from  his  m^U 
Up  the  steep  strains  the  pursuer.    He  is  at  the 
summit.    He  sees  the  fugitive  before  him,  ^- 
most  within  hearing.    Beck  has  slackened  his 
speed;  he  seems  swaying  to  and  fro  in  the 
saddle.    Ho,  ho !   the  barbed  ring  begins  to 
work  in  his  Tehasl    Varney  looks  round — liot 
another  aoul  is  in  siyht — a  deep  wood  skirts 
the  road.  Place  and  tune  seem  to  favor— Beck 
has  reitied  in  his  horse— he  bends  low  over  the 
saddle,  as  If  about  to  fall.    Varney  uuera  a 
half-suppressed  ciy  of  triumph,  shakes  bis  reinsr 
and  spurs  on — when,  suddenly  (by  the  curve  of 
the  road,  hid  before),  another  chaise  comes  in 
sight,  close  where  Beck  had  wearily  halted. 

The  chaise  stops — ^Varney  puUs  in  and  drawn 
aside  to  the  hedge- row !  Some  one  within  the 
vehicle  is  speaking  to  the  fugitive!  May  it 
not  be  St.  John  himself!  To  his  rage  and  bin 
terror,  he  sees  Beck  painfully  dismouol  from. 
bis  horse— eees  him  totter  to  the  door  of  the 
chaise— sees  a  servant  leap  from  the  box,  awl 
help  him  up  the  step— sees  him  enter.    It  shst 
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be  PereiTal  onliit  retarn  !  PerciTal,  to  whom 
he  tells  ihat  story  of  horror !  Varney*8  bmte- 
like  coarage  forsook  him — bis  heart  was  appall- 
ed. In  ooe  of  those  panics  so  common  with 
that  boldness  which  is  but  animal,  his  sole 
thought  became  that  of  escape.  He  turned  his 
horse's  head  to  the  fence— forced  his  way  des- 
perately through  the  barrier— made  into  the 
wood,  and  sat  there,  cowering  and  listening, 
till  in  another  minute  he  heard  the  wheels  rat- 
tle on,  and  the  horses  gallop  hard  down  the  hill 
toward  the  park. 

The  autumn  wind  swept  through  the  trees — 
it  shook  the  branches  of  the  lofty  ash  that  over- 
hang the  murderer.  What  observer  of  nature 
knows  not  that  peculiar  sound  which  the  ash 
gives  forth  in  the  blast — not  the  solemn  groan 
of  the  oak — not  the  hoU^  murmur  of  the  beech, 
but  a  shrill  wail— a  shriek,  as  of  a  human  voice 
in  sharp  anguish.  Vamey  shuddered,  as  if  he 
had  heard  the  death-cry  of  his  victim !  Through 
briers. and  thickets,  torn  by  the  thorns,  bruised 
by  the  boughs,  he  plunged  deeper  and  deeper 
into  the  wood—gained  at  length  the  main  path 
out  through  it-— found  himself  in  a  lane,  and 
rode  on,  careless  whither,  till  he  had  reached  a 
Bmall  town,  about  ten  miles  from  Laugbton, 
where  he  resolved  to  wait  tell  his  nerves  had 
recovered  their  tone,  and  he  could  more  calmly 
calculate  the  chances  of  safety  or— the  gibbet  \ 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

LUCaSTIl.  BBOAIN8  HBR    BOM. 

It  seemed  as  if  now,  when  danger  became 
most  imminent  and  present — that  that  very 
danger  served  to  restore  to  Lucretia  Dalibard 
all  her  faculties,  which  during  the  earlier  day 
bad  been  steeped  in  a  kind  of  dreary  stupor.  The 
absolute  necessity  of  playing  out  her  execrable 
part  with  all  suitable  and  consistent  hypocrisy, 
braced  her  into  iron.  But  the  disguise  she  as- 
sumed was  a  supernatural  effort — ^it  stretched 
to  cracking  every  fiber  of  the  brain.  It  seemed 
almost  to  herself,  as  if,  her  object  once  gained, 
either  life  or  consciousness  could  hold  out  no 
more! 

A  chaise  stopped  at  the  porch — ^two  gentle- 
men descended.  On  the  first  few  words  inter- 
ohaoged  with  the  servant  who  appeared  to  their 
summons,  the  elder  drew  back,  as  if  he  felt  his 
▼iaft  unseasonable,  but  the  younger,  after  stand- 
ing motionless  for  a  moment,  as  with  the  shock 
of  amaze  and  grief,  pushed  aside  the  servant, 
and  rushed  into  the  house.  The  elder  paused 
irresolutely,  and  at  length,  taking  out  a  card,  in- 
scribed *'Mr.  Walter  Ardwonh,**  said,  «•  if  Ma- 
dame Dalibard  can  be  spoken  to  for  a  moment, 
will  yon  give  her  this  card,  and  say  that  I  will 
wait  her  summons  at  Southampton  for  the  next 
few  days ;  a  line  addressed  to  the  post-office 
will  reach  me.*' 

The  footman  hesitatingly  stared  at  the  card, 
and  then  invited  Walter  Ardworth  into  the  hall, 
while  he  sent  up  the  message.  Not  long  had 
the  visitor  to  wait,  pacing  the  dark  oak  floors 
and  gazing  on  the  faded  banners,  before  the 
servant  reappeared — Madame  Dalibard  would 
see  him.  He  followed  his  guide  up  the  stairs. 
Entering  the  corridor,  he  saw  bis  younff  com* 


man  whose  air  and  dress  bespoke  the  physician. 
He  seemed  to  be  urging  some  prayer — which 
the  assenting  nod  of  the  physician  gratrted — the 
last  opened  a  door,  and  the  young  man  crept  in 
after  him. 

Impressed  with  that  awe  which  breathes 
through  the  house  over  which  hover  the  wings 
of  Death,  Walter  Ardworth  felt  his  own  step 
grow  stealthy,  and  his  breath  come  quick,  as 
the  servant  opened  the  door  of  a  room  opposite 
to  that  which  his  companion  had  entered. 

Grasping  the  arms  of  her  chair  with  both 
hands,  her  eyes  fixed  eagerly  on ,  his  face, 
Lucretia  Dalibard  awaited  the  welcome  Tisitor. 

Prepared  as  he  had  been  for  change,  Walter 
was  startled  by  the  ghastly  alteration  in  Lucre- 
tia's  features,  increased,  as  it  was  that  mo- 
ment, by  all  the  emotions  which  raged  with- 
in. He  sank  into  the  chair  placed  for  him  op- 
posite Lucretia,  and,  clearing  his  throat,  said» 
falteringly — 

**  I  grieve  indeed,  madam,  that  my  visit,  in- 
tended to  bring  but  joy,  should  chance  thus 
inopportunely.  Let  me  trust,  that  the  servant 
has  exaggerated  the  state  of  your  niece,  and 
that  you  will  have  two  to  comfort  your  declining 
years — Susan's  only  child,  too— poor  Susan !" 

"Sir,"  said  Lucretia,  in  a  holtow  voice, 
"  these  moments  are  precious.  You  will  judge 
of  ray  anxiety  to  hear  you,  by  receiving  you  at 
such  a  time.  Sir — sir ! — my  son !  My  son !"  . 
and  her  eyes  glanced  to  the  door.  '*  You  have 
brought  with  you  a  companion — does  he  wait 
without!— My  son!" 

"Madam,  give  me  a  moment^s  patience.  I 
will  be  brief,  and  compress  what,  in  other  mo- 
ments, might  he  a  long  narrative,  into  a  few 
sentences.*' 

Rapidly,  then,  Walter  Ardworth  passed  over 
the  details,  unnecessary  now  to  repeat  to  the 
reader ;  the  injunctions  of  Braddell,  the  delivery 
of  the  child  to  the  woman  selected  by  his  fellow- 
sectarian  (who,  it  seemed  by  John  Ard worth's 
lecent  inquiries,  was  afterward  expelled  the 
community,  and  who,  there  was  reason  to  be- 
lieve, had  been  the  first  seducer  of  the  woman 
thus  recommended).  No  clue  to  the  child's 
parentage  had  been  given  to  the  woman, 
with  the  sum  intrusted  for  his  maintenance, 
and  which  sum  had  perhaps  been  the  main 
cause  of  her  reckless  progress  to  infamy  and 
ruin.  The  narrator  passed  lightly  over  the 
neglect  and  cruelty  of  the  nurse,  to  her  aban- 
donment of  the  child  when  the  money  was  ex- 
hausted. Fortunately  she  had  overiooked  the 
coral  round  its  neck.  By  that  coral,  and  by  the 
initials,  V.  B.,  which  Ardworth  had  had  the 
precaution  to  have  burned  into  the  child's  wrist, 
the  lost  son  had  been  discovered ;  the  nurse 
herself  (found  in  the  person  of  Martha  Skeggs,. 
Lucretia's  own  servant)  had  been  confronted 
with  the  woman  to  whom  she  gave  the  child,, 
and  recognized  at  once.  Nor  had  it  been  diffi- 
cult to  obtain  from  her  the  confession  which 
completed  the  evidence. 

"In  this  discovery,"  concluded  Ardworth, 
"  the  person  I  employed  met  your  own  agents* 
and  the  last  links  in  the  chain  they  traced  to- 
gether. But  to  that  person — to  his  zeal  and  in- 
telligence—you owe  the  happiness  I  trust  to 
ffive  von.    He  svmnathized  with  me  the  mora 
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rows,  and  had  a  liogeriig  belief  that  you  aap- 
posed  kirn  to  be  the  child  you  yearoed  for.  Mad- 
am, thank  my  sou  for  the  restoratioo  of  your 
OWQ  I" 

Wiihout  sound,  Lucretia  had  listened  to  these 
details,  though  her  countenance  changed  fear- 
fully as  the  narrator  proceeded.  But  now  she 
groaned  aloud  in  agony. 

**  Nay,  madam,"  eaid  Ardworth,  feelingly  and 
in  some  surprise,  *'  surely  the  discovery  of  your 
son  should  create  gladder  emotions.  Though, 
indeed,  you  will  be  prepared  to  find  that  the 
poor  youth  so  reared  wanU  education  and  re- 
finement, I  have  heard  enough  to  convince  me 
that  his  dispositions  are  good  and  his  heart 
grateful.  Judge  for  yourself;  he  is  in  these 
walls— he  is — " 

"  Abandoned  by  a  harlot — ^reared  by  a  beggar ! 
My  son  !'*  interrupted  Lucretia,  in  broken  sen- 
tences. *'  Well,  sir,  have  you  discharged  your 
t&sk  I    Well  have  you  replaced  a  motl^r !" 

Before  Ardworth  could  reply,  loud  and  rapid 
stepe  were  heard  in  the  corridor,  and  a  voice, 
cracked,  indistinct,  bujt  vehement.  The  door 
was  thrown  open,  and,  half-supported  by  Cap- 
tain Greville,  half-dragging  him  along  —  his 
features  convulsed,  whether  by  pain  or  passion 
-4he  spy  upon  LucreCia*s  secrete,  the  denouncer ' 
of  her  crime,  tottered  to  the  threshold.  Pointii^ 
to  where  she  sat  with  his  long,  lean  aria.  Beck , 
exclaimed — ''  Seize  her !  I  'cuse  her,  face  to . 
face,  of  the  murder  of  her  niece  f — of— -of—- 1 
told  you,  air— I  told  you—-" 

"  Madam,'*  said  Captain  Greville,  **  you  atand 
charged  by  this  witness  with  the  most  terrible 
of  human  crimes.  Pray  God,  that  you  may  be 
innocent !  Your  niece,  I  rejoice  to  hear,  yet 
lives  !  Pray  God  that  her  death  be  not  traced 
to  those  kindred  hands  !'* 

Turning  her  eyes  from  one  to  the  other  with 
a  wandering  stare,  Lucretia  Dalibard  remained 
silent.  But  there  was  still  scorn  on  her  lip, 
and  defiance  on  her  brow.  At  last  she  aaid, 
slowly,  and  to  Ardworth — 

**  Where  is  my  son  1  Yon  say,  he  is  within 
these  walls — call  him  forth  to  protect  his  mother ! 
Give  me,  at  least,  my  son — my  son  V* 

Her  last  words  were  drowned  by  a  fresh  burst 
of  fury  from  her  denouncer.  In  all  the  coarsest 
invective  his  education  could  furnish  forth— in 
all  the  hideous  vulgarities  of  his  untutored  dia- 
lect— ^in  that  uncurbed  licentiousness  of  tone, 
look,  and  manner  which  passion,  once  aroused, 
gives  to  the  dregs  and  scum  of  the  populace, 
Beck  poured  forth  his  frightful  charges — ^his 
frantio  execrations.  In  vain  Captain  Greville 
strove  to  check  him.  In  vain  Walter  Ard  wortji 
sought  to  draw  him  from  the  room.  But  while 
the  t>oor  wretch— maddening  not  more  with  the 
consciousness  of  the  crime,  than  with  the  ex- 
citement of  the  poison  in  his  blood — thus  raved 
and  stormed,  a  terrible  suspicion  crossed  Walter 
Ardworth :  mechanically— as  his  grasp  was  on 
the  accuser's  arm— he  bared  the  sleeve,  and  on 
the  wrist  were  the  dark  blue  letters,  burned  into 
the  skin,  and  witnessing  his  identity  with  the 
lost  Vincent  Braddell. 

''Hold,  hold!"  he  exclaimed  then— << hold, 
unhappy  maul— it  is  your  mother  whom  you 
4enounce." 

Lucretia  sprang  up  erect — ^ber  eyes  seemed 
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pointed  toward  her  in  wrath  and 
there  amid  those  lettem  that  proclaimed  her 
son,  was  the  amall  puncture  aoiromidsd  bj  a 
livid  circle  that  aonouoeed  ber  victim.  In  tiM 
aame  instant  ahe  dieoovered  her  efaUd  in  the 
man  who  was  dooming  her  to  the  seaffoldt  mmA 
knew  herself  his  murderess. 

8he  di-opped  the  aroi,  and  sank  back  oa  the 
chair ;  and,  whether  thepoiaon  had  bow  reach- 
ed to  the  vitals,  or  whether  ao  unwonted  a  pa»> 
sion  in  so  frail  a  frame,  sufficed  for  the  deaib- 
stroke.  Beck  himself,  with  a  low,  aofibcated  ery, 
slid  from  the  hand  of  Ardworth,  and,  totteimg  a 
step  or  so,  the  blood  gushed  from  bis  moatfa, 
over  Lucretia'a  robe ; — his  head  drooped  aa  ia- 
stant,  and  falling,  reated  first  upon  her  lap— tbca 
struck  heavily  upon  the  floor.    The  two  men 
bent  over  him,  and  rai^  ^im  in  their  arais— 
bis  eyes  opened  and  closed— bia  throat  raitkd^ 
and,  as  he  fell  back  into  their  arms  a  cofpoB>a 
laugh  rose  dose  at  haad — ^it  rang  tbrooeb  iht 
walls,  it  was  heard  near  and  afar— above  aai 
below.    Not  an  ear  in  that  house  that  beard  it 
not.    In  that  laugh  fled  forever,  till  the  Juig- 
meot-day,  from  the  blackeaed  zutnaof  ber  lost 
soul,  the  reason  of  the  aHunderaaa-OMther.  • 


CHAPTER  XXVfir. 

THE  LOTS  VANISH   WITHIN   THB  ca«. 

Fae  Other— oh,  far  other — ^the  holy  scene  in 
the  adjoining  room.  When  tfaat  laugh  rang 
through  the  ancient  halls,  Helen,  in  a  sweet  in- 
terval of  pain,  was  murmuring  comfort  and 
smiling  saint-like  hope,  oa  the  atrong  sen  of 
earth,  who  knelt  by  ber  aide.  The  gbaaily  aier* 
riment  arrested  her  murmured  words,  aad  ^iB* 
ed  ber  gentle  smile. 

**It  ia  but  your  aunt'e  burst  of  joy,"  said 
young  Ardworth :  "  my  father  baa,  < ' 
just  restored  her  son  to  her  arms !" 

"  How  happy  that  thought  baa  made  i 
have  given  me  your  tidings  so  hurriedly— that 
I  could  wish  to  learn  more.  But  my  time,  I  leel 
is  short.  At  least,  may  I  see  my  aunt  befinal 
die — ^if  not,  tell  her  I  prayed  for  her  while  aqr 
lips  pressed  her  forehead,  last  night — last  a^ktl 
Ah.  indeed,  the  last!" 

*•  Talk  not  thus,  H^en,  beloved !— talk  aot 
thus— ^your  pain  is  over^ou  will  recover— yua 
will  live  yet." 

The  physician  approached  and  held  ap  bia 
warning  finger  to  ttie  young  man — **  Cufb  yoar> 
self,*'  he  whispered ;  **  she  must  be  kept  calm." 

John  Ardworth  looked  up— 4«raed  bia  faoe  la 
Helen  and  smiUd, 

The  physician  placed  his  hand  on  Ardwortb'a 
shoulder,  and  motioned  him  to  withdraw. 

»» Not  yet — not  quite  yet,"  said  Heleo'— *'ona 
word  more,  and  in  private." 

The  doetor  moved  reluctantly  to  tbe  wia- 
dow. 

«'  Qousin,"  she  then  whispered,  while  a  btasb 
broke  over  her  fisce,  and  gave  to  it  the  fiilae  gloar 
of  health  and  virgin  youth.  **  Comfort  Peroival 
— ^you  are  strong  and  wise — watch  over  bia. 
Perhaps  in  that  watoh  we  shall  unite !" 

So  saying,  she  pressed  bia  head,  aod,  bar 
eyes  turnipg  upward— ber  thooghta  paaaed  iala 
prayer. 

Tift-   £\*\a    KnvnoM    inv    A*    lAOat     MMMimlnl    tfM 


THfi  LOTS  VANISH  WITHIN'  THE  URN. 


1^3 


^(faS)  Fate  j«t  reserved  to  that  serene  deafh*bed 
— Percival  returned  before  all  was  over.  As  if 
in  one  of  those  trances  she  had  lately  known, 
she  foresafw  and  felt  his  approach  for  an  hour 
before  he  arrived.  And  as  be  rushed  into  fhe 
room,  she  opened  her  arms,  and  said — **  I  have 
tarried  but  for  this." 

And  Percivars  hand  was  the  last  she  clasp- 
ed— and  on  Percivars  face  dwelt  her  last  smile 
— and  on  that  devoted  faithful  heart,  scarcely 
less  pure  than  her  own,  was  breathed,  without 
a  pang,  the  young  saint's  parting  sigh. 


Vamey- returned  to  the  house  at  nightfall, 
and  held  a  long  conference  with  Greville  and 
the  elder  Ardworth.  He  himself  pressed  for 
all  possible  investigation  that  an  inquest  could 
afford,  and  his  representations,  and  the  manner 
in  which  they  were  made,  shook  the  acute  sol- 
dier's belief  in  Beck's  monstrous  tale.  On  the 
inquest,  no  facts  were  discovered  that  could 
attribute  to  Helen's  death,  any  but  a  natural 
cause.  No  poison  could  be  detected,  no  sec- 
ondary evidence  that  could  accuse,  in  the  least, 
either  Vamey  or  Madame  Dalibard  of  even  ad- 
ministering the  Cisual  medicaments,  appeared. 
Recognizing  on  Beck  the  St.  John  livery.  Cap- 
tain Greville  had  (as  we  have  seen)  stopped  his 
chaise,  to  inquire  simply  if  Percival  were  at  the 
Hal],  and  when,  causing  him  to  enter  the  ve- 
hicle to  explain  the  hideous  import  of  the  bro*- 
ken  sentences  by  which  the  poor  creature  had 
replied,  Greville  was  thrilled  by  his  revelations, 
the  listener  had  been  too  much  impressed  with 
horror  to  question  their  truth.  But  the  tale  so 
incoherently  related,  so  hurriedly  received,  suc- 
ceeded by  a  death  that  betokened  the  disor- 
dered brain  of  the  narrator,  was  now  set  incred* 
nlously  aside.  Surgical  examination,  indeed, 
discovered  the  membranes  of  the  brain,  and 
the  brain  itself,  surcharged  with  blood,  as  in 
cases  of  delirium  or  feverish  irritation  in  that 
organ ;  the  slight  puncture  in  the  wrist,  ascrib- 
ed to  the  prick  of  some  rusty  nail,  in  one  of  a 
constitution  thoroughly  imparied  and  unsound, 
provoked  no  suspicion,  even  if  connected  with 
the  primary  causes  of  the  fatal  shock.  The 
verdicts  upon  both  the  dead  were  therefore  as 
Varney  had  not  too  sanguinely  anticipated.  If 
some  doubt  still  remained  in  Greville*s  mind, 
he  was  not  eager  to  express  them.  Why  so 
needlessly  add  horror  to  Percivars  despair,  or, 
without  results  from  the  chastisement  of  jus- 
tice, affix  so  foul  a  stain  to  the  honored  family 
of  St.  Johni  As  soon  as  the  verdicts  were 
given,  Varney  took  formal  leave  of  Greville, 
and  removed  from  the  house  the  form  of  Lu- 
cretia  Dalibard :  the  /orin,  for  the  mind  was 
gone — that  teeming,  restless,  and  fertile  intel- 
lect, which  had  carried  along  the  projects,  with 
the  preter-human  energies,  of  the  fiend,  was 
hurled  into  night  and  chaos.  Manacled  and 
boand,  for  at  times  her  paroxysms  were  ter- 
rible, and  all  partook  of  the  destructive  and 
murderous  character,  her  faculties,  when  pres- 
ent, had  betrayed,  she  was  placed  in  the  vehicle 
by  the  shrinking  side  of  her  accomplice.  As 
the  horses  shot  through  the  arch  of  the  lodge, 
the  death  knell  for  a  twofold  burial  tolled. 


chaise  had  stopped  at  the  iron  gates  of  a  laige 
building,  somewhat  out  of  the  main  road,  and 
the  doors  of  the  Madhouse  closed  on  Lucretia 
Dalibard. 

With  the  audacity  of  his  temperament,  and 
urged  by  the  desperate  state,  both  of  his  affairs 
and  of  bis  apprehensions,  Varney,  on  reaching 
London,  set  himself  to  work  to  recover  the 
sums  insured  upon  Helen's  life.  Lucretia  for 
whose  benefit  the  trust  had  been  made,  being 
incapacitated  by  her  lunacy,  the  law  awarded 
the  benefit  of  such  sums  as  she  was  entitled  to, 
according  to  the  disposition  of  any  will  she 
might  have  made  during  the  possession  of  her 
intellects.  By  the  help  of  Grabman,  such  a 
will  in  fhvor  of  Varney  was  easily  forged  and 
attested,  and  Varney  proceeded  to  claim  the 
debts  due  A-om  the  offices.  But  the  first  office 
he  appealed  to  resisted  the  claim.  There 
seemed  strong  legal  doubts  whether  the  parties 
comprehended  by  the  Insurance  had  that  inter- 
est in  the  life  of  Helen  which  the  prudent  scrU' 
pies  of  the  law  demand—the  strangeness  of 
investing  sums  so  large  on  the  improbable 
chance  of  death  in  one  so  young  and  healthful 
— the  sudden  decease  so  soon  following  the 
insurances  —  some  runoors  picked  up  in  the 
neighborhood  of  Laughton,  the  result  of  minate 
inquiries  into  the  past  career  of  Vamey  him- 
self, and  suspicious  circumstances  connected 
with  his  uncle's  death,  ingeniously  hunted  out 
and  adroitly  put  together,  all  induced  the  legal 
advisers  of  the  office  to  hazard  a  trial  on  the 
claim.  Pressed  by  his  debts  — harassed  night 
Und  day  by  the  fear  of  the  detection  of  his  for* 
gery  on  the  Bank  of  England,  Vamey  resolved 
to  betake  himself  to  France  while  the  law-suit 
was  carried  on.  Ho  made  his  preparations  ac- 
cordingly, intrusted  his  case  to  Grabman,  who 
foiled  of  the  reward  on  Beck's  discovery,  was 
promised  remuneration  iVom  the  recovery  of 
the  insurances — when,  as  he  was  stepping  into 
the  vessel  that  was  to  conduct  him  to  Boulogne, 
he  was  tapped  rudely  on  the  shoulder,  and  a 
determined  voice  sard — "  Mr.  Gabriel  Varney^ 
yon  are  my  prisoner !" 

"  For  what—some  paltry  debt  V*  said  Vamey, 
haughtily. 

"For  forgery  on  the  Bank  of  England  !" 

Varney's  hand  plunged  into  his  vest.  The 
officer  seised  it  in  time,  and  wrested  the  blade 
from  his  grasp.  Once  arrested  for  an  offense 
it  was  impossible  to  disprove,  althmigh  the  very 
smallest  of  which  his  conscience  might  charge 
biro,  Varney  sank  into  the  blackest  despair. 
Though  he  had  often  boasted,  not  only  to  others, 
but  to  his  own  vain  breast,  of  the  easy  eourage 
with  which,  when  life  ceased  to  yield  enjoys 
ment,  he  could  dismiss  it  by  the  act  of  his  own. 
wiU — though  he  had  possessed  himself  of  Lo* 
cretia's  murderous  ring,  and  death,  though  fear- 
ful, was  therefore  at  his  command,  self-destrue* 
tion  was  the  last  thought  that  occurred  to  him 
— that  morbid  excitability  of  fancy,  which» 
whether  in  his  art  or  in  his  deeds,  had  led  him 
to  strange  delight  in  horror,  now  served  hot  tO' 
haunt  him  with  the  images  of  death  in  those 
ghastliest  shapes  familiar  to  them  who  look 
only  into  the  bottom  of  the  charnel,  and  see  but 
the  rat  and  the  worm,  and  the  loathsome  ageo- 
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clinging  to  life ; — not  the  remorse  of  the  soal, 
— thai  Btill  slept  within  hina,  too  noble  an  agency 
for  one  so  debased,  but  the  gross  physical  terror. 
As  the  fear  of  the  tiger,  once  aroused,  is  more 
paralyzing  than  that  of  the  deer,  proportioned  to 
the  savageness  of  a  disposition  to  which  fear  is 
a  novelty,  so  the  very  boldness  of  Varney,  com- 
ing only  from  the  perfection  of  the  nervous  or- 
ganization, and  unsupported  by  one  moral  sen- 
timent, once  struck  down,  was  corrupted  into 
the  vilest  cowardice.  With  his  audacity,  his 
shrewdbess  forsook  him.  Advised  by  his  law* 
yer  to  plead  guilty,  he  obeyed,  and  the  sentence 
of  transportation  for  life,  gave  him,  at  first,  a 
feeling  of  reprieve ;  but  when  bis  imagination 
began  to  picture,  in  the  darkness  of  his  cell,  all 
the  true  tortures  of  that  penalty,  not  so  much, 
perbaps,  to  the  uneducated  peasant  felon,  inured 
to  toil,  and  familiarized  with  coarse  compan- 
ionship, as  to  one  pampered  like  himself  by  all 
soft  and  half- womanly  indulgences— thejshaven 
hair — the  convict's  dress-^tbe  rigorous  priva- 
tion— the  drudging  toil ; — the  exile  seemed  as 
grim  as  the  grave.  In  the  dotage  of  faculties 
smitten  into  driveling— he  wrote  to  the  Home 
Office,  offering  to  disclose  secrets  connected 
with  crimes  that  had  hitherto  escaped  or  baf- 


fled justice,  on  condition  that  his 
might  be  repealed,  or  mitigated  into  the  gentler 
forms  of  ordinary  transportation.  No  answer 
was  returned  to  him — ^hut  when  some  acquaint- 
ances whom  his  art  had  made  for  hini,  and  who, 
while  grieving  for  bis  crime,  saw  in  it  some  ex- 
coses  (ignorant  of  his  feller  deeds),  sought  to 
intercede  in  his  behalf,  the  reply  was  obvioos, 
**  Shall  we  let  off  the  forger,  because  in  his  own 
letter  be  will  confess  himself  an  accomplice  in 
murder  V*  Various  particulars  connected  with 
his  past  career^  brought  to  light  by  the  indefat- 
igable researches  bis  demand  on  the  insurance 
companies  had  provoked,  strengthened  against 
bim  the  dispositions  of  the  Home  Office.  Not 
one  indulgence  that  could  distinguish  him  from 
the  most  execrable  ruffian,  condemned  to  the 
same  sentence,  was  conceded. 

The  idea  of  the  gibbet  lost  all  its  bomr. 
Here  was  a  gibbet  for  every  hour !  No  hope- 
no  escape.  Already  that  Future  Doom  wbick 
comprehends  the  "  Forever*'  opened  upon  him, 
black  and  fathomless.  The  hour-glass  was 
broken  up — the  hand  of  the  timepiece  was  ar- 
rested. The  Beyond  sketched  before  him» 
without  limit,  without  goal— on  into  Annihila- 
tion or  into  Hell. 
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StAND,  O  man !  upon  the  hill  top— in  the 
stUlness  of  the  evening  hoor-^^nd  gaze,  not 
with  joyous,  but  with  contented  eyes,  upon  the 
beautiful  worM  around  thee  I  See,  where  the 
roists,  soft  and  dim,  rise  over  the  green  mea- 
dows, through  which  the  rivulet  steals  its  way ! 
See  where,  broadest  and  stillest,  the  wave  ex- 
pands to  the  full  smile  of  the  setting  sun — and 
the  willow  that  trembles  on  the  breeze— and 
the  oak  that  stands  firm  in  the  storm,  are  re- 
jected back,  peaceful  both,  from  the  clear  glass 
•of  the  tides !  See,  where,  begirt  by  the  gold 
•of  (the  harvests,  and  backed  by  the  pomp  of  a 
Ihousand  groves — the  roofs  of  the  town,  bask, 
ooiseless,  in  the  calm  gk>w  of  the  sky.  Not  a 
iBSttttd  from  those  abodes  floats  in  discord  to 
ibine  ear-<-OAly  from  the  church  tower,  soaring 
liigh  above  the  rest,  perhaps,  faintly  heard 
through  the  stillaess,  swells  the  note  of  the 
boly  belt  Along  the  mead  low  skims  the 
fiwaUow-^on  the  wave,  the  silver  circlet, 
breaking  into  spray,  shows  the  sport  of  the 
£sh.  See,  the  earth,  how  serene,  though  all 
eloquent  of  activity  and  life !  See  the  heavens, 
how  benign,  though  dark  douds*  by  yon  moun- 
tain«  blend  the  purple  with  the  gold !  Gaze 
contented,  for  good  is  around  thee — not  joyous, 
for  evil  is  the  shadowof  good !  Let  thy  soul 
pierce  through  the  veil  of  ihe  senses,  and  thy 
sight  plunge  deeper  than  the  surface  which 
gives  delight  to  thine  eye.  Below  the  glass 
of  that  river,  the  pike  darts  on  his  prey ;  the 
•circle  in  the  wave,  the  soft  plash  among  the 
•reeds,  are  but  signs  of  destroyer  and  of  victim, 
la  tho  ivy  round  the  oak  by  the  margin,  the 
owl  hungers  for  the  night,  which  shall  give  its 
beak  and  its  talons,  living  food  for  its  young; 


wing  of  the  j'ed -breast,  whose  bright  eye  i 
the  worm  on  the  sod.  Canst  thou  count  too, 
O  man !  all  the  cares-*all  the  sins— that  those 
noiseless  roof-tops  conceal  Y  With  evsiy  cuil 
of  that  smoke  to  the  sky,  a  human  thooght 
soars  as  dark,  a  human  hope  melts  as  briefly. 
And  the  bell  from  the  church  tower,  that  to  thy 
ear  gives  but  music,  perhaps  knolls  for  the 
dead.  The  swallow  but  chases  the  moth,  and 
the  cloud  that  deepens  the  glory  of  the  heaven, 
and  the  sweet  shadows  on  the  earth,  nurses 
but  the  thunder  that  shall  rend  the  grove,  aai 
the  storm  that  shall  devastate  the  harvesu. 
Not  with  fear,  not  with  doubt,  recognize,  0 
mortal,  the  presence  of  evil  in  the  vorkL 
Hush  thy  heart  in  the  humbleness  of  awe,  that 
its  mirror  may  reflect  as  serenely  the  shadow 
as  the  light.  Vainly,  for  its  moral,  dost  thoa 
gaze  on  the  landscape,  if  thy  soul  pots  no  check 
on  the  dull  delight  of  the  senses.  Two  wings 
only  raise  thee  to  the  summit  of  truth — where 
the  cherub  shall  comfort  the  sorrow,  where  the 
seraph  shall  enlighten  the  joy.  Bark  as  ebon, 
spreads  the  one  wing,  white  as  snow  gleams 
the  other — ^mournful  as  thy  reasom  when  it 
descends  into  the  deep— exulting  as  thy  failk 
when  it  springs  to  the  day-star. 

In  the  churchyard  at  Laoghton,  there  is  a 
tomb  apart  from  the  rest.  It  stands  between 
the  church  and  the  yew  tree;  and,  in  the  small 
inclosure,  within  the  fence  which  surrounds 
it,  low  shrubs,  and  boom  flowers,  have  been 
trained  to  grow.  There,  once  in  every  year, 
since  Helen  died,  comes  a  pilgrim  from  the 
great  city — there,  the  hard  man  panses  from 
his  toil — (here,  ambition  forgets  its  dreams  > 
there,  as  in  one  arch-sabbath,  a  laboring! 
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munes,  throogh  desth,  with  God — and  there, 
not  yearly,  but  often---(oh,  how  often  I)— nor 
more  rarely  as  time  fleets  on,  and  the  cares  of 
man  deepen  around  him — comes  the  gentler 
and  tenderer  mourner.  Upon  those  two  na- 
tures, so  opposite,  yet  so  united  in  love  and 
sorrow  for  the  Io9i,  the  inflaence  of  Helen  s 
memory  remains  still — stronger,  more  endur- 
ing, perhaps,  than  the  influence  of  the  living 
Helen  could  b^re  been. 

John  Ard^rorth  has  not  paused  in  his  career, 
nor  belief  the  promise  of  his  youth.  Thoagh, 
partly  ^j  his  own  exertions,  partly  by  his 
second  marriage  with  the  daughter  of  the 
French  merchant,  (through  whose  agency  he 
had  corresponded  with  Fielden),  the  elder 
Ardworth  had  realized  a  moderate  fortune,  it 
bot  sufficed  for  his  own  wants,  and  for  the 
children  of  his  later  nuptials,  upon  whon^  the 
bulk  of  it  was  settled.  Hence,  happily,  per- 
haps, for  himself  and  others,  the  easy  circum- 
stances of  his  father  allowed  to  John  Ardworth 
no  exemption  from  labor.  His  success  in  the 
single  episode  from  actiye  life  to  literature, 
did  not  iotozicate  or  mislead  him.  He  knew 
that  his  real  element  was  not  in  the  field  of 
letters,  but  in  the  world  of  men.  Not  under- 
▼alaing  the  noble  destinies  of  the  author,  he 
feH  that  those  destinies,  if  realized  to  the 
utmost,  demanded  powers  other  than  his  own ; 
and  that  man  is  only  true  to  his  genius  when 
that  genius  is  at  home  m  its  career.  He 
would  not  renounee  for  a  brief  celebrity  distant 
and  solid  fame.  He  continued  for  a  few  years 
in  patience  and  privation,  and  confident  self- 
reliance,  to  drudge  on  till  the  occupation  for 
the  intellect  fed  by  restraint,  and  the  learning 
accumulated  by  study,  came  and  found  the 
whole  man  developed  and  prepared.  Then,  he 
roee  rapidly  from  step  to  step— then,  still  re- 
taining his  high  enthusiasm,  he  enlarged  his 
sphere  of  action  from  the  cold  practice  of  law, 
into  those  vast  social  improTements  which  law, 
rightly  regarded,  should  lead,  and  vivify,  and 
create.  Then,  and  long  before  the  twenty 
years  he  had  imposed  on  his  probation  had 
expired,  he  gazed  again  upon  the  senate  and 
the  abbey,  and  saw  the  doors  of  the  one  open 
to  his  resolute  tread,  and  anticipated  the  glo- 
rious sepulcher,  heart  and  brain  should  win 
him  in  the  other. 

W  often,  when  he  felt  the  harshness  of  ex- 
perienoe  creep  over  him — when  that  cold  skep- 
ticism, which  experience  of  men  and  profes- 
sional distMst  tend  to  inspire—made  the  old 
generous  poevry  of  ambition  fade  into  that  ego- 
tism which  is  the  prose  of  action,  the  image  of 
that  fair  child,  with  whom  all  his  earliest  aspi- 
rations had  been  linked— from  whose  simple 
lips,  noUe  and  lovely  thoughts  had  flowed— as 
bright  waters  from  untroubled  wells— hovered 
over  him ;  and  the  very  air  grew  warmer,  as  if 
with  a  living  breath.  This  image— the  holy  as- 
sociations that  were  blended  with  it— the  sol- 
emn regrets  it  bequeathed— seemed  to  dwell  for 
ever  beside  him,  like  the  visible  spirit  of  his 
own  youth — banishing  with  its  pore  eyes  the 
colder  and  harder  shapes  in  which  ideas  clothe 
themselves,  as  we  advance  in  years :  and  in  the 
noble  thought,  and  the  lofty  deed,  it  smiled  upon 


could  return  to  the  duties  of  real  life.  Object- 
less, and  hopeless,  he  fled  from  his  native  land 
—as  if  he  could  fly  himself!  But  gradually 
over  him,  too,  the  memory  of  Helen  extended, 
and  strengthened,  its  true  and  predestined  in- 
fluence. He  returned  to  England  ;  and,  in  the 
fulfilment  of  human  duties,  felt  his  best  union 
with  an  immortal  soul.  His  mother  is  still 
spared  to  him — ^to  soothe  and  comfort;  Gre- 
ville  long  survived — ^to  encourage  and  to  guide. 
Those  vague  promises  of  talent,  and  those  des- 
ultory aspirations  to  distinction,  which  his  boy- 
hood had  known,  have  as  yet  deepened  only 
into  one  channel — that  of  thoughtful,  beneficent 
goodness.  As  Ardworth,  in  those  vast  aims 
which  advance  an  age,  or  exalt  a  race,  bo  Per- 
cival,  in  the  narrower,  but  more  intense  circle 
of  individual  sympathy  and  charitable  purpose, 
has  found  his  fittest  sphere — ^the  one  fulfilling 
the  ends  of  Intellect — the  other  of  the  heart. 
Godlike  the  destiny  to  both,  and  each  in  its 
sphere  must  mingle ;  for  the  intellect  runs  to 
evil  without  the  heart  guide  it,  and  the  heart 
ever  has  a  genius  of  its  own,  when  it  loves  and 
pities.  The  center  of  that  noiseless  good,  which 
wealth  can  dififhse  around  it.  Percival  St.  John 
is  beloved  as  a  child,  and  yet  reverenced  as  a 
sage :  and  from  that  circle,  as  from  a  glory,  ha 
sees  with  the  eyes  of  his  soul  one  angers  happy, 
applauding  face !  Oh,  what  a  temple  of  the 
whole  universe  is  made  by  one  tomb  which  is 
duly  honored ! 

The  closest  brotherhood  between  Pereival 
and  Ardworth  exists.  In  their  rare  meetings 
they  warm  to  each  other,  as  members  of  the 
same  house,  .meeting  upon  the  same  hearth. 
Neither,  as  yet,  has  formed  new  ties :  but  Per- 
cival, at  least,  is  still  young,  nor  Ardworth  too 
old  to  hope  for  happiness  at  the  altar;  yet 
neither  has  complained  that  his  lot  is  lonely, 
and  his  affections  void.  For  him  who  aspires 
and  for  him  who  loves,  the  world  may  have  sor- 
rows, but  never  solitude. 

On  the  minor  personages  involved  in  this  his- 
tory, there  is  little  need  to  dwell.  We  know 
that,  whatever  the  good  pastor's  grief  at  the 
death  of  Helen,  he  but  considered  that  a  new 
joy  was  added  to  the  future  heaven,  in  the  grief] 
entailed  on  earth.  In  his  huitable  piety  he  was 
armed  in  the  only  sublime  philosophy :— the 
rainbow  was  reflected  in  the  cloud,  and  the  to- 
ken of  the  shower  was  but  the  promise  of  de- 
liverance from  the  deluge. 

We  may  feel  assured  that  the  Mivers  will 
go  on  much  the  same  while  trade  enriches 
without  refining,  and  while,  nevertheless,  right 
feelings  in  the  common  paths  of  duty  may  unite 
charitable  emotions  with  graceless  language. 

We  may  feel  assured  that  the  poor  widow 
who  had  reared  the  lost  son  of  Lucretia  receiv- 
ed from  the  bounty  of  Percival  all  that  could 
comfort  her  for  his  death. 

We  have  no  need  to  track  the  dull  crimes  of 
Martha,  or  the  quick,  cunning  vices  of  Grabman     ' 
to  their  inevitable  goals,  in  the  hospital  or  the 
prison,  the  dunghill  or  the  gibbet. 

Of  the  elder  Ardworth  our  parting  notice 
may  be  less  brief.  We  first  saw  him  in  san- 
guine and  generous  youth,  with  higher  princi- 
ples and  clearer  insight  into  honor  than  William 
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and  his  honor  dimmed.  He  preseoto  to  us  no 
oncommoD  example  of  the  corruption  engen- 
dered by  that  vulgar  self-indulgence  which 
mortgages  the  morrow  for  the  pleasures  of  to- 
day. No  Deity  presides  where  Prudence  is 
absent.  Man,  a  world  in  himself,  requires  for 
the  development  of  his  faculties,  patience ;  and 
for  the  balance  of  his  actions,  order.  Even 
where  he  had  deemed  himself  most  oppressively 
made  the  martyr — viz.,  in  the  profession  of  mere 
political  opinions,  Walter  Ardworth  had  but 
followed  out  into  theor}*  the  restless,  uncalcu- 
lating  impatience  which  had  brought  adversity 
on  bis  manhood,  and,  despite  his  constitutional 
cheerfulness,  shadowed  his  age  with  remorse. 
The  death  of  the  child  committed  to  his  charge, 
long  (perhaps  to  the  last)  imbittered  his  pride 
in  the  son,  whom,  without  merit  of  his  own. 
Providence  had  spared  to  a  brighter  fate.  But 
for  the  faults  which  had  Banished  him  his  coun- 
try, and  the  habits  which  had  seared  his  sense 
of  duty,  could  that  child  have  been  so  abandon- 
ed, and  have  so  perished  1 

It  remains  only  to  past  our  glance  over  the 
punishments  which  befell  the  sensual  villainy  of 
Varney, — ^the^ intellectual  corruption  of  his  fell 
stepmother. 

These  two  persons  had  made  a  very  trade 
of  those  crimes  to  which  man*s  law  awards 
death.  They  had  said  in  their  hearts  that  they 
would  dare  the  crime,  but  elude  the  penalty.  By 
wonderful  subtilty,  crafl,  and  dexterity,  which 
reduced  guilt  to  a  science,  they  had  compassed 
their  end.  Providence  seemed,  as  in  disdain  of 
the  vulgar  instruments  of  common  retribution, 
to  concede  to  them  that  which  they  had  schem- 
ed for,— escape  from  the  rope  and  gibbet.  Yar- 
ney,  saved  from  detection  of  his  darker  and 
more  inexpiable  crimes,  punished  only  for  the 
least  one — ^retained  what  had  seemed  to  him 
the  master  boon— life!  Safer  still  from  the 
law,  no  mortal  eye  had  plumbed  the  profound 
night  of  Lucretia's  awful  guilt.  Murderess  of 
husband*  and  niece,  and  son,  the  blinded  law 
bade  her  go,  unscathed,  unsuspec^d.  Direct 
as  from  Heaven,  without  a  cloud,  fell  the  thun- 
derbolt. Is  the  life  they  have  saved  worth  the 
prizing  1  Doth  the  chalice,  unspilt  on  the 
ground,  not  return  to  the  hand  1  Is  the  sud- 
den pang  of  the  hangman  more  fearful  than  the 
doom  which  they  breathe  and  heart  Look, 
and  judge ! 

Behold  that  dark  ship  on  the  waters!  Its 
burthens  are  not  of  Ormus  and  Tyre.  No  goodly 
merchandise  doth  it  wafl  over  the  wave,  no 
blessing  cleaves  to  its  sails ;  freighted  with  ter- 
ror and  with  guilt,  with  remorse  and  despair, 
or  more  ghastly  than  either,  the  suUen  apathy 
of  souls  hardened  into  stone,  it  carries  the 
dregs  and  ofial  of  the  old  world  to  populate  the 
new.  On  a  bench  in  that  ship,  sit  side  by  side 
two  men,  companions  assigned  to  each  other. 
Pale,  abject,  cowering,  aU  the  bravery  rent 
from  his  garb,  all  the  gay  insolence  vanished 
from  his  brow — oan  that  hollow-eyed,  haggard 
wretch,  be  the  same  m^n  whose  senses  opened 
on  every  joy,  whose  nerves  mocked  at  every 
peril  1  But  beside  him,  with  a  grin  of  vile  glee 
on  his  features,  all  muscle  and  brawn  in  the 
form,  all  malice,  at  once  spiteful  and  dull,  in 
i      the  heavy  eye,  sits  his  fit  comrade — ^ihe  Grave- 
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nized  each,  and  the  propbecj  and  the  wmm  ; 
rushed  back  upon  the  daintier  convict.    If  te  ' 
seek  to  escape  from  him,  the*  grave-steaier 
claims  him  as  a  prey,  he  threaten*  bim  with 
his  eye  as  a  slave,  he  kicks  him  with  bis  besf 
as  they  sit,  and  laughs  at  the  writbiogs  of  tte 
pain.    Carry  on  your  gaze  from   tbe  sbip:^ 
hear  the  cry  from  the  mast-head — see  the  laad 
arise  from  the  waste !    A  land  witbtrat  hope! 
At  first,  despite  the  rigor  of  tbe  Home  Ofiee, 
the  education  and  intelligence  of  V.aniey  fam 
their  price — ^the  sole  crime  for  ^vhicb  be  nam- 
victed  is  not  of  tbe  darkest.    He  eses^Ka  fiva 
that  hideous  comrade,  be  can  teach  as  a  scbooi- 
master,  let  his  brain  work,  not  his  bands .'    Bo< 
the  most  irredeemable  of  conTicts  ave  erei 
those  of  nurture,  and  birth,  and  caJtore.  belfer 
than  the  rufiidn-rest.    Yau  may  enligfatea  tbe 
clod,  but  the  meteor  still  must  feed  ootto 
marsh;  and  the  pride,  and  tbe  yudHj  wodi 
where  the  crime  itself  seems  to  lose  its  occa- 
sion.   Ever  avid,  ever  grasping  be  IklJa  step 
by  step  in  the  foul  sink,  and  tbe  eolooj  aeea  ia 
Gabriel  Vamey  its  most  pestilent  ro^ue ;  aicb- 
convict  amid  convicts,  douh/j  Io»t  aaaong  the 
damned  ;  they  banish  him  to  tbe  sternest  of  tbe 
penal  settlements — ^they  send  him  foitb  with 
the  vilest  to  break  stones  upon  tbe  loada 
Shriveled,  and  bowed,  and  old,  piematBiel/-- 
see  that  sharp  face  peering  forth  among  tbat 
gang,  scarcely  human — see  him  cringe  to  the 
lash  of  tbe  scornful  overseer — see  tbe  pairs 
chained  together,  night  and  day !    Ho,  bo !  his 
comrade   hath  found   him  i^in,  tbe  artiift 
and  the  grave-stealer  leashed  together !    Con* 
ceive  that  fancy,  so  nurtored  by  habit— those 
tastes,  so  womanized  by  indulgenes    tbe  oas 
suggesting  the  very  horrors  that  are  aoc,  tbe 
other  revolting  at  all  toil  as  a  torture. 

But  intellect  not  all  gone,  though  booriy  df* 
ing  heavily  down  to  tbe  level  of  the  brnte,  yet 
schemes  for  delivery  and  escape^    Let  the  plot 
ripen,  and  the  heart  bound ;  break  bis^ain— 
set  bim  free — send  him  forth  to  tbe  wilderaess. 
Hark,  tbe  whoop  of  the  wild  men  !    See  tboas 
things  that  ape  our  species,  dance  and  gikber 
round  the  famishing  hunted  wretch.     Haifc*' 
how  he  shrieks  at  the  torture !   How  they  wr« 
and  they  pinch,  and  they  bum,  and  tbcy  it^ 
him !    They,  too,  spare  bis  life— it  is  cbfliaed  \ 
A  Caliban  amid  Calibans,  they  heap  bia  wMi 
their  burthens,  and  feed  him  on  their  oilkL  l^ 
bim  live ;  he  loved  life  for  himself;  be  bas  - 
cheated  tbe  gibbet — lbt  him  livk  !    l^et  him 
watch ;  let  him  once  more  escape ;  sU  naked 
and  mansled,  let  hhn  wander  to  the  hots  of  his 
gang.    Lo!  where  he  kneels,  tbe  fool  t*rs 
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streaming  down,  and  cries  aloud,  **I  have 
broken  all  your  laws ;  I  will  tell  yon  aU  mf 
crimes ;  I  ask  but  one  sentence — bang  me  np 
— ^let  me  die!''  And  from  the  gang  groen 
many  voices—"  Hang  us  up— let  as  dief  Tbe 
overseer  turns  on  his  heel,  and  Gabriel  Vamey 
again  is  chained  to  the  laughing  grave-stealer. 
You  enter  those  gates  so  jealously  guarded 
—you  pass,  with  a  quick  beat  of  the  heart,  by 
those  groups  on  the  lawn,  though  they  are 
harmless ;  you  follow  your  guide  through  those 
passages ;  where  tbe  open  doors  will  permit, 
you  see  the  emperor  brandish  his  seepter  of 
straw — bear  the  speculator  counting  bts  mS^ 
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rettrro  of  the  shipwrecked  lover— <Mr  gravely 
Bbake  the  head  and  harry  od,  where  the  fanatic 
raves  his  Apocalypse,  and  reigns  in  judgment 
on  the  world  ;  you  pass  by  strong  grates  into 
corridors  gloomier  and  more  remote.    Nearer 
and  nearer,  yoa  hear  the  yell,  and  the  oath  and 
blaspheming  carse— yoa  are  in  the  heart  of  the 
mad-hoase,  whert  they  chain  those  at  once 
careless  and  dangerous — who  have  but  sense 
enough  left  th^cn  to  smite,  and  to  throttle,  and 
to  morder.    Tour  guide  opens  that  door,  mas- 
sive as  a  i^all,  you  see  (as  we,  who  narrate, 
have  se^  her)  Lucretia  Dalibard ;  a  grisly, 
equali^,  ferocious  mockery  of  a  human  being — 
more  appalling  and  more  fallen,  than  Dante 
ever  fabled  in  his  specters,  than  Swift  ever 
aoofied  in  bis  Taboos !    Only  where  all  other 
feature  seems  to  have  lost  its  stamp  of  human- 
ity, still  bums  with  unquenchable  fever--the 
red  devouring  eye.    That  eye  never  seems  to 
Bleep,  or,  in  sleep,  the  lid  never  closes  over 
it.    Aa  you  shrink  from  its  light,  it  seems  to 
yoo  as  if  the  mind  that  had  lost  coherence  and 
harmony,  still  retained  latent  and  incommuni- 
cable conscioume$9  as  its  curse.    For  days,  for 
weeks — ^that  awful  maniac  will  preserve  obsti- 
nate, unbroken  silence ;  but,  as  the  eye  never 
closes,  so  tbe  hands  never  rest«--they  open  and 
grasp,  as  if  at  some  palpable  object,  on  which 
tbey  close,  vice-like,  as  a  bird's  talons  on  its 
prey — sometimes  they  wander  over  that  brow, 
where  the  furrows  seem  torn  as  tbe  thunder 
scars,  as  if  to  wipe  from  it  a  stain,  or  charm 
from  it  a  pang—- sometimes  they  gather  up  tbe 
hem  of  that  sordid  robe,  and  seem,  for  hours 
together,  striving  to  rub  from  it  a  soil.    Then, 
out  from  prolonged  silence,  without  cause  or 
warning,  will  ring,  peal  after  peal  (till  the  frame 
exhausted  with  the  effort,  sinks  senseless  into 
stupor)  the  frightful  laugh.    But  speech,  intel- 
ligible and  coherent,  even  in  a  single  sentence, 
those  lips  rarely  yield. 

There  are  times,  indeed,  when  the  attendants 
are  persuaded,  that  her  mind  in  part  returns  to 
her ;  and  those  times,  experience  has  taught 
them  to  watch  with  peculiar  caution.  The 
crisis  evinces  itself  by  a  change  in  the  manner 
I— by  a  quick  apprehension  of  all  that  is  said— 
by  a  straining  anxious  look  at  tbe  dismal  walls 
— by  a  soft  fawning  docility — by  murmured  com- 
plaiQts  of  tbe  chains  that  fetter ;  and  though,  but 
yery  )«rely,  by  prayers,  that  .seem  rational,  for 
greater  e^se  and  freedom. 

In  the  evlier  time  of  her  dread  captivity, 
perhaps,  when  it  was  believed  at  the  asylum 
that  she  was  a  putient  of  condition,  with  friends 
who  c*ed  for  her  «tate,  and  would  liberally  re- 
ward her  cure,  they,  in  those  moments,  relax- 
ed her  confinement,  md  sought  the  gentler 
remedies  their  art  employs ;  but  then  invari- 
ably, and,  it  was  said,  wHh  a  cunning  that  sur- 
passed all  the  proverbial  astuteness  of  tbe  mad, 
she  turned  this  indulgence  to  the  most  deadly 
oses^Ae  crept  to  the  pallet  of  some  adjacent 
suflTerer,  weaker  tbait  herself,  and  the  shrieks 
that  brought  the  attendants  into  the  cell  scarcely 
saved  the  intended  victim  from  her  bands.  It 
seemed,  in  those  imperfectly  lucid  intervals,  as 
if  the  reason  only  returned  to  guide  her  to  des- 
troy-—only  to  animate  the  broken  mechanism 
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within  those  walls.    He  who  placed  her  there 
never  had  returned — ^be  had  given  a  fiilse  name 
— no  clue  to  him  was  obtained ;  the  gold  he  had 
left  was  but  the  quarter's  pay.    When  Vamey 
had  been  first  apprehended,  John  Ardworth, 
then  at  Laughton,  vainly  striving  to  comfort 
Percival,  who  was  almost  insensible  to  the  exr 
ternal  world,  wrote  to  his  father  to  seek  tbe 
forger  in  prison — to  question  him  as  to  Madame 
Dalibard ;  bat  Vamey  was  then  so  apprehensive 
that,  even  if  still  insane,  her  very  ravings  might 
betray  bis  share  in  her  crimes,  or  still  more,  if 
she  recovered,  that  the  remembrance  of  her 
son*s  murder  would  awaken  the  repentance  and 
the  confession  of  crushed  despair,  that  the 
wretch  had  judged  it  wiser  to  say  that  his  ae^ 
pomplice  Was  no  morB—that  her  insanity  had 
already  terminated  in  death.     Compelled  to 
abandon  his  claim  on  the  Insaranee  Companies, 
the  place  of  her  confinement  (which  otherwise 
such  litigation  would  have  made  known)  con- 
tinued a  secret  locked  in  his  own  breast.   Ego- 
tist to  the  last,  she  was  henceforth  dead  to  lum 
— ^wby  not  to  the  world  1   The  elder  Ardworth, 
without  pressing  for  the  details  that  {night  have 
occurred  to  his  more  penetrating  son,  implicitly 
believed  the  story,  and  the  shock  Lucretia  had 
undergone  rendered  it  sufficiently  probable  to 
be  received  by  John  without  suspicion.    Thus, 
though,  then,  but  slight  inquiry  might  have 
suflSced  to  track  her — ^that  inquiry  was  with- 
held— thus  the  partner  of  her  crimes  had  cut  oflT 
her  sole  resource,  in  the  compassion  of  her  un- 
conscious kindred ;  thus  the  gates  of  the  living 
world  were  shut  to  her  for  evermore.    Still,  in 
a  kind  of  compassion,  or  as  an  object  of  experi- 
menters a  subject  to  be  dealt  with  unscru- 
pulously in  that  living  dissection-hall — her  grim 
jailors  did  not  grudge  her  an  asylum.  But,  year 
after  year,  the  attendance  was  more  slovenly-* 
the  treatment  more  harsh  ;  and,  strange  to  say, 
while  the  features  were  scarcely  recognizable  ; 
while  the  form  underwent  all  tbe  change  which 
the  shape  suflTers  when  mind  deserts  it,  that 
prodigious  vitality,  which  belonged  to  the  tem- 
perament, still  survived.    No  signs  of  decay 
are  yet  visible.    Death,  as  if  spurning  the  car- 
cass, stands  inexorably  afar  off.    Baffler  of 
man*8  law,  thou,  too,  hast  escaped  with  life ! 
Not  for  thee  is  the  sentence, "  Blood  for  blood !" 
Thy  victims  cry  not  to  justice  from  their  graves. 
Thou  Uvest — ^tbou  mayst  pass  the  extremest 
boundaries  of  age.    Live  on,  to  wipe  tbe  kisa 
from  thy  brow,  and  the  blood  from  thy  robe  ! — 
uvB  ON !  r 

Not  for  the  coarse  object  of  creating  an  idle 
terror — not  for  the  shock  upon  the  nerves  and 
the  thrill  of  tbe  grosser  interest  which  the  nar- 
rative of  crime  creates,  has  this  book  been  com- 
piled from  the  facts  and  materials  aflforded  to 
tbe  author.  When  the  great  German  poet  de- 
scribes, in  not  the  least  noble  of  his  lyrics,  the 
sodden  apparition  of  some  Monster  Fate  in  the 
circles  of  careless  joy,  he  assigns  to  him  who 
teaches  tbe  world  through  parable  or  song  the 
right  to  invoke  the  specter.  It  is  well  to  be 
awakened  at  times  from  the  easy  commonplace 
that  surrounds  our  habitual  life — to  cast  broad, 
and  steady,  and  patient  light  on  tbe  darker  se- 
crets of  the  heart— on  II^S| 
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the  dread,  aniHB  awe,  and  the  balf-iacredoloaa 
wonder,  to  set«closer  watch  upon  our  inner  and 
hidden  selves.  In  him  who  cultivates  only  the 
reason,  and  sufiers  the  heart  and  spirit  to  lie 
waste  and  dead,  who  schemes,  and  constructs, 
and  revolves  round  the  axle  of  self— unwarmed 
by  the  affections,  unpoised  by  the  attraction  of 
right— lies  the  germ  Fate  might  ripen  into  the 
guilt  of  Olivier  Dalibard.  Let  him  who  but 
lives  through  the  senses,  spreads  the  wings  of 
the  fancy  in  the  gaudy  glare  of  enjoyment  cor- 
rupted, avid  to  seize  and  impatient  to  toil — 
whose  faculties  are  curbed  but  to  the  range  of 
physical  perception,  whose  very  courage  is  but 
the  strength  of  the  nerves,  who  developes  but 
the  animal  as  he  stifles  the  man,— let  him  gaze 
on  the  villainy  of  Varney,  and  startle  to  see 
some  magnified  shadow  of  himself  thrown  dim-^ 
ly  on  the  glass !  Let  those  who,  with  powers 
to  command  and  passions  to  wing  the  powers, 


would  sweep  withoat  scruple  from  Ilie  aim 
the  end -^  who,  trampling  beneath  their  fo 
print  of  iron  the  humanities  that  bloom  op 
their  path,  would, march  to  success  with  tl 
proud  stride  of  the  destroyer — ^hear,  in  the  laoi 
of  yon  maniac  murderess,  the  glee  of  the  fiei 
they  have  wooed  to  their  own  souls  !     Gnai 

well,  O  Heir  of  Eternity,  the  portal  of  sio tl 

thought!  From  the  thought  to  the  deed,  tt 
subtler  thy  brain  and  the  bolder  thy  coaragi 
the  briefer  and  straighter  is  the  way.  Dm 
thou  count  on  a  death  for  the  acces^on  to  gok 
or  the  crown  to  a  passion  1 — thy  thought  is  a 
war  with  a  life,  though  thy  hand  majr  ahrin] 
back  from  its  murder.  Read  these  pa^es  a 
disdain  of  self-commune,  and  they  shall  but  ie 
volt  thee.  Read  them,  and  look  steadily  within 
and  thou  shalt  be  better,  and  purer,  uiwiaei 
to  thy  grave  I 
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